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Mr. Hinchliffe, the sexton, looked up
w Mr. Philemon, the clerk, unlocked the
creat gates oi open ironwork - which led
inio the street. Hinchliffe was cutting the
jettering on @ tombstone, supported by
heavy wooden trestles, under a little shed
close to the vestry door of the church.

- Ths clerk, a small, Tound raan, clerical
in aspect, and wearing @ round felt hat,
pulled out a large, old-fashioned ‘watch.
“Time for the bell, William,” he said.

Saint  Thomas’ Church, the mother
chureh of Walkiown, was probabiy the
ngliest church in Lancashire. The 'hef:vy
galleries, the drab walls, the terrible
gloom of the vast structure, all spoke
eloguently of a chilly, dour Ch-rist!ap{ty,
» gradging and suspicious Sun_day religion
which animated ifs congregation.

Philemon came out of the vestry door
with a lighted taper. He lit two or three
jets of the ‘corona over the reading desk.
Then he sat down in a front pew close to
“he chancel sieps and waited.

The beli outside stopped suddenly, and
a tall young man in a black Inverness
cape walked hurtiedly up the side isle un- ;
der the gallery toward the vestry.

7h less than a minute he came out
again in surplice, stole end hood—the
atolo azyi hood always worn at Walktown
—wenb to the reading desk and began to
say evensong in a level, resonant voice.

‘AL the end of each Psalm Mr. Phile-
man reeited the Doxology with thunder-
ous asvertion aud capped each prayer with
an echoing “Amea.”

The curate Basil Gortre, Was a young
. fallow with a strong jmpressive face. Tlis
| eyes had the clearness of youth, and ln)ol:z-
ed out steadily on the world under bis
plack hair. His face was of that type men
call a “thoroughly honest” face; bx.xt, un-
like the generality of such faces, it was
peither stubborn nos etupid. The clean-
shaven jaw was full of power, the mth
was refined and artistic, without being
either sensual or' weak. A

During the last low prayers, as dusk
crept into the great chugch, and the clank
and bells of the {rams outside seemed to
he @more remotc, 3 pact, indeed, of ﬂ_xat
visible bu wmot symbolic ugliness which
the gloom was hiding, 2 note _of fex—?orr
crep‘.‘]into the young man’s praying which
had only been latent there before.

Tle was reading the third collect ~when
' the few gas jets above his head began to

whistle, burned blue a few seconds, npd
.then faded out with three or four faint

pODPE.

; éjome air had got into the pipes. Ol

VMr. Philemon rose hoisely from his knees

and shuffled off to the vestry, coughing

and spluttering. Qutside, with st§rtllng

suddenness, a piano organ burst into a

gay, strident melody. Alter @ few b:?rs

the music stopped with a jerk. A pthe
constable had spoken to the orgen grind-
er and moved him on.

Gotre’s voice went on in a deep, ferv-
. ent monotone, unmoved by the darkness
or the dissonance—

“Lighten our darkness, Wwe beseech
Thee, O Lord; and by Thy great mercy
defend us from all perils and dangers of
. this night; for the love of Thy only Son,
" our Saviour Jesus Christ.”

The faithful, quiet voice, enduring
through the dark, was a foreshadowing of
‘he great cloud which was breaking over
the - world, big with disaster, im-

‘ minent with gloom. 1t - foreshadow-
ed the divinely aided . continuance
of truth through ~such a terror a8
men had rever known before.

{t meant many things, that firm and
neautiful voice—hope in the darkest hour
for thousands of dying souls, a noble wo-
man’s bappiness in time of dire stress
and evil temptations and a death worse

. tpan  the death Judas died—for Mr.

Schuabe, the millionaire, and Robert

‘Llewellyn, the scholar, taking tea to-

asther in the Athenaeum Club, three

}undred miles away, in London.

“_py Thy great mercy defend us frem
&1l perils and dangers of this night.”

M. Philemon returned with a taper,
an old and wrinkled acolyte, in time with
ti: loud and senofous “Amen!”

. ond diteratuve. His scholarship was tem-

pered with the wisdom of an active and
clear-headed man of the world. His life
and habits wefe simple but unbigoted, and
his broad-mindedness never obscured his
unalterable convictions. He lived, as he
conceived it his duty to live in his Uime
and place, in thorough human and intellec-
tual correspondence with his_environment,
but one thought, ene absolute certainty in-
formed his life.

As year by year his knowledge grew
greater, and the scientific criticiam of the
Seriptures undermined the faith of weaker
and less richly emdowed minds, he only
found in each discovery e more vivid proof
of the truth of the Incarmation and the
Resurrection. §

t was his habit in discussions o recon-
cile all apparently conflicting anti-Chris-
tian statements and weave them into the
fabric of his comvictions. He held that,
even scientifically, historically and mater-
ially,the evidence for the Resurrection was
too strong to be even overthrown. And be-
vend these intelectual evidences he knew
that Ohrist must have risen from the
dead, because he himself had found Chrisv
and was found in Him.

The vicar It his pipe and began fto open
his letters with a slight eigh.

The letters were all from applicants for
the curacy which Gortres impending de-
parture would shortly leave vacant.

«Tt will: be a terrible wrench to- lose
Basil,” he said to himeelf; “but it must
be. He will have his chance and be far
happier in London, in' more congenial en-
vironment. He would never be a great suc-
cees in Walktown. He has tried nobly,
but the people wont understand  him.
‘They woujd never like him; he’s too much
of a gentleman, How they all hate breed-
ing in Walktown! There is nothing . for
it, I can see. 1 must get an inferior man
this timé. An inferior man will go down
with them wvetter here. I only hope he
will be a really good fellow. If he ism’t
it will be Jerrold over again—vulgar ca-
bals againet me, and all the women in the
place quarreiling and taking sides.”

He read letter after letter,and saw with
» humorows ehrug of disgust, that he
would have little difficulty in engaging the
“inferior” man of His thoughts.

The best men would not come to the
North. Men of family with decent degrees,
Oxford men, Cambridge men, accus
to decent society and intellectual friends,
knew far too much to accept a title in the
Manchester  district

Mr. Byars was certainly a’ difficult per-
son for his congregation to appreciate

He picked up the letter, and was re-
reeding it, when the door opened and his
daughter came in.

Helena Byars was a tall ‘girl, largely
made and yet, slender. Her hair was lux-
uriant and’ of a truditional ‘“heroine”
gold. She was dressed with a certain rich-
ness, though soberly encugh—a gtyle which,
with its slight hint of austerity, acecnibua-
ated a quiet and delicate charm. So one
felt. on meetihg her for the first time.
Sweetfaced she was and with an undernly-
ing seriousness &ven in her times of laugh-
ter. Her mouth was rather large, her nose
straight and beautifully chiselled. There
was an almost matronly dignity about her
quiet and yet decided maanner. I

The vicar looked up at her with 2
smile, - thinking how like her mother the
girl was—that grave and gracious lady
«ho looked out of the picture by the door.
&t. Qecilia in form and face.

OITAPTER IL i
i
Tn the Vicar's Study. {

he viearsge of Walktown wis a e |
247 commodions houge vwith tail chimneys, |

. poiated windows, and a roof of red tiles, |
| was more than 2 mile from the church,,
'4a “he residential quarier of the town. |

| Here were no shops and Jitcle traffic. The |

fmld Touses ©of red Drick stood in |
| their own rather dingy grounds, wihere |

| though the grass was never really green, |

and Spring came in a veil of smoky vapor |
when the wind blew from the ton,!
there was yet a rucal suggestion. !
| The trees rose from neatly kept lawns,
| the gravel sweeps of the drives were care- !
! 1ully tended, and there was distant color
| in the elaboratc conservatories and palm
| mouses which were to be seen every-
i where.
| Mr. Pryde, the great Manchester so-
| Ycitor, had his beautiful modern house
sere. Sir John Neele, the wealthy manu- |
jacturer of disinfectants, lived close by
and a large proportion of the wellto-dv

\fanchester merchants were settled round

about.

Not ali of thero were parishioners cf Mr,
Liyars, ‘the viear of Walktown. Jlaoy
attended the more fahionable dhurch of
Pendieborough, a mile away in what an-
swered bo the “country;” others were lead.

% in the Dissenting end cspecially the
Unitarian wosids,

Afr. Byirs wos a widower with one s0a,
vow ab Oxuford, sud one daughter,Helena,
who was engazed to Basil Gortre, the
purate.

About 6 o'ddock the vicar sat in his study
awith a pile of letters before him. Tae
yoom was u comfortable, bookish place,
menelded in pitch pme where the walls
move not covered with chelves of theolo-
pical and philosophical worke.

The arm chairs were not new, but they
invited reposs; the large engraving over
.2 pipe-littered wantel was a fine auto-
&vpe of Giaconws’ St Fnilia. The room
« o2 brightly Wt with electric light.

\ir. Bvae was a man of medium height,
1ald, his fine, domed fordacad adding to
11 apparent age, end wore & pointed gy
bewd aud mustache.

Ambrose Byars at foriyiive was thor-

The Rev. Basil Gortre
“{’ve brought Punch, father,” she &aid;
“it’s just come. Leave your work now
and enjoy younself for talf an hour before
diner, Basil will be here by the time you're
finiuhhed.”

She stirred the fire ino a bright glew,
wnd, singing .softly to herself, lefit tine
study and went info the dining room to
see that the table looked inviting for the
coming neall.

About 7 o'clock Gortre arrived, and soon
afterward the three eat down to dine. It
was 2 simple meal—some fish cold beef and
a pudding, with a bottle of beer for the
curzte and a glass of dlare! fer the viear.
The hourenratd did not wait upon them,
for whey found the meal morc intimate and
enjoyable without her.

“Pye got some news,” said Gortre. “The
great question of domicile is setthd. You
Enow there is no room in the Jergy house
at St. Mary’s. Moreover, Fasier Ripon
thought it well that 1 should live outerde.
s wented ane of the melstant’s clergy.at
Jeast, to be in constant touch with lay
influesces, be eayd when 1 saw him ”

“What have vou answered, dear?” said
Helema :

“Something very salisiactory, ¥ think,”
he enswered. Oy fiwt thoughl was to
take ordinary rooms In Blomnshury. It
would be near St. Marye and the echcols.
Then | thought of chambers in one of tae
Inus of Uonrt. At any rate, T wrote %o
Harold Spence to ark bis advice. He was
at Memon with e, you know, lived on
the syme shuircase in ‘Spubbins’ amd is

icngﬂy acquainfed - with modern thgught

just epe of the best fellows in the world. -

We haven’t corresponded much during tae |
lasi three years, but I knew. a letter fo |
the New Oxford and Cambridge woul!,
always find him. So I wrote up. He's
been University Extension lecturing for 2 |
time, you know and writing, too. Now he
tells me that he is writing leaders for the |
Daily Wire and doing very well. T'll reat
you what he says.” . .

He took a letter from hig pocket, glanced |
down it for the paragraph he wanted, anl
began to read:—

¥

|
# * “_gnd T am delighted to hea
that you have at last made up your miad
to leave the North country and have ac-
cepted this London curacy. You ask me
about rooms. I have a proposal to make
to you in this regard. I am now living in
Lincoln’s Inn with a man named Hands—
Cyr-x} Hands. You may know his name.
He is a great arcnaeologist, was a young
Cambridge professor. For three years now
he has been working for the Palestine Ex-
ploring Society. He is in charge of all the
excavalions now proceeding near Jerusa-
lem, and constantly making new and valu-
able Biblical discoveries.”
| The vicar broke in upon the reading.
“Hands!” he eaid: “a mostydistinguished
man! His work is daily ahding to our
}{nc-wled;ge in a marvellous way. He has
just recently discovered some important in-
scriptions at El-Edhamiyeh—Jeremiah’s
grotto, you know, the place which is
thought may be Golgotha, you know, But
go on, I’m eorry to interrupt.” !

Gortre continued:—
_ “Handp is only at home for three mnonthe
in the year, when he comes to the annual
meeting of the society and recuperates at
the seaside. His rooms, however, are al-
ways kept for him. The chambers we
have are old-fashioned, but very large.
There are three big bedrooms, a huge sit-
ting room, two emaller rooms and a sort
of kitchen, all inside the one oak. I have
a bedroom and one emall room, where I
write. Hande hae only one bedroom and
uses the big general room.  Now, if you
care to come and take up your abode in
the Inn with us, I can only eay you will be
heartily welcome. Your share of the ex-
penses would be less than if you lived
alone in rooms, as you Propose, and you
would be far more comfortable. You could
have your etudy to work in. Our laup-
dress is mearly always about, and there 18
altogether a pleasant suggestion of Oxford
and the old days in the life we lead. Of
course, I need hardly tell you that we are
very quiet and quite untroubled by any of
the rowdy people, all of whom live away
from our court altogether. You would be
only five minutes’ walk from St. Mary’s.
What do you think of the idea? Let- me
know and I will give you all further de-
tails. I hope you will decide on joining
us. I ehould - find it most pleasant.
Ever yours,

“HAROLD MASTERMAN SPENCE.”

“An extremely “genial Jetter,” -eaid the
vicar.' “I suppose you'll accept, Basil? 1t
will be pleasant to be with friends like

that.”

Gortre talked a little about his plane for
the future. He had a‘sympathetic audi- |
ence. During the four years of his curacy
at Walktown he had become very-dear tv
Mr. Byars. He had been the vicar's sole
intellectual’ companion all this time, and
his Mes would be irreparable. But both
men: feli ‘that his - departure was:in-,
evitable. The . younger - man's Pow-|
| crs were stifled and confined .in the at-!
| ‘ncsphere of the place. He had private]
i ucans ‘of -his own, and belonged t6 an old
. West country family, and, tiry as he
{ would, he failed to identify himself socially
| with the Walktown people. His engage-
inent to Helena Byars had increased his
unpopularity. He would be far happier at
St. Mary’s in London, at the famous High
Church, -where he would find all those ex-
terior accompaniments of religion o which
he had been acoustomed, -and which,
though he did mot exalt the #hadow into
the substance, always made him happier
when he wae surrounded by them. !

He was to wait a year and then he
would be married. There were no money
obstacles in the way and no reason for fur-
ther delay. Only the vicar looked forward
with a sort. of horror to his future loneli-
ness, and tried to put the thought from
him whenever it came,

After dinner Helena left the two men
| to emoke alone in the study. There was
i a concert in the Town Hall to which she
wae going with Mrs. Pryde, tne solicitor’e
wife, a neighbor. Her friend’s carriage
called for her about 8, and Gortre settled
down for a long talk with the vicar on
parochial affairs.

“Well, dear boy, you will be in another
environment altogether escon,” eaid the
vicar, “It'e mo use being discouraged.
"Tot homines, quot sententiae! We can’t
alter these things. The Fesenes used to
apeak disrespectfully enough of ‘Ye men of
Galilee, no doubt. Have you eeen the
Guardian today?’

“No, I haven't, I've been at the schools
jall the morning, visiting in Tinperley
|.street till evensong, home for a wash, and
| then here.”
| “I. see Schuabe is going to address a
| great meeting in the Iree Trade Hall on
%Lhe Education Bill.”

“Then he is at Mount Prospect?”’

“He arrived from Londen yesterday.”

The two men looked at each other in
silence. Mr. Byars seemed ill at ease. His
foot tapped the Draes rail of the fender.
Then—a sure gign of disturbance with him
—he put down his pipe, which wae near:y
smoked away, and took a cigarette from a
box on the table, and emoked in short,
quick pufis.

Gortre’'s face became dark and gloomy.
The light died out of it: the kindliness of
cxpression, which wae habitual, left nis
eyes.

“yre Liave never really told each sther
what we think of Schuabe aud how we
think oi Bbim, vicar,” hc eaid. “Let us
have it out here and mnow while we are
thinking of m and while we have the
opportumty.”

Aen ere weak, end there is comfort in
community.

“From envy, hatred, malice and all uo-
charitableness”—eaid Gortre.

“(lood lerd deliver ue,”" replied the
wvicar gravely.

Theye was a lense silence for a lime,
only broken by tne dropping of the coals
in the grate. The vicar was the firet to
bresk at. |

“T11 gun “up My peisonal impression ¢f
the man. for and against.” be aaid,

Gartre nodded.

“There ¢an be 1o doub whatever,” said
Mr. Byars, “that among® ail the great
North country millionaires—men of power
and influenes, [ mcan—Schuabe stands
first, and pre-emihent. His wealth is en-
ormous iosoegin Yith. . Then, he is young—
can hard'y ke fgrty yet, T ¢hould eay. He

\
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‘“‘Man,’ he cried, with sudden sternness, ‘I know! You

belongs to-the mew generation. - In Walk-
town he.etands entirely alone. Then hig
brillianey,, his tremendous intellectual pow-
ers, are equalled by few men in England.
Hig career at Oxford was marvellous; his
political life; only just beginning as it is,
seems - to promise the very highest success.
His private. ife, as far as we know—and
everything about the man seems to point
to an ascetic temperament and a refined
habit—is- without grossnese or vice of any
kind. In appearance he is one of the ten
most striking-looking < men in England.
His manners are fascinating.”

Gortre laughed shorily, a mirthless, bit-
ter laugh.

“So far,”. he &aid, ‘“‘you have drawn a
picture which approaches the ideal of what
a strong man should be. And I grant you
every detail of it, But let me complete
it. You will agree with me {that mine also
is trme.”

.H’is_voice trembled a little. Half uncon-
sciously his eyes wandered to the crucifix
on the writing table. o

“Yes,” he eaid, with an unusual gesture
of the hand, “Schuabe is all that you eay.
In a hard godless and material age he is
an epitome of it. The curse cf indifferent-
ism is over the land. Men have forgotten
that this world is but an inn, a sojourning
place for a few hours. Oh, fools and blind!
The terror of death is always with them.
But this man is far more than this—far,
far more. To him has been given the eye
to see, the heart to understand. He, cf all
men living in England today, is the mailed,
armed enemy of Our Lord. No loud-
mouthed atheist, sincere and blatant in
his ignorance; no honest eearcher: aiter
truth. All his great wealth, all his at-
tainments, are forged into one devilish
weapon. He is already, and will be in the
future, the great enemy of Christianity.
Oh, I have read his book! Even now
there are many antichriste. I have read
his speeches in Parliament. T know his
enormous influence over those unhappy
people who call themgelves ‘Secularis T
Lilke Diocietian, like Julian, he hates
Christ.  He is no longer a Jew. Judaism
is nothing to him—one can reverence o
Montefiore, admire an Alder. His attacke
on the faith are something quite different
to thos» of cther men. As his ekill ie
| greater, eo- his intention is more evil. And
{ veb how helpless are we who kuow! The
ass of Christians—the lax, tolerant Chris-
tians—think he is a kind of Joba Morley.
'They praise -his charities, his efforte for
social amelioration. They quote, ‘And
God fulfls [fimself in marny ways. 1 eay
agaiu, Oh fools and blind. They do mot
know, they cannot see, this man as he is
at heart, accursed and antichrist!’’ Iis
voice dropred, tired with paesion and ve-
Liemeunce.

“You are owrwrought, Baeil” waid the

dwell too much on this man, and his ine
Hue=see. Put [ do not condemn you. I
alco have had my doubts and wonderings.

| But do we not live always with, and by

the help of, the Unseen? God alone knows
the outcome of the trend oi these anti-
Gurisvian. mfvences, of which, I fear,
Schuabe s the head. The Fathers. are
clear envonugh on'the embject, and the jearn-
ed men o mediaeval times also.”

Glortre; who was listening with extreme
attention, Taede a ehort, eharp exclama-

- Judas was, for tonight it is

1

!

1

tion as the housemaid,” wiho had Knocked,
stood for a moment ‘and then said:—.
“Mr. Schuabe from Mount Prospect: to
see you eir, I've shown him into ‘the
drawing room.” - .

CHAPTER I1I.
*1 Think He Is a Gdod 'Man.”

The ecrvant had turned on the lights in
the drawing room, where a low -fire .still
glowed red upon the-hearth, and left Con-
ctantine Schuabe alone to await the vicar's
arcival, S

The man was ‘all. above - the middle
height, and the heavy coat of fur which
he wae wearing increased the impression
of propariioned eize, of magsiveness, which
was part of his personality. Hie bair was
a very dark red, emooth and abundant, of
that peculiar color which is the last to
chow the grayncss of advancing age. His
featurcs were Semitie, but without a trace
of " thate fullness which -often marks 'the
Jew who has come to the middle period
of lite. The eyes were large and black,
but Avithout animation, in ordinary -use
and wont. They -did not light up as he
spoke, but vet the expression - was not
veiled or obscured. They were coldly,
terribly awpre, with something of the sin-
ister and untroubled regard one sees ina
reptile’s eyés.

"The jaw, which dominaied the face and
completed its remarkable ensemble, was
very massive, reminding pcople of steel
covered with olivecolored parchment.
Handsome was hardly the word which fit-
ted him, He was a strikingly handsome
man; but that, like “distinction,” was only
one of the qualitice which made up his
personality. Force. power—the relentlese
aud conscious power suggested by some
great marine engine—surrounded him in
an almost indescribable way. They were
like exhalations. Most people, with the
casual view, called him merely indomit-
able, but there were others who thought
they read deeper and eaw something evil
and monstrous about the man: powerless
to give an exact and definite reason for the
impression, and dubious of voicing it.

The door opened with a quick click of
the handle, and the vicar entered with
gomething of suddenness.

Ar. Byars advanced to take the hand of
his visitor. .

When they had made greetings, cordial
enough on the surface, aud were seated on
either side of the fire, Schuabe enoke at
once upon the object of his visit.

“1 have come, Mr. Byams,” he eaid, in
a singularly clear, vibrant voice, “to die-
cves certain educational proposals with
you.

“I am coming to you to propose
gomebhing in comnection with your own

elder man kindly. *'You have let yourself | Church schools. My opiniops on religious

matters are, of course, not yours. But
despite my position I have aiways recog-
nized that, .with whatever means, both
ihe clergy and my owp party are broadly
working toward one end.’

“My propcéal is roughly this: 1-will
gound and endow two: yearly scholarships

for twc boys in the national sqhode. The |
| found Mr. Byars and Schuabe in eager,

money will be sufficient, in_ the first. in-
stance, to send them toioneyof the great

Nortiern Grammar Schocls, and - after-

ward, always providing - that’ the- ' early

given me to read far into your brain.

Jigibus teaching of the echools, with which
11 hm not in sympathy. Nevertheless, it is

feo

hate our Lord, and would work Him evil. You are as

299

promise is maintained, to either univer- | waier he allowed himself before going to
ity bed. Basl, who was In a singularly alert
“My only stipulation 1s this: The cosis |and observant .mood, moticed that a glas3
whall be purely and simply mtellectual and | of plin eeltzer water stood before the
have nothing whatever to do With the Te- |millionaire.
Gortre's personal acquaintance with Sch-
only. fair that a.clever. boy in a church |[uabe was of the slightest. He had ‘met
sdhool ghould have the same opportunities | him once or twice on the platform of big
s in I;L mﬂlﬂl‘ dsehggl- I Sho‘“-gl 1':11 };,(l)xu meetings, and that was all. A simple cur-
that made the same offer to vhe = Q ;
Roman. Catholic school authorities am i ate, un:l(bs eoa-ml]y—‘andA N:huabe. did not
has been declined.” enter into the social lite of Walktown,
The vicar listened with great attention. |being almost always in London—he would
The offer was extremely generous, and {not be very likely to come in the way of
showed 2 most open-minded determination
¢ i T s
g; ghu: ;ﬂ;&zﬁm H);I:O:@g&]\;r‘fgug:)ce&zgt But Schuabe greeted him with marked |
as to his answer—none whatever. cordiality, and he eat down to hsten Yo the
“My dear sir,” he said, “your generos- two men. ;
ity is.very great. I see your point about | In two minutes lie was fascinated, i
the examinations. Religion is to form no | five he realized, with a quick and unpleas-
part, of them exactly. But®by the time ant sense of inferiority, how ignorant he
one of our boys submits himself for exam- was beside these two. In Schuabe the
ination we should naturally hope that he vicar found a man whose knowledge was
would already be eo firmly fixed in Chris- |as wide and scholarship as pro\[ou\’d as
tian principles that his after-career would |his ewn.
have no influence upon his faith. Holding | Now and then the conversation turned
the opinions that you do, your offer shows “oward a direction that, pursued, would
a great ireedom from any prejudice. 1 have led to controversy. But, with mutual
hope I am broad minded enough to recog- tact, the debatable ground was avoided.
nize that philanthropy is a fine, lovely That Christ was a historic fact Schuabe,
thing, despite the banner under which the |of course, admitted and implied, and hen
philanthropist may stand. I accept your the question of His Divinity seemel likely
generous offer in the spirit that it is ‘made, | to occur he was careful and adroit {o
Of course. the scheme must be submitted avoid any discussion.
to the mamagers of the &chools, of whom To the young man, burning with the
I am chief, but the matter practically lies zeal of youth, this seemed a pity. Uncon-
with me, and my lead will be followed. gciously he blamed the vicar tfor not press-
“I am only too glad,” said the big man, ing certain points home.
with a sudden and transiorsmng smile, “‘lo The vicar seemed loath to let his guest
help on the ‘cause of knowledge. Allythe go- though the hdéur was late, but he re-
details of the scheme I will send you in fused to stay longer. Mr. Byars, with a
a few days, and now I will detain you no somewhat transparent cagerness, mention-
longer.” ed that Gortre’s road home lay for part
He rosc to go. of L_hr way in the same direction as the
During their brief conversation the vicar millionaire’s, He seemed to Wwish the
had been conscious of many emotions Ife |young mam fo accompany him, almost. &o
blamed hiwsel for his narrowness and the |Bagil thought, that the charm of his per.
comewhat fantastic lengths to which his sonality might rebuke him for his t-if‘ade
recent talk with Gortre had gone. The in the carly part of the evening.
man was an infidel, no doubt. Iis intel- Accordingly, in agreement with the vi-
lectual abtacks upon Christian faith were car’s evident wish, but with an inexplic
tc"rribl_v damaging and subversive. Still, | able ice cold feeling in his heart. h‘é %:XLL
his love for his fellowmen was eincere, it]the house with Schuabe and began to w';i,'
ceeined. He attacked the faith, but mot|with him through the silent,lamp-lit s,-trént
the preachers of it. And—a half thought | toward the millionaire’s mansion it
erossed his brain—he might have been sent ‘
to him for some good purpose. St. Paul CHAPTER 1V.
The Smoke Cloud at Dawn,

thie mammoti.

had not always bore the name of Paull
These thougirle, but hali formulated in
his brain, had their immediate effect The two men strode along with
oo‘{xjcr?stg action. speaking for some way. Their Feet ech 0u§
‘Won't you take off your coaf, Mr.| in the empty streets, and at ] 'th T
Schuabe.”. he eaid, “and smoke o cigar| entered the millignaire’s hmneeug e

ilconx up in the hall and went into the other

‘Iwas taking the single glaes of whiskey-and-

wibh me in my stady?’ - 'S 3

i in my st uddenly Schuabe tur ;
The otueér hesitasted a momeni. looked | “Well, My. Corire,” he n;djd LOI Bﬁ“’l‘

i 5 Sk Well, M. y i g
doubtful, and then assented. He hung his | given you your oppurtunity. Koo you :}‘Q‘z
in - 4 2 . ale 1 v, L N
rcom with the viear. iﬂ;‘% to speak the word in season after
During the conversation in the drawing AL s

room Helena had eome back from the con-| Ao S vidlently, Wi
cert, and Basil, hearing her, had left the , was "h,]s man 7\\ ho had been reading his
study and gone to her own private sanc- | mher L,lm“ghh’" H.O“' could his companion
tum for o last few minntes before saying have fathomed his sternly repressed de-
good-night. : l sire as he sat in the viearage study? And

As ‘Basil came back into the study he why did he speak now, when he knew
that some chilling. influence had him _in

its grip, that his tongue was tied

l power weakened? / 7

: (To be continugd.)

animated talk. A epirit decaniter had been
brought during his absence, and the vicar
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