
THE WORLD, THE FLESH,

AND THE DEVIL.

CHAPTER I.

THE FATE READER.

" I look clown to his feet, but that's a fal)lc.
"

HERE were low brooding clouds and a feelincr

olu Z^^A '? *^^ .^'' ^' ^^'"^^d Hillersdon-:
cab rattled along the King's Road, pa.st all the

o? ctr^V^'^y gentility of theWe-scene^
o^J^helsea, towards quiet rural Parson's GreenOnly a few years ago Pa- ->n's Green had still somepretensions to rusticity, w where now the specTlatjng builders' streete and terraces stretch right andleftm hollow squares and close battalions, there were fine oldGeorgian and ^re-Georgian mansions, and stately sweepsof lawn and sLrubbery. and elms of old world ffrlwthshutting out the hum and hubbub of the groat citrTo one of thase old respectable mansions, that one whichwa^ second only to Peterborough House in the exteSddignity of Its surroundings. Gerard Hillersdon was drivmg under the heavy sky of a July afternoon, theWW

close of a. sunless and oppressive dav. Never nottvpfm mid-winter- harl the -moko -',r^t=- y ,'
°°* ®^®°
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" '^ '"lOKe -cuuaiu liuiig lower overLondon than it hung to-day, and if the idea of fo. seemedimpossible in July there at least i>revailed that myZioun


