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twenty-franc piete in the palm of his han he said.

The . orchestra began a y two-step. |’ ;
cheson, starting up, pag:ed his arm|in front with the chauffeur and sing.”

. yound the waist of a little fair-haired

k

A whispered in her ear.
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| . : !
'ure is a subtle thing. It does not do to and angry. She had tried to link her arm‘a sudden wave of emotions, struggling with

o

THE MISSIONER

,l a“‘?};’zﬁi;m e iin her companion’s, but he had gently dis- a passionate, unexpected desire to answer
|‘ Gt down;” he said,g“an& tell us abont engaged it. She kept whispering in his | the summons. He took a quick step for-
| the people. It is early yet, 1 suppose?”’ eer, and sat with her eyes glued upon | wards. Then-sanity came, and the mo-
Sllxe nod(li]ed.‘ e ii\r{x:‘i?:srnii:i‘ealfqt?SSieﬂlw}}]]ose 8‘&2‘793 and | ment seemed far away—a part of the
“Yes.” 8 new . “There are many & v r Macheson. nd soon .. : : .
'!“‘ho Lcsgme :\.:‘vy nel; P ;ot ye{ aftes tid end camic— The baud bekan & nightmare left be?und. He waited until
he heard the quiet, reluctant footsteps

BY E. PHILLIPS OPPENHEIM

Author of *Mysterious Mr. Sabin,” * The Secret,” * The Traitors,” * Conspirators,” eto.

, arrived.” | waltz—“L’Amoureuse”—it was apparently ¢ o

i\ Ella leaned forward to ask a question, mademoiselle herself who had commanded |Pass away down the corridor. Then he

' and mademoiselle nodded. Yes! that was it. ‘With the first bars, she sprang to her | muttered something to himsel, _which

| Bolero at the small table opposite. She feet and came floating down the room, her sounded like a prayer. He sank into a

| sat with three men, one of whom was arms stretched out towards Macheson. She chair and passed his hand across his fore-
head. The recollection of that moment

\ . bus i c nu leaned over the iable, her body swaying
busy sketching on the back of the menu eg y y g'was ik & him He sl i e

- R . ;. wi . derful string {cwards him, her gesture of invitation | ! )
card. Bolero, with her wonderiu g T i e

CHAPTER XXIIIL.

Monsieur S’Amuse.

back to the hotel?”

‘tried to take Macheson’s hand.
dead tired.”

ed

sian girl.”
“

we: -arrived in Paris?”

for?” Macheson exclaimed.

gieur Henri!”

He beckoned to the leader of the or- stood on tiptoe and dabbed at her cheeks! j.. ¢ jist fea il tting. hungry. : : s =
chestra, who came up bowing, with' his with a powder-puff, that she was too cold. &Qen;:tfn;w-e(ﬁ:i or?ll::', ﬁp?ei.”u i o bt o i

violin under his arm.

LM auiehr Henri, my friends ave ‘tris-|cult. They needed encouragement, s0 VeIV | Rosine had been ruffling, shose tie was no

" 4es’” he explained. “They say there is
% “music here, no life. hey epeak of|more confidences, and Madame Rosine was| :
no c he 1 ;L; Y el:oiselle vty ‘much sstouished. . What sort of a ning to realize that he had drunk a good

~ here! She yawns! We did.not come to man was this Monsieur Macheson, yet &0, y, 2 P
e oty Something of the liveli- gallant, so gay! She promised herself that Macheson with edmiraticn.

‘est. You understand? Perhaps madem-|she would watch him. o

going home to bed.
Paris to yawn.

oiselle there will dance.”
' #Parfaitement, monsieur.”

“Tonight,” young Davenant declared,
with something which was suspiciously | thore’ll be a row soon.”
like a yawn, “I really think that we must
chuck it just a little earlier. Shall we
say that we leave here at two, and get

: : .. of pearls, smileless, stolid, with the bore- | piquant, bewitching. Macheson, springing. g
gi:l): v‘evr:;r;t fi;e‘f},glrmcfo';k‘;"e side as the, g 0 "in her face of the woman who sees at once to his feet, rested his hand for a&‘ha& op?;ledh lti! : :

“I say, old chap,” he begx{n den't vou oY “more worlds to conquer. Monsieur moment  upon the table which hemmed ! b e 5; l& no desire for sleep, but he
trying Flla'a bit ,lligh;’ She's x;ot % b)ad-x with the ruffled hair and black eyes? | him in, and vaulted lightly into the room, | Degan § 0";’]}' to undress. His clothes, his
tempered girl, you Thow ol 1 Bdid Yes! a Russian certainly. Mademoiseile, A chorus of laughter and bravos greeted | t1& everything he had been wearing, seem-

. s » but P'm afraid{ Ciy 2" oile which belied her words, was | his feat. J ed to him to reek of accumulated per-
not sure of his name, but Francois spoke| “But he is un homme galant, this Eng-'f‘-‘me’ of the night, and he flung them

NUMBER OF SUICIDES BY USE OF
CARBOLIC DUE TO LOOSENESS OF SALE

chase, Therefore, Easy.‘

Pharmaceutical Society to Take Up Question of Sale of
Poisons—One Druggist Speaks of Non-Observance of
Law—Carbolic Common in Household Use and Pur-

Z‘Yff;d,’.ﬁi‘,’?, pﬁ:i&;gﬂlﬁm .a.lang,ttes'm always of His Highness! The gentleman lishman,” a Frenchwoman cried out, de-‘f"’m him with feverish disgust. ‘Lnere
: ' | with the smooth-shaven face, who read a | lighted. Kvery one was watching the, %728 2 small bath-room opening from his

”» . - .
why. newspaper and supped alone? Mademois- | couple. But Klla rose to her feet and | Sleeping chamber, and with a desire for

A prominent druggist of the city, talk-
ing last night with a Telegraph reporter,
said the N. B. Pharmaceutical Society will

Mademoiselle Rosine potuted, but said
nothing. The young lady from America |is nothing to me. No more are the rest

You're a bit catholic in your atten-j ;.5 keq around. She hesitated. After | called a waiter to move the tahle. complete cleanliness which was not whol-, : .

all, monsieur and his friends were only “] am going,” she said angrily. “I have! Iy physical, he filled the bath and plung- at their next meeting probably take up
i casual visitors. It was not for them to | had enough of this. You people can come ! €d in. The touch of the cold water was the matter of the sale of poisons. He said
repeat it, but the gentleman was a detec-| when you like.” ! inspiring and he stepped out again into that something ought to be done to curtail
tive—one of the most famous. He had! They tried to stop her, bub it was use-| @ new world. Much of the horror of 80 the sales in view of the frequent cases of

B o siae obe for muny igits.) kst Bhe swept dowa the room. takingss"ort a time ago had gonme, but with his suicide in thie city by means of carbolic
new self had come an ever-increasing dis- acid.

| In the end it would happen. Ah! Some; not ‘the slightest noticeq of Macheson and! \ ¥ ;
itaste for any resumption, in any shape| The subject, however, would be a dif-

! one was asking for a.cake-walk, if mon-| his companion, a spot of angry color| ; i ]
’ burning in her cheeks. Davenant and oF form, of his associations of the last ficult one for the society to deal with and
{ - Phe band struck up something Ameri-| Mademoiselle Rosine stood up, preparjng?few days. He must get away. He rym- he was not quite clear that any amend-
{maged through his things and found a ment to the law would meet the case satis-

tions, you know.” Davenant remarked.
“Why not?’ Macheson answered. “Ella

of them. I amuse myself—that's all.”

“Yes!” ghe murmured. *“Do let’s! I'm “ Davenant looked as he felt, puzzled.

“Well,” he said. “I’m not sure that

She whispered something in Macheson’s Ella sees it in that light.”
ear which he affected not to hear. He
Jeaned back in his cushioned seat and manded

“Why shouldn’t she?” Macheson de-

|Gl

| sieur pleases!

“Wln.t, go home without seeing Fran- didn’t you?”’ Davenant reminded him.
coié!” he exclaimed. “He’s keeping the Wiy ol . s
corner table for us, and we're all goinganswerec. “That is to say, 1 pay for her| "« s

: i S . h 5 . Why do you want.to talk to every : champagne.
to dance the Maxixe with the little Rus- | Whenever she choores to come out with us"one?" che whispered. “I think you ]

We could telephone,” Davenant sug- yond that, I imagine that we are both of
. “Do you know that we haven't|Us free to amuse ourselves as we please.”

been to bed before six one morning since

“Well, isn’t that what we came mean to say that there is nothing—er—
We can
go' to bed at half-past twelve in Lon-
don.. Maitre d’hotel, the wine! My friends | i
are getting sleepy. What’s become of the | ‘Here they come.’
music? Tell our friend there—ah! Mon-

man bowed himself away, with a only laughed.

“" M ', )
‘Well, hang it all, you brought her oy e | san. Mademoiselle danced up and down | to follow her. The former shouted to! .
time-table. In less than an hour he was

“ it ” I the little space between the tables. Ella|Macheson, who brought his partner up to; )
She came over as my guest,” Macheson | iy her hand upon Macheson’s shoulder. | their table and poured her out a glass of dressed, his clothes were packed, and the
i bill was paid. He wrote a short note to

Davenant and a shorter one to Kila. Ig-
noring the events of the last night, he
spoke of a summons home. He enclosed
the receipted hotel bill, and something
with which he begged her to purchase a
souvenir of her visit. Then he drank,
declared. | f0Mme coffee, and with a somewhat steal-

t “Kila’s gone!” Davenant exclaimed.
'get, sometimes that you are not alone. ? | “Youll catch it!”
Macheson laughed i(rinpatlintly-;l “I’m. sorry,” he =aid quietly. “Are you
« ) : e L “My dear young lady,” he said, “you, off too?” -
lighIt goﬁvl;eg;i\;e :ﬂg" ll?eos 1{:&;;;‘,"‘”%:; too forget that we are on a quest. We! “As soon as the Johnny brings the
i it U are here to understand what pleasure | bill,” Davenant answered.
«Of » P ! means—how to win it. We must talk to; “I’ll settle up,” Macheson : : ;
“Hasio':;lrss% not," Macheson mterrupted.le‘,ery one, do everything everybody else | “Take the automobile. Tll follow you in thy air made hm way to the_ h{t. and
“Oh! shut up,” Macheson exclaimed -does. It’s no good looking on all the|in a few minutes.” 21’1"““3 to the Icou_rtyax"d of the " hotel.
! * | time.”’ Mademoiselle Flossie, called back to her ready a small victoria was laden - with

. p - i N me at all,” she s o s +<* 'his luggage; the concierge, the baggage-
E_]lanpasged' her arm through }ns.. Made- objtl:c‘ézd?ou it g;‘u';::bl(fi ]I\l;zl:;lson?:i t‘l‘:’t‘g i ]_I;:l‘tlsl;%; master, the porters, were all tippedgg:ith;
moiselle Rosine had told her while she| Ry phich!” he answered lightly. “You|down alone for a moment. At the other a prodigality almost reckless. Shaven, and
e | l?alth k‘: stmghof t]he ﬂcolcl water still upon:

. - S { his skin, in homely flannel shirt and grey:
whose hair Mademoiselle :1::"!11 non his head was singing a €OONiyaeq traveling clothes, he. felt.like a
= man restored to sanity and health as his?

cab lumbered over the long cobbled street, !

1| on its way to the Gare du Nord. It was,
only a matter of a few hours, and yet |
. ikt S woment o - ,h}(l)w sweet and fresh the streets seemed in'
i aah” eclared, “you're great!|: one 1or e, st ma ven- | the early morning sunshine, The snops:
Ordgr wha‘t ycfl: {i]ke. We {vill eag it— :‘ng it ;cemz;d todil\ lact};esonh::a:“a :‘;‘diii: were all open, and the busy housewives,
somehow, won’t we, Rosine?” hia}% ‘:u C°:t°““f; “g‘qn;oaf ﬁrstrsvith all were hard at work with their bargaining, |
She laughed assent. thsat r\(wa!:;' sensuoils and h(:'illiant in this the tailers of She city thronge @he g
“¥or me,” she begged, ‘‘some caviare, ﬁew sad switlydeveliped phisss. of his ments, every\vhgre the}‘e was ev)dgncg of
and sHlermaras an . omelette n]'t " lHy iv dp 'h'p i a real and rational life. The city of;
“Consomme and dry biscuits—and some personatx v d f‘] ot h“’ ege:d :)llx‘em those few hours ago was surely a city. of:
fruit!” Klla suggested. 3 Tomen ’da'ndwden at%&ln - e open % had nightmares. The impassable river ﬂowed‘
Macheson gave - the order and filled it seemed.Indeed 88 SHOUEH B miracle hac and his eyes were fixed wipon the blue!
taken place. The whole atmosphere of gunlit sky.' His lips moved; a song of !

and I pay or shall-pay her hotel bill. Be-

The Messieurs Anglais were often so diffi-| * 1y venant

much encouragement. Then there were CHAPTER XXV.

longer immaculate, and who was begin-
The Awakening.

deal of wine, leaned forward and regarded

“We - will drive up together, you and
1,” Ella whispered in his ear, but Macheson

“T’ve hired a motor car for the night,”
“In you get! I'm going to sit

“You will do nothing of the sort,” Ella

isienne just arriving. She threw her declared, almost sharply. “You will come g ) o -
Parisienne ) ng their glasses. 1t was half-past two, and: the room was changed.. He looked around, gratitude was in his heart. He felt likei

gold satchel on to a table, and they danc- inside with us.”
 ed round, the room. Davenant watched
_ them with unwilling admiration. 1 b 0 J an
“Well, Macheson’s a fair knockout,” he :nd d!:l\l'e ]f':sti{ he dlrectgl. ‘Jove! ‘1{ s
ta “Pm han, i he can keep|two o'clock! Hurry up, Davenant. /e 7 ” S ;
g&ﬂci‘gg-ﬁve &um.gedk;d when I knew shall have no time there at all.” demi-monde” were beginning td arrivel ... ;o\ in scornful curiosity. Their ties
' him. at Oxford, he was o : : - ‘
studious chaps in the college. Gad! he’s|moiselle Rosine perched herself daintily on| 219 down the room. Suddenly Ella’s face

 danging with another girl now—-hlook, he’ g Ropges S b %
PR of her glass.|Macheson into her arms, but he sank ong e ¢ . : 2
g 4 | blue, with whom Macheson had danced at It seemed ‘to him that he saw suddenly‘ha‘e you sprung from?”

drinking champagne out
Shouldn’t stand it, Ella.”

ne of the most

P ple were beginning to st in. Un-|: : 5

" ‘Alpywhere, anyhow,” he answered. “To E:galcged i;%ie:g;::;ﬁgd ?i:wl:utrﬁel room?— incredulous, ama@ed. The men especially the prisoner before whom the iron gates,

he little fiell at the top of the hill, Jean, | jooking for a triend—or to make one were different. Such good fellows as they have been rolled back, disclosing the smil-
H “| had seemed a few moments ago—from his ing world! |

Their more fortunate sisters of the “haute altered point of view Macheson regarded |

CHAPTER XXVL
Tl_xe Echo of a Crime.
- “Macheson; ‘by Jove! Where on earth|

with their escorts, from the restaurants % : :

g were awry, their hair was ruftied, thelr,
and cafes. Greetings were shouted up faces were paled or flushed. The laughter,
of women rang still through the place,
but the music had gone from their mirth.

There was barely room for four. Made-
L "l ° ]
s |Davenant’s knee. Ella tried to draw; . yded over again. 1t was the girl in

to the floor, and sat with his hands round | j eg eur's, who had just entered with a Holderness threw down his pen and!

. Ella was watching him. Her eyes were his knees singing a French music-hall song party of friends, women in lace coats s through the smiles' that wreathed their held out both his hands. Macheson dréw|

lips, saw underneath the barren mockery

: ight, and there was more color |of the moment. They shouted to him to . g : .
very brig wonderful opera cloaks, the men all silk-| /B *5¥ YRS L M U of life in; ® Jong sigh of refiel %

n usual in her cheeks.

leave off, but he only sang the louder.| pytted the shiniest silk hats in Burope—| 1 T U0 0 B iig but one end—the! - HEOm the pigsties, Dick. Whew! It's

“Ti's ing to me what Mr. Macheson | Then, in a block, he sprang from. the car, ; Gt eyt ; i &L SRR
t’s nothing C »| white gloves,: supercilious: and immacu cold, relentless path to ablivion, Louder!gmd to see you again—to be here! :

does,” she said, with a catch in . her |seized the whole stock of a pavement: i A burst of applause ted her, as,
voick, - “1 don’t understand him a bit: 1 flower-seller, and, paying her magnificent- | ity her plue skiftz da"riggif lifted, she

. think he’s mad.”

and louder the laughter rang, until Mache ! Holderness surveyed his' friend critical-.
v |

ly, emptied them through the window _of danced down the room to the table which son felt that he must close his ears. The, .“\tht have you been np ol B gak ol i

Mademoiselle Rosine leaned across and the car into the girls’ laps, and turning| y,q hastily being prepared for them. Her Devil wax using his whip indeed. ! “Look washed out, as though you'd had

head.

“You see—it is any girl with him,” she i : don’t
said. “He dances with them, pays their | See_him again tonight.
pilis—=ce, he pays for Annette there and e n
; hing. You see it is|outside the Rat Mort awaiting them, chaf-| contre of attraction until Madimoiselle

. too. He has finished with fing the commissionaire. He threw open : -
so with them, too, e i [ the door and e them, Anna from the Circus arrived, and to

away he goes—laugl

them now. He comes back to us.
T'm not sure I want him.”

Nevertheless she moved her skirts and | he declared. “Heaps of fun going on! Alll R n : 7% 0
Mache- | the artistes from the Circus are here, and | rpe placse beia?x?elgsye: ﬂadndﬁl:lr:){siel:'ngszlfy senting the bill. Macheson read it and ;ncwered. “I feel like a man who's been

made room for him by her side.

Ella shook her|round as suddenly—disappeared.

gon ¢ame up out of breath, and poured

: : 4 . . Mademoiselle la Danseuse, seeing him ! : e -
“He's mad—quite mad,” Ella declared, E;‘%uzfouaff v.;g:tiwreathsddmtl;r:mﬂesé alone, paused at his table on her way :ofewr ?r So?ethlgg' ,,I‘e been jexpecting
iwth a sigh. “I don’t believe we shall _When she c-lawg Macﬁ)gessone seh:' “;,Illrew’r ?\?m through the room. | ";?:clgeltene‘:rfy & alyt;.asu!‘e trip to Paris
g kisses with both hands, " which he stood |. “Monsieur is triste,” she remarked, “be-! oy ocon answmﬁ ;'uoxl’tlt Ik ‘about |
Nevertheless, he was on the pavement up and gallantly itienad: § Shalwas the cause his friends have departed.” % fob God’s sake ” o :
i Macheson shook his-head. | “Holderness roared with laughter
5. m;l of, fon me % minutes,” he? “You poor idiot!” he exclaimed.. “Been
z . & . | answered. . | . 2o
oo and weeomed them. | s b e lwped gy ot am | 3" r ity imorale fce spned 3 hows T4 e, comet T
X PI&Y | o hote into his hand, under cover of pre-  «ypg aq 'very well to lau'gh," Machesoni

”

i
i

living in a sewer.”

a party of Spaniards. Francois has kept| ;moment. Greetings were shonted from glanced across the room. Mademoiselle
|
“Are you cured?’ Holderness asked ah-i

our table. Come along.” table to table. The spirit of /Bohemian- Flossie was watching  him with uplifted

himself out a glass of wine. : . ;
:?&Shat a time they are serving supper!” thElla hunF B(;lnb{’o him as they clxmbedl ism seemed to flash about the place like eyebrows and expectant smile. Macheson | yyply,
he exclaimed. | . gsnar,l:ovs},‘ al S stJJ:lrcahsg. “don't | quicksilver. People’ who were complete shook his head, slightly but unmistakably.| “Macheson hesitated. As yethe had not |
Davenant groaned. s tste g)eea el'tt;n is ear, “dont| gtrangers drank one .another’s health The young lady in blue shrugged het;dared to ask himself that question. - Hold- !
you want to a little nicer to me to-| ;oo the room. The hard-worked wait-! shoulders and Douted. ! erness watched the struggle in his faee. |

“My dear fellow,” he exclaimed, “re-
member our dinner at Lesueur’s. You

can’t be hungry!”

“By¢ I am,” Macheson declared. “\vhat|® most amenable temper.”

are we here for but to eat and drink and A’ Ik ;
enjoy ourselves? Jove! this is good cham- | 0 You don’t want to talk to every pretty | jjace  watched with eyes that missed lit-

pagne! Mademoiselle Rosine!”

He raised his glass and bowed. Madem-
ciselle Rosine laughed at him out of her
big black eyes. He was rather a fascin-
ating figure, this tall, good-looking young
Englishman, who spoke-French so perfect-

ly and danced so well.

“] would make you come and sit by me, leaned towards him, waiter was opening a magnum of cham-|
Monsieur Macheson,” she declared, “but

Ella would be jealous.”

“What about me?’ Davenant exclaim-

ed.
“Oh! 4a, la!” she answered, pinching

his

we please.”

Macheson drew up a chair and sat op-

ite to them.

“I choose to look at you both,” he said,
banging the table with his knife. “Garcon,
we did not come here to eat your flowers
or your immaculate tablecloth. We or-
dered supper half an hour ago. Good! 1t

arrives.”

No one but Macheson seemed to have he had reserved for them. He had taken ‘“My dear girl, I'm starving. Besides—
much appetite. He ate and he drank, and ja fancy to this tall young Englishman, ! didn’t mean that altogether.”
he talked almost alone. He ordered an-|whose French, save for a trifle of accent,| “It’s rather hard to know <lidt vau do 14 fthe Bky,
other bottle of wine, and the tongues of |was as perfect as his own, i
the others became a little looser. 'l‘hei
music was going now all the time, and
many couples were dancing. The fair- | being little more than a looker-on at the |I'm in the same fix myself?”
haired girl, dancing with an older woman, merriment which he did so much to pro-; “I wish you were like other boys,” &he |
touched him on the shoulder as she pass-|mote. : :

ed, and laughed into his face.

"‘There is no one,” she murmured, ‘“who said. ‘“There will be a great crowd. Yet for a moment, and she drew Dback, won-

dances like monsieur.”

_ He eprang up from his seat and whirled | Bolero herself begged for it, but I said | and they spoke to her of things which she cold perhaps—or
her round the room. She leaned againstalways—No! no! no! It is for monsmuridid not understand. ! nightmare!
his arm and whisperd in his ear: Ella!and his friends.

vatched her with darkening face.

“It is little Flossie from the Folies ed as they filed into their places. “To-
arigny,” Mademoiselle Rosine remarked. | night we are going to prove to oursclves  posite to them, breathless and hot. She | the cobbled street they went, the crazy  perstitious?”
ou must have a care, Klla. She has|that we are indeed in Paris; Sommelier, accepted a glass of wine and begged for vehicle swaying upon its worn rubber

ywed Monsieur Macheson everywhere the same wine—in magnums tonight! Myia cigarette. She whispered in Macheson’s
e must wake him up. eaf that the big man was a forger, an af-; blaze of lights and string of waiting cabs; 'many men of average intelligence chuck

her eyes.”

returned to his place and continued | Ah, mademoiselle!” he waved his hand to | fair of the year before last. He was safe ' past women in light boots in strange,

ppe:

e. Miss Ella!”

. filled her glass and she leaned over|them. Monsieur was very kind.

table.

Ivery one clse seems to make love terwards—yes! the Maxixe, if they
sou,” she whispered. “I guess I'll haves sired it!
begin. If you call me Miss Ella again

shall box your ears.”

“Ella then, what you will,” he ¢Xclaim-

arm.
“I'm sure I don’t mind,” Ella declared.
“] guess we're all free to take to whom

r

ng it all, you people are dull-to- | must take a glass of wine with us, and erty was more than he could pay. The : painted, bold-eyed,

.’ ‘he exclaimed. “Drink some more
Davenant, and look after madem-|a chair for mademoiselle!

night?” ers were -rhshin, ; o | - Mademoiselle la Danseuse was watching! “T" 5 Sy iq!
gav: . . 5 b g frantically about, The| . : | “I'm sorry 1 asked you that,” he said
Command me,” he answered. “I am in g?ppill]]g of corks was almost incessant, -nihlzll :1(:':;:1115‘:;‘; 5 e ek {quietly. “Look here! I’ knoi what you've
il : : ue haze of tobacco smoke hung about| . s ERC W - come to me for, and I can give it you.|
Sit with me instead of wandering round, tho room. Macheson, leaning bacl% i his| S16Ur comEes here.” -~ | You-can-atart of once if you %ike." L
1 d o 1 In search of pleasure, Macheson ans-'  “Work?” Macheson asked eagerly. “You|
5“1'1’ l° y‘l’l‘;’i tle. He saw the keen-faced little man | Wered grimly. = {mean that?” : ;
L e il the whose identity mademoiselle had disclosed, | She looked at Baton. o Mache | - “Of course! Tons of it! Hemwood's at,
L e of et | T L BD B B Tight & cigaritee, | 90 Momentarily intetested, returnes G fhis Wit énd in Stepney S BAEO
th * hed . bl o tlijx . e!” | and etroll across the room to a table'%32¢ Then he saw that underneath theiled“m’& and the thing’s taken on, but
Frox:yablt;e\":ac t%ey coeuldell!]earothe ne\u:i:;ll‘x'e. i S i sl iting thes e smlle.h'for ; . limdfas'lde, i o ’can’t fo o might ait i
rattle of plates, the haa. of voicds ,She with a couple of women—a big man with we.‘s som.et ing ’“mﬂ'n n ‘er ace. {don’t want anythmg_ secondsrate either.
g s a flushed face and tumbled hair. The! Monsieur makes a brave show, but he Then I want help with the paper.” :

“Kiss me, please,” she whispered € doss not S“Crﬁf’ed» she !'emf“"kfd- . § bl h?’lp you with the paper as soon as !
He stoopt’a . i piined S haid pagne—everything seemed to promise a | And you he asked. “Why do you you like,” Macheson declared. ‘“T’d like to |
to his lips. She drew it slowly away and cheerful time for the trio. Then a word) co‘r‘nle herev.‘ L e “go to Stepney, too, but could we hit it, |
S e it Bini caviously was whispered in his ear. The newcomer| . t’ pey :—wﬂy - well, . shie anSWCrEL iHﬁn‘VOOd and 1”9 1
“Your lips are cold i e i bowed apologetically to the ladies and ac-| ‘1“"&" v, and left him. { “Of - course, Holderness answered. |

) . Macheson settled his bill and called for;“What are you thinking of, man? You

- cepted a glass of wine. But a moment| i . :

He laughed: . . ' the vestiaire. In the further corner of | haven’t become a straw-splitter,have you?”’'
e n s . g e i

“The night is young,” he answered. “Se and neither returned. 1 :

later the two men left the place together: .

: you | the room two women were quarrelling. | “Not I,” Macheson answered; “but you
there is Francois. - 5 “What are you staring at?’ Ella de- The languid senses ‘of those who still have crystallized your ideas into a c‘ult,
They pasded on. Ella was a little more| ,p4ed  curiously. { lingered in the place were stirred. Thelhaven't you? I might find myself on' the
content. It was the most promising thing| v Lo 1oaked away from the door | place was electrified instantly with a new: other side of the traces.” : b
he said to her. . and smiled quietly. :excntement. A fight, perhaps—every one! “Rot!” Holderness answered vigorously.
CHAP’IE——R XXIV “I was wondering,” he answered, “what | crowded around. Unnoticed, Macheson “Look here! This is what we call ughness

E . : s Kra e - walked out. and dirt. W 1 i k

it was like. outaide? walked ou : . iand dirt. e say that these things make

At the “Dead Rat.” “Would you like to go?”’ she whispered ' Down the narrow stairs' he groped his| for misery.. We say that it is every man’s
way; with the music of the orchestra, the duty, and every womdn’s, too, to keep

: . : : eagerly - in his ear. “I'm ready. The % : : i
Monsieur Francois piloted the little others could come on afterwards.” . fierce hysterical ‘cries of the women, the'themselves clean and clean-living, for the
mock cheering of those who crowded sake of the community. We take the

party himself to the corner table which| “What, without supper?’ he exclaimed. heeril i
[ round, in his ears. He passed out into Christian code. It is the most complete,

. the blue grey dawn. The stars were faint the most philosophic, the most beautiful.
and away eastwards little. We preach it not from the Christian
who spent | mean,” she remarked with a sigh. “Say, Meecy red clouds were strewn over the standpoint, but from the point of view
money with both hands, who was gay as|I don’t understand you a little bit!” "’ house-tops. He stood on the pavement of the man of common sense. Doctrinal
the gayest, and yet who had the air of | “How should you,” he answered, “when

! other world. Overhead he could still hear:live the life and wait. From a scientific
i the .music of the “Valse Amoureuse,” the. point of view we believe, of course, in a
He shivered, with the!future state. It may be that the truth

“We are full tonight, monsieur,” he He looked at her—without the mask--

you see your table waits. Mademoiselle ' dering. For his eyes were very ‘veary, | swell of voices.

iean’t you?”
e “Don’t try,” he said: “It wouldn't be! The commissionaire, hat in hand, sum-

any good.” { moned a coupe, and Macheson took his:don’t you rather overlook the support

“You are a prince,” Macheson exclaim- |
Mademoirelle sank into her chair op-'

|
|
I

“Bah! There are the strong to be con-

friend is sleepy. W
‘the whole thing because they ‘can’t stom-

the little short-skirted danseuse. “You'away from Paris, but the price of his lib- | costumes, artificial. in color and shape,|ach doctrine. Besides, these people all
uncanny pilgrims in|think, if you want to confirm ’em or bap-

afterwards—the Maxixe! Waiter, a glass, |man there to the left with the lady in|the City of Pleasure; past the great|tize ’em or anything of that sort, that

Mademoiselle came pirouetting up ‘tojyond, he was tried for murder a month ' morning light; past weary-eyed scaveng-: picious lot the KEast-enders, I can tell
She ago. There was a witness missing—the ' ers into the heart of the city, where a!you,”
would take a glass of champagne, and =lt~{case fell through, but—mademoiselle shook | thin stream of early morning toilers went| “I'll go and sce Hepwood,” Macheson
de- | her shoulders significantly. The lady with ‘on their relentless way. Once more he'declared.
fair hair and dark eyes, Macheson asked, . entered the obscurity of his dimly-|" Holderness glanced at his watch.

They sat with their backs to the wall,'was she English? But certainly, made- lit hotel, where sleepy-eved servants| “We'l have something to eat and go
'facing the little space along which the moiselle assured him. She was the di-iwere sweening, and retired to his room, | together,” he declared. ‘Look here, T'm
visitors to the cafe came and went, and vorced wife of an English nobleman. “To-iinto which he let himself at last with areally pushed or I wouldn’t bother you.

1. “Remember, all of you, that we are|where, under difficulties, one danced. -u¢inight she is alone,” mademoiselle added, 'sigh of relief. ~He threw up the blinds!Can you do me a country walk in Novem-

erc to have a good time, mot to mope. | leader of the orchestra came bowing and “but it is not often! Ah, monsieur!
Javenant, if you don’t sparkle up, I shall|gmiling towards them, playing an Amerl-
come and sit between the girls myself.
“Come along,” they both criea. Ma-igprang up
demoiselle Rosine held out her arms, but ly through the throng of people and hurrying

" 'and opened the windows. To be alone | ber for the paper? I have two a month.
g Mademoiselle shook her finger across the | within those four walls was a blessed | You can take the last number and see the
”lcan waltz, and Macheson, with a laugh, table, Macheson’s too curious glance had thing. {sort of thing.” L

and guided mademoiselie ! provoked a smile of invitation from the| He threw off his coat and glanced at| “i'll try,” Macheson promised. *You
Jady! Ihis watch. It was half-past five. Hhs|can give me a couple of days, I suppose?”

Macheson kept his seat. : . | waiters. - | “I really think you might remember!eyes were hot, but he had no desire to| “A week—only I want it off my mind.
“Let’s go up to the Rat Mort if we're| “Monsieur comes often to Paris? she | that I am here,” Klla remarked. “It is sleep.  He walked restlessly up and down You can get out somewhere and rub up
very interesting to hear you talk I'rench,|for a few minutes, and then threw him- your impressions. We'll dine for half a

going,” Ella exclaimed. “It's dull here, asked, as they whirled around.
and I'm tired of seeing that yellow-head-| “For the first time in my life.” Mache-{but I get tired of it!”

ed girl make eyes at you.”

Macheson laughed, and drained his

glass. i
“Ay Rat Mort!” he cried. “Good!”

self into an easy chair. Suddenly he look-, crown in Soho, and you shall tell me about

| gon answered. _“We are here on a quest! ! Mademoiselle took the hint- and ﬂittedied up. [ Paris.”

\Ve want to understand what pleasure | away. Supper arrived and created a di-| Some one was knocking softly at his| Macheson groaned.
means!” . v version. Nevertheless, Macheson alone of ! door. He walked slowly towards it and| “Shut up about Paris,” he begged. *“The
Mademoiselle sighed ever so slightly un-|the little party seemed to have absorbed 'paused. All his senses were still pulsat- thought of it's like a nightmare to me—a

The- paid the bill and all trooped out.|der the powder with which her pretty face! successfully the spirit of the place. He ing with a curious sense of excitement; nightmare full of puppet gnomes. with

hand as he passed.

. “Aq Rat 'Mort?” she whispered.
- 8he threw a ntganing glance at Ella.
. “Mfonsieur is well- guarded,” she said | sclves the most.”

4

Aol

The fair-haired girl caught at Macheson’s| was disfigured.

r*iusem@t!” he answered, smil-|to their table.
; .

|was almost recklessly gay. He drank|when he stood still he could almost hear human masks and the faces of devils un-
“One is gay here always,” ¢he said | {oasts right and left. He was the centre his heart beat. From outside came the derneath.”

somewhat doubtfully, “but it is the peo-|from which the hilarity of the room seem- ! soft rustling of a woman’s gown—he knew | “The masks came off?” Hollerness asked.

ple who come seldom who enjoy them-:ed to radiate. Davenant was half muddled | very well who it was that waited there.| Macheson shivered. i

| with wine, and sleepy. He sat with his|He stood still and waited. Again there| “They did,” he answered.

Macheson laughed as he led her buckiarm ‘about Rosine, \Yho looked more often | came the knocking, to him almost hke: “Do you good,” Iln]de;rhms declared
| towards Maches~ Ella, who had re-|a symbolical thing in its stealthy, mutled coolly, locking his desk. “I've been

“You are right,” he declared. 'uieas- fused to eat ar 7, was looking flushed | insistence. He felt himself battling with through it. So long as the masks came

.ha\'e some absinthe. My throat. is dry. I

. out who she is!”

iand drew in a long breath. The morning religions are all very well in their way, |
| breeze was like a draught of cold water; but the great bald fact remains that the |
it was as though he had come back to truth has not been vouchsafed to us |
! remarked.  “You're so difficult!” ' life again after an interlude spent in some: through any of them. Therefore we say.

the memory of_the;zi\\'aits us there: You can work to that,:
i 2
“Of course,” Macheson answered, “l)utg

place in the small open carriage. Down -which doctrine gives to the weak and su-! ; % ;
| carriage, beautifully dressed, with coach-

d footman upon the box, an aristo- !

e Ipink. no! not the Viecomte, the one bhe- churches, glent and stern in the cold!you've your own axe to grind. Jolly sus-;

factorily. The sale of carbplic acid, he
gaid, was, under the law, practically pro-
hibited. It was on schedule A along with
strychnine: and poisons of like nature-

Carbolic acid, howevér, had come to be
such a common household remedy that, as
he put it, the law in this particular was
more honored in the breach than the ob-
servance.

He himself did not register sales of car-
bolic acid and he questioned very much
if any drug store in the city did. If the
law were strictly observed no carbolic acid
would be sold without a doctor’s prescrip-
tion, but it often happened that when a
doctor was called in to a case he would
write his prescription and tell the family
to get two or four ounces of carbolic acid
besides. The reason why so many people
intending suicide took this acid was simply
because they could procuré this when they
could get nothing else.

off it's all right. What was it sent you
there, Victor?” X

“A piece of madness,” Macheson ans-
wered in a low tone, “‘supreme, utter mad-
ness.”

“Cured ?”

“Oh! I hope so,” Macheson answered.
“If not—well, I can fight.”

Holderness stood &till for a moment.
There was a queer look in his eyes.

‘“There was a woman once, Victor,” he
said, “who nearly made mincemeat of my
life. ‘She could have done it if ehe liked
—_and she wasn’t the sort who spares. She
died—thank God! You see I know some-
thing about it.”

They walked out arm in arm, and not
a word passed between them till they
reached the street. Then Holderness call-
ed ‘a hansom. :

«f feel Kke steak,” he declared. “Entre-
cote with potatoes, maitre d’hotel. Some-
how I feel particularly like steak. We will
chuck Soho and dine at the Cafe Royal.

find something to say to ’em tonight. I
know Henwood’s pretty well pumped dry.”
They left the place, and took an.omni-
bus citywards.
- (To be continued.)

DORANDD WINS
RELAY RACE
IN FAST TIME

e

Fall River, Mass., Dec. 25—In a twelve
mile relay race at the Athletic grounds in

They talked mostly of Henwood and his
work. -Holderness spoke of it as success-
ful, but the man himself was weakly. The
strain of holding his difficult audience night |
after night had begun to tell on him.!|
Macheson’s help , would. be invaluable.
There was a complete school of night'
classes running in connection with the,
work, and also a library. “You can guess
where the money came from for those,” ;
he added, smiling. “On the women’s side
there was only the cookery, and the care |
of the children. All very tmperfect, but !
with the making of great things about it.” |

They went into the Cafe proper for
their coffee, sitting at a marble-topped
table, and Holderness called for dominoes.
But they had scarcely begun their game
before Macheson started from his seat, and
without a word -of explanation strode
towards the door. He was just in time
to stop the egress of the man whom he
had seen slip from his seat and try to
leave the place.

“Look here,” he said, touching him on
the shoulder. “I want to talk to you.”

The man made no further attempt at
escape. He was very shabby and thin, but
Macheson had recognized him at once. It
was the man who had come stealing down
the lane from Thorpe on that memorable
night—the man for whose escape from jus-
tice he was responsible.

“My friend won’t interfere with us,”
Macheson said, leading him back to their
scats. “‘Sit down here.”

The man sat down quietly. Holderness
took up a paper.

“Go ahead,” he said. “I shant listen.”

«If I am to talk,” the man said, “l must

have things to say to you, too.”

Macheson called a waiter and ordered it.

“Look here,” the man said, “I know
all that  you want to . say to
me. I can ‘save you time. It was I
who called upon old - Mr. Hurd. 1t was
out of kindness that L went. He has a
daughter whom 1 cannot find. She is in
danger, and 1 went to warn him. He
struck me first. He lost his temper. He
would not tell me where to find her, he
would not give me even the money 1 had
spent on My journey. I, too, lost my
temper. 1 returned the blow. He fell
down—and 1 was frightened. So 1 ran
away.”

Macheson nodded.

“Well,” he said, “you seem to have
struck an old man because he would not
let you blackmail him, and 1, like a fool,
helped you to escape.”

“Blackmail!” The man looked around
him as though atraid of the word. His
cheeks were sunken, but his brown eyes
were still bright. ‘1t wasn't that,” he
caid. “l brought information that was
really valuabie. ‘There is a young lady
somewhere who is in danger of her life. 1

came to warn him; 1 behieved what 1 had |

always been told, that she was his daugh-
ter. 1 found out that it was a lie. 1t
. was a conspiracy against me. He never
had a daughter. But 1 am going to find

“What if | give you up to the police?”
Macheson asked.

“Yor the sake of the woman whom the
old man Hurd was shielding you Lad bet-
'ter not. You had very much better not,”
was the hoarse reply. “lf you do, it may
cost a woman her life.”

“Why are you staying on in England?”
Macheson asked.

the city today. Dorando Pietri, the Italian
runner, defeated Floyd Doughty, of Provi-
dence, and Samuel Myers, of Cambridge,
by half a lap. Dorando’s time was 1.03.39;
that of Doughty-Myers team was 1.04.18.

A large crowd watched the contest,
which was held on a track measuring seven
laps to the mile. Doughty ran against the
Italian in the first six miles and started
off brilliantly, finishing the first' mile a
few yards in the lead. Dorando took the
lead in the second mile and gradually in-
creased until he lapped his opponent in
the fifth mile. In the sixth mile Doughty
sprinted and reduced the Italian’s lead to
three-quarters of a lap.

¥
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Myers then came on the track and by
fast work cut down Dorando’s lead to a
quarter of a lap at the end of the eighth
and ninth miles. Dorando then let himself
out dnd by the end of the eleventh mile
was a half a lap ahead. This lead he main-
tained to the finish. -

The race was an exhibition contest.

Border Towns Masonic Install-
ations.

St. Stephen, Dec. 28.—The officers of Vic-
toria Lodge, Milltown, were installed on Mon-
day evening by Past. Master Frank Sharp,
as follows: I. P. M., Frank Sharp; W. M.,
Aubrey Dewar; 8. W., B. H. Kerr; J. W,

M.); secretary, Dr. W. H. Laughlin (P. M.);
chaplain, Robert M. Webber; D. of C., An-
drew Mungall (P. M.); S. D., Frapnk Sharp
(P. M.); J. D.,, Will Mungall; S. S, Johr
B. Delong; J. S., Percy Campbell; I. G,
Bolton Haley; tyler, Wm. Louden,

The officers of Sussex Lodge, No. 7. F. &
A. M., for the ensuing year are: Rev. Geo,
M. Young, I. P, M.; J. W. Richardson, W.
M.; Harold Beek, S. W.; L. B. Mitchbell, J.
W.; F. M. Murchie, treasurer; James Vroom
(P M.,), secretary; Ven. Archdeacon Newn-
ham (P. M.). chaplain; R. W. Grimmer (P.
M), D. of C.; H. Smythe, S. D.; Dr. Jas.

|

“Po find that woman, and I will find
her,” he added, with glittering eyes.
“listen! 1 have seen her riding in a

| man an

| was a plot against us—to call her that old
| man’s daughter.”

| “All this has nothing to do with me,
| Macheson said quietly. *“lhe only thing
.1 have to consider is whether 1 ought or

" ought not to hand you over to the police.”’

2

i The man eyed him craftily. He had
! little fear.

{" - “If you did, sir,’’ he said, “it would be
| an injustice. 1 only touched tue old man
in self-defence.”

“] hope that that is the truth,” he
| said. “You can go.”
| The man stood up. le did not immedi-
| ately depart. i
| “What is it?” Macheson asked.
| ¢l was wondering, sir,” he said, in a
! confidential whisper, ‘“‘whether you could
| not give me an 1dea as to who the lady
 was who called herself Stephen Hurd's
! daughter in Paris six years ago.”
| Macheson shook his head. -

I “] have no idea,” he answered curtly.
The man shutled away. Macheson lit
a cigarette and watched him for a mo-
ment steadfastly through the large gilt-
| framed mirror.

“Queer sort of Johnny, your friend,”

Holderness remarked.

“He’s a bad lot, I'm afraid,” Macheson
!:\nswered. “Somehow or other 1 can’t
" help wishing that 1 hadn’t seen him.”

Holderness laughed.
| *“Man alive,” he said, “it's a good thing
'you've come back to me, or you'd be a
bundle ¢® nerves in no time. We'll get

tyres, past other night resorts with their ! sidered,” Holderness declared. “Ihink how | crat. L always said that she was that. 1t

D. Lawson, J. D.; Fred Budd, 8 S.; M. Rob-
| inson, J. S.: J. B. Polley, I. G.; Percy An-
| derson, organist; Chas. Sparhawk, tyler.

| The installing officer was Grand Master
| J. D. Chipman ,who was assisted by several
{ grand lodge officers. The M. M. degree was
{ worked on one candidate. After the lodge
was closed the newly installed officers in-
| vited the brethren to the banquet room,where
| refreshments were served and an interesting
iloast list carried out.

The members of the St. Stephen Encamp-
| ment met in their . hall at 12 o'clock on
i Christmas day.

!~ The members of Sussex Lodge, accompanied
| by visiting brethren from Victoria, Alley and
other sister lodges, attended divine service
at the Methodist church Sunday morning at
11 o'clock, where an eloquent address was
delivered by the -pastor, Rev. G. M. Young,
worshipful master of Sussex Lodge.

| The officers of Alley Lodge, F. & A. M.,
| Upper Mills, for this year are: W. M., Clr=
ford Chase; S. W., John Polleys; J. W., Ar-
thur Towers; treasurer, Edgar Woodcock;
secretary, Edward Chase; chaplain, James
Phinney; D. of C., J. C. Davis; S. W. N.
D. Smith: J. D., Wm. Polleys; S. 8., Will
Babcock:; J. S., John Hall; 1. G., Wm. Wat-
ters; tyler, D. E. Simpson. The officers were
installed by Past Master Edward Chase on
Monday evening, 28th inst.

: Colpitt’s Mills Burned.
Petitcodiac, N. B., Dec. 28—Colpitts’
grist and carding mill, abont five miles
from here, was totally destroyed by five
on  Saturday ‘mormmg. The fire started
from a heated journal. The mill employed
five men, and the loss is about $8,000 with
no insurance. A considerable quantity of
grain was on hand at the time of the
five. :
q
During a recent gale 600 barrels of her-
ring were washed ashore at Jordan Bay,
| Shelburne county, and picked up by vil-
lagers, who salfed the fish. The price
| per barrel woulll average $2.75, aggregat-

along now, if you're ready. You might ing approximately $1,650.
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Bert Trecartin; treasurer, John L. Ray (P.
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