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When Father Basil rose trom his
kuees it was with the dew of a sweet
submieslon fllling his heart, and
strongly resolved to endare without
a murmur the decrees of Heaven,
His eyes wara dry, he spoke little;
but Ma Scear read his bheart aright,
and knew what he was suff: ring.

Dr. Arno wandercd restlesely in
and out of tha room. Inwardly be
was exceedingly distreseed, outward
ly he wai annoyed and irritable. He
hed not succeeded in his chearitable
eff )rte to rescue Mantred and his
brave delVerer without suffering on
his own part. His usually ruddy
face wae scorched and burnt, and his
hands caused him considerable paio ;
but to do the kind man justice, it

of the United

wae not 60 much his own euflerings |

which distraseed and nnonoyed him as
those of the poor little nuan before
him,

“Weol', Father,” he inguired in a
graff, curly tone, “how did you find
that miserable Eaglishman—the
cauie of o our frouble? Just as
fhough there were not enough sorrow
and grief to weep over at times like
these! Did you make anything out
of the creature, or was he as sullen
snd uncommaunicative as ever ?"
Not pausing for a reply, he stooped
over the bed ; and taking up oarefully
and $cnd :rly one of the injarad little
hands, now enveloped in cotton
wool, he continued, with tears in his
eyes :

“Thie ie one of the very saddest
thinge I have ever known ; and yet I
have watohed weak, innocent babes
guffer and die, and seen strorg men
fall at their posts. But this one—
physically so sensitive and delicate—
had the bravest, moet unscifish heart
I have ever known ; aed to think that
a precious life liks hers should ba
sacrificed for tha% useless, stupid
countryman of yours! Bah! it

. uamace me when I think of it
Sarely ghe haa friends in your cold
hearted country who will mourn her
death ?”

“But she is not dead
interrupted her brother
*Nor is she in danger of if,

" No "—testily—" bub
me she m!ght have been. 1 tell you
both, thad had you eeen what I
witnessed it would have wrung your
hearte with cush pity and admiration
that to your dying dsy you would
never have forgotten it. I myselfl
caught bu! a glimpee of bher now and
again af, driven by the wind the
fiarce tongues of fira were lified
upwards, sideways, and seemingly
inwards upon her, while she knelt
upon the thresheld, her brave form
enveloped and fromed as with a
canopy of purgatorial flames, and
giriving to force before her to &
place of safety that heavy burden cf
helpless humanity, I saw  ber
gensitive body ehrink, in natoral
dread and terror, from the cruel
flumes; but I saw olio the weak
frame, compelled by her noble epirit,
do its part. When at last the
opportunity cif s;red, and the uncon.
scious burden eafely reached me, I
gaw her fall with outatretched hands,
ns though overcome with exhanstion,
pleading at last for help on her own
acoount. Oh, Father !’ eald the old
man, a8 he leant sgaingt the bed for
suppord, which ehook with his sobe,
*it is barely three months since 1
buried my only davgater; and in
this ead vivion I ssemed to s2e hoer
dear face, and to hear her sweeb
voice oalling to me from out tha
purgatorial flamee. Goad help me, it
was a trying ordeal.”

“Dactor,” eaid Father Basil,
coming forward and placing his
hand with a filial caress upon the
old man's shoulder, " may God bless
you for ever for this generous act.
1 little knew that we owed all this to
you. From henceforih the name of
Dr, Arno shall be uttered with life-
long gratitude and affection by her
family. And deem us nol all eo
base and unfeeling that we cannot
value ot ite proper worth what you
have done today.”

“Nay, Father,” protested the
doctor, " Heaven knows I seek no
thanks for aught I have done for her.
Bear with an old man who has seen
the roughest and worst side of life it
h3 breake down at the sight of such
courage and devotion. Perhapa the
undue exsitement, or the privilege of
being eble to reecue her, has
unnerved me. I{ omly I dared
examiae the interanal injury she has
gustained from the falling deb:is, I
sheunld feel much more satisfled ; but,
8! present, she cannot endure to be
moved or even touched, and I must
wait a3 patiently as poseible until
she regains a little strength. Poor
child! Sse, she moves! Speak to
her, Father, There is o chance that
she may be just conecious enough to
undersiand you."”

Father Basll knelt down by the
bedside and bent over her eaying:
‘'"I—yeur brother Percy—am closs
beslde you, Bertie. Speak, dear, and
tell me if there is anything you wieh
for.”

A falnt, sweet smile broke over her
facs, a@ though sha underatood his
words and their measning was very
gweod to har, Then the flashed brow
contracled as though perplexed by
paintul thought and memories, and
in short, uneven gasps she strove to
gpenk,

“meall Marie and Madge 1
them.
bitter !
man. .

yet 1"
hastily.
gurely ?
except for

want
Poor Edmund Lead
Sesk the K aglish

He will confese.

¢ He koows all,
8nve poor Leadbitter!' Her mind
suddenly became clouded again, and |
she spoke no more.

“ Well, what does she say, Fathex ?"
impatiently neked the doctor. "' Can
you understand her meaning ?"

“ Hardly,” responded ber brother,
a8 he rose slowly to his feeb,
astonished and bewildered by his |
sleter's words.
arm thrown acroes his chest support-
ing the other, ths hand of which
clasped his brow, whilst his eyes
gtared into vacancy. ''Edmund
Leadbitter, the supposed forger or
telon,” he muttered; " once the friend
ofmy brother, who, by the way,always
gwore he wad upjastly condemned.
Is it poseible that this strange
Eoglishman oan prove poor Lead
bitter's innocence? If 8o, even ae
my slstex bide me, I must hasten to
hie eide at cnce, and leave no stone
pnturned to aid him and restore to
bim his honour and good name."”

“Dr. Arno,” bhe said sslemnly,
looking up euddenly, " it is impera-
tive that I return to the sick man atb
once. There {8 more in this than
meete the eye. Toere is a myatery
somewhere, and the soorer I am able
to solve it the better.
begin to think that an innccent man
has been condemned and made to
guffer wrongfally; and, what is more,
I believe that my sister here has by
gome means come to a knowledge of
the fact, for the sick Englishman
geems to hold the key of the secret.
1t 60, I can now underitand why she
used such strenuous efforés to save
him. Can you oblige me with the
pame of some notery who would
kind!y accompany me ?"

“That I will, right gladly,” replied
the doctor, interested even in epite
ot his dislike to Manfred. " Take
this card "—acroes which he hastily
wrote something in pencil—" and
call ot the address which I have
given yoan. You will find Monsieur
Camard not only a very able and
clever practitioner, but a man who
understands and speaks your lan
guage like a native ; moreover, his
heard is in the right place. Aw.revoir
Father, Make all poseible speed, for
I fear there is but little time to
loee.”

Father Bagil' needed not a second
biddiog. The worde of his sister bhad
stirred a strange cbord in his henart.
He feli inssinctively that she Lhal
done her utmost—perhaps had glven
even ber life—that wrong might be
righted, and it remained for him now

to pick up the tangled threads and |

cymplete her task,
cast one fond look, fraught with
grave tenderness and apxiety,
towords the unconscious sufferer,
then whieperiog carnestly his last
instructions to Ma Scear, seized hie
hat and left the Convent.

Turning, he

CHAPTER XXII

“It ia well that life bolds not many
such daye,” he meditated, as he
sbepped into the open street. “ The
time bai flown so rapidly that I
know nat even what hour of the day
is ie. Stay! that ie esurely the
Angelus bell. Poor Paris, I ma-val
there is a soul left mindful to ring
it.”

Presently he drew forth the cerd
which Dr, Arno had given him and
gcanned the addrese. It led him in
the very cppogite direction to that in
which Manfred ley. It only a fiacre
would pass that he might hail it and
thus hasten his jrurney—for he was
not very sure of his bearinge.

"“‘Tegil Marie and Madge I want
them. Yes, dear littls sufferer, they
shall come to you. Had it not all
broken upon me eo suddenly and
unexpectedly, I should have thought
of summoning them sooner. Thank
God, here comes a vehicle of some
gort ;” and he ra i forward to mest it.
Fortunadely it was unoccupied.

“ Drive a3 quickly a8 you can to
the Rue St. L—— and call at the
firet telegraph offics tka’ you pass by
the way,” he cried as he eprang in.
He flung the door to, and rinking
upon the sea) laid his hat bsaside
him,
brow, he sought to reduace to order
his startled and confused facul‘ties.

The nearer they drove to the cily
the more thronged he found the
unsettled streete. The paniec and
excitement of the previous night had
left obvious and terrible trac:e.
Twelve hours ago, all around hed
been a frightfal scene of carnage aad
excitemens. Father Basil was too
precccupied with his own thoughts
to pay much attention to what was
or had been passing. His patiecce
was a'most exaausted ne he raalized
how impossible it wae for the lum
bering vehicle, with its worn.ond,
jaded steed, to make speedy progrese.

Frequently their course was inter-
rupted by the necessily of fturning
into eide etreetes in order to avoid
obstructions in the ghaps of shat
tered barricadees, beeide which Ilay
frequently ths bodies of dead Com
muniste deserted by their comradaes.
It was, therefore, no small relief to
him 'when the fiacre at last drew up
at & post.office. He could at least
despatch telegrama $o hie brother
and Lady O'Hagan. He had no time
to be delicate in his werding of
them ; they were brief, but to the
point.

He found the notary just akout to
enter his private carringe and drive
towarde the very quarter in which
Manfred lay. Father Basil accosted
him eagerly, presenting to him Dr,
Arno's curd. The notary at once
offsred the priest a seat in his own
oarringe and listened with grave and
kind iuterest to his slory as they
drove alopg the boulevarde. Father
Basil's hopee nnd spirite rése na the
invigorating breezs fanned his burn.
ing brow : for they were rushing now
with all poseidble spead to the sick
man's side. Dz Arao had spoken

He stood with one‘

Indeed, 1|

Passing his hands over his |

truly when he said that the notary
had his hoart in the right place ; and
one was almost as anxious and inter
1 ested ne the other by the time they
reached the ruined house.
Manfred was lying awake and per-
fectly comsclous ae the two men
entered the room, Looking up
| almost brightly, he stretched out his

feeble arm towards Father Basil with
a gesture of weloome, asking aixi
ously after Siater Marguerite.

“ How is she, Father ? Do not tell
me that she is dead !" he gasped,
when he received no immediate
reply.

“"She is not well enough to come
and vieit you herself,” he anawered
guardedly ; ' but she has great confl.
dence in your honor, and bade us
hasten to your side in order to nole
down in the public interest all you
have to relate to us.”

“Yee, Father de Woodville, I
understand very clearly what yom
mean ; and, God helping me, I will
keep my vow to her, Come nearer,
both of you, g0 that you may, hesr
and understand all that I have to
tell. My name is Harold Manfred.”

“Good heavens !’ broke in Father
Basil, in astonishment, as he gazed
in wonder upon the wreck of human
ity before him ; " are you, then, poor
Leadbitter's half-brother ?"

“Yes, I pm he! I am alec the
accomplice of & scoundrel, who
worked his ruin and ultimately cast
him into a felon’s cell.”

Manfred continued his tale in as
firm a tone ae he could command,
whilst the notary toek down his
daponltiouﬁ. Never seeking to justity
or excnerate his own conduck,
Manfred summoned all remaining
strength of mind and bedy, and con-
tinued to unfold the whole of hie
base story, the main facts of which
he bad nlready related to Sister
Marguerite. Haviog concluded, he
heaved a deep sigh and exclaimed :

“There! Make any use of this that
yvou think fit ; but I feel happier now
than I have done since I was a little
child, Only tell me speedily what
course you purpose to pursue toward
my brother ?"

“It will be a matter of time,”
repliad Monesieur Camard thought.
fully.

“ Bul I have sworn to you that he
is nbsolutely innocent, Thomas also
swore on his death bed, and attested
the fec) in writing, that he himsell
tompered and altered the cheque,
though at the time I knew it not.”

“We belizve you fully ; but even
80, his country, by whom he has
jodged and condemned, must €qaally
be persuaded of his icnocence.”

“Ob, Edmupd! and you have
alraady waited go long! Pcomise me,
on your werl of honor,” he implored
in a trembling voice, addreseing
Monsieur Camard, " that you will
hssten to your utmost the moment
of his release, and ncvear reet until it
ie accomplighed.”

© “I do promise. I is m eervice that
accords we!l with my inclioation. I
think it possible that even now if
may bs usefal to send a telegram to
the Governor of the prison, urging
him to treat him with greater care
and leniency than usual, while this
confession is eubmitted to the Home
Secrefary.”

"It shall be done " cried Father
Basil joytully, “for I will send it in
my own name of de Woodville,
which may carry some weight. But
where is Mre. Leadbitier, the poor
young bride of two days, who wes 80
cruelly divided from her hugband ?'

Manfred cast a 10k of incredulity
at the priead as he answered slowly :

" Do you mean to imply, Father de
Woodville, that yon are pnot aware
where Lady Leadbitter resides ? Her
husband is & barones$, remambar |"”

‘ No indeed ; I have not the very
faintest notion as to her whereabouts;
nor yed to my knowledge have I ever
geen or heard of her.”

“Then' —atill incredulously—'‘your
gieter-in.-law, Lady de Woodville, has
gontrived to keep her eecret more
gecurely then I deemed it poesible
for any women to do! Who s ib,
think, you, that lives in such close
sechmsion at the Western Lodge at
Baron Court ?

“ I cannoot tell you who she is ; but
some one I believe of the name of—
Mac something.”

“Just so: MacDermont! That
was her maiden name ; her married
name ie Loadbitter—Edmund's wile,
Ludy Leadbitter |"

' Impossible " urged Father Basil,
gshaking his head. "It cannot ba!
How do you know it ?"

‘“"How do I know?" reiterated
Manfred vehemently. ‘‘Because last
sutumn I was for a day and two
nights a guest at Baron Court. It
wae the shooting season, and I went
o8 the friend of Sir Hugh Londsale.
Darving that short stay we had
cceasion to seek shelter from the
pouring rain in that same lodge ; andy
whilst g0 doing (1 blugh to relate it,)
knowing that the owner wag out, I
pried into her inner and private
aperiment and discovered—to my
gurprise and horror—a large painted
porieaid of my brother as I had seen
him last. You still doubﬁ Father ?
Indeed, you need not ; for two of his
paintings, initialed by his own
band, huog upon the wall; and hie
old ‘Strad’ bearing his name in fall,
rested near his porteais. If you
doubt me still, go and inquire of old
Jehn Ryder, the conchman.”

“ Bat how can this be ?” inter.
rupted Father Basil, You, Harold
Manfred—the very man who was
enjoying the propexty wresled, as my
brother thought, so wunjuedly from
Edmund Leadbitter, n guest baneath
De Woodville's roof ! Pray how did
he receive you ?’

“ You gee I was never aware, until
you yourself informed me, that my
brother and yours had been
on such termas of iotimacy. It

| Dr.

pppears now that it was tor'.unnte‘

his stey in Ireland wes unavoidab'y
lengthened by a deay or two, thus
preventing an unpleasant meeting
uvder his own roof. As I wae o
friend of Sir Hugh Lonedale and his
own guest, it might bave been n
little awkward, However, having
made that discovery in the Western
Lodge, I feigned illness, and quiited
the place as speedily as possible.”

‘1t is altogether marvellous,” pon-
dered the prieet, ‘'and yet it ie cred-
ible. Neverthelees, it still remains a
f sof $hat Lady de Woodville has not
the slighteet idea ns to the identity of
her quiet lodgekeeper. Only so late
pe February last we discussed the
matter together, wondering who on
carth she could be.”

“You will find that I am right,”
gighed Manfred wenrily, for he was
suffering intensely. The terrible ex.
citement of narrating his own die-
graceful hietory had enfailed an
glmost superhuman «ffory, and now
the reacéion wans fast setbing ino.
Both men were stariled by the pain.
ful pallor which was stealig over
his features, end thoy welcomed with
gratitude the advent of busy, florid
Arno as, panting with subdued
curiosity as muoch a3 for wani of
breath, he burst open the door.

“Why, here you nare!” he ex
claimed ; “whet o bunt I bhave bad
for you!' Then, observing quickly
the ghaetly lock upon the sick man's
face, he said : "Is everything con.
cluded eaticfactorily ? He is bad,
and probably will not laet long.”

" Hie signature to these papers is
necessary,’ obgerved Mongieur Cam
ard serionsly. " Will you be good
enough to sign these valuable doou
mente for us, Mr, Manfred ?"

“Wish all my heart, and would
that I could aseiet in any other wey
to undo all the wrong I have done.”

Supported in the arme of Father
Basil, Manfred sat up and fesbly
venned his name. The latters grew
flrmer ae he wrote, adding a line
or two of bitter condemnation of his
own conduct and of contrite eorrew
for the baie part he had played.

“Youn will show it to her,” he
pleaded, as white and exhaueted, he
gank back upon the pillow.

“I will tell ker how nebkly you
have behaved, how tratbfully veou
hoave acted, and how patiently and
uncompleiniegly you have borne
your eufferinmgs. Now, docter, do sse
if you cannot &afford kim some
relief.”

“No,no! Itis my foot that hss
caused me such intclsrable pain,
You can do n«thing fox it now,
doctor. It will kiil me, I know, and
I do not geam to ca-e how soon. Ba#k
you will tell bex, Fatheyr Da Wood
ville, bow faithiully I kept my vow,
how very contrite I was at the end,
and that with my dyiog breath 1
blessed God for the lessone of true
Christian _virtue tbat throughb her
He had taught me ?”

“Indeed, I will tell her every
thing.” And Father Basll seated
himeelf close to the sick man, amd
taking a filrm grip of his band, con
tinusd : "I promise you faithfaily
that ebe shall know all — how brave,
truthfal, and pit end you have been :
and will she not thank God fer it !”

*“ 1 know it, and she will pray for
ma too, it that can avall me any-
thing.”

‘Are you epecking of Sisler
Marguerite ?" interposed the docter,
a8 he paused in dreseing Manfred's
foot ; “fcr 1 came to tell you that she
geemed easier, and bas fallen iuto s
nastural eleep.”

TO BE CONTINUED

————
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By I'he Missionary

Philip Brice was queer ; no ques
tion about is. In the epinien of his
friends he would be a mighty flae
fellow it he didn't hava thoeas foolish
idens akoul helpiog the poer, and
personal service, and all that sort of
thing. You eee, in Pailip’'s wonld a
rich man left gsuch shimgs to his
secretary, who would send an ccea
pional check—very ocossional—in
most cases to some #ashionable
charity. The Dbibliesl injanction
about giving in secred was not
heeded. Not only did the right
know what the left gave, bul both
came togethsr to applaud. As for
going among the poor, as Philip did,
and liviog, or rather existimg, with
them in a litsle room in an impossi-
ble neighbirhcod, it was a thing
unheard of.

H's father and mokher wera dis
cussing thia much-beloved son one
morning at breakfast over the
second, but ‘“not so goed ns the
firet,” cup of ceffee, Phiiip's decision
to liva for six mouths in ome of the
poorest gections of New York, ro that
he might see at fired hamd the pov-
erty existing there, was the subject
of the animated conversation,

" Philip was always quesr,’ eaid
his mother, sighing. She was think.
ing of her other sone, who had been
quite contend to take positions in
their father's bank and whko dido's
bother themselves nt all abeut the
poor. ' I guess ha will get all sorés
of germs in that filiby plaee. You
know the poor have them %0 spave.”
Mri, Brice spoke ng ons haviag
knowledge. She bad brought up her
three children in a gesm-pyesf—and
very often joy proot—npussery, and
therefors feld qaite competent to
discuss that aspect of the cass.

Her husband didn't nmewaer her ;
he was thinking of something more
important. At lagh he speke : “He'll
probably merry somae gueer girl down
there. That's par) of the uplits
buginess."

Myre, Brice nodded wisely. She
was not aa competent & judge in this
matter a8 in that of germs, haviog
less knowledge of love, but years ot

, young body.

exnmined i,

and someone will be killed.”
had not yet realized that & life more
or lees did pnot matbter very much in

Philip.
gaid Torrelli, in his broken, musical

experience had taught her thalcon"' which troubled somewhat, for

advanteges of a cheerful breakfast
table,

Pbilip Benton Brice was twenty four.
He was born with & golden teaspoon
in hie baby mouth, and before he
wos ten he knew that the Brice
family tree, ne well as the family
fortune, was in-a highly flourlshing
condition, His mother and auuts
quite often reminded him of his
reeponsibility ae & member of that
nristocratic family. Responsibility
didn't wean much to him in those
happy days of boyhood, when he was
acquiring on the college campus
litheness nnd s'rength in his hard
It was only after o
year in the gay society set of New
York that the curious, intent look,
afterwerd habitusl and conspicuous,
often possesged his beantiful ddrk
eyes, those insorutable eyes in the
depthe of which dawned little specke
of light, He was ®.glaniog to feel
the urge, the goad, of his career—
oaly he wouldn't have called it by
any such name. The young men
and girls of his set seemed never to
have enough of the glamor and
glikter of the bright arc lightas etrang
niong Broadway like gleaming
diamonds about the slim throat of a
lovely woman., The excesses of the
life of pleasure sickoned Philip. The
rouged lipe, the
the practiced emile, the boldnese of
youth, ceused a revuleion in hls
heart. He longed to get away from
it all, to do something worth while,
to help make the world a little better
place just because he had lived.
" Queer,” you eay ? So sald the
young men who were drifting idly
and withoul rudder down the giream
to the " Port of Mitgsing Men.” So
tald the girle who, light and irre-
preseible ae bubblee in champagne,
could make no impression on Philip's
heatt or his fcrhune.

His old professor at college, who
knew the impulgive, lovable boy
probably better than any one elae,
planted the tiny seed in Philip's soul
that was later to bring forth the
hundr:d-foll. He knew that Philip
decired to explore lite without fear
and without reeistance, as a child |
hants for treasure in a strange room.
He was talking to him one day about
the flae art of personal service, of
giviog oneeclt to othere,
counting the cost of sacrifice. Pray-
ing that he might direct the etrong
forces of Philip's pature into worth-
whi'e channels, the old professor’'s
eyés were fillled with the yearning
softnees of deep sympatby a3 hae
spoke to the boy : ‘' Life ien't what
you get, but what you bring to it.
What you have is nothing ; what you
do is on'y a little more ;
good is all that counts.”

A question, sxdent and quick, flaw
t> Pailip's lips and leaped in hie
eyee, but the man weni on :

" It's entirely for you to determine
what you become,
life sometkiog for nothing. A man
ghall get only what be works for.”
The vouice took on greater earnegl
ness until it sounded clear and true
like the noles on o silvery bugle.
‘ All that mattexs, Philip, is that
you hold the terch in your hand.
Don't le? it go out’

“I'll not let it go oud, sir,”
declared from a full
promige you."”

They shook hands,
closed ne the boy
Slowly opening, under his eeger
young hands, wae the door leading
into the House of Happiness.

ust being

Philip
heart. 1

and the door
left the room.

The tired cily lay in the lapguid
embrroe of summer, like a listle
tretdul child seekirg rest and com
fort and coolness in the hollow of
{ta mother's arm. The rieh had
gone to fashionable resorts by eea
shore and mountain. The poor, a8
usual, panted and wilted and died
undsr the cruel sup. Far away in
California, 8¢ a fashionable hotel,
the Brice family waj wmaking its
snnual summer drive on the saclely
line. Before leaving, Pailip’s mother
tried in vain to have him jain them,

"I've made my decision, mothar,
and there's no time like the present
for putting it o the test.”

“ You'il soon get tired of it.”

‘“ Maybe 8o, but at least I'm doing
my best.”

Toe beautifally clear dark eyes,
which eould eo easily fill with laugh
ter, rcflicted the eagernees of his
young soul, Suddenly his mother
drew him to her. ‘' Philip, my eon,’
ghe eald softly, and kiesed him, For
a brief dazziling seeond her eyes
broke their way into Pailip's heart.
The two parted. Philip went to his
room, packed his bag, put on his
oldest sui, took the subway and in
half an hour found himself in Little
Italy. Thad is somewhat of a mis-
pomer, 8 Polés and Russinns, as well
aslta)ianeg, ewarmedinthe flimey tene-
ments sud on the narzow, ill emeall.
ing streete. Philip had cheeen the
“Alley” ae beisg about the most
dilapidated place in the seetion.
After going through a dark, narrow
tunnel he oame on the small paved
court of a back tenement. He
looked a little downeast as he picked
hiz way between the heaps of gar
age and the awful litter of the
plsze. Then up a rickety pair of
wooden gtaire whose railing was a
greesy, worn piece of weod held by
only two or three rusty nails. Phllip
‘This is a crime. I'd
like to get my hands on the man
who owna this place. That crazy
banieter is going to break very soon,
Philip

Little Italy.
The door of one of the rooms

opened and Torralli, who ran the
fruit-stand at the ccroer, came out.

demanded

" Who owns this place 2"’
“I no can tell hees name,

vislons of rent beiog rolsed floated
through bhis mind, " Tomorrow
maybe.] bring you hees name, My
wife ehe hoe it on a leetle bit of
paper. Hees vera rich mapn, We
pay our rend to him."”

No more was #aid, but the question
was still in Torrelli's beautitul, soft
eyes as Philip stocd on the dark and
nartow landing, His own eyes
looked extraordinarily like very cold
waber, 80 hard and glittering and
gleely were they in the ha'l light.
With the poignancy of a poisoned
nrrow (ame the realization that the
incomee of mapny rich men came
from sources such as these, and thab
the silken gearments and costly fare
and shimmeriog pearls that decked |
the beauliful iridescent bubterflies
fluttering about the flame of Broad

burning, wers bought with
waosted, stunted, ugly
poor,

stenciled eyelash, |

of not|

Don't demand of |

Feeling along the panel
nearet wegging door,
the,  handle and entered the room
that was to be home to him for the
nex) six months, It was low and
| dingy. Through the brcksn pinee
of the window the shy eunlight
pseped in., Philip wondered if he
could ever go back to that lezy, un
thinking lite aftar he had seen guch
glimpees of the other eide as thie,
Ag o sbarved man wants food, so he
wanted to lift the weight from these
poor people who had from the first
been kept down until they were
almost submerged. He could not
get the thought of that hanging rail
from his mind. He arranged his
things in order, and with the curious
feeling of o man awakened from a
long, dead sleep, began the 1fa that
caused his friends to call him queer.
Later, when they would meei him
on the highways of the world, the
| truth would strike them that Philip
l had lived, whilet they had been satie

fied with merely watching lifs go by.
| The details ot his life will be another
*etcrv. This is merely a little croes-
| section about the broken banister
1 and the girl he met " down there.”

; Strange to say, if it bad vo! been
for the broken banister he would not
have met the girl. Fate was weav

| ing these two together, and a broken
banister fidsted quite admirably into
the scheme.

The next day weas Sunday, and
Philip, on his way to Maes in the
dark, cool chapsl, efoppad to pass
the time of day wish Torrelli. In
the middle of the animated one-pided
convereation, Torrelli, with joy in
his eyee, locked past Patlip and
called out a gay greeting. Philip
| tarned to see the cause of ali this
happinees, and a gixl came gquickly
down the stairs. Now, Pailip had
alweys emiled at every child he met,
and esch snswered him ns if there
weore & #aorel freemascnry belween
them. So he smiled at this gixl, and |
ghe smlilad, $c0, & very tiny El‘l‘,'(‘.
| and passsd on., When be cnfersd
{ the chapsl a little form, vagu
familiar, kaelt in front of him. He
gaw the iace, and then he knew. It
was the girl, and sho was benutiful
Her eyss were dark, and so was her
bair ; her complexion wae made up
of sun and aiv and & very faini rose
color. Her figura, in it simple blue
guit, was the slight yet roundad form
of young womanhoed. Little golden

a1y

through the stained glass window:
[ and danced on her dregs and on her
| hair, Phllip's hurgry eyes looked a’
ber, The girl must! have read his
thoughte, for a flush crept into her
cheeks and her lashes flattered.
Somehow the day passed.

Oa Monday Toerslll met Ph
the foot of the atairs. " I gob the
pname ef the rigch man,” he eaid,
handing him o square of dirty paper

* All right,” eaid Philip, and he
looked to resd the poorly written
pame, He dda't have time, for
agein the sost closing of the door
made both men look up. All the
light in that dark landing seemed to
fa!l upon the girl a8 she slood hesi-
fant ad the top of the stairs. Philip
cirght his breath at the lovely
picture ghs made. He knew then, in
a sadden flash of vision, that his
father wss rigkt. He had meb,
the girl. Locking at her, he thought
ot budding flowers, of epring skies
flecked wita littls ivory clouds, and
of yoang sunlight on the trees. I¥
was youth, eterral youth, calling,
ealling for its mete. The slight
figure leaned agsinst the broken
banister. Then game a soft crunch
ing sound m8 tke decrep't support
gave way, a frightened face, a sway-
ing figure, a low c 'y for help, and at
Phil p's #sed the gixl lay bruised and
broken. In an instant the hallway
wae alive wilth paople. Philip litted
her in his arms.

Mingled with his fear, his anxiaty,
his hos anger at the asrident, there
waa o thrill of joy in the cloeeness of
ber body. Ha 2artied her to Torrelli's
room and laid ber on the coush,
Herdly bad he hung up the raceiver
when the ambulance was clangiog
ita way down &he narrow elrest,
Mesnwhile Philip had made up kie
mind that no pablic hospital ehould
sheléer the girl. His own bome was
the proper place. When he rang the
bell, the ¢ld servant who had
left in charge avewered i), and her
eyes grew wile with wonder ms her
young master, with the uncenscious
burdan in his arma, wen? up to his
mother's room, It was only after
severnl houss, when thLa light had
come pgain fo the lovely dark eyes,
and the brokem mrm was bandaged,
that Phillp notic:d & slight pricking
in the palm of kis hand, On open
ing it he found tha crushed paper,
forgotten in sll the exocitement. A
half uttered curse nagainei the man

ilip at

bean

whose oarelessness had coused all the

lha! John M, Fe
lives of the |7’

of the |
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