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CHAPTER XIIL
Charity the “Crime”

There followed a“busy time ﬁar_
Brooks, the result of which was a very
marked improvement in-his prospects:
For the young'er Morrison and his
partner, loth to lose altogether the

valuable Enton connection, offered
Brooks a partnership in their firm. Mr.
Ascough, who was Lord Arranmore’s
London solicitor, and had been Brooks
guardian, after careful consideration
advised his acceptance, and there be-
ing nothing in the way, the arrange-
ments were pushed 'through almest
at once. Mr. Ascough, on the morn-
ing of his return to London, took the
opportunity warmly to congratulate
Brooks. ;

“Lord Arranmore has been marvel-
lously kind to me,” ’Brooks agreed.
“To tell you the truth, Mr.:Aseough,
I feel almost inélined to add® imeom-
prehensibly kind.”

The older man stroked his grey
moustache thoughtfully. |

Lord Arranmore is eccentric,” he
remarked. ‘“Has always been eccen-
tric, and will remain so, I suppose, to
the end of the chapter. You are the
one who profits, however, and I am
very glad of it.”

“Eccentricity,” Brooks - remarked,
“is, of course,.the.only.obvious.-explan-
ation of his generosity so far as I am
concerned. But-+thas occurred to me,
Mr. Ascough,fo ‘wonder ‘whether the
friendship or connection between him

and my father was in any way a less
slight thing than I+have ‘been- led to’

suppose.”

Mr. Ascough shrugged his shoulders.

“Lord Arranmore,” he said, “has
told you, no doubt, all ‘that there is
to be told.”

Brooks sat at his desk, frowning
slightly and tapping the blotting paper
with a pen holder. .

“All that Lord Arranmore has told
me,” he said, “is that my father oc-
cupied a cabin not far from his on the

banks of Lake Ono; that they saw lit-

tle of each other, and that he only
found out his illness by accident.
That my father t!;en disclosed his
name, gave him his papers and your
address. There was merely the casu-
al intercourse between ‘two English-
men coming together in a strange
country.”

“That is.what I have always under-
stoed,” Mr. Ascough agreed. “Have
you any reason to think etherwise?’

“No definite reason—exeept ZLeord
Arranmore’s unusual kindness to me,”
Brooks remarked. “Lord Arranmore
is one of the most self-centred men I
ever knew—and the  least impulsive.
Why, therefore, he should go out of
his way to do me a kindness I can-
not understand.”

“If this is really an enigma to you,”
Mr. Ascough answered, “I cannot help
you to solve it. Lord Arranmore has
been the reverse of communicative
to me. I am afraid you must fall back
upon his lordship’s eccentricity.”

Mr. Ascough rose, but Brooks de-
tained him. :

“You have plenty of time 'for your
train,” he said. “Will you forgive me
if I go over a litle old ground with you
—for the last time?”

The lawyer resumed his seat.

“I ‘am in no hurry,” he said, “if
you think it worth while.”

“My father came to you when he
was living at Stepney—a stranger to.
you.”

“A complete stranger,” Mr. Ascough
agreed. “I had never seen him be-
fore in my life, I did a little trifling
business for him in eonnection with
his property.”

“He told you nothing of his family
or relatives?” :

“He told me that he had not a re-
lation in the world.”

“You knew him slightly, then?”
Brooks continued, “all the time he was
in London? And when he left for
that voyage he came to you.”

“Yes.” >

“He made over his small income
then to my mother in trust for me.
Did it strike you as strange that he
should  do this instead of making a
will?”

“Not particularly,” Mr. Ascough de-
clared. “As you know, it is not am
unusual course.,”

“It did not suggest to you any de-
termination on .his part never to re-
turn to England?”

“Certainly not.”

“He left England on friendly terms
with my mother?”

“Certainly. She and he were people
for whom I and every ene who knew
anything of their lives had the high-
est esteem and admiration.”

“You can imagine no reason, then,
for my father leaving England for
good?”

“Certainly not!”

“You know of no reason why he

should have-abandoned his trl# to Aus-
tralia and gone to Canada?”
“None!”

‘“‘Entirely.”

“You have never doubted Lord Aﬂ
ranmore’s story-of his-death?”
“Never. Why should 1?”
“One more question,” Brooks u.id,
“Do you know that lately I have met
a traveller—a man who wvisited Lord

ed to his certain knowledge there wag
no other human dwelling house within
fifty miles- of Lord Arranmore’s ca-
bin.”

“He ‘was obviously mistaken.”

“You think s0?”

“It-is certain.”

Brooks hesitated.

“My -question,” he said, “will have
given you some idea of the uncertain-
ity I have felt once . or -twice. lately,
owing ‘to‘the_report of the traveller
Lacroix, and Lord Arranmore’s unac-
.countable kindness tp. me. You see,
he isn’t :an ordinary man. He is not
a philanthrepist by any means, nor in
anyway a person likély to: do kindly!
actions . from the love of them. Now,
do you know of any facts, or can you
suggest anything which might make
the situation clearer to me?” -

“I"canmot, Mr. Brooks,” the older
man ‘answered, without hesitation, “If
you take my advice, you will not trou-
ble . yourself .any meore -with fancies
which seem to me=-pardon me—quite’
chimerical. Accept Lord Arranmere’s
kindness as the offshoot of some senti-
mental feeling which he might well
have entertained towards a fellow-
countryman by whose death-bed he
had steod in- that far-away, lonely
country. You may even yourself be
mistaken ‘in ‘Lord Arranmore’s char-
acter, and ;you can remember, too, that
after all what means so much to ‘'you
costs. himinothing—is’ pmbably for his
own advantage.”

“I am very much obliged to you,
Mr. Ascough,” he said. “Yours, after
all, is the eommon sense view of the
affair. If you like I will walk up to
the station. I am going that way.”

So Brooks, convinced of their folly,
finally discarded certain uncomfort-
able thoughts which once or twice
lately had troubled him. He dined at
Enton that night, and improved his
acquaintance with Lady Caroon and
her daughter, who were still staying
there. Although this was not a mat-
ter which he had mentioned to Mr.
Ascough, there was something which
he found more inexplicable even than
Lord Arranmore’s transference of the
care of his estates to him, and thakt
was the apparent encouragement
which both he and Lady Caroon gave
to ‘the friendship ' between Sybil and
himself. They had lunched with him
twice in Medchester, and more often
still the Enton barouche had been kept
waiting at his office whilst Lady Car-
oom'and Sybil descended upon him
with invitations from Lord Arranmore.
After his talk with Mr. Ascough he
put the matter behind him, but it
remained at times an inexplicable puz-
zle.

On the evening ‘of this particular
visit he found Sybil alone in a recess
of the drawing room with a newspaper
in her hand. She greeted him with
obvious pleasure.

“Do ‘come and tell me about things,
Mr. Brooks,” she begged. “I have been
reading the ilocal paper. Is it true
that there are actually people starv-
ing in Medchester?”

“There is a great deal of distress,”
he admitted, gravely. “I am ' afraid
that it is true.”

She looked at him with wide open
eyes.

“But I don’t understand,” she said.
“I thought that there were societies
who dealt with all that sort of thing,
and behind, the—the workhouse.”

“So there are, Lady Sybil, ’he an-
swered. “but you must remember that
societies are no use unless people will
subscribe to them, and that there are
a great many people who would soon-
er starve than enter the workhouse.”

“But surely,” she exclaimed, “there
is no difficulty about getting money—
if people only understand.”

He watched her for a moment in
silence—suddenly appreciating the re-
finement, the costly elegance which
seemed in itself to be a part of the
girl, and yet for which surely her toi-
lette was in some way also respon-
sible. Her white satin dress was cut
and fashiomed in a style which he
was beginning to appreciate as evi-
dence of skill and cestliness. A string
of pearls,around her throat gleamed
softly in the firelight. - A chain of fine
gold studded with opals and diamonds
reached almost to her knees. She
wore few rings indeed, but they were
such rings as bhe had mnever seen be-
fore he had come as a guest to Enton.

| in® Medchester.
1one of the distribution societies, and

“His doing so is as inexplicable to|
you as<{to ame?” 2

-Arranmore. in Canada, and who declar+{

“You do not answer me, Mr. Brooks,
she reminded him.

He recovered himself with a start.
“I beg your pardon, Lady Sybil.

ly, but for all that ‘we cannot cope
with such distress as there is today
1 am secretary for

I have seen things which are enough
to sadden a ‘man for life, only during
the last few-days.”

“You have seen people-really hun-
gry?”- she asked, with qomethlng like
timidity in her face.

He laughed bitterly.

“That we see every moment of ‘the
time we spend down amongst them,”
he .answered. “I have seem worse
things. I have seen the sapping away
of-character—men become /thieves and
women worge—to escape from starva:
tion. That, I think, -is"the greatest:
tragedy of all. It makes one shudder]

'| when one thinks-that on the shoulders

of 'many people ‘some ‘portion of ‘the
responsibility -at any rate for these
things must rest.”

Her lips quivered. She emptied the
contents of -a gold chain jpurse into
her hands.

“It is we-who ‘are "Wicked, Mr.
Brooks,” she ‘said, “who spend no end
of money. and close our ears to all
this. Do take this, will you; can it
go to some of the women you know,
and the children? There are only five
or six pounds there, but I shall talk
to mamma. We will send you a
cheque.”

He took ‘the money gﬁhout hesita-.
tion.

“I ‘'am very glad,” he said, earnest-
ly, “that you have given me this, that
you have felt that you wanted to give
it me. I hope you won’t think too bad-
1y of me for coming over here to help
you spend a pleasant evening, and talk-
ing at all of such miserable things.”

“Badly!” she repeated. “No; I shall
never be--able -to thank yeu-emough’
for telling: me. what you have done.
It makes one feel almost wicked to be’
sitting here, and wearing jewelry, and
feeling well off, spending money on
whatever you want, and to thin¥ that’
there are people starving. How they
must hate us.”

“It is the wonderful part of it,” he
answered. “I de:mot believe that they
do. I suppose Yt 3 'a sort of fatalism
~—the same sort of thing, only much
less ignoble, as the indifference which
keeps our rich people c¢ontented and
deaf to this terribly human ery.”

“You dare young,” she said, looking
at him, “to ‘be 8o mueh interested in
such ' serious things.”

“It is ‘my blood, I suppose,” he an-
swered. ‘“My father was a police-court
missionary and my mother the matron
of a pauper hospital.”

‘“They are both dead, are they not?”
she asKed, softly.

“Many years ago,” he answered.

Lady Caroom and Lord Arranmore’
eame in together. A certain ususual
serfousness in Sybil’s face was mani-
fest.

“Mr. Brooks hags been answering
some of my questions about the poof
people,” Sybil answered, “and it is
not -an amusing subject.”

Lord Arranmore laughed lightly, and
there was a touch of scorn in the
slight curve of his fine lips and his
raised eyebrows. He stood away from
the shaded lamplight before a great
open fire of cedar logs, and the red
glow falling fitfully upon his face
seemed to Brooks, watching him with
more than usual closeness, to give
him something of a Mephistophéles as-
pect. His evening clothes hung with
more than ordinary preeision about
his long slim body, his black tie and
black pearl stud supplied the touch
of sombreness so aptly in keeping with
the mirthless, bitter &mile which utﬂl
parted his lips. -

“You must not take Mr. Brooks too
seriously—on the subject of the poor
people,” he said, the mockery of his
smile well matched in his tone. “Mr.
Brooks is an enthusiast—one, I am
afraid, of those misguided people who
have barred the way to progress for
centuries. If only they could be con-
| verted!”

Lady Caroom sighed.

“Oh, dear, how enigmatic!” she ex-
claimed. “Do 'be a little more expli-
clt.l'

“Dear lady,” he continued, turning
to her, “it is not worth while. Yet I
sometimes wonder whether people
realize how much harm this hysteri-
cal philanthropy=—this purely senti-
mental faddism, does; how it retards
the natural advance of civilization,
throws dust in people’s eyes, salves
the easy conscience of the rich man,
who bargains for immortality with a
few strokes of the pen, and finds mis-
chievous occupation for a good many
weak minds and parasitical females.
It is a good deal worse than that. It
is a crime.”

Sybil rose up, a little unusual flush
had stained her cheeks.

“I still do not understand you in
the least, Lord Arranmore,” she said.
“It seems to me that you are making
paradoxical and ridiculous stateiments,
which only bewilder us. Why is char-
ity a crime? That is what I should
like to hear you explain.”

Lord Arranmore Bowed snghtly

“I had no idea,” hé said, leaning
his elbow upon the mantel piee¢s, "that
I was going to be inveigled into a con-
troversy. But, my dear Sybil, I will
do my best to explain to you what I

And there were thousands like her.

mean, especially as at your age you

Your question set me thinking. Wefhmﬂutroyeﬂhmbrﬂdwty 1 do
‘have tried to make-people understand; | not need- towlat‘auttomthtthq
and .many have given most generous- [balance is on the ‘wrong side.”

of evil to the emnmunity You have]
relieved a phniul want, and Yyou

Sybil glanced at Brooks, and he
smiled baek at her.
“Lord Arfanmibre *has ‘not fini
yet,” he safd. “Let hg@rﬁe WOl
Their host smiiled. ;
“After all,”™ he said, “why-do 1 waste
‘my breath? From the teens to the
thirties sentfment smiles. It is on
Hater -on -in life that reason -has -any
.show at all. ¥et you should ask your-
selves, you :eager ying young
people, who go abotm with a healthy
kmoral ‘glow inside beécause you ‘havés
fed the ‘poor, or givesan hour or so
of your time to ‘the distribution of
reckless ohamy—-ymrxrum ask your-
selves: What is the" actual good' of
ministering to the ard signs of
an internal diséase?  You 'are simply
trying to ‘renovate ‘the ‘out‘sl(te ‘when
‘the ‘inside is ‘filthy. Don’t you see;
my dear young pedple, that to give 'a
meal to one :starving man may be te]
do ‘him indeed good, but it does noth-
ing towards preventing another ‘starv-
ing man from taking his place tomor«
row. You stimulate the disease, youll
help it to spread. Don’t you see where
instead you should turn—to the ‘social
laws, ‘the outcome of which is that
starving man? You let them remain
unharmed, untouched, while you fall
over ‘one another in frantic efforts to
brugh away today's effect of an ‘eter-}
nal cause.  Let your starving -man
die, let the bones break through his
skin and carry him up——him and his
wife and their ‘children,“and their fel-
lows—to your House of Commons. Tell
them that there are more tomorrow,
more the next day, let the millions of
the lower classes look this thing in
the face. I tell you that either by a
revolution; ‘which no «loubt some of
us would find-worse than inconvenient,
or by ‘less ‘drastic means, the thing’
would right - itgelf. You, who work]
to ‘relieve the individual, only post-
porre and delay the millenium. People
will ‘keep their eyés closed as “long
as they can. It is'you who help them
to do se.” 4

“Dinner is served, my lord " the
putler announced.

Liord Arranmore extended his arm
to Lady Caroom.

“Come,” he said, “lgt us all be char-
itable ' to one another, for I too am
starving.”

CHAPTER XIV.
An- AwkwardiQuestion

“You ithink ' they reéally liked it,
then?” >

“How could they help it? It was
such a delightful idea of yours, and
I am sure-all that you said was so
siniple and yet suggestive. (}uod-mght
Mr. Brooks.”

They stood in the doorway of the
Seculdr Hall,” where ‘Brooks had just
‘delivered his 'lecture. It seemed to
him that her farewell was a little
abrupt.

“] was going to ask,” he said,
“whether I might not see you home.”

She hesitated.

" “Really,” she said, “I wish you would
not trouble. It is quite a long way,
and ‘T have only te get into a car.”

Slie made no further -objection; yet
Brooks fancied that her acquieseence
was ,to 'some éxtent;involuntary. He
walked by ‘her side in sgilénge for a
‘moment ‘or two, wondering whether
there was indekd any way in ‘which
he could Have offended her.

“I Have mot seen you,” he remark-
ed, “since the evening of your dinner-
party.” :

“No!”

“You were out when I called.”

“] have so many things to do—just
now. We ean get a car here.”

“It is too full,” he said. “Let us
walk on for a little way. I want to
talk to.you.”

The car was certainly full, so after
a moment’s hesitation she acquiesced.

“You will bring your sirls again, I
hope?” he asked.

“They ‘will come I have no doubt,”
she answered. “So will I if I am in
Medchester.”

“You are going away?”

“I hope so,” she answered.
net quité sure.”

“Not for good?”

“Possibly.”

“Won’t you tell me about it?” he
asked.

“Well—I don't lmow"'

She hesitated for a moment.

“I will tell you if you like,” she
said, doubtfully. “But 1 do not wish
anything said about it at present, as
my arrangements are not complete.”

“] will be most discreet,” he prom-
ised.

“I have been doing a little work
for a woman'’s magazine in London,
and they have half promised me a
definite post on the staff. I am to
hear in a few days as to the condi-
tions. If they are satisfactory—that
is to say, if 1 can keep myself on
what they ol!er—l shall go and live
in London.

He was surprised, and also in a
sense disappointed. It was astonish-
ing to find how unpleasant the thought
of her leaving Medchester was  to

him. =
“I had no idea of this,” he said,

thoughtfully. “I did not know that
you went in for anything of the sort.”
“My literary ambitions “are slight
‘enough,” she angwered. “Yet you can

“I am

mtnl ‘movements d a well-bred and

Fafter all, ‘slight enough, yet on study-
| 4ng her e came to ‘thie conclusion
she could if she chose appear to much AW G ‘Haultain, K.C.
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of the woman of culture and experi-
ence. Heér clgim to good looks was,

ter advsntase. Her hair, soft and

phturally ‘'mévy, 400 ‘redd-
tely badk; herSuifle, Which'was al-

sly at the rar8st intervals. Shé sug-
gested a life of repression, and with

knowledge of the Billsom menaje| OMte-
2141 Vlctorln Avenue.

‘e “was able to surmise some ghm-
‘mering of the truth.

“You ‘are right,” he ‘declavréd. “I
think that 1 can utiderstand 'what youar
feéling must'be. I am sure I wish you
hick.”

The touch of sympathy helped her

‘kindly.

“Thank you,” she Ssaid. “Of course
there 'will be  difficulties. My uncle
will ‘not Tike “it.
natured and very hospitable, and 'I
am afraid ‘his Hmitations' Will not per-
1hit ‘him to appreciate exactly how I
‘feel’ about it. And my aunt is, of
‘course, ‘merely his ec¢ho.”

“He will ‘not ‘be untéabonable,”
Brooks said. “I am sufe of that. Fér
@ 'man-who is hatrally of an' obstin-|.
ate turn of ‘mind I think your wuncle
is wonderful. He makes great efforts
to free himself from all prejudices.”

“Unfortunately,” she remarked, “He
is very down-on the independent wo-
man. ' He would make housekeepers
and cooks of all of us.”

“Surely,” he protested, with a quiet
smile, “your cousins are more ambi:
tious than that. I am ‘sure Selinag
would never wear a cooking-apron, un-
lesg it had ribbon and frilly things
over it.”

She laughed.

“After all, t§py have been ‘kind to
me,” she said. “My mother was ‘the
black sheep of the family, and when
she died Mr. Bullsom paid my pah»
sage home, and insisted upon my com-
ing to live here as-one of the family.:
I should hate them to think that I am
discontented, only the things which
satisfy them do not satisfy .me, so life
sometimes becomes ‘a little difficult.”

“Have you friends in' Liondon?” he
asked.

“None! I°tried living ‘there wheh
I first came back for a few  weeks,
but it was impossible.” h

“You will be very lonely, surely.
London is the loneliest of all -great
cities.” , ;

“Why should I not make friends?”

“That ds what I.too.asked myself
years ago when I was articled there,”|
he aunswered. ‘“Yet it is not so easy
as it sounds. Everyone seems to have
their own little circle, and a seolitary
person remains so often just outside.
Yet if you have friends—and tastes—
Lendon is a paradise. Oh, how fascin-
ating I used to find it just at first—
before the chill came. You, too, will
feel that.. You will be content at first
to wateh; to listen; to wonder! Every
type of humanity passes before you
like the jumbled-up figures of a kalei-
doscope. You are content even to sit
before a dow in a back street—andlb
listen. What & sound that is—the roar{of
of Londen, the voices of the street,
the ceaseless hum, the creaking of the
‘great wheel of humanity as it goes
round and round. And then, perhaps,
in a certain mood the undernote falls
upon your éar, the bitter, long-drawn-
out cry of the hopéless ‘and helpless.
When you have onee heard it,"life is
never the same ‘again. Then, if you]
'do not find friends; you will khow what
misery is.”

They were both silent for a few
mitiites. A car passed thém unnoéticed.
Then she looked at him curiously.

“For a lawyer,”’ she remarked, “YO“
are a very imaginative person.”

{ He laughed.

“gh, well, T Was talking just then
of how I felt in those days. I was'a
boy then, you kmow. I dare say I
could go back now to my old ‘rooms
and live there without & thrill.”

She shook her head.

“What one has once felt,” she mur-
mured, “comes back always.”

swered, © and that is weariness.”

altered tome.

am very glad that you have beeh so

fortunate.
“Phank you,” he answered. “To tell

'to unbénd. ‘She ‘glanéed towdrds him | ance C

He 'is very good-|C
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was curious.

“I wonder,” he asked, “whether you
will ‘tell me why you are interested in
Lord Arratnnore—and Cahada’"

véry much like Lord Arranmore thére.
But I am convinced that it could oniy{
have been a resemblance.”

“You mentioned it before—when va z
saw him in Mellor's,” he remarked.

“Yes, it struck me then,” she admit-
ted. “Butlmmmmﬁ\
son whom I am about. It
‘mere likeness.” ¢
They stood upon the doorstep but

she checked him as he reached out
“Sometimes only the''echo,” he an-|the bell

“You have seen quite a xaol! deal

They walked for a little way in 8i-|of him,” she sald. “Tell mb‘o‘ﬁ‘
lehce. Then she spoke to him in an|think of Lord Arranmore.”

_'His hand feli to his side. Hé Bt

“I have heard a good deal about|under the gasbracket, and she ©
you during the last few Weeks,” 8he| gas his face distinctly. There was
said. “You are very muéch''to ‘be’ con-| sijght frown upon his forehead, a m {
gratulated, they tell me. I ami''sure If ¢ trouble in his grey eyes.

“You could not have asked me -

more difficult question,” he

you the truth, it all seems Very mar-{ ¢, me, although my claim upon '

vellous to me.
client of importance.”

friend thotigh, was he not?”

“They came together -~ abroad,” he|and he is,

Only a féw months has heen of the slightest. Hcfl
ago your uficle was almost my only|cjever, almost fantastic, in 'Sc

his notions; he is very

“Lord Arranmore was your father's| his manners are delightful. He w
call himself, I believe, & philosopher,

although it sounds brutal}
seifish. And

atiswered, “and Lord ATrammore Was| for me to say 80, very
with my father when he died in Can- behind it all I haven’t the i

ada.u
She stopped short.
“Where?”

noticed that she was pale.

da?” she said.
long ago?”’
“About ten yeéars, I S@ppese,”
answered.  “How 'long bem um I
do not know.” ‘

scarcely be surprised that I _find the
thought of a definite career and a cer-

She was silent for several minutes,

what sort of a man he is. |
he gives one the impreldon ul’t

“In Canada, on the banks of Lake acteristics,
Ono, if you know where that'is,” he others, he’
answered, looking at ‘her in surprise.| prenchmen “of the last oentury

She resumed her usual pace, but he toyed and juggléd with words
phrases, esteeming it a trimuph to re-{ *
“So Lord Arranmoré was in Cana-| nain an unread fettér even to their|
“D6 ‘you know how | intimates. %
wound up, “I cannot
e| think of Lord Arranmore.”

So you'see, after all,” he

“You can ring the bell,” she said.]
You tnibt ebnte 1 for i R dubifriteti ] -
(To be Continued.)

Kings, 20 oz. Pippin, Haas,
m Golden, Bailey Red

It s
people
céss M
marry.
ed to
given
tween
Claren

Quee
advoca
p{e, all
Wales
Prince:
ment ¢
by P
Cante
of the
ecclest]
union.

The

- 1893, 1

the
‘tended
family,
Czarov
Den ma
On ]
and D
began
said to
trip e
India,
rulers
magnif
ing thg
state
inions.
to the
battle
into a
ous thg

Eque

$ constry

ing the
The
tar, F
to the
Ceylon
riving
royal !
the Cg
tion
tined
the So
prince
land &

wh Lige

South

Cape
‘that th

him wi

On 8




