-ent an@ mythical gods who walked naked

" tainly there was no longer any sign of the
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CHAPTER I.

Upwards in long sinuous bends the road
wound its way into the heart of the hills.:
The man, steadily climbing to the summit,
changed bands upon the bicycle he was
pushing, and wiped the sweat from his
grimy forehead. It had been a grey morn-
ing when he had left, with no promise of
this burst of streaming sunshine. Yet the
steep hill troubled him but ]itt!e-—he
stepped blithely forward with little sign of
fatigue. Once he paused to gather a small
clump of primroses, and once to stoop
down and admire a few shoots of soft
green bracken epringing up by the road-
side. His workman’s clothes, open at the
throat, showed him the possessor of a
magnifieent pair of shoulders; - the sug-
gestion of great physical strength was
carried out also in his hard, clean-cut fea-
tures and deep-set, piercing grey eyes. He
passed a spinny where the ground was
blue with budding hyacinths, and he loit-
ered for a moment, leaning upon the sad-
dle of his bicycle, and gazing up the sunlit
glade. A line or two of Keats sprang to
his lips. As he uttered them a transfiguring
change swept across his face,~still black
in patches, as though from grimy labor.
His hard, straight mouth relaxed into a
very pleasant curve, a softer light flashed
in his steely eyes. A tiny rabbit scm‘idcd
across the grassgrown path and disap-
peared down a friendly hole. He smiled
at its frantic haste, and presently resum-
ed his climb. He reached a wooden gate
at last on his right-hand side, and, push-
ing it open, skirted a grey stone wall un-
til he came to a sudden dip in the ﬁe}d,
and with its back-against a rocky emin-
ence, a tiny cottage built of the stones
whioh lay in heaps about the turf. He
leaned his bicycle against the wall, and
| taking a key from his pocket-unlocked the

door.

“Qaturday at last,” he exclaimed aloud
in e tome which, save for a mote of bit-
terness, would have been full and pleas-
ant enough. i ix hours of free-
dom. Phew!”' )

Hahadplmgedsbadnmtotbem{b
water tank outside and held his head in
it for a moment. Then, all dripping, he
' earried a canful to a hollow bath, inge_nl-
ously fixed amongst the rocks mt -wluc}x
the cottage was built,and, throwing o_ﬁ his
soiled clothes, jumped if. Unconsciously
he straightened himeelf at the touch of
the water, stinging cold from the well and
with his head thrown back, and clean,
strong limbs thrown into vivid relief
egainst the shelving green turf, he seemed
for & moment, notwithstanding a certain
ferocity of bearing and demeanor, to grow
into the semblance of one of those ancl-

the dark green slopes of Olympus. Cer-

grease-stained mechanic when he emerged,
and with his towel wrapped lightly around
him stepped into the cottage.

He re-appeared in a few minutes clad
in a grey home-spun suit, which ghowed
many signs of wear, & pipe in his mouth,
& book in his hand. Leisurely he filled a
kettle from the well and thrust it into
the centre of the small wood fire, which
he had kindled. Then with a sigh of ‘re-
lief he threw himself upon the soft mossy:

lt“"i'fhe book lay unheeded by his side. From
his high vantege point he Jooked down-
wards at the wide panorama which stretch-
ed to the horizon, faintly and mistily blue.

The gloriqus spring sunshine lay like a
quickeniMpon the land. The tree-
tops, moving lightly in the west wind,
were budding into tender green; the dark
pine groves were softened; the patches of
rich brown soil, freshly turned by the
plough, gleamed as though with promise
of the crops to come. Below him the dusty
lane along which he had traveled stretch-
ed like a narrow white belt, vanishing here
and there in the woods and disappearing
at times between lichen-stained grey walls.
He traced it backwards across the silvery
brook, back to the quaint village with its
clustering grey stone houses,red tiled roofs,
and strange church tower, and watched
/for a moment the delicate wreaths of
smoke curl upwards, straight with the
promise of fine weather. Farther still he
followed it into the flat country past the
|reservoir, a brilliant streak of scintillating
‘light, back into the heart of.the town
| whence he had come, and which stretched
| there now in the middle distance a medley
lof factory chimneys and miles of houses—
a great foul blot upon the fair landscape.
He remembered it as he bad mdden out
an hour or so ago, the outskirts with all
their depressing ugliness, a cobbled road, a

shabby tramcar with a tired horse creep-
ing along a road where dirty children play-
ed weary games and shouted shrilly to one
another. A miserable region of smoke-
begrimmed houses and small shops, an un-
attractive public-house at every corner,
round which loafed men with the white
faces of tired animals, and women drag-
ging babies and shouting abuse to their
more venturesome offspring. With painful
distinctness he saw it all—the opened fac-
tory gates, the belching out of a slattern-

ly mob of shrieking girls and ribald youths, |

the streets untidy with the refuse of the
greengrocer's shops, the hot, fetid atmos-
phere of the low-lying town. He closed
his eyes—ah, how swiftly it all vanished!
In his ears was the pleasant chirping of
many insects, the glorious sunshine lay
about him like wing, the west wind made
music. in the woods, one thrush in par-
ticular was singing to him blithely from
the thatched roof of his cottage—a single
throbbing note against a melodious back-
ground of the whole woodful of twittering
birds. The man smiled to himself; well
pleased. A day and a half’s respite from
slavery—here! It was worth while after
all.

' He stmetched out his hand for his book,
and puffed contentedly at his pipe. Sud-
denly he looked up, frowning. Someone
was scrambling up the rude path from be-
hind the cottage. In a moment appeared
the head ‘and shoulders of a man against
the sky-line. The new comer paused for a
moment to admire the view—then, seeing
the figure recumbent upon the grass, came
hastily down.

“Good afternoon, Mr. Strone! I am glad
to find you at home.”

Enoch Sirone looked his visitor uo and
down with frowning face. -

“Have you lost your way?’ he asked
grufily. This is private property.”

The new-comer flushed slightly. He was
a middle-aged, pleasant-faced man, with
brown beard, and humorous mouth, quiet-
ly dressed in dark grey. He wore a clergy-
man’s hat.

“] came to see you,” he answered. “My
name is Martinghoe, and I am the vicar
of Bangdon.”

Strone frowned more heavily than ever.
He rose to his feet without any attempt at
greeting, burly, almost repulsive-looking,in
his slow anger.

“Yes, yes,” he sgaid impatiently. “T
know who you are. But what do you want
with me?”

“You are one of my few parishioners,”
Martinghoe explained with a smile. “I have
tried twenty times to catch you, but al-
ways unsuccessfully. Once or twice I fancy
that I have seen you in full retreat into
the woods—this time I think T have run
you to earth!”

Strone smiled grimly.

“I am afraid that you have wa«tad your
time,” he said shortly, “if you have come
out here purposely to see me. 1 am not a
Christian, and nothing would induc: me to
set foot in a church. I have nmo monaey to
give away, and I get very bad tempered
when I am intruded upon. You will find a
more direct path into the road ny that
gate,” he added, pointing downwards.

“I’1l try it soon—" Martinghoe answered
pleasantly. - “In the meantime you won’t
object to my sitting down for a moment
and enjoying your view? I'm really out of
breath.”

Strone grunted something inarticulate,
relit his pipe, and took up his book. The
sound of a match made him glance up
quickly. His unbidden visitor had also lit
a huge briar, and was puffing away conten-
tedly.

“Not in the way, am I?’ he asked.
“I'his is such a delightful spot.”

Strone laid down his book once more.

“Yes,” he said, ‘“you are. Listen. I'll
be frank with you, and then perhaps you’ll
go. I'm a mechanic, foreman at bell’s
engineering works |in Gascester, and l've
bought this piece of land and built this
cottage myself because I'm fond of soli
‘tude; and I ride backwards and forwards,
winter and summer, for the very same rea-
son. This is my Saturday afternoon, which
1 look forward to all the week, and you've
already spoilt ten minutes of it. Now is
that plain enough?”’

“Quite,” Martinghoe answered, without
any sign of annoyance. “I’ll go! But first,
is this book yours? It was brought to me
by one of the keepers, and I fancied that
those might be your initials in it.”

Strone literally pounced upon it. The
blackness vanished from his face like ma-
gic. He took the volume almost tenderly
into his hands.

“Yes, it’s mine,” he exclaimed. “I lost
it last Sunday, and I've spent hours look-
ing for it.”

“Heggs picked it up, and he thought it
might be mine. 1 hope you don’t mind. I
read it through last night from beginning
to end.”

A transfiguring gleam of humor flashed
across Strone’s face.
< “You!” he exclaimed, “a parson, and
read fairy tales!”

Martinghoe roared out laughing.

“My dear fellow,” he answered, “if
you've read more poetry and fairy tales
than I have I'll make you a present of
my whole library. 1 have a first edition
of the Sundering Flood, and I know my
Morris well. Do you think that 'we read
nothing but the Bible and theology?”

“I don’t - know,” Strone answered.
“How should 17”

Martinghoe’s hand fell upon his shoul-
der. i .

“Look here,” he said, “don’t send me
away till we've had a chat. I'm a lonely
i man, and I ain’t so fond of it as you are.

1 haven't a soul to talk to from week end
i to week end. You read a bit, and so do 1
| You have grit in you, or you wouldn’t be
here. Let’s have a pipe together.”

Strone smoked stolidly for a moment.

““You don’t know the sort of man I am.”
he said suddenly. “I don’t believe in a
word of the Bible, and I'm not at all sure
that ‘I believe in a hereafter at all.
look upon church going as a farce, and
nothing would induce me to set foot inside
one. Besides, I am a working man; my
father died of drink, mother in the asy-
Jum. Is it likely that I'm fit company for
a parson?”’

Martinghoe smiled. )

“I don’t believe that you’ve ever spoken
to one in your life,” he said, “and you've
an idea that we go about like Salvation
Army captains shouting for souls. I'm
' quite prepared to respect your religious be-

liefs or disbeliefs. Your brain is as good
! as mine. You may be right and I wrong.
Who knows? Some day, perhaps, we’ll
talk of it, but not unless you wish. As to
the rest—well, it only proves that you're
a better man than I. The balance is on
your side at any rate.”

Strone for the first time surveyed his
visitor with some. appearance of interest.
He took note of the shapely, sensitive
mouth, the broad forehead, the clear,
bright eyes which sought his so frankly.
This was a different type of parson to any
whom he had ever come into contact. A
man: all over, likedble, human, magnetic!
Yet Strone was obsgtinate to the backbone.
He hated to change his mind.

“You don’t approve of the Salvation
Army, then?’ he remarked gruffly.

“I didn’t say so,” ‘Mr. Martinghoe ans-
wered, smiling. “Only I think that theirs
is one of those rare cases in which enthus-
jasm deféats its own object—over-enthus-
iasm, of course, I mean. Yet it is very
hard to be critical, for they appeal to a
class who are almost hopeless. Their mis-
take, I think, is that they do not limit
their energies to that class. The attempt
to convert men and women of education
can do nothing but harm.”

Strone looked up with a grim smile.

“Proselytism is a feverish pursuit,” he
remarked. ‘“The man who has once con-
verted another to his opinion is never hap-
py until he can start on somebody else.
You're quite sure you haven’t a Bible in
your coat-tail pocket, Mr. Martinghoe?”

Martinghoe laughed. :

“If 1 have, I'll keep it in its place!” he
promised. “I won't try to read it to you.”

Strone moved towards the cottage with-
out another word.

“Excuse me,” he said, “my kettle is boil-
ing over. Will you have a cup of tea?”

Martinghoe jumped up with alacrity.

“Rather!”

"

CHAPTER II.

The Rev. John Martinghoe sat upon a
knoll, drank tea out of a mug, and munch-
ed thick bread and butter with much ap-
parent relish. Strone entertained the first
guest of his life with a sort of surly cordi-
ality, the mask of a considerable gmount
of shyness. Yet the two men dropped
into talk naturally enough afterwards when
their pipes were lit. Martinghoe himself,
a scholar and a man of considerable at-
tainnients, was amazed at the extent and
depth of the other’s reading. This was
none of the cheap culture of the superior
working-man, no free library veneer.
Strone had drawn the sap where he had
tapped the tree. He could quote Carlyle
by the page, and, more wonderful still,
he had read between the lines, and he
knew the other meaning. He spoke of
Swinburne, and half closed his eyes as
though the roar of the Cornish sea were
indeed in his ears. Martinghoe became

BACK FROM AFRICA WITH BIG GAME

JUMBO

New York, Jan. 3—Richard Tjader,afterd
thrilling adventures in the depths of Afri-
can forests, where he risked his life many
times in meeting the rush of elephant and
rhinoceros and lion, has returned to his
home in this city with the most important
collection of skins of wild animals ever
brought from the Dark Continent.

He obtained specimens so rare that his
expedition, from a scientific point of view,
will be historie, for he has either secen
creatures concerning which there was lit-
tle known but tradition or brought back
specimens which demonstrate their ex-
istence.

The head of an eclephant which was
larger than Jumbo’s, a five horned giraffe
and the horns of the giant pig supposed to
have been a monster of fable are included
in the 500 specimens, which were sent to
the American Museum of Natural His-

CARCAJY OF ELEPHANT, LARGER.

tory.

1t was further from Mr. Tjader’s mind,
that he would turn naturalist when last
March he was. planning his quest of big|
game in the jungles of Africa. He bad;
hunted the polar bear and tigers in India |
and Ceylon. One of his friends suggested |
to him that he combine science with his)

ONE CF THE SEVEN

sport, and the result

THINOCEROSES MR. TIADER
KILLED

was that he took'standing was that after Mr. Tjader he’ ¢ ]
with him a taxidermist connected with the selected some trophies the remainder of OBfClte!}!ent of speech was tinclin n
museum. The institution paid the expenses the spous of the chase should go to the|his veins—called for action. He

of its exnert mounter of skins. The under- | museum.

'1evil things.

the listener—the study of the man was;
fascinating. Softened though his face had '
become during the last half-hour, it was
yet hard and in a measure sullen. His
hands were roughened with toil, he lay
in a posture which not even his massive
strength could render graceful. All the
while he talked oddly, jerkily, yet giving
every moment procf of a marvellous mem-
ory, an insight far above that of .the
average well-read man. Martinghoe seem-
ed to realize that this was the unburden-
ing of one whose lips had never yet been
unsealed. There were crudities of thought
every now and then. Martinghoe caught
them and smoothed them down. Strone
nodded -with placid approval. Here and
there came a lurid piece of criticiem, a
passionate protest. Martinghoe felt that
he was looking out upon life from a new
standpoint, and the difference was won-
derful. He exerted all his tact to keep
the other talking: It was evident that
Strone had not won his way through un-
scathed. His Carlylean hatred of all
humbug and false pretence was a militant
thing; it had come to him with experi-
ence. His tongue at times~was like a
lash, he himself had felt the sting of the
things he loathed. So it seemed when
at last they rose as though with a com-
mon impulse to their feet, and Martinghoe
stretched out his hand for his hat.

The sunlight had "long ago faded from
the land. A glimmering twilight made
dim patchwork of the fields, and an even-
ing breeze bent the tree-tops in the wood
below. Far away a wan glare in the sky
brooded over the town. Strone pointed
downwards with the bowl of his pipe.

“You'll think me a heathen, I know,”
he said; “‘if not you, other people, because
I can’t believe in a God. Yet I tell you
this. Take my place yonder for a week,
and your own faith would totter. Ay,
that’s a sure thing.”

“Go on,” Martinghve said. “I want to
understand your point of view.”

“Mine is the point of view of the man
who knows,” Strone answered. “It’s
written down there in great black letters,
and those who don’t see it are those who
won’t. You go to Gascester sometimes, I
suppose, sir?”’

“Not often,” Martinghoe admitted. “I
go only when I am obliged.

Strone nodded. "

“You might go every day,” he said,
‘and you would never know the place as
I know it.  You would never see what
I see. It'e quite picturesque from here,
isn’t it, with all those lights shining
through the mist? Now, I'll tell you the
truth. I’ll tell you what I see day by day.
Miles upon miles of dirty streets lined
with small red brick houses all of a pat-
tern, all hopelessly ugly; public-houses at
every corner like flies upon a carcass;
stunted and weary-eyed men, vicious . be-
cause their eyes are for ever fastened upon
the hideous side of life, because for ever
they must look downwards; drink-sodden
and foolish women, leaving their child-
ren to struggle up as best as they can—
and may your God help ’em, for they’ll
need it; pavements crowded with sickly-
looking youths, apeing the sins of their
elders; immature girls ever hovering
around the fringe of vice, drawn into it
sooner or later as into a maelstrom. You
think I’m ‘exaggerating. I'm mnot. It’s
truth! You may walk for miles, and they
shall stream past you in hordes. You shall
look at them one by one, and you will be
amazed. It is ab though the devil had
smeared them all with one great daub of
his brush. They are all of the same hope-
less type, ever with eyes looking down-
wards, down into the nether world. They
are worse than cattle. They are like the
swine possessed with the knowledge of

“You are speaking of the slums, of
course, Mr. Strone,” his visitor eaid, with
a sigh. “I know that they are terrible.
They are the one great blot on our civi-
lisation.” |

“It isn’t the slums alone,” Strone an-
swered. “In their way the suburbs are
as bad. There’s the manufacturer, a snob,
bursting with self-conceit, because he’s
made his bit of money, forgets his shop-
mates, builds a big house, sticks a crest
upon his carriage, warms to his wife’s
petty schemes for social advancement, goes
to church, and heads a subscription list.
Eats too much, drinks too much, but
worships respectability. Narrow, ignorant.
Great heavens! there aren’t any words to
describe how ignorant and narrow such a
man can be. He, too, looks ever down-
wards.”

“You are too sweeping, Strone. You
speak of a type! It exists, I know, but not
alone.”

Strone shrugged his shoulders.

“I have nothing to do with the excep-
tions,” he answered. “I speak of the ma-
jority. The world is governed by majori-
ties. Slum and suburb, our cities are
beastly places. Why don’t you cleanse
them, sweep them clean, you Christians
who spend fortunes upon your churches
and cathedrals, and send missions into
every country of the globe? There’s your
raw material—your humanity—ready wait-
ing. What's your God doing?”

“You're a pessimist, Strone!”

“Im not! I’'m simply a man who likes
to see things as they are. I like the truth
and the daylight. Most of you who should
have your hand to the plough prefer to
grope through life with a bandage about
your eyes—only' your noses seem to lcad
you to the pleasant places.”

Martinghoe wasg silent. The man’s words
were bitter enough, but his earnestness
robbed them of offence.

“You are rather severe upon us as a
class, I think,” he said. “Yet you must
remember that these cities you speak of—
Gascester, for instance—have many work-
ers who are giving their lives for their fel-
lows. In every district practical efforts are
being made to get at the people. The gen-
erations to come will bear witness to the
labors of today.”

Strone shrugged his shoulders.

“lt may be so,” he answered. “lt’s easy
to talk, I know. But you must remembar
that I am one of the people. Ise: these
things day by day. I believe that whoever
made the world it was meant to be a place
beautiful, and life was meant to have its
joys. Yet for ninety-nine out of every
hundred down there it is like a foretaste
of hell. Vice takes the place of joy, and
men and women go groping through the
quagmire of life with fast-closed eyes. They
se. nothing, know nothing—save of evil.
1t’s beastly.”

Martinghoe sighed.

“It 1s an inexhaustible subject.” he said,
“and I am deeply interzsted in it. May 1
come and talk with you again?”’

“Why not? I've had my say. Next time
I'd like to hear you talk.”

Martinghoe held out his hand.

“Well, I won’t preach. 1 can promise
you that! Good-bye.”

Martinghoe had gone—was out of sight.
Strone refilled his pipe and sat looking
down upon the blurred landscipe—the
lights flashing here and there, Bl'e glow
in the sky, redder now and dee All
around a soothing and delicious ¢ was
brooding over the land. The ted

Ustrolled down to the boundary of

For awhile he lingered with his arms rest-
ing upon the paling looking into the cool,
dark wilderness, the tangled

ghades of | doubt.

speech or awkward movement,” he said
to himself softly. “She’s of her class, no
Just now she's graceful, long

bramble and young pines, a delicate study |limbs, soft curves, pretty hair. Probably
in tender green only a few hours ago, now | when she walks she swaggers, and when

impenetrable, a shadowy chags.
was no reason apparently for him to pro-
cced farther, nothing to attract him save
the faint sweet music of creaking boughs

There |she opens her mouth”—

| He shuddered, smoked on thoughtfully,
Iand waited.

“Perhaps I'd better wake her. I can’t sit

and moving tree tops, yet every moment | here all night, and she’s got to get home

he was conscious of a stronger impulse to
go forward. Afterwards he remembered
and marvelled at it, sometimes with won-

somehow.” . ;
He stood up frowning, angry with hlrp-
self at his little attempt at self deceit.

“What about your people?” he asked.
“Won't they be anxious?”’

She laughed hardly.

“It’s Saturday night,” she said, “and
father will be too drunk to know whether
I'm home or not, and mother won’: carés
Someone else will have to look after the
kids, though.” :

He asked no more questions, buf sume

moned her to the table, dividing up the
crockery as well as he could, for the enter-

der, sometimes with a deeper feeling, as he | For apart from other considerations, he |tainment of guests had never entered into

remembered all that hung upon those few
moments’ indecision. A man without any

had been very well content to sit there
watching her. He stooped down and touch-

his scheme of life. She laughed at his
lefforts to cut meat with a spoon, and

superstitions himself, although a delighted |4 her arm. She awoke at once, sat up |drank her coffee as though scarcely used

student of the ancient and picturesqué su-
perstitions of earlier races, he nevertheless
moved slowly along that dimly visible path
with quickly béating heart and a very dis-
tinct sense of excitement. There was some-
thing mysterious in these. shadowy soli-
tudes, the deep silence broken only by the
wind music and the occasional scurrying of
a scared rabbit. Yet his common sense
mocked him. What could happen to him
here? Surely nothing! A mesting with
Heggs, the keeper, perhaps, the exchange
of a pipe of tobacco, a ¥ttle chat abont
that nest of young owls over which he had
bzen watching so tenderly. Yet he was
cor{scious of some such feeling of half-mys-
terious, wholly pleasant excitement as had
stolen into the heart of Walter when he
had passed into the Strange Land.

CHAPTER III.

Strone came to a break in the wood,
where the ground was carpeted with hy-
acinths and the air faint with their soft,

sweet perfume, and here in the middle of
thg path his foot kicked against some-
thing soft. He stooped and picked it up.
It was a woman’s shoe; he turned it over
and over again in his hand. It was made
of. some soft black material, nearly new,
\.Vlt:h high heel and arched instep, and the
hm'ng was warm. It was a cheap enough
article of its sort, turned out by thous-
ands'with the help of modern machinery,
but it possessed a certain daintiness of
shape, and it had probably been labelled
‘_‘dxrect from Paris.” It was not a shoe,
in any case, to have been discarded, nor
was it likely to have come into its present
position by supernatural means. The fact
was borne in upon him that the wearer
must be somewhere close at hand.

He drew a deep breath which was al-
most a gasp. The little shoe seemed to
bm-n his hand. He looked slowly around
him, and his heart was beating like a
sledge ‘hammer. The shoe was probably
an accident, its owner a matron of years
apd many children. He scarcely cared. To
him it was emblematital of an unknown
world, the world feminine, whose daugh-
ters had filled the universe with poetry
and swayed the lives of giants. Neverthe-
less, a world unknown to him, a paradise
across whose portals he had never passed.
How should he indeed? Those who had
come his way he had not even considered.
Loud-tongued factory girls, anaemic dress-
makers, befringed barmaids he had count-
ed sexless—the music of Byron, the love
yearnings of Keats were never for such
as these. The women of his thoughts dwelt
together in a wonderful garden fenced
jealously about with rose-bushes and lilac
trees, and many sweet-smelling flowers and
shrubs. The mechanics’ place was outside.
And now—

He found her almost at once—a dark,
prostrate body, her head resting upon’a
fallen tree. What he had feared at first
might. be death, or at least a faint, was
only sleep. She lay there in the full grace
of patural, unaffected repose, and Strone
stood over her with fast-beating heart. At
first he was vaguely disappointed. She was,
after all, of his order. Her little black
jacket was shabby, and her brown skirt
ancient. Around her throat was a piece of
ribbon; her hair was a deep soft brown.
It struck him that her eyes might be
pretty. The mystery of the shoe was ex-
plained in a manner which gave him a
quick start. One foot lay bare upon the
turf, soft and white enough in the twilight
—a black stocking by her side. In her
sleep she had probably kicked the shoe
away. Strone watched and came back to
earth.

“One of that noisy factory crew who had
their treat at Crooks’ farm, I suppose,”

e muttered. “But whatv on earth is she
doing here?”

He looked around with quick suspicion
—groundless as it proved. She was alone.
Then he hesitated.

“Lost her way and fallen asleep. She’ll
be an awful nuisance. I'll go!”

But he didn’t. In his heart he knew
that he had never meant to. Instead he

filled his pipe, lit it carefully so that the.

sound sould not disturb her, and sat down
on the trunk of a fallen tree a few feet
away. He JTeaned forward with folded
arme and studied her as a problem.
“Pity that sort of woman cannot sleep
for ever—always dumb, free from vulgar

in blank bewilderment, and screamed.

“It’s all rig%ht," he said gruffy. “I found
you asleep here—thought I'd better wake
you. It's getting late.” .

“Late! Why, good gracious, its dark.”

She caught up her stocking and shoe,
and, turning sideways, hastily put them
on. Then she rose lightly to her feet.

“What time is it?”’ she asked fearfully.

“Nigh upon nine o’clock, I should say,”’
he answered.

She looked around her helplessly.

“It’s beastly of them,” she dzclared.
“They’ve gone and left me on purpose.
If they'd taken the least trouble to shout
I must have heard them. It's that mean
Julia Ross. I’ll pay her out for this.”

“They have certainly gone,” Strone re-
marked. “Where do you come from—Gas-
cester?”’

She nodded. Her eyes were full of tears.

“Yes. How far is it?”

“Nine miles!”

Her under lip twitched.

“Oh lor!—and my foot’s hurting awful.
That’s why I took my shoe off. I ran
away from Jim Hassell—he was plagueing
me so, and I fell down. Nine miles. I
can’t walk it. What shall I do?”

«Well, I don’t know,” he answered,
puzzled.

“There’s an inn at_Lingford.”

“I've no money for an inn,” she ans-
wered quickly. “I’d stay here only I'm
afraid. Are you a kezper?”

“No, I live close by.”

She looked at him anxiously, drawing
her gloves through her hand.

“Can’t I, couldn’t I, sit in your house
till morning? Would your wife mind? I
don’t want a bed. An easy-chair would
do proper.”

“I have no wife,” he answered, “I live
alone.”

«Ig there no other house?’ she asked in
despair.

“Not within two miles—and they'd all
be gone to bed,” he answered. ‘“You can
have my room if you like.”

She accepted without the slightest hesi-
tation. S

“Tll be no trouble,” she said eagerly,
«gnd Tll start off as soon as it’s light.
Which way?”

She followed him along the path, limp-
ing a little, and shaking out her crumpled
skirts. He helped her awkwardly over the

i paling, and led the way up the steep green

bank. At the entrance to the cottage he
paused and pointed backwards to that
dome-like glow in the sky.

“That’s Gascester,” he said briefly.

She looked downward with a little cry.

“Why, how near it seems—and what a
color the sky is! Is that a fire?”

He shook his head.

“It’s only the reflection of the lights in
the sky. Come in.”

“«Ig this where you live? What an odd
little place.” .

“] hope that you were not expecting
anything palatial,” he remarked sarcastic-
ally. .

“What?”’

“Oh, nothing! You see as I live alone I
don’t require much room. Come in."

She peered about and laughed softly to

herself. It was a pleasant laugh, and
Strone was relieved. He had dreaded a
giggle.

“Why ,it looks as though you'd made all
the things yourself,” she exclaimed.
“(Chairs and tables and bedstead and all!”

“That is precisely what 1 did,” he ans-
wered, poking the fire. ‘

“Why? Are you poor?” she asked. “We
are.”

“Well, I'm not rich,” he answered; “but
it wasn’t that so much. I don’t like mod-
ern furniture—the cheap sort, anyway. 1
like this better.”

“They look ever so funny,” she said.
«T¢’s like a doll’s house. There’s some
beautiful furniture in the shop at the cor-
ner of our street—green pulsh chairs and
a sideboard, with a mirror in it

He shuddered, and plunged his: head into
a cupboard.

“Are you hungry?”’ he asked.

“Yes,” she declared promptly. “1 ain't
going to take your supper, though.”

“There’s enough for two,” he answered.

He produced -some bread and cheese and
cold meat, and busied himself making cof-

fee. Suddenly he stopped in the midst of
cutting bread.

{to it. If there was any embarrassment be-
itween them it was not on her side. In the
midst of the meal she-took her hat off and
threw it down. He knew then that she
‘was pretty ,notwithstanding an abominable
attempt at a fringe.

“What do you do with all those books?*
she asked. 3
“Read them.” L

“My! Are they novels?”’

YA few.” -

“You must be very fond of reading.”

“I am,” he answered. ‘“‘Aren’t you?”’,

She shook her head.

“No time. I read the Young [Ladies’
Journal sometimes. My married sister
takes it. I like the stories—real good love
§t‘og~ies they are. Have you any love stor-
ies?”

“One,” he admitted, smiling faintly.

;‘\Vhat's it called? I wonder if I've read
o

“It is the love story of Abelard and Hel-
oise,” he answered.

She shook her head disparagingly. She
did not think much of the title.

“Never heard of it.”

“It is scarcely a popular story,” }‘q said.
“Tell me your name.”

“Milly Wilson. Don’t you want o talk
about storizs?”

“Not just now,” he admitted. “Whare
do vou live in (tascester?”

“Plumb Court, Wharf Street. Nice
neighborhood, ain't it? It’s near the shop
where we work. I say, are you a gentle-
man ?”’

He shook his head.

“I have never been mistaken for such a
thing.in my life,”- he assured her.

“A schoolmaster, then?”

‘“No, I am a mechanic,”
“Why do you ask?”’

“Oh, I don’t know. You don’t talk liks
me, and you seem to kind of fancy your-
self.” :

He laughed long and heartily. She seem-
gd doubtful whether to join in or to be of
fended. As for  Strone, he felt more at
ease than as yet he had done. After all,
he had better have stolen away while she
slept, kept the shoe—and the romance.

“I am sorry,” he said. “You sea I live
alone, and my manners suffer. What are
you looking for now?”

She was gazing about the room ia a puz-
zled sort of a way.

‘“I don’t see any stairs,” she said.

“There are none.”

“Then where’s your other room?”’ she
asked suddenly.

1 haven’t one. In the summer I slecp
out of doors. I am going to tonig,xg.”

She looked away awkwardly.

“I'm sorry to put you out. You must
be sorry you found me.”

he told her.

would have caught cold there.”

“I should have been mortal scared,” she
declared, laughing.

He rose, fllled his pipe and walked to
the door. A flood of yellow moonlight had
fallen upon the -earth. The dark tree-tops
were still, every lzaf and bough distinet
upon the deep blue sky. For miles around
the outline of the country, the hedgerows
and the sentinel trees were like 2 painted
landscape—a wonderful picture of silent
life. Of movement or of sound there was
pothing. The whole land was slecping. A
few insects were chirping in the hollow
near the wood, the music of a tinkling
sheep bell came faintly from a great dis-
tance. Strone puffed out dense volumes of
smoke, and leaned against the doorway,

solitude he loved. Then he started and
nearly dropped his pipe. A soft hand
touched his. The girl was by his side-—
her pale face spiritualised in the moonlight,
her eyes glistening with tears.

“It is so beautiful here,” she murmured,
“and so still.”

He smiled.

“You would rather be under thé gas-
lamps, perhaps!”

She shuddered.

“I wish that God would burn the whole
town,” she cried passionately; “house by
house, street by.street.I wish—I wish’—

She was sobbing. Strone looked at her,
surprised, curiously sympathetic. She was
so pretty, so much in earnest, and the story
of her life, ay, and the lite of her kind,
was written so painfully in her “wan face.

“You are over-tired,” he said gently.

(To be continued.)

Exhibition of Poulty in Madison Square Garden

FINE _ofPECIMEN CF WHITE PLYMQUTH
BOCK =« =

New York, Jan. 3.—Poultry and pigeons | making further advance well nigh imposs-

to the number of several thousand took
possession of Madison Square Garden Tues-
day, the occasion being the opening of the
eighteenth annual show of the New York
Poultry, Pigeon and Pet Stock Association.
It was really a great gathering of the fea-
thered champions, one of the best yet seen

in the Garden.
The judging was for the most part amon<
the chickens, the large number of exhibits

ible. The judges failed to find an ill bird
among the several thousand. There were
many close decisions and it was hard work
for the judg:s to decile in some cases be-
tween the various exhibits in one class, so
large was the exhibit. .
Black Langshans, tall, long legged, coal
black, wigorous birds, and Columbian Wy-
andottes bid fair to share with the Orping-
tons.ihe latter's popularity of several years’
standingAmerican breeders in the last year
or so have made great advances in breed-

A PRIZE. \WINN

ING RUTHERFCRD
PULLET = o
ing the Langshan variety of birds and are
bringing them up well toward the English
stanlard of tallness and long legg dness.
They ars like clothes, coming into ;st)'le.”
W 4. Loxd, of ¥roy, (N. Y.), nbt long
ago issued a chalenge to American chick
en fanciers to contest his claim that his

world. The challenge has been taken up
'nd there are b ing shown at the exhibi-
tion the finest collection of these¢ birds
aver brought together, it is said, in this
country.

“I don’t think I am,’* he answerad. "'Yqu‘ e

happy after his own fashion. This was thes'

buff Wyandottes were not the best in the"?‘;




