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THE MISSIONER |

! one with feet like mine ought to sit down  flushed as though with wine. Macheson | mitted. ‘“She’s so beautiful, and she looks[
l in a public place. “I hope you haven't | took her by the arm as she passed. ~ |at you always as though you were some-
l torn your dress?” | “Letty,” he said gravely,“have you miss-| o1 ing a long way off.” |
. Ea ) | ed your train?”’ | g By
“It really doesn’t matter,” the girl an-| Ghe gave a stifled cry and shrank lmck,{ Macheson was suddenly silent. A rush
swered. “I ought to have looked where| when she saw who it was. However, she | of memories surged into }liﬂ brain. He
! vae o et Dot g e e b, s (R T
{  “In which case,” Holderness remarked, | Mr. Macheson!™ she exclaimed. HOW;NC\'ertheless he would see her if only for
BY E. PHILLIPS OPPENH
1 : EIM |  There were two empty ‘chairs at their
Author of * Mysterious Mr. Sabin,” ‘ The Secret,” * The Traitors,” ‘ Consplrators,” ete. ' table. The girl glanced towards them'clared, her eyes filling once more with
and hesitated. | tears. “He thought it was eleven o’clock—! | € §
| “Do you mind if we sit down here foriand it was ten minutes past twelve. 1 lights in many of the windows, and a
: . a minute,” she asked, "my friend and I? don’t know what mother will say, I am small electric .brougham, with a tall foqt-
and the gay murmur of conversation was \We are rather tired.” | sure.” man by the side of the driver, was wait-
like a delightful undernote. The dinner! He drew the chairs towards them. “What, are you going to do?” he asked. | ing opposite the door. . Eg:g, gg::: g{:gﬁgg' ";’g“;:: 1 g;{‘c’: ggg £ . -+ ..nOW $1.25
. and wine were good. Holderness seemed | “B¥ all means,” he anewcred courte-| She looked round nervously. ¢ T}fe house_ v T e he declared. Lined. Horse Blankets, fregulag price $oo5 = '.'.23‘& ?1;(;
] High up the seventh floor of one offto know very well how to choose voth ously. "**Your friend does look tired.” “Mr. Hurd is going to take me to some Don’t be afraid. Letty. . Lined Horse Blankets, gregulagg price §2.50.. . i . inow $L.0
g London’s newest and loftiest buildings, a| Macheson h(’t‘m" S5l ke (lepréusion OI: The party arranged itself. Holderness friends of his,” she answered. “You see The girl descended and clung to his arm We also have a good assortinent of regula hich we offer at
young man sat writing in a somewhat|, few hours ago slipping away from him. called to a waiter and gave an order. it was his fault, so he has promised to as they crossed the pavement, . set P :
. “My friend and 1,” he remarked, indi- see mother and explain.” “T shall wait here for you,” Holderness

iyou startled me! I didn’t expect—to’ see BLANKETS AND COATS

. with a laugh, “you could not have failed | . Ege a moment. His heart leaped like a boy’s. .

e e d.§HC Jooked engerly out of the window.|A Grand Clearance Sale of Odds and Ends which we offer
«Mr. Hurd's watch stopped,” she de- | Already they were entering Berkeley at cost to d&ﬂl‘. .
NOTE THE BIG REDUYCTION OF PRICES BELOW:

Square.. The cab stopped.
LANKETS

Macheson looked upwards. There were
Lined Horse Blankets, regulm!‘~ price $1.25.. . ow Y5 cents.
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CHAPTER XV.

On the Spree.

barely furnished office. He wrote deliber-! () i ; i

. 5 . nce or twice he laughed softly to him- . ) 3 : 0 |

atel}sﬂ, and mtdhht'he air of one \H:o thor | S0f Toldarness looked at him) question- cating Macheson, who was fiercely uncom- - Hurd pushed angrily forward. said. l('(;""d, luck* to you, and good night, L ! _—

oughly enjoye is occupation. The place!; : ; ! . h “ 2 : Macheson,“have | Young lady: ! ubber Interlined Astraghan ts, regul 1 .00. . 3
- ingly. | fortebte v L struggling hard not to ghow Look here,” he said to Mache i Rubber Interlined Immigstion ffalo guag, 2;;?1;11'3? sl A

had a bookish aspect—the table was| “you should have heen with me for it, “are disappointed that we could not you been following us about?” Macheson rang. the bell. The door was
strewn with magazines and books of refer- | the last fortnight. Dick,” he remarked, 8¢t stalls. We wanted to see La Guerrero  “I have not,” Macheson answered caim- | opened at once by a footman, who eyed
ence; p_lles of literature of a varied order ¢miling. “The lady of the 'manor at‘ and this wonderful conjurer.” ly. “I am very glad to have come across thf‘m. n c_old surprise.
stood, in the absence of booksuelves,| Thorpe didn't ioiove of e AR hud “The place is full every night,” the girl you, though.” . We wish to see Miss Thorpe-Hatton tht
against the wall. The young man himself ' {5 gleep for two nights in a gamekeeper's answered listlessly. “La Guerrero comes “Sorry I can’t return the compliment,” | for two minutes, Macheson said, pro- for the Horse, at Lowest Prices. o it S e
!xowehver, was tllie most bmterestmg object . ghelter.” 2 ; on at ten o'clock, you can see her from Hurd remarked. “Come, Letty.” ducing his card. "Itlls really an important
in the room. He was big and dark and | “Did;l't - ¥ rant of 4 5 il Y A girl wi = sing tapped him on- matter, or we would not disturb her at .
nd d: approve of yvou to such __ the front of the promenade easily. You A girl who was passing pp : ould h L .
",“sged- There was strength in his sPaP.e'!tent?” HolI;l;crness remarkcd.s “\V:: seﬁu don’t often come here, do you?” |the arm. She was dressed in blue silk, suc};"an howr. She is at B s Shc Hl HUHTON & su“ l'ml 9 and " Mark“t Sq"are
set shoulders, in the compression of his opne of those old country frumps—all “Not very often,” Holderness answer- with a large picture hat, and she \\‘aslm)t- ; . ’ J i
‘t’ll])s, even in the way his fingers guided starch and pl'ejudice"" -ed. “And you?” smoking a cigarette. 'I{The footman looked exceedingly AUDI0US. | uammessmmssmsiemm—m———————————————— S )
e pen across the paper. He was thor-| 'y, : T “Every night,” the girl answered in a “Hullo, Stephen!” she exclaimed. “Edith' He looked from the card to Macheson,| | ; o T :
oughly absprbed in_his task. Neverthe--an:g ;nmf:l: ;Eﬂ:i’x f{}:;th}exti?r]n‘:i?xinll;ﬁglé dull tone. T s wants to see you. Are you coming round and from Macheson to the girl, and ],e;pnsoned behind his tightly-Jocked lips. )
less hei r:nse;l }’u‘s head at a somewhat felt the taading of G Lioud in b \%ing “That must be monotonous,” he said tonight?” : . idxg:\\t seem to like either of them. i He said nothing. She passed slowly, almost | her the way, James.”
\ gl comd, e bad orune p 20 the urming of i Sheke, e Wi 4 O i, L e, sonaing i i, S, T o o Bk eared o, dovn G all i ] 50 petss i e e s
A licious s x i i S%ia) *ft is,” she admitted. reath and moved away. y loo i 2 s ) 18 . |
open. There was a knock at-the door,and mys::riofgfe fifeag,a:\?gz;f:ii;gdefuﬁgﬁf " They talked for a few minutes longer, him with horror. igoing on to the L,°‘"“ess of A““e:’le-".’! v&rappeld hor oot abaid e heied, shiscg R M.
: M'a‘ch-eson walked in. I s iicheunive. of Biaatlf 'and’ his sup. OF rather it was Holderness who mostly  “Stephen!” she exclamed. “You can’t: ball dll‘e(:‘t]y‘;" Can’t you come again 1n:8t°°d like a statue.’ He watched her pass| Letty was ushered into a small roomy
Victor, by glory! i e e, Mo folt oichiw hester to talked, and the others who listened. 1t —you don’t mean to say that you kmw_‘lthe morning? i through the open door and enter the’full, it seemed to her as she entered, of
Down went the pen, and Richard Hold- . . " o o a¢ fiosphiciie, s

U f : b e s , [ 24 “Quite impossible,”  Macheson declared | . i ! i i g
: M Was struck Macheson as curious that his friend any of these? = : Lo s ' . > “electric bropgham. He watched it even'sunshine and flowers. Wilhelmia, in a
; g{ne“ssh ;lto}(:d dup a\lit his desk with out-- Bi weaker than e ftiéndihad bBe. 'n should find it so easy to strike the note She was trembling in every limb. He ' briskly. I am sure that Miss Thorpe- glide away. Then he, too. went and - plain white-serge gown, with stri of
3 g ands. Macheson grasped them G q 1 ore to fear? He raised his glass ©Of their conversation and keep it there, as g i ’ i

: tried to pass his arm through hers. | Hatton will see me for a moment if ‘youi T ] i : i
heartily and seated himself on the edge though without even the thoughts of these “Don’t be a fool, Letty,” he said. “It’s take that card up.” | joined Holderness, who was waiting out- beads around her neck of some strange-
of the table. girls, to whom he talked with such easy time we went, or my friends will have

4% cood 4 Bk ” b dad o } '-Ehe fooftmar:i :tudi;d 'tM:;h:ﬂ;m again,  side. colored shade of blue, was sitting in a
good to see you, Dick,” he declar-' . : : 5 " courtesy. 1le told a funny story and they gone to be i land was forced to admit that he was a «Hail succourer of damsels in distress!”| high-backed hair. A 1

od, i < 2 amitive | quieted him. Again be wondered at his . ; 3 = - = iy ! ; : i J S8 | ign-backed easy chall. - small wood fire
okl 1l;fe ::tlz:::,g'x};a:}?ant;edthfmg)l;::;ti:ge. ' friend’s whim in choosing this manner of all laughed naturally and heartily. Mache- _ She looked at him with wide-open eyes. gentleman He led the way into a small Holderness called out, producing his cigar | Was burning in the grate, filling the room

i : sy 2 ide: ir " Her lips were quivering. It was as though  morning-room. 4 i 0 Z : i
The sight of you's enough to stop a re- spsr{;il?g lt‘he'r,:l‘e;“;’g‘t L :‘e’ﬁ l;;;.l t{,‘eld;‘;;,l:,t t:xzcﬂx;s‘?]?gr:oﬁ%; she saI:v some new th‘i;ng in his face. | “Miss Thorpe-Hatton shall have your|case. “Jolly glad you got rid of her! 1t! ::;;}:10?‘, plﬁzt;r: ar&r:n:txcth%dour, :nd =
vo‘]‘utlox}.” I . i S s (lj‘t lﬁesalh a. e ,:n eed“asd sur: were. Something in their faces, something “Your friends,” she murmured, “are | card, sir,” he said. “Kindly take a seat.’} Would have rheant the waiting room at eoeh wide ogen square wag
“You're feeling like that, are yon?’|€"sel‘ “Oh " .tls ‘Olc‘; gnmpos o tnf’ which had almost terrified him at their they—that sort? Oh! I am afraid.” | - He left the room. Macheson drew up a St. Pancras and an allnight sitting.| “(, ") o4 bp her side W ile of
his friend answered, his eyes fixed upon t;“_:al’ t elmxs re:” oTh o ’51 nob In o ot coming, had relaxed, if it had not She clung to Macheson. People were chair for Letty, but she refused it,| Smoke, my son, and we will walk home— , ..o = ° iv-(‘)’ : lr :t‘ e S 01
: Macheson’s face. “Yes, I see you are. Go, - 3 lea:jp“tmt 505 o e tl;\ i m_ost{ha passed wholly away, At "the sound of » beginning to notice them. He led her out , trembling. . unless you mind this bit of rain. Was newsp; ey ? Siﬁyeerl-)opentfar,_ se\tira
3 shead! Or will you smoke first?” 5";0 eh” BgE, 0o 0 courfseu : e;e 18 € few bars of music one of them leaned al- into the street. Hurd followed, angrily, “Oh! I daren’t sit down, Mr. Mache- her ladyship gra Cioun For th(lz) moment howelx‘“ o ‘_Clgé;r:hes.
- : Macheson produced his pipe, and hisf“"‘m , and a very decemil e o;v or vicar. St Gepaly Tatweed, i protesting. Holderness was close behind. | son,” she declared. “And please—don’t! -‘(She was not,"’ Mac.heson apswered‘thin e ;ltt " er, 'Egne lod .es(:-i
host a great tin of honeydew. Macheson 1 am not at sll sute & at she was ROL oy cre” ®he said, “if you want to see! T say, you know,” Hurd began, with'say that I was with Mr. Hurd. I know | grimly, “but she is keeping the girl. I'd) ;0 ghso g o wbn‘k = ha yh &
helped himself slowly. He scemed to be right. I” must have seemed a fearful - oo Guex{rerb i Mt m gl i his arm on Macheson’s shoulder. Ma- | he Wouldn't ke it.” like to walk,” he added, lighting a cigar. il use was eanll]n%f e;m dmlferhc air,
Byik fo giin time. terloper. - e | Goming on wew:” : = cheson shook it off. “Probably mnot,” Macheson answered,| “A very elegant lady,” Holderness re-| bz;ne)':.stt?vere ":tih ;1] oseb. 5 she had
“Rlessed compact, ours,” the giant re- Holderness stretched his long 111m S UD TThe two young men. rose to their feet.' “Mr, Hurd,” he said, "at the risk of “but what am I to say?” | marked, “but I thought she looked a bit! ), "r 4\ - lrght“lll £ ert_ a; ut]a dt,he
marked, leaning back in his chair. “No der the table and laughed softly. % One of the girls looked wistfully at Hold. seeming impertinent, I must ask you pre-, “Anything—anything but that,”  she|up in the air. Did you notice her pearls, rlif]gs’ e dgr n}:g e»a‘elgo i : e b;rk
= probing. for c'fmtidences,, no silly questions. 5 W e(lll, hherndECI'j‘[‘li\ed’r t'lgal;vaslabeli‘t:;: erness, but nothing was said beyond the cisely where you intend taking this girl|begged. : : Victor?” = Shelhad sl(:l;')t !;;e:il e
E O v s L e b tft T;‘) 2 yt,h' re ordinary farewells. | tonight 7 , : i Macheson nodded his promise. Then P‘/Iacheson i 9 Letty advanced doubtfully into the
I’ve started wrong,” Macheson ‘said.|YOu were ngat. ere's nmothing more. "4y 1 "Cou so much: for tellin ue” | “What the devil business is it of yours?” | the door opened, and his heart seemed to Wonderful, weren't they? L Wi h y] >

“I’ll have to go back on my tracks a bit dangerous than content. Sort qf armons sl il SCome) dlon %}ido’r | Hurd answered angrily. stand still. She entered the room in all] “Yes.. She wears them around her| "0 Tl Ina . urned her ‘1ead.“
you can’t get through. . . Come, we " . g “|"” “Tell me, all the same,” Macheson per-|the glory of a wonderful toilette; chel neck, and these —these wear always , it is you,” she remarked. “Come

One (1) Grey Goat Fur’ . now $10.50

obes, Bells, Whips, .

We are also showing & nice line of Harness
Brushes, Foot Warmers, Street Blankets, and

wine and a biscuit before you go. Show

o SN R O

, mechanically to his lips, and the soft fire
i of the amber wine soothed whilst it dis-

S

o anyway,” 1 1t is La Guerrero.” i
: 7 el ” | 4 I ‘ » " : to the table where 1 can see you.”
E ., Holderness grunted affably. mustn’t miss the ballet. Mok Lt : | sisted. wore her famous ropes of pearls, the spot-| their shame, » lie added, pushing gently| "D 3 e e Yo
;é: “Nothing like mistakes,” he remarked. They threaded their way down the room. l on‘c:ct}f:(;n Wel;? i:dthlenoiilé;;ely ‘%}ﬁ:‘,; Hurd passed his arm through Letty’s. |lesg white of her gown was the last \vord.l away a woman who clutched at his arm. & a\siza.mBr(gv?.rtohli i :},‘,attg o
“Best discipline in the world.” Suddenly Macheson stopped short. He ' to, .7 Spanish dancer with her ex.' . Come, Letty,” he said, “we will takefrom the subtlest Parisian workshop of “Funny thing, isn’t it?  What are they hesitating?y efore 1 went,” the girl said

i : e i this hansom.” the day. But it was not these things that worth? ten thousand pounds, very

t ts, S, grace. . < e i 5 1os

‘ﬁg?&eem:l;‘er;;’;;a”s;m‘:;;mfllg;ddloudlc; | The girl was only. half willing. Mache-| counted. Had he been dreaming, he:likely. A lot of money for gewgaws—to
* son declined to let them go. wondered a moment later, or had that| hang upon a woman's body. Shall we

“] gtarted on a theory,” Macheson con-| Was passing a table set back in a recess,

tinued thoughtfully. “It doesn’t pan out. and occupied by two persons. The girl, Wilhelmina was silent for a moment.

who wore a hat ad veil, and whose simple She was looking at the girl. Yes! she was
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The people I have been trying to get at
are better left alone.”

“Exactly why?” Holderness asked.

“P’ll tell you,” Macheson answered.
*You know I've seen a bit of what we
call village life. Their standard isn’t high

enough, of course. Things come too eas-|

ily, their noses are too close to the ground.
They. are moderately sober, moderately in-
dustrious, but the sameness of life is at
work all the time. It makes machines
of the factory hands, animals of the coun-

try folk. I knew that before 1 started.|

I thought I could lift their heads a little.
It’s too big a task for me, Dick.”

“Of course,” Holderness assented. “You
can’t graft on to dead wood.”

“They live decent lives—most of them,”
Macheson continued thoughtfully. They

- can’t understand that -any change is
. needed, Tio’ moré” can their landlords, or

their clergy. A mechanical performance
of the Christian code seems all that any
one expects from them. Dick, " it's all

_ they’re. capable of. You can’t alter laws.

You can’t create intelligence. You can’t
teach these people spiriually.”

“Ag well try to teach ’em to fly,” Hold-
erness answered. “I-could have told you
so before, if it had been of any use. What
about these Welshmen, though:

“Tt’s ‘hysteria,” Macheson declared. *lf

.you can get through the hide, you can| “I hope you have had a nice day,” he

make the emotions run riot, stir them in-
to a frenzy. It's a debauch. 1ve been
there to see. The true spiritual [ife. is
partly intellectual.” el -

“What are you going to do now?” Hold-
erness asked. -

“1 don’t know,” Macheson answered.
«] haven’t finished yet, Dick, curse all
women!”’

The giant looked thoughtful.

“I’'m sorry,” he said simply. ’

Macheson swung himself from the table.
He walked up and down the room.

“Tt isn’t serious,” he declared. “It isn’t
even definite. But it’s like a perfume, or
a wonderful ‘chord of music, or the call
of the sea to an island-bred viking! 1t’s
under- my heel, Dick, but I can’t crush
it. I.came away from Leicestershire be-
cause I was afraid.”

“Does, she—exist ?” Holderness ‘ asked.

“Not for me,” Macheson declared hur-

Afterwards they found seats in the front
and remained there for the rest of the
performance.

Out in the street they hesitated. Hold-
erness passed his arm through his com-
panion’s.

“Supper!” he declared. “This way!
Did you know what a man about town 1
was, Victor? Ah! but one must learn,
and life isn't all roses and honey. One
must learn!” ¢

They threaded their way through the
scarcely knew what to say or how to say itreets, crowded with hansoms, electric
it, but he was determined not to be in- roughams, and streams of foot pasgen-
timidated by Hurd’s curt nod. s e A i e i

“So you are up in town, Letty,” he' bre-looking building, and into a room bare-
said gravely. “Is your mother with you?”’ ly lit save for the rose-shaded lamps upon
6. gist digried bysterically. the tables. Macheson gasped as he en-

“Oh, no!” she declared. ‘“Mother can'p»tere(l' Nearly every table was occupied

bear travelling. A lot of us came ip this’ by’ women in evening dress, women alone
—waiting. Holderness = glanced around

morning at six o’clock on a day excursion,; . .
six shillings each.” : quite unconcernedly as he gave up his
. “And what time does the train go |'cofft‘ and hat to s waiter, !
back?” - Macheson asked quickly. : I l-eelrmg shy, v lcmf"’-, he asked, smil-

“At twelve o’clock,” the girl answered,\g:lg' ]1>e"a¥i] m_ml‘li- ,We'll find a table to
“or as scon afterwards as they can get| Tilves &1 BIBUL

it off. It was terhbly full coming up.’ itered and talked across them—often at

Macheson was to some extent relieved.' ¢ AT h
At any rate there was nothing further e renchwoman, superbly gowned
.in white lace, and with a long robe of

that he could do. He bent over the girl 1
Eindly. ) pearls around her neck, paused as she
lpassed their table. She carried a Pomer-

{anian under her arm and held it out to-
| wards them.

country clothes were conspicuovs, was
staring at him with something like fear
in her eyes. Her cheeks were flushed;
| 'her lips parted, she was leaning forward
as though to call her companion’s atten-
tion to Macheson’s approach. Macheson
glanced towards hinm with a sudden im-
pulse of indignant apprehension. It was
Stephen Hurd, in irreproachable evening
clothes save only for his black tie, and
his companion was Letty.

Macheson stopped before the table. He

said, “and won’t be too tired when you get
home. These excursions are rather hard| “qoor My little dog!” .

work. Remember me to your mother.” “H;eeﬁite‘ y‘,o:: eu;géumshe ex]c la“]“eﬁ;

i e & 1 > you. Mes are lonely?

He exchanged a civil word with the Alis!' OF necessity ” Holdernam an-

Iﬁ::)ls: tcg";gzgll::c’c.Wh£he“:aieta;;$3 2:s\w§red in Frtanch. “Madame is oo kind.”
i e 5 ... | She passed on, laughing. Macheson
'?xggr J&lll;e(’ljoﬁlroldeme,s, e, Waltmg‘lookcd across the table almost fiercely.
“An oddly' siiortéd  couple . your) “What_are you ‘doing it for, Dick?” he
friends,’f he remarked, as they struggled ex;:_}:mfi?e.n d ‘?Ogiifojsr;sm::“gi fad
into their coats. fustls' 2 m vces
Macheson nodded .
o e P i - “Vietor,” he said, “I want you to under-
The gl was my landlady’s daughter! 4,3 " “You are an enthusiast, a reform-
a}, lhhorpe, anld the ioungdmans the son [ o prophet of lost causes 1 want you
of the agent there,” he said. o ’ ikl i phge <0 et
“l:}ngaged‘.’." Holderness asked. ;:eh:'?;;; h;({'er;l t;‘f llfif)éo,‘,l i
m:lfn-—afraxd not,” Macheson answered.| «yyhat am I te learn of this?” Mache-
She’s up on an excursion—for the day—| g, agked, almost passionately a
goes back at twelve. “If I told you.” Holderness answered,

I suppose he’s a decent fellow—the |« s : ‘
agent’s son?” Holderness remarked. “She;s'il‘:hfigi]e,f saor?d ‘(‘ig;llg bzn:zy fc?:I l)]zgiinlﬁ$£:£
1 = =

| seems such a child.” . g il
5 i wine.. Mademoiselle in violet there wants

riedly. “Don’t think that. I shouldn’t,\ “1 suppose -he is,”” Macheson repeated. i, flirt with vou.”

have mentioned it, but for our compact.”

Holderness nodded.

“Bad luck,” he said. “This craving for
something we haven't got—can’t have—
I wish I could find the germ. The world
should go free of it for a generation. We'd

1“1 din’t care for him very much, Dick;| «ghal] 1 ask her to join us?’ Macheson
{ §uppo?e I'm a';l evn}’-mmded pereon, but|jemanded with wasted satire.

ﬁdt{a eaV{ufg tke%mi) i ; “You might do worse,” Holderness an-
I 'mto cTncHs Y ack into the restaur- | yered calmly. “She could probably teach
| eenr oy L : wr., | you something.”
! “You can't interfere,” he said. “It’s|” [t was a dull evening, and many of the

. . . i 1 o .
build empires, we'd reconstruct society. | probably a harmless frolic enough. Come, {ahles remained unoccupied—save for the

It’s a deadly germ, though, Victor, and
it's the princes of the world who suffer
most. There’s only one antidote—work!"”
“@Give me some,” Macheson begged.
- The giant “looked at him thoughtfully.
“Right,” ‘he answered, “‘but not today.
Clothes up in town?”
Macheson nodded.

“We'll go on the bust,” Holderness de- |

clared, “I’ve been dying for a sprec!
We'll have it. Where are you staying?”

| on!” 5 5 2 -
i ;nne waiting figure. The women, tired of
jlooking towards the door, were smoking

i cigarettes, twirling their bracelets, yawn-

CHAPTER XVI.
The  Night Side of London.
“No stalls left,” Holderness declared,

They sat in a cornmer. The girls chat-l

turning away from the box office at the!
Alhambra. “We'll go in the promenade. |

1 We can find a chair there if we want to

sit down.” |

Macheson followed him up the stairs
aqd into the heavily-carpeted promenade. .
His memory of the evening, a memory

‘ing, and looking around the room. Many

a mute invitation reached the two young
men, but Holderness seemed to have lost
his scciability. His face had grown hard-

ler and he seemed glad when their meal

was over and they were free to depart.
In the hall below they had to wait for

“No!” he said. “I will have my ques-
| tion answered.”
| Hurd turned as though to strike him,
but Holderness intervened,head and shoul-
.ders taller than the other. :
| “[ think,” he said, “that we will have
!my friend’s questioned answered.”
| Hurd was almost shaking with rage, but
' he answered.
| “To gome friends in Cambridge Ter-
‘race," he said sullenly. ‘Number 18,”

“You will not object,” Macheson said,
i “if 1 accompany you there?”
| “I'll see you damned first,” Hurd am-
swered savagely. ‘“Get in, Letty.”
| The girl hesitated.” She turned #o Ma-
| cheson. .
| “I should like to go to the station and
; wait,” she declared. :

i “I> think,” Machesen said, “that you

)had better trust yousself to me and my
friend.” i

“T am sure of itg3 Helderness added

4 calmly. e n

She put her hand in Macheson’s. She
was as pale as death and avoided looking
|;t Hurd. He took a quick step towards

er.

“Very .well, young Jady,” he said. “If
you go now, you understand that I shall
never se¢ you- again.’”

She began to cry again.

“I wish,” she murmured, “that I had
never seen you at all—never!”

He turned on his heel. A row was im-
possiblé. It occurred to him that a man
of the world would face such a position
calmly.

“Very good,” he said, “we will leave
it at that.”

He paused to light a cigarette, and
strolled back down the street towards the
restaurant which they had just left. Letty
was crying now in good earnest. The two
young men looked at one another in some-
thing like dismay. Then Holderness be-
gan to laugh quietly.-

“You're a nice sort of Don-Quixote to
spend an evening ‘with,” he remarked
softly.

CHAPTER XVII.
The Victims of Society.

The girl was crying still, softly but per-

sistently. She caught hold of Macheson's
{ arm.
! " “If you please, I think I had better go
back to Stephen,” she said. “Do you
think I could find him?” i

“] think you had much better not,

here and I are going to look after you.”

| listlessly, “but.it doesn’t matter much

know—that I missed the train.”
“We must think of some way of putting
that all right.” Macheson declared. “I

strange smile indeed curved her lips, that
marvellous light indeed flowed from her
eyes? It was the lady of his dreams who
had entered—it was a very different
woman who, with a slight frown upon her
smooth forehead, was looking at the girl
who stood trembling by Macheson’s side.

“It is Mr. Macheson, is it not?” she
said calmly, “the young man who wanted
to convert my villagers. And you—who
are you?”’ she asked, turning her head.

“Letty Foulton, if you please, ma’am,”
the girl answered. .

“Foulton! Letty Foulton!” Wilhelmina
repeated. s

“Yes, ma'am! My brother has Onetree
Farm,” the girl continued.

Wilhelmina inclined her head.

“Ah, yes!” she remarked, ‘I remember
now. -And what do you two want of me
at this hour of the night?” she asked
frigidly.

“If you will allow me, I will explain,”
PMacheson interrupted eagerly. “Letty
came up from Thorpe this morning
on an excursion train which returned at
midnight.”

Wilhelmina glanced at the clock. It
was five minutes to oie.

“Well?”

“She missed it,” Macheson continued.
“It was very careless and very wrong, of
course, but the fact remains that she
missed it. I found her in great distress.
She had lost her friends, and there is no
train back to Thorpe till the morning.
Her brother and mother are very strict,
and all her friends who came from Thorpe
will, of course, know that—she remained
in London. The position, as you will
doubtless realize, is a serious one for her.”

Wilhelmina made no sign. Nothing in
her face answered in any way the silent
appeal in his.

“I happen to know,” he continued,
“that you were in London, so I ventured
to bring her at once to you. You are
the mistress of Thorpe, and in our recent
conversation I remember you admitted a
certain amount of responsibiiity as regards
your people there. If she passes the night
under your roof, no one can have a word
to say. It will save her at once from her |
parent’s anger and the undesirable com-
ments of her neighbors.”

Wilhelmina glanced once more towards[
the clock. . i

“It seems to me,” she remarked, “that
a considerable portion of the night has

»

Letty.” he answered. ‘‘He ought not to; Wilhelmina for the first time addressed
have let you miss your train. My friend| the latter.

|

| “It’s very kind of you.” the girl said | evening?’ she asked.

{ what becomes of me now. Mother will| entertainment,” she faltered. “Then we
never forgive me—and the others will all| had supper, and I found out how late it!

|
|

only wish that I had some relations ininot answer. Wilhelmina waited for a|
London. (Can you suggest anything,) moment and then shrugged her shoulders.

already passed.”
Both Macheson and the girl were silent.

“YWhere have you been spending the!

1

“We had dinner and went to a place of |

ever have a revolution in London, do you
think, Victor?”

“Who knows?’ DMacheson answered
wearily. “Not a political one, perhaps,
but the other might come. The sewers
underneath are pretty full.”

They passed along in silence for a few
minutes. Neither the drizzling rain nor
the lateness of the hour keep away that
weary procession ot sad, staring-eyed
women, ‘who seemed to come from every
shadow, and vanish Heaven knows where.
Macheson - gripped his companion by the
arm.

“Holderness,” he cried, “for God’s sake
let’s get out of it. I shall choke present:

Iy. We'll take a side street.”

But Holderness held his arm in a grip
of iron.

“No;” he ‘said, ‘‘these are the things
which you must feel. I want you to feel
them. I mean yau to.”

“It's heart-breaking, Dick.”

Holderness smiled faintly.

“I know how you feel,” he declared.
“I've gone through it myself. You are a
Christian, aren’t you—glmost an orthodox
Christian?”

“I am not sure!”

“Don’t waste your pity, then,” Holder-
ness declared. “God will look after these.
It’s the women with the pearl necklaces
and the scorn in their eyes who're looking
for hell. Your friend in the electric
brougham, for instance. Can’t you see
her close her eyes and draw away her
skirt if she should brush up against one
of these?” - ~

«I¢’s hard to blame her,” Macheson
declared.

Holderness looked down at him pitying-
Iy
)"Man," he said, ““you’re a long way down
in the valley. You’ll have to climb. Vice
and virtue are little else save relative
terms. They number thir adherents by
accident rather than choice.”

“You mean that it is all a matter of
temptation ?”

Holderness laughed. They had passed
into the land of silent streets. Their own
rooms were close at hand.

“Wait a little time,” he said. “Some
day youll understand.

CHAPTER XVIIIL
Letty’s Dilemma.

* “You are quite sure,” the girl =aid
anxiously, “that Miss Thorpe-Hatton
wants to see me? You see there’s a train
at 10 o’clock 1 could catch.”

The housekeeper looked up from the
menu she was writing, and tapped the
table impatiently with her pencil.

“My dear child,” she said, “is it likely
1 should keep you here without orders?
| We have sent a telegram to your mother,
{and you are to wait until the mistress s
ady to see you.”

“\What time does she generally get
down?’ Letty asked.

was.”
“Who is we?" I
The girl's face was scarlet. She did|™

pretty in a rustic uncultured way. Her
figure was unformed, her hands and feet
what might have been expeected, and 't
was obvious that she lacked taste. Were
men really attracted by this sort of
thing?

“Yes!” Wilhelmina said, “I wished to
speak to you. 1 am not altegether satis-
fied about last night.”

Letty said nothing. She went red and
then white. Wilhelmina’s examination of
her was merciless.

“] wish to know,” Wilhelmina said,
“who your companion was—with whom
you had dinner and supper. 1 look upon
that person as being responsible for your
lost train.”

Letty prayed that she might sink into
the ground. Her worst imaginings had notv
been so bad as this. She remained silent,
tongue-tied.

“I’'m waiting,” Whilhelmina said merci-
lessly. “I suppose it is obvious eneugh,
but I wish to hear from your own-lips.”

“]—he—I don’t think that he would
like me to tell you, ma’am,” she faltered. .

Wilhelmina smiled—unpleasantly. *

(To be continued.)
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“Capital! We're close together. Come
on! We'll.do the west end like two gay

- young bucks. Five o'clock, isn’t it? We'll

walk up Regent street and have an ‘aperi-
tif’ at Biflore’s. Wait till I brusn my

2 “hat.” ' :
Macheson made no difficulties, but he!

dressed women, whose movements were
blended with the music into one volup-,
| tuous chorus—a blaze of color not wholly!
| without its artistic significance, and about!
'ihim an air heavy with {obacco smoke and
| perfumes, a throng of moving people, more
women—many more women. A girl spoke

ed towards Holderness.

“You see the time,” he exclaimed, “and
they are here! Those two!”

Holderness nodded gravely.

“The girl has been crving,” he said,
“and there is an A B C ow the table. It's
up to you, Victor. We may both have

| She'll be as right as rain there.”

i The girl shook her head.

f’ “7'd as soon walk about the streets,”
| listen to me—or the others. Some of them
! saw me  with Stephen, and they said
' things. I think I'll go to the station and

The landlady’s an old friend of mine.| She had touched the bell, and a foot-

|
|

|

she - said pathetically. “Mother’ll never ask Mrs. Brown to take charge of her|

man entered. | moment. Don't fidget about so, there's a

“Reynolds,” she said, “show this \'oung‘ﬂ"“‘l girl. I'm necrvous  this  morning.
person into the housekeeper’s oo, and| Wexe twenty-four people dining, and 1
haven't an idea in my head. I'm afraid
1 shall have to send for Krancois.”

for the night.” ! ; :
“]s Francois the man-cook who comes

The girl moved forward impulsively, but;

jgular physician

Ie was first joned at Caraquet, as
assistant to the [Vfry Rev. Vicar General
Paquet. At thatyftime there was no re-
yetween Chatham and
Dathurst, and the sick of the parish were
treated by Father Paquet; who was the
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why need he worry? He was content {0 tesy he anmswered her inquiry pleasantly, ?l,:ir-d‘?u'elrc FWS.‘ i . (]nnk.crl ‘m'-‘l ],’;]'el Neither of them had an umbrella, and  “You will excuse me.” she said coldly! order.” . P Father Morriscy eeemed to have been
£ go his friend’'s way. ‘and accepted a glance at her programme. .4 torrified. Hurd Yhe Ui wael Letty's hat, with its cheap flowers:and to Macheson. I am already later thani ‘Do you have to look after all the ser-[pomn with an unusual aptitude for the
[ 8o they walked up Regent street, bright The girl looked puzzled, but they talked e veRrth urd, on the contrary,was, oeo. chowed signs of collapse. Sudden- I intended to be.” s | vants?” Letty asked. “Doesn’t _—}1‘55 work. and acquired great skill. Throughout
b with the late afternoon sunshine, thread- together for several moments of casual ly Macheson had an idea. i *I can only apologize {or disturbing _\'nn;'l'h(”‘l)(“Uﬂ“(‘" ever order anything? the last thirty vears of his life he often

ing their way through the throngs of
sauntering men and women gazing into
the shops—and at one another! ‘At Bii-
lore’'s Macheson would have felt out of
his element but for Holderness’ seli-poe-
session. He had the air of going through
what might have been an everyday per-

formance, ordered vermouth mixed, lit a:

things. Then Holderness lifted his hat. |

“My friend and 1 are tired” he said.|
“We are going to look for a seat.” i

She bowed and they strolled on down!
the promenade, finding some chairs at the|
further end.. The dresses of the women}
brushed their feet and the perfume fr-)mi
the clothes was stronger even than the!

house in Berkeley Square—no one could
say anything then, couid they?”

The girl looked up with a sudden gleam
of lope.

“No! I don't suppose they could,” she
admitted; “but I don’t know where it is,
and I dont’ suppose they'd take me in

“Look here,’ he said, ‘‘supposing you at such an hour,” he answered, taking up| Mrs. Brown looked pityingly
spent the night at Miss Thorpe-Hatton's his hat. “T could think of nothing else.” | gue

R’ at her
st.

She looked at him coldly. ‘ “My dear child,” she said, “l doubt 1t

“The girl’s parents,” she said. “are: she could tell you to three or four how
respectable people, and I am sheltering her many servants there are in the house,and
for their rake. But T am bound to sayas to ordering anything, 1 don’t suppose
that T consider her story most unsatis-|such a thought's ever entered into her
factory.” : | head. Here's James coming. Perhaps it's

They were standing in the hall—she had " a message for you.”

treated as many as twenty persons a day,
most of them,rof course, his own parish-
joners. But everyone in need of help found
in him a ready friend and healer. His
fame spread abroad, and from the Atlantic
to the Pacific in (Canada, and from as far
west as Minnesota and Wisconsin in the
States, the sick came to him and were
cured.

cigarette, leaned back at his ease upon :odor from the clouds of tobacco smoke!
the cushioned seat; and told with zest which hung about the place. Macheson,! anyway.” paused on her way out to conclude thel A footman entered and greeted Letty| After more than thirty years spent in
and point a humorous story. There were in whom were generations of puritanical “I know where it is,” Macheson dec- fentence. Her maid, holding out a won- kindly. caring for his beloved people in Bartibogue

women there, a dozen or more, some
alone, some in little groups, women smart
ly enough dressed, good-looking, tco, and |
prosperous, with gold purses and Paris

hats, yet—lacking something. Macheson | “These are your fellow-creatures. Don't!

did not ask himself what it was. He felt!
it; he knew, too, that Holderness mecant
him to feel it. The shadow of tragedy
was there—the world’s tragedy. .
They went back to their rooms to dress
and met at a popular restaurant—one oi
the smartest. Here Macheson began to
recover his spirite. The music was soft

‘Wis corner. Holderness turned towards |

impulses, found himself shrinking back in

him frowning.
“No superiority, Victor,” he said.

look at them as though you'd come down
from the clouds.”

“It isn’t that,” Macheson answered,"it’s
a matter of taste.”

“Taste! Rot!” lolderness answered.
“The factory girl’s hat offends my taste,
but I don’t shrink away from her.”

A girl, in passing, stumbled against his

yet inspiring, the women—there were none |foot. Holderness stood up as he apolo-

alone here—were well dressed, and pleas-

gized.

ant to look at, the sound of their Jaughter! *“I am really very sorry,” be said. “No'

|
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clared, “and we'll see about their taking
you in. I belicve Miss Thorpe-Tatten
may be there herself. Stop that four-
wheeler, Dick.”

They climbed into a passing cab, and
Macheson directed the driver. The girl

“The house is sure to be shut up,” she
h: 3
said.

| an accusation.

“Ihere will be a caretaker,” Afacheson |

i

! S % ;
‘was beginning to lose confidence again.
I

{ declared hopefully. = “We’ll manage 1%,
lm-\'or fear. I believe Miss Thorpe-Hatton
is there herself.” -

Letly was trembling with excilement
and fear.

“I'm scarcd to death of her,’ ske ad-

derful rose-lined opera cleak, was stand-| “(iood-morning, young lady!” he said.
ing a few yards away; a man-servant was . “You are to go into the morning room at
waiting at the door with the handle in his onze.”
hand. She raised her eyes to his, and Letty rose with alacrity.
Macheson felt the challenge which flashed! “ls—is she there?” she asked nervonsly.
out from them. She imagined, then, that{ “She is,” the man answered, “and it 1
le had been the girl’s companion; the were you, miss, 1 wouldn't do much more
cold disdain of her manner was in itself than just answer her questions and
' gkedaddle. 1 haven’t had any conversa-
His checks burned with a sort of shame. tion with her myself, but mademoiselle
She had darved to think thjs of him—and' says she’s more than a bit off it ihis
that afterwards he should have brought; morning. Slept badly or something.”
the girl to her to beg for shelter! There! “Don’t frighten the-child, James,” Mrs.
were & dozen ilings which he ought to| Brown raid reprovingly. “She’s not likely
hava said, which came fiashing from his| to say much to you, my dear. You hurry
brein to find themselves somehow im-' along, and come back and have a glass of

parish. Father Morriscy’s health gave way.
and though he was tenderly cared for in
the Ilotel Dien at Chatham, he passed
away on March 30th, 1908.

His cures, by some considered almost
miraculous, were due to his skilful and
I scientific use of Nature's own” remedies—
tl\(yhs and balsams, and to his remarkable
iskill in diagnosing cases.

Had he devoted his whele time to medi-
eine he would ro doubt have become one
lof the most famous physicians in the
{tand. But he preferred to be a simple
(priest, doing good for the love of it, and
refusing to accept a penny in recom-

pose.




