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Paris Mansion Where French Bishops Discussed
Their Policy
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I They passed out into the cool night. Lord 

Sydenham removed his hat and walked 
distance, carying it in his hand. S 

denly he turned to his companion.
“Strone/’ he said, “you must join ns.”
Strone laughed—enigmatically.
“I am handicapped/* he remarked, 

principles. Besides, imagine the horror 
with which your old-.ashioned Conserva
tives would regard my social scheme i. It 
is impossible.”

“I hope to convince you,” Lord Syden
ham said earnestly, that it is nothiig of 
the sort. In the first place, I want you to 
remember that during the last ten years a 
marvellous chang2 has transformed the rel
ative positions of the two great poitical 
parties. The advent of the Liberal 1 nion- 
ists into our ranks was the consummation 
of what was fast becoming inevitable. T^ 
day it is the Conservative party who alS 
the party of progress. It is the paity 
which you must naturally belong.”

“I will grant what you say about tlB 
Conservatism. At the same time thefO 

are many important points on which you 
and I would be very far apart.”

“Assuming for the moment,” Lord Syd
enham went on, “that you secured a seat in 
the new Parliament as an Independent La
bour Member, have you considered your 
absolutely hopeless position? You would 
have little if any following. You world be, 
to speak plainly, 'an impotent and ineff» 
tive force. Your life would be fritter 
away in making speeches to which 
would listen,and elaborating schetaes 
must remain for ever in the air.”

“Well!”
“I do not attempt to defend our present 

system of government,” Lord. Sydenham 
continued, “but it exists, and it will con
tinue to exist for your time and mine. I 
believe you to be something of a philoso
pher, Strone, and I put it to you, there
fore, whether it is not better to adapt 
self to circumstances which are e datent 
and unassailable rather than to sU.nd on 
one side and sulk because the end we desire 
cannot be attained by the exact means 
which recommend themselves. to us. As 
an independent member, you will be power
less. Therefore 1 say join us—on these 
terms.

Strone laughed loud and long. A police
man looked over his shoulder at them, * 
passerby turned round.

(To be continued.)

sion in his voice, “cursed weakness. I will 
stamp it down. I shall outgrow it. But 
it’s there, and it’s a live thing.”

Afterwards he liked to think of her as 
she had seemed that night. The weari
ness, the flippancy of her outlook upon life 
seemed for the moment to have fallen 
away like a mask. The woman shone out 
—flamed in her eyes, was manifest in her 
softened tone.

“It is the toll we all have to pay,” she 
said. “We expect too much of life. The 
things which look so beautiful to us when 

hammering at the gates crumble 
into dust when we have passed through 
into their midst, and seek to grasp them.”

“Is there nothing in life?” he said, 
“which is real—which remains?”

She did not answer him, her silence was 
surely purposeful. She sat with hall- 
closed eyes as though listening to the 
music of the breeze-shaken limes, and 
Strone felt his heart beating madly. The 
significance of his question and her silence 
were suddenly revealed to him. A mad 
desire possessed him to seize her hands, 
to force her to look at him. Instinct told 
him that the moment was propitious, that 
the great gulf between them was bridged 
over by a sudden emotional crisis, which 
might never occur again. He had found 
her a victim of a mood, marvelously plas
tic, marvelously alluring. Her silence, 
her averted eyes, the quick rising and fall
ing of her white bosom were like wine to 
his timidity. He drew nearer to her. 
Then from the street below came an in
terruption. A furiously driven hansom 
was pulled up, a man sprang out, glanced 
upwards and waved, his hand. A curse 
trembled upon Strone’s lips. Lady Mal- 

I ingcourt sat up and returned his greeting.
. .. _ _ _ . . i “So like Sydenham,” she murmured.French episcopate requesting tnem to at-! ... , Jtend another meeting berce A prelimin-1 "H™r he may have loitered on the 

ary assemblage of bishops, at whith thirtyj „e a wa- 'p
were present, took place this afternoon at ; urri * 
the residence of M. Denys-Cochin, where ! 
the cahrinal has made his hearquarters j 
since he was compelled to leave the Epis
copal Palace.
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CHAPTER1 XXVI. ham to be a well-meaning man. I know 
that he has dismissed his agent, is pulling 
down his property, and rebuilding it on 
thoroughly sound lines.”

One of the three broke silence. John

we areThe next morning’s post brought Strone 
a pile,of letters. He glanced them through 
hurriedly enough—invitations, congratulat
ory epistles, appeals for charity. But to
wards the end he came across one in a 
familiar handwriting. He leaned back in 
his chair and opened it. It was dated from 
the National Liberal Club.

“Dear Sir,—We are much disappointed 
not to have seen you here tonight. It 

I thought, understood that an infor-

Inman, a long, lean man, with shock hair 
a collar which was certainly not clean 
that morning, and no tie.

“Mr. Strone,” he said, “the papers say 
that you were having dinner at Lord 
Sydenham’s on Monday.”

“Quite right,” Strone assented. “I was 
What of it?” new

1— was,
mal meeting should take place to report 
and discuss thè prospects of the Bill. We 
took the liberty of sending round to your 
house, but found you had not returned. 
There are several matters which we should 
like to put before you, and as I believe to
morrow is Directors’ day at your office in 
Leadenhall Street, we will wait upon you 
there at eleven o’clock.—I am, yours truly, 

“RICHARD FAGAN.” 
Strone read his letter through, and flung 

it on one ride with a little exclamation 
of contempt. Not a word of congratula
tion. By his speech he had ensured the 
passage through the House of a Bill which, 
Fagan and his friends had. been working 
at for years. They took no account of his 
suocess! They went out of their way. to 
complain at "his absence from a meeting of 
which he had received not the slightest 
intimation. He felt that this note was the 
beginning of the end, throwing him over. 
He glanced at his watch, and sent for a 
hansom. As he passed into the hall Milly 
descended the stairs.

She was wearing an untidy dressing- 
gown, and her hair was coiléd in dishevel
led fashion on the top* of her head. Her 
jeyes were red, and her general appearance 
far from attractive. Strone looked her up 
and down with a disapproval which he 
took no pains to conceal.
'■'"You are rather late this morning,” he 

remarked coldly.
“What if I am?” she answered. “It 

don’t matter to no one, does it?”
“You please yourself, of course—but I 

think that you might get down to break
fast.”

“What for?” she asked sharply. “Who 
wants me? You don’t! I was down yester
day, and you never spoke a word. You 
went off without, even saying good-bye!” 

“I am sorry for that,” he said. “You 
an anxious day for

“The Duke of Maseingham was there?”
“He was.”
“Did you have any conversation with 

him about this property?”
“I mentioned it.”
The deputation, for although self-ap 

pointed, that is what they were, exchang
ed glances.

“He probably tried to induce you tc 
leave his name out of your speech?”

“He did! I made him no promise. I did 
what I thought best.”

There was an awkward silence. Strone 
smiled upon them scornfully.

“You are meaning, I suppose,” he said, 
“to impute that I was—what shall we 
say?—squared by his Grace. Is that it. 
Fagan, eh?”

“It ain’t that,” Fagan answered, “but 
we don’t quite see what you want mess
ing about with those swells for. There! 
Now it’s out. Your our man, ain’t you? 
You were a workman a few years ago, 
and We chose you to lead our little party. 
Well, you ain’t a workman now—they 
say you are getting on towards being a 
millionaire, and we read your name in 
the paper as hobnobbing with these swells 
all the time—and to tell you the long and 
short of it we’re beginning to wonder 
whether you’re the right sort of man for 
our
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France and will issue new instructions un
der which, it is believed, it will be pos
sible to organize public worship undr r the 
Supplementary and State Separation law 
introduced by M. Briand, the minister of 
education.

Cardinal Richard, archbishop of Paris, 
has sent telegrams to the members of the

Paris, Feb. 1—It is learned from an 
ecclesiastical source that as a result of 
the advice tendered to the Pope at Rome 
on January 25 by five French prelates, in- 
culding Bishops Touchett and Dadolle,the 
pontiff changed his position toward the 
church* and state separation question in

one-

CHAPTER XXVIII.
Strone and Lord Sydenham came face 

to face in the hall—the. latter recognized 
him with amazement.

/ “But how nice not to be obliged towith a faint smile. “Please hurry.” 
He hesitated.
“But”—r

“Was *t you whom I saw with mylit a cigar. “I should like to do this every 
day.”

“Good for my work,” he laughed.
She shrugged her shoulders.
/‘Not much else you think of but your 

! work. I want a liqueur, Enoch. Some 
I brandy.”

She drank it off and looked longingly at 
her empty glass.

Strone paid the bill and rose hastily.
“Come along,” he said, “I have been 

to the Bank this morning. We will try 
and spend êome money.”

They took a hansom and drove to Bond 
street. It was a trying afternoon for 
Strone. Milly was not always reasonable. 
She had a hankering, which she did not 
attempt to conceal, for the most daring 
essays in color and the most advanced 
styles. Most of their purchases were com
promises, but after all Milly was only hu
man. She became the possessor of a com
pletely new wardrobe, and Enoch had 
shown his interest by helping in the choice 
of everything. She drove home in high 
good-humor, and allowed Strone to select 
for himself her evening gown.

They went to the Palace, where Strone 
soon wearied of the performance, whilst 
Milly was delighted. Once she turned 
impatiently to him.

“You look as sober as a judge,” she ex
claimed. “Why don’t you laugh ? It’s 
funny enough, ain’t it?”

“.Well, I don’t know,” he answered 
doubtfully.

She tossed her head.
‘Too frivolous for you, I suppose,” she 

remarked. “You’re a poor one at enjoy
ing yourself.”

She turned back to the stage, but her 
It fla hed

have personal opinions! Think of what a j cousin ?” he asked, 
delightfully restful state.” "~

“It would not suit me,” he declared
“Yes,” Strone answered. “1 was just 

leaving. Good-night.”
bluntly. “Wait a moment,” Lord Sydenham ex-

She laughed, very softly and very musi- claimed. “I wanted to see you particular- 
cally. ly. Come upstairs again.”

“That I am sure it would not,” she “All right, at the House? Strone 
agreed. asked.

“You are such a vigorous, independent Lord Sydenham laughed curiously. ^ 
person. You will never prove an unmixed “That depends on how you look at it/ 
delight to whichever party you finally he answered. “The division came off, 
join.”

going to the Duchess of Amberley’s “In time,” he answered thoughtfully, 
reception.” “I, too, shall probably succumb and learn

“And now?” to think with the brains of other people.
“We are going home. We are going to But just now I am a rebel. It seems to 

sit upon my balcony and listen to the lime me that the hardest part of Parliamen-
trees. You are going to talk to me, and tary life is, the'inevitable loss of indivi-
we will imagine that we are in Gascestcr- duality. It is a sort of suicide. ^
shire.” “I do not believe that it is inevitable,”

He said nothing for the moment. Pres- she declared. “It is hard to retain it, I a greeting pass between the two. The
ontly he looked at her. She was more than know; but the man who succeeds finds first few sentences were unintelligible to
ordinarily pale, and there were faint lines1 his way into high places. i him.
under eyes. The shadow of a great There was a short silence. A breath of | “What an unwarrantable hour, my dear 
weariness was upon her face. the west wind bent the lilac boughs1 Sydenham, to throw yourself out of a

“What do you do it for?” he asked sud- towards them, a wave of delicate perfume hansom upon my doorstep. You ought to Toronto, Feb. 3.—The feature of the 
denly. * floated in the air. Strone half closed his consider my reputation with old Lady Sna- preliminary trial of G. R. R. Cockbum,

“My friend,” she answered, “I do not eyes. Their thoughts went backwards to- bell. She is my next door neighbor.” president of the defunct Ontario bank, 
know. My feet arc upon the treadmill, gether. “Hang Lady Snabell and all such old Saturday,, was the evidence of Charles Me*
and 1 move them. Do not look at me like “Tell me,” she murmured, “how does cats,” he answered lightly. “I have come Uill, ex-manager.
that. These glaring eyes are horrible. You this life compare to you with the old days to tell you of our new majority. We have McGill swore the bank was insolvent 

that I am getting old.” at Bangdon Wood? You were- a man oL secured it upon an unexpected, division. when he joined it and Cockbum knew of
contemplation—you have become a man One!” and encouraged his stock speculations,
of action.” She was suddenly grave. saying, when the bank had to buy its

“I was a free man, and I have become “Do you mean it, Sydenham.” Gwn stock to keep from collapse, “Buy,
^ ri^ve;/v^;;. . “All F.leet. Street,” he answered, “is but we mU8n’t know about it.” He had

Her fafi of white feathers gleamed soft- hammering it into type. Tomorrow you j jet the directors know there were stock
ly through the growing darkness. Her. wjn gee it with a black headline and a | speculations and Cockbum knew veil that
eyelids dropped. leading article. We can’t last a month.” government return ‘ was false in part

“You have passed into a wider and.,a! “Was it sprung upon you.” when he signed it.
greater life. You are in the w**y of rej.1- “No! Strone’s men went with the Op- 
izing the best ambitions which can come position./ Strone caught up his hat.
to a man. Life is all wonderfully different «j will go and find Fagan,” he said,
to you.” “He is either an. imbecile or a ^scoundrel.”

He sighed. Lord Sydanham shook his head.
“There are times,” he said, “when I am ,<Too late now>” he declared. “It’s al- 

grasping at a shadow, when it scarcely ! most midnight. Sleep on it, Strone. 
seems worth while to accomplish anything. There’s something behind, no doubt.”
For the end of it all is the same. j Strone was white with rage.

“You talk,” she murmured, “as a wo-1 .<The miserable fools,” he muttered, 
man. might talk whose ambitions are bora «This is the result of their bickerings 
only to be strangled at their birth. I or an(j distrust. All I have been striving for 
you there is no harking back. \.hat is mns^ g0 for nothing.” 
better in life than power, the conscious-

An imperious little gesture. He was by 
her side, and the door was softly closed.

“To Amberley House, your ladyship?” 
the man asked, glancing at Strone’s grey 
clothes and soft hat.

“Home.”
The carriage rolled away. Lady Maling- 

court leaned back with a long-drawn sigh.
“You have saved me,” she said, “from 

suicide—or something equally disagreeable. 
I was

job.”
Strone swung round in his chair.
“My income last year,” he said, “was 

twenty-two thousand pounds. Of that six
teen thousand pounds- went back to my 
workmen and to build houses for them. I 
am not ashamed of that as a practical ex
position of my principles. I was present 
at Lord Sydenham’s dinner from a politic
al point of view only. I represented La
bor there ; socially to these people I do 
not" exist, and don’t want to. You hint 
that I made a bargain with the Duke of 
Massingham. I made none. Yet of his 
own- free will he has guaranteed the pas
sage of our bill through the House of 
Lords. You have come here with fancied 
grievances against me. What do they

t
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after all.”
“1 was paired,” Strone said quickly.
“I know! But your men went solid with 

the Opposition.”
Strone stood still in blank amazement. 

It had come then—already. Lord Syden
ham watched him and was satisfied. He 
led the way into the drawing-room. Strone 
followed like a man in a dream. He heard

*see yesterday was 
me!” .

She laughed hardly.
“They might all be anxious days,” she

declared, “for all the notice you take , . .
whether I am in the room or not. As, amount to.' Simply that having pushed 
for not getting up to breakfast, well, I the claims of our little party, people are 
like to He as long as I can. It makes the beginning to recognize them. You know 
day shorter ” very well that we stand better than ever

“Good-bye ” he said. we did. We are in a position to make
“Good-bye” and good riddance.” she an- terms. I am already drafting a bill to im- 

swered, with an ill-natured little laugh. prove the position of labor in large mann- 
He set down his hat. factoring corporations. There are several
“What is the matter with you, Milly?” other measures you know of which stand 

he asked. well. I am doing my best. If you are not
“Matter with me? Oh, nothing,” she satisfied, let Fagan come and take my

answered sullenly. “It’s fair sickening, place.”
though. Off you go again first thing in Fagan hastened to dissent from any
the morning, and I shan’t see you again such idea,
till tomorrow morning, and then it’ll be “Y’ou take our little remonstrance too 
the same thing over again. How do you seriously, Strone,” he declared. “All that 
suppose I’m to amuse myself cooped up we want to impress upon you is that you 
here? You and your Parliament work in- are a Labor man. You haven’t anything 
deed! 1 wish that it were all at the hot- to do with the government or the opposi- 
tom of the sea!” tion. Keep away from them both. You’d

Strone thought for a moment. make a fair progressive Conservative
“I am sorry that I have not more time We’ve got the idea that Lord Sydenham 

’ to spare, Milly,” he said. “If you are thinks the same.” 
feeling lonely I must try and get you away Strone smiled impatiently.

Would you like to come and have “My colors,” he said, “are nailed to the 
lunch with me today?” mast. I am not likely to desert them. I

Milly tossed her head, but she was evi- come from the people, and the whole de- 
dcntly mollified. sire of my life is to open the eyes of al’

“Have I ever refused—when I’ve been educated men and women to the hideous 
asked?” she demanded tartly. “Where defects in our social laws. My ways may 
and what time?” not be your ways. Very well, when the

"Say half-past one at the Trocadero, time comes tell me so, and let another take 
he decided. “I’ll try my best to be punc- my p)ace •’
tual.” The deputation withdrew half-apologetic-

She opened the door for him and held ally. Strone proceeded with his business 
up her lips. Strone hated himself for the for an or more. Then the luncheon 
aversion with which he kissed her. He | hour came—the clerks trooped out, the 
said something cheerful, and drew a deep ouler office wag quiet. Strone leaned back 
breath of relief as he passed through the in h;s chair and thought, 
gate. He knew the men and their natures—

He took a hansom to the offices of smaib jealous, suspicious. He recognized 
Messrs. Strone and Dobell, Ltd., and for their point of view, and despised it. He 
an hour or more was immersed in busi- knew in his heart that if these were the 
ness. Punctually at eleven o clock his pr0pbets whom the great cities had sent to 
head clerk brought him word that the bjg coadjutors that the time must come 
deputation had arrived. They were ush-1 before long when he must choose another 
ered into his private room, and from his par^y or form one of his own. They were 
first glance into their faces he knew that bonest men, most of them, but ignorant 
they had come in no friendly spirit. He an(j prejudiced. They would never pre- 
emiled grimly as he shook hands with j va-j agaiDBt men of trained reasoning pow- 
them and prepared for the contest.

Swears President of Defunct 
Ontaiio Bank Knew of and 
Encouraged His Specula-^ 
lions.

■
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can see
He smiled.
“Y’ou do not look well/’ he said, “but it 

is weariness and not age which is stealing 
upon you.”

“It is true,” she answered. “Tell me 
how to avoid it.”

“Work.”
“Work? That is so vague. Y’ou are.not 

properly sympathetic,” she murmured-
The carriage stopped before the corner 

house of a handsome square. They^ passed 
up the steps together.

“This is your first visit to me,” she re
marked, “and you have had to be dragged 
here. We will go upstairs.”

They passed through a dimly-lit drawing 
the air of which seemed to Strone

pleasure was damped, 
her mind how Dick and Emmie Mason 
would have enjoyed with her the some
what doubtful song whose humor Strone 
had failed to catch. She sighed heavily. 
Was it to be like this always?

Nevertheless, it had been a gala day 
for her, and she was more than usually 
good-humored when Strone put her into 
a hansom and bade her good-night.

“Can’t you chuck the House for one 
night?” she asked suddenly, making room 
for him beside her. “Come on home with 
me.”

He shook his head.
“I’ve had niy play,” he answered. “Now 

comes the work. Good-bye, I shan’t be 
late.”

She nodded, and the cab drove off. 
Strone stood on the pavement and drew 
a long breath. The cool night air was de
licious, the sense of freedom a luxury. 
His last words came back to his mind. 
He laughed bitterly, and turned towards 
Westminster.

across

ST, JOHN MAN
more. GETS IN A FIX

room.
faint and sweet with the perfume of many 
flowers, out on to a shaded balcony, over 
which was a long striped awning. In the 

two low basket chairs. She 
sank into one, and motioned him to take 
the other.

“This,” she murmured, “is luxury. 
Smoke if you will—and talk to me. Tell 
me how you are getting on in the House.”

“None too well,” he answered gloomily. 
“I am all the while upon the brink of a 
volcano—and somehow I do not fancy that 
it xxill.be long before the eruption comes.”

“What do you mean?” she asked, turn
ing her pale face towards him. “1 do not 
understand. I cannot believe that there is 

in the House whose position is

Caught Transporting an “ Undesir
able” Uver the United States Bor
der and is Arrested.

comer were
He stood with clenched hands, his head 

ness of writing ones name m unchanging thrown back, his eyes ablaze xvith ang?r. 
letters across the face of one s generation. ye bad been deceived and tricked, and
Go on, my friend. There is a king om^y the very men whose cause in his hands Agusta, Me., Feb. 2—Charged with

mmm
coiirt, life hM a"°thern“d®j *. J “Strone,” he said, “I don’t blame ytiu; raijineil before Commissioner Burleigh, to- 
through life without once g a g P Vm surc you knew nothing of it. I ve day; and held £or the February term of

.... . ,v„,. whilH»-, she intemmt-: bcen uneasy about Fagan fo,r eome t,me’ the United States D.stnct oour; at Port-
. Ab’.v!/ iT Jreater than power’” P I Those f3llows aren 1 used to hav,n« f ™an land. The person imported was Solomon 

ed;,T(. /// for heroes Ti/evcn heroes with ordinary common sense for a leader. Kobolensk, a Russian Jew, and the dis- 
It is a joy for heroe , : After all, they can only hasten matters. case witll which he is afflicted it trachoma.

aThTvmew4reeSsiknt' for a moment. FromlWe must.«° to ,tha country/ Cohen was arrested at Calais by United '
ibey were silent f tumn, and we shall come back with a State8 Deputy Hasty. The penalty forÏCie loxvTof traffic s^g west lar^r mai<mty than ever. The question conviction Va fine of *1,000 and five 

/ards Ncar / hand waîthe r^timg of! Cm most interested iu at this moment is yearg, imprisonment. .
the evening Wind in the large-leafed lime! /do 1 Vo <’ Strone answered bit- . The off‘c€/ alk*e that VV/where 
trees, the faintly-drawn-out music of a . immigrant by train from St. John, where
violin from one of the adjoining houses. ; te“y" ________ , ■ .... he recently arrived from England to St.

“Tell me,” she asked suddenly-“about A anit ‘Lta LTV /V/V Stephen, N. B., and from there they walk-, 
vour wife. Does she like London. Is she They have bound my hands j s he, the line to Calais, a distance of
fnterested in your work?” ™ /V7s Ju! f/m ” four or five miles. Boston is understood

“A curious restraint—almost a nervous^. thmk that Ï shall stand again. have been the intended destination,
ness—fell upon them both. I Lord Sydenham smoked in silence for a KoMinsk was sent back to St. John and

“I do not think that shais-”he answer-1 ,.j WJ„ be {rank witb probably wiU be deported.

him as he had seen her last. He sat volt of your part». Well, 5ou should 
looking out in the twilight with stem, set have had your lesson. You are a man o 
face. Lady Malingcourt watched him.1 common sense. You must see for yourse f 
Perhaps they both saw in the soft dark-1 that however grea their cause and what- 
ness some faint picture of those wonder- ever may be the class of men attracted to 
ful things which might in time have come it throughout the country, the Labor 
to pass between them. For when Lady Party> a® ]t represented in the House,
Malingcourt spoke again there was a is a rank delusion. \ou have nothing in 
sweetness in her voice which was strange common with Fagan and his crew. They

talk rot, and you know it. They have 
neither discretion nor sense. They clamor

CHAPTER XXVII. anyone
more secure than yours.”

Strone had embarked upon a career in He smiled grimly, 
which reputations are swiftly made and “My party,” he said, “are thinking of 
lost. His own never wavered from the dropping me!” 
night of his first great speech. Chance “What?”
made his little party a very important fac- “My party,” he repeated. “Fagan and
tor in the political history of the next bj5 following, you know, are in a state of
tew months. Chance also made his own ; smouldering revolt. They find fault with
share in the struggle a great and arduous me constantly. I cannot make them un-
one. For this little handful of men sent derstand my aims of my methods. They
to represent the vast interests of the baVe come to the conclusion that I am
democracy were mostly of the type of dazzled by the notice of ray superiors.”
Fagan and his class. Earnest enough and “Your superiors!” she murmured scorn-
steeped with the justice of their cause, fully. “Who are they?”
they were yet in many ways marvellously He laughed. Her little speech had been
narrow-minded. Obstruction and clamor too vigorous for flattery.
seemed to them their most natural and “Never mind! They, have their own
reasonable weapons. They did not under- ideas, and I do not conform to them. They
stand Strone’s methods, his broader views, think that a Labor leader should be a
his growing friendship with Lord Sydend- thorn in the side of every one, and should
ham and the more enlightened members certainly not accept invitations for din-
of the Government. To them he seemed ner.”
always to be losing golden opportunities. “Such rubbish ! ”
More than once he helped the Govern- “Exactly! But they are very much in 
ment out of a tight corner without de- earnest, and it may be my fate at any 
manding anything in the shape of a recom- time to find myself devoid of a following, 
pense. They toiled altogether to under- They want me to imitate tm tactics of the 
stand how Strone was building up in the Irish party.” 
regard of thoughtful men, both in the She nodded.
House and throughout the country- an im- “Well.” she said, “let them throw you
mensely increased respect for the new over. Who but themselves would suffer! 
social doctrines of which he was the ex- Personally, I believe that your association 
ponent and the little party of which he with them is only a drag upon you.” 
was the recognized leader. ~ “That is all very well,” he answered.

Strone himself knew that the thing “They are a rough lot, I know, and most 
could not last. Nothing but shèer force of them fatally ignorant. I do not be 
of will and the expenditure of much per- lieve that any class of men in the world 
suaeive eloquence kept his followers faith- are so girt about with prejudices as those 
ful to him. Day by day the tension grew whose eyes have been opened a little way. 
more acute. He was never actually sure But after all, they each have a vote, and 
of* their allegiance until the division bell as parties are at present they are an im- 
liad rung. Une or two waverers had al- mensely powerful factor 
ready taken up an independent attitude. “That,” she said, “is only a temporary 
Fagan himself seemed to be contemplating matter of weeks or months. After all, 
something of the sort. No wonder that you must remember they are an isolated 
in those exciting times lie reverted to his body of men in the House. Your place is 
old attitude towards Milly. There were with the only great party of progress.

shopping excursions or visits to, You are moving towards them day by day. 
Dimly he began to realize j Your joining" them sooner or later is in- 

what the future might have held for him. evitable.”
In those dqys he set his heel grimly upon He smiled.
all the poetry- and the sweeter things of “Lord Sydenham has been very kind to 
life. He refused numerous political and me," he said, “but I fancy I should be a 
general invitations. He avoided every sort of ugly duckling amongst the Conser- 
place as much as possible where he was vatives.”
likely to meet Lady Malingcourt. “You would-be in office in less than

Une night he was walking home earlier twelve months,” she declared. “Do let 
than usual when he caught a glimpse of me tell Sydenham, that he may talk to
her in Piccadilly. A brougham passed by, you about this.”
and he saw her leaning back with pale He shook his head,
face and listless eyes. He bent forward “I came into the House as a Labor
eagerly, and a moment afterwards regretted Member.” he said, “and unless something 
it For she saw him and immediately unforeseen happens, a Labor Member'I 
pulled the checkstring. must remain. Besides, I hate to think of

He threaded his way amongst the stream myself as a party man. The rank and 
of vehicles to where her carriage remained tile remind me most unpleasantly of a, 

the other side of the road. A footman Hock of geese. They must follow their 
opened the door for him. She gathered up leaders blindlytheir personal opinions 
a snowy profusion of white satin skirt and go for nothing.
made room for him by her side. Her eyelids quivered-the merest flicker

“You arc my salvation,” she murmured, of a smile passed across her face.

... ,er, men of acumen and intelligence. A
Mr. Fagan was accompanied by three , r0Ugb sort 0f eloquence to which most of 

supporters whose faces Strone scarcely tbem owed their election went for nothing 
knew, and who seemed quite content to ^ House. Strone knew that certain 

' remain so far as possible m tfie back-. lofty Qf his, as yet but dimly con-
ground. lhey were to some extent sur j cejveci but gaining for themselves power 
prised and impressed by their surround-1

r
and reality every day, could never be rea- 

ings. For Strone & Dobell, Ltd., were |ized witfa the air of 8uch as these. The 
no longer countiy engineers. They held cruBade must be amongst the thinking men 
a patent of world-wide value, and their and women 0f the world. Hyde Park ora- 
business had increased by leaps and t and al] akin to it was a useless pow- 
bounds. Strone s pnvate room was plain- fir personal influence, the reviews, the 
ly but handsomely furnished. From the converBj011 one by one, of those who led 
adjoining offices came the click of type
writers, the subdued voices of many clerks.
The whole place had a busy and prosper-

As Cohen
a preliminary was no(fced.

the world in thought, these must be the 
means whereby his cause would be won. 
These men only cumbered the way, brought 

ous appearance. „ disrepute upon a glorious cause. Yet for
‘I received your letter, Mr. Fagan, moment they were necessary. Before

Strone said, leaning back in his chair. 11 jQ they would be balling him apostate. 
was not aware that you expected to see, ^ yearB to come they would deem him 

last night. 1 had a pnvate engage- , 
ment. However, I shall be glad to hear 
what you have to say now.” He changed his coat, sent for a hansom

Richard Fagan, a weaver by trade, and and drove westward. In the vestibule of 
M. P. for Oldham, stroked his long beard the Trocadero Milly was waiting for him. 
thoughtfully i They were to have lunch together and do

"You must not think, Mr. Strone,” he! some shopping. Milly had spent several 
said, “that wc have come here to urge hours over her toilette, and was eminently 
any formal complaint against you. You. satisfied with the result. She looked eager- 
made a rare speech last night. There’s ly for his approval when they met. He 
no denying that. There isn’t a paper on did his best to satisfy her, but it was at 
either side that hasn’t something to say no time easy for him to dissemble. It 
about it.” seemed to him that all the primary colors

“I am very much obliged to you,” and all their satellites were struggling for 
Strone answered impassively. “At the supremacy in her hat and dress and scarf, 
same time, 1 believe 1 am right in con- a°d the result was hopeless and mextric- 
cluding that your visit here is not alto- ablc confusion. So he found a plain ans- 
gether a congratulatory one. You have wer to her first question difficult.

here not to applaud but to con- “I’m all right today, ain’t I, Enoch ? I 
demn. Very well! Let me knoxv xvhat thought you’d like this hat.”
I have done or left undone. Let me She had bought It in the side street of 
understand the exact position, at least.” a suburb, attractad by the label which an

nounced its Parisian extraction. It was

Peter Mille" chief immigration inspec
tor here, was asked Sunday about Co
hen. He said he knew that* he had been 
living in Paradise Row for the last ten 
years. He thought he came from Boston, 
but he was sure he was a United Staté«f' -e 
citizen. The department has been watch-* 
ing him for some years as he was suspect-* 
ed of smuggling undesirable immigrant»! 
across the border.

Cohen, he says, was clex’er enough, how
to elude their best efforts and the

i.

me

to him.
“You yourself,” she said. “Do you ... , - ,

think that you do well to ignore the social for the impossible like a lot ot children,
side of life? You do not go anywhere. It They ask for so much that they never
is not for lack of invitations. Believe me, have the slightest chance of gaining any-
in political life today there are many thing. Their methods are irrational, and 
strings which are pulled behind the cur- they are not even trustworthy, 
tain.” Strone smiled grimly.

“I am a Labor leader,” he answered “Pity Fagan isn t here, lie remarked, 
simply, “and there is no place for me in “He’s very sensitive to criticism, 
the society you speak of. The handful of I “It would give me great pleasure, Lord 
votes which I command today are all very i Sydenham said, to repeat my words to 
well, but they may be gone tomorrow.” j him. I have an immense respect for the 

She leaned forward eagerly. The cloud principles which they are supposed to rep- 
of weariness had passed from her face, resent, but I must oxvn to thoroughly dis- 
ller white be jeweled fingers touched his. liking lagan and his clique. They are lack- 
coat sleeve. > ing in the first elements which make for

“My friend,” she said, “you are making success in political life. They have neither 
a rare but a fataPmistake. You under- stability nor self restraint. 1 defy y«Tti | A co]d and piercing wind was felt in 
value yourself. Do not shake your head., Strone, or any man, to make anx thing of j ^ streets of St john Sunday. It was 
for I knoxv xvhat 1 am talking about, tbem. „ c ., shifty and very blustering, causing consid-
Lord Sydenham has spoken to me; there , opportunity is gone, ^..trone said. eraMe discomfôrt to those that had td face
hax'e been others, too. There are many ‘They have throxxm me oxer.
people xvho are xvatching you. You must “It is a proof,” Lord Sydenham answer- , , f t> • f T
not disappoint them.” j e,l. “of their colossal folly. As for you, A telephone menage from Fouit Le-

He gazed into her face and sighed. I Strone, it will fce the making of your poll- preaux stated, that there had bemi a 
“Sometimes,” lie said, in a low tone, “I tical career. Come, we are perhaps keeping storm all night and that Sunday morning 

think that it is my fate to disappoint my- Lady Malingcourt up. I will walk a little e wm "ul_ ‘ a
self and all other people. Lady Mating- way with you and explain what I mean, sixty-seven miles an hour, j iom the 
court can you tell me why it is that now Lady Malingcourt rose up and moved to- P°mt al°°e to Mace s Bay some 1,500 or 
when many of the things I have dreamed wards the door. *> ea s.e 1 , ,
of are becoming realities, mv desire for “That is a very polite way of hinting schooner westward bound, were a ashed 
them seems sometimes honeycombed with that you arc going to talk secrets, she re- ashore early yesterday and the fishermen 
weakness. 1 find myself confronted by marked. Sit here as long as you like, and Indians were kept busy picking up 
that horrible distaste for life—what shall though. I rather like the idea of my little the lumber.
I call it?—mental lassitude, faint-hearted-, draxvlng-room being used tor the hatching 
ness ,an evil thing but hideously powerful, of a political conspiracy.
Often lately I have wished myself back I “We xvill not bj guilty of such sacrilege,, 
at my cottage, I have closed my eyes, and Lord Sydenham declared, rising. “It is 
the old days of poverty, of freedom, have late, and I shall have a busy day tomor-

going to xvalk part of the way

/ever
facts were ne\*er brought home to him.

j

BLEW 67 MILES AN 
HOUR AT LEPREAUX

Large Amount of Lumber, Likely 
Schooner’s Deckload, Washed 
Ashore Sunday.

in the situation.”

8

Mr. lagan coughed dcprecatingly.
“You must remember, Mr. Strone,” he a mixture of red, lilac and purple—and her 

said, “that you’re the boss of an inde- dress was green. Strone nodded bravely, 
pendent lot, and we like things ex- “Very smart, indeed,” he answered. “I’ve 
plained.” been thinking, thought, Milly, I don’t al-

Strone nodded. low enough for your clothes. If you like
"Go on! I’m here. Question number we’ll do some shopping this afternoon.” 

one!” She was willing enough.
“There was the matter of the Duke of “But what about the matinee ? I want 

Massingham’s property,” Mr. Fagan said to see that girl at the Palace.” 
slowly. “That was a flagrant case. We; “We’ll go this evening,” he said. “I 
had him on the hip. Why didn’t you need not be at the House until late. „ I
bring it forward and expose him? You! should like tto choose a dress for you.”
had all the facts.” She regarded him suspiciously.

“You're afraid I shouldn’t know what 
to get alone, eh ?”

He laughed at her and adroitly changed 
the subject. Strone had ordered an excel
lent luncheon—champagne, and the band 
was playing gay music. He honestly did 
his best to enjoy himself—to make her en
joy herself. So far as she was concerned 
he succeeded. <

“I like thin immense,” she declared, 
when the coffee was brought, and Strone

no more 
music halls.

.

,el exercised my own discretion in the 
matter,” Strone answered coolly. “I did 
not see that any useful end would be 
gained in doing so.”

“He is an aristocrat, one of the very 
class whom we have to fight against. It 
was a fair weapon.”

“I am not sure,” 
am with you there. I do not look upon 
the aristocrats as the natural enemies of 
the poor. I believe the Duke of Massing-

1

r The steamer Manchester Shipper, which 
left here Wednesday lor Manchester,took1 
awav 407 head of cattle. The Montezuma, 
which sailed Thursday for London, car
ried 1,119 cattle, of which 054 were from 
the United States.

on
Strone said, “that I

seemed xvonderfully sxveet. It is weak- j row. I 
ness,” he went on, a sudden hoarse nas-1 home xvith Strone.
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