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‘A pale-faced little m pushed hls

dressed in a sem&clerlcal ‘garb, and he
tapped Brooks on the shonlder

“Can you favor me ‘with one mo-
ment’s private conservation, sir?” he
said. “My name is John Deeling, and
I am a minister -of the Gospel. The
Mission House in Fennell ‘Street ls my

special charge.”

. “Glad to know Yyou, Mr Deeling,”
Brooks answered, “but I can't spare
any time for private . conservation
now. Can’t you speak to me here?”
Mr. Deeling looked donbttully at the
girl who stood still before the desk,
silent, put breathing hard. A sullen
shade had fallen upon her*face.  She
looked like a creature at’ ‘bay.

1t 18 conceml‘ng——thls unfortunate

preachers.
after their souls.

CHAPTER VI—Continued.

“There is just one thing we have to
ask for and insist upon,” Brooks con-
tinued. ‘“When you comé to us for
help, tell us the truth. If you've been
drunk all the week and ‘haven’t earn
ed any money, well, we may help you
out with a Sunday dinper, If you’ve
been in prison and won't mind owning
up to it, we shan’t send you away for
that reason. We want your women tc
come and bring us your children, that
we can have a look at them, tell us
how much you.all make a week be-
tween you, and what you need mos’
to make you a bit comfortable. And
we want your husbands to come and
tell us where they work, and what rent
they pay, amd if they haven’t any
work, and can’t get it, we'll see what
we can do. I tell you I don’t care to
start with whether you’re sober and
industrious, or idle, or drunkards.
We'll give any one a leg-up if we can.
1 don’t say we shall keep that up al-
ways, because of course we shan’t.
But we’ll give any one a fair chance
Now do you want to ask any ques
tions?”

A pallid but truculent-looking young
man pushed himself to the front.

“Ere, guv-nor!” he said. ‘‘Suppos-
ing yer was to stand me a coat—I
ain’t 'ad one for two months—should
1 'ave to come ’ere on a Sunday and
sing bloomin’ hymns?” :

“If you did,” Brooks answered him
“you’d do it by yourself, and you'd
stand a fair chance of being run out.
There’s going to be no preaching or

know. of.

but he had no chance.

walking like a man in a dream.

CHAPTER VIL
Brooks and His Missions.
“Now then, please,” Brooks
dipping his pen in the ink.
A lady of ample porportions,
had been standing since  the

fore the desk.
“Im first,”
‘been ’‘ere for four mortal hours.”
“What is your name,
Brooks asked.

Court, down Fennell

We'll leave you to look
You people who've
tried to make your religion the pil’
to go with your charity save doncir
more harm in the world than you

The young man was on fire to speak,
They hustled
him out good-naturedly—except that
the costermonger; running him down
the room, took his cap from his head
and sent it spinning across the road
Lord Arranmore left the hall at the
same time, and turning homewards

said

who
com-
mencement. of the proceedings with
her hand tightly grasping the leg of
Brooks’ table, gaxe a final shove of
discomfort to a meek-faced girl whom
she had suspected of an attempt .to
.supersede, and presented herself be-

she declared, firmly;
please?”

“Mrs. Robert Jones, No. 4 St. Mary’s
Street—Ileast-
ways you go that way from ’ere. I'm
a widow woman with four  children,
and lost my Husband ‘on the railway.
What I wants is a suit of clothes for

young person.” ;
“ can assure you,” Brooks said,
dipping his pen in ‘the ink, “tha€ no
recommendation ' is necessary. 1 shall
do what 1 can for her.”

»*You ‘misapprehend me; sir,” Deel
ing said, with some solmenity. “I Te-
gret to say that no recommendation is
possible. That young person is out:
side the pale of all Cristian help; I

dies, sir, but she is a notorious char-
acter, a hardened and incurable prosti
tute.” ’

“Brooks looked at him for a moment
fixedly. :

“pid I understahd you to say, sir
that you were a minister of the Gos’
pel?” he asked. ::

““Certainly!
neighborhood.”

“Then if you take my -advice”
Brooks 'said, sternly, “you will take
off those garments and break stones
upon the street.. It is to help suck
unfortunate and cruelly ill-used young
woman as this that I and my friends
have come here. Be off, sir. Miss
Hardringe, this young lady will take
you to our clothes store in the inner
room there.
s to be of some further use to you
later on.” s

The .girl half dazed, passed away
Mr. Deeling, his face red with anger
turned towards the door.

“You may call it a Christian deed
sir,” he exclaimed, angrily, “to -en-
courage vice of the worst description
We shall see what the bishop, What

I am well known in thf

teei: ‘years. 1 ha
way through the t.hrong. He was|acter from thenu

‘through and my

regret to speak so plainly before la’]

I ‘hope you will permit’

hymn-singing here. Those sorts of
things are very well in their way, but
they’ve nothing to do with this show
I'm not sure whether we shall open
on Sundays or not. If we do it will be
only for the ordinary business. Now

my Tommy, he’s five-and-’arf, and
stout for his years, and a pair of boots
for Selina Ann. ‘And I'm not saying,”
she continued, blandly, “as me having
waited ’ere so long, and this being a
sort of opening ceremony, as a pound
of tea for myself wouldn't be a wel-

“I don’t care

have to say,”
iy;

yview, let them

nere who agree with your point

the Press, have to say about it.”.

a snap of the fingers

what you, or the bishop, or the Press
2 Brooks rejoined, equab
‘but lest there should be thos¢

ot
hear this from me ai

let’s get to work.”

“Sounds a bit orl right, and no mis-
take,” the young man remarked, turn-
ing round to the erowd. *“I'm going o {ino petter.” -
stop and 'ave a go for that coat.”

A young man in a bright secarlet
jersey pushed himseTf to the front
followed by a little volley of chaff
more or less good-natured.

«There’s Salvation Joe wants a new |
trombone.”

“Christian Sall’s blown a hole in the
old one, eh, Joe?”

Breathless he reached Iyooks’
gide. The sweat stood out in beads
upon his forehead. He seemed not
to hear a word that was said amongs!
the crowd. Brooks smiled at him
good-humoredly.

“Well, sir,’ he said, “what can I do
for you?”

“I happened in, sir, out of curiosity,”
the young man said, in a strange nasa!
twang, the h -itage of outdoor preach-
ing; “I hope to hear of one more
good work begun in this den of iniqui
ty and to clasp hands with another
brother in God.”

“Glad to see you,” Brooks said.
“You’ll remember we're busy”

“The message of God,” the young
man answered, “must be spoken at
all times.”

“Oh, chuck ’im out!” cried the djs:
gusted costermonger, spitting upon
the floor. “That sort o’ stuff fair sick-
ens me.”

come and reasonable gift.
suit,’ ’she concluded,

composure, although consscious of
suppressed titter from behind.

powerless to control.
ened.

she declared, truculently,
ing as it’s four mortal heurs since

bottles in my pecket.”
Brooks looked up.

again soon. This young lady,

our

we shall have a larger supply.”

day,” he decided, promptly.
about the tea?”

The young man continued as though
he had not heard.

“Such charity as you are offering,”
he cried, “is corruption. You are go-
ing to dispense things for their carnal
welfare, and you do nothing for thei
immortal souls. You will not.let them
even shout their thanks to God, You
_will fill their stomachs and leave their
soul i8 hungry.”

The costermonger waved a wonder
ful red handkerchef, and spat onece
more on the floor. Brooks laid his
hand upon the young man’s shoulder

“Look here, my young friend,’ he
said, “you’re talking rot. Men and
women whe live down here in wretch-
edness, and who are fighting every mo
ment of their time to hang on to life
don’t want to be talked to about their
souls. They need a leg-up in the

ed.
from the railway company?”’
“Not a penny, sir,”
“and a burning shame it is.”

doubtfully...
: Brookl bent: over hig book,

is a lawyer.

do for you.
must get on.
Jones, an dtalk to us.
always here.
please?”
“Amy Hardinge!”

And if the
breathlessly,
“has double-seated breeches so much

Brooks maintained the most perfect

He
commenced to write in his book, and
Mrs. Jones, drawing her shawl about
her, looked around complacently. Sud-
denly she caught the ripple of mirth,
which some of Brooks’ helpers were
He face dark-

“Which is little enough to ask for,”
“consider-

first laid hold of the leg of that table
and neither bite nor sup have I had
since, it not being my habit,” she con-
tinued, and staring intently at the
hang of her neighbor’s skirt, “to carry

“Thank ‘you, Mrs. Jones,” he said.
“] have entered your name and ad-
dress, and I hope we shall see-you
he in-
dicated Mary, “will take you over to
clothes department, and if we
haven’t anything-to fit Tommy you
must come again on Wednesday, when

_“T'H take the nearest you've got to-
“Wot

“We shall be glad to ask you fo ae-
cept a small packet,” Brooks answer-
“Bye the bye, have you a pension

she declated,

“We must see into it,” Brooks said.
“You see that gentleman behind you?”
“Him with the squint?’ she asked,

“Mr.. Fellows, his name is,” he said.
“He is one of our helpers here, and- he
You can tell him -all
about it, and if we think you have a
claim we will try and see what 'we can
Now, if you please, we
Come in any time, Mrs.
Seme one is
‘What is your name

There was a howl of derision from

world, and we're come to try and give
it to them. We’re here as friends, no!

the rear.

torn skirt, turned angrily around.
“Who yer shouting at, eh?

The girl, pallid: with large
dark eyes, a somewhat tawdry hat and

‘ There
ain’t so many of yer as knows yer own

once, to prevent misunderstanding
We are here to help to tue best o
our gbility-all who .need help, whatso
ever their characters. They arc
equally welcome to what we have tc
offer, ‘whether they be thieves, o1
prostitutes, or drunkards, or respect
able fnen, and women. But if I were
asked what really brought me here
for what class of people in the worl
my sympathies and the sympathies; of
my friends have been most warmly
kindled, I should say, for such as that
young woman who has just presented
herself here.: If she asks for them,
she will have from us food and clothes
and the use of our baths and reading:
rooms whenever she chooses, and 1
will guarantee that not-one of my wo:
man friends here who come in con
tact with her will ask a single ques
fion as to her mode of life, until she
invites their confidence. If you think-
that she is responsible for her present
state, you and I differ—if you think
that one shadow of blame rests upor
her, we différ again. And if there ar«
any more like her in the room, le!
them come out, and they shall have
all that they ask for, that it is- with-
in our power to give.”
“Hear, hear; guv'nor!”
“That's ginger for 'em.”
“Out of this, old white
There’s beans for you.”
They let him pass through. On the
threshold he turned and faced Brooks
again. (B f
“At least,” he said “I can promise
you this. God’s blessing will never be
upon your work. I doubt whether you
will be allowed to continue it in this
Christian country.”
Brooks rose to his feet.
“Mr. Deeling,” The gaid, “you and
your mission system of work amongst
the poor have been ﬂghtlng a Ioslng
Battle “in" this coumtry for'fitty years
and more.
{eall it
Look north and south, east and west
Jook at thé people, look at their chil
dren, look at their homes. Is there

a

1

choker.

labyrinth of horrors year by year, de-
cade by decade? You know in your
heart that there is none. Therefore if
new means be chosen, do not condemn
them too rashly. Your mission houses,
many of them, have been nothing but
breeding-places for hypocrisy. It is
time the old order was changed. Now.
sir, you are next. What can we do tor
you?” -

A Christian country youj
Go outside in the ‘streets. |

one shadow of impravement in thisj.

P-‘ul'ﬁ"waarchywrd “for  four-
8 verified char-{

~were ‘obliged
tocutdownthnlrmu .owing to for-

| elgn -competitfon, :and—I have never

succeeded— in obtaining “another 'sit-
nation. ‘There is nothing against me,
sir.. T would have worked for fifteen
shillings a week: I walked the
'streets until my boots - were ' worn
lothes hung around
‘me like rags: I 'was in’'bad luck at
first—afterwards it was my clothes.
I have been selling matches for a
month— it has breught me in two
shillings a week."

“How old are Vou"" Brooks asked

“Thirty-four, sir’

Brooks nearly dropped his pen.

“What?”’ he exclaimed

“Thirty-four, str. It is four years
since I lost my situation.”

The man’s hair was grey, a little
stuby grey beard was jutting - out
from his chin. His eyes were almost
lost in . deep hollgws. Brooks felt a
lump in his thrx and for a mo-
ment pretended to be writing: busily.
Then he looked up.

“We shall give-you a fresh start
in life, Bdward Owston,” ~he said
“Follow “this -gentleman at my left.
He' will find you clothes and fo_od.
To-morrow you will go to a cottage
which belongs to us at Hastings for

is true, we shall find you-a suitable
situation-=if it is partially true, we
shall find you something to -do. If it
is altogether false we cannot help
you, for absolite truth in answering
our questions is-the only eondition
we impose.”

The man never utter éd a word. He
went out leaning on the arm. of one
of Brook’s assistants. ~Another, who
was a doctor, dfter a glance in’ the
he returned,-after about twenty min-
utes absence, heleaned forward and
whispered in Broks' ear—

“you’ll neverzhave to find a situa-
tion for that powoi fellow. A month’s
about all ‘he’s good. for.” :

Broks looked round shocked

“What is it—drink?” he asked.

The doctor shook- his head.

“Not a trace of it. -Starvation and
exhaustion. If 1 hadn’t been with
him just now+<he’d have been dead
before this. He fainted away.”

Brooks half closed his eyes:

“It i§ horriblé!” he murmured.-

The costermonger - was next.
Brooks ‘looked ‘around the réom-and
at the clock.

“L.ook here,”>he said -“If I sit here
till tomorrow I. can’t pessibly attend
to all of you. T¥:tell you what T'll do.
If you others will give place to thoseé
whose casés aré really urgent, T'll be
here at seven'tombrrow morning till
seven tomorﬂ)rnlght and the -next
day toe, ifimecessary. It's no good
deputing any one else to tell me, be-
cause however many ‘branches we op-
en—and I hope we shall-open a great
many— I mean to manage this one
myself, and I must know you all per-
sonally. Now are you all agreeable?”

“I am for one;” declared the coster-
monger,
the degk. “I ‘ain’t -in no ‘urry. I've
‘ad a bit o* bad luck wi’ my *barrer;
all owing. to a plaguing drunken old
4 omnibus-driver, and horl I want is a
bit o’ help towards “the security Josh
Auk wants ‘it before he’ll let me out
a new one, Tomorrow is horl rlght
for me. : %

“Well, I expect we'll manage that,”
Brooks remark‘ed “‘Now where are
the urgent .cases?’ .

. One by one th y were elbowed for-
-ward. Brooks’ pen flew across the
paper. It was midnight even before
they had finished. Brooks and Mary
Scott left together. They were both
too exhausted for words. 5

As they crpssed the street Mary
suddenly touched his arm.

“Look!” she whispered.

A girl was leaning up against the
wall, her face buried in her hands,
sobbing bitterly. They both watched
her for a moment. It was Amy Hard-
inge. :

“I will go and spea.k to her, Mary
whispered.

Brooks drew  her away.

“Not one wom of advice, he said.
“Let us keep to our principles.
end will;be surer.” ;

They turned :the ~corner of . the
street. Above the shouting : of an
angry woman and the crazy song of
a drunken man. the girl’s sobs still
lingered in their ears.

CHAPTER VIO
Mr: Bullsgm is Staggered.
Mr. Bullsom looked up from his let-
ters with an.ajr. of satisfaction. ’
“Gompany to.dinner, Mrs. Bull-
son!” he declared. «
“Some ' more iof. your silly old di-
rectors; I -suppose,” said Selina,  dis-
contentedly. What a nuisance they
are.”: : E
Mr. Bullhon frowned. ;
‘“My silly old directors, as you call
‘'em,” he answered, “may not be ex-

-actly up to the idea of refinement,

but I wouldn’t call ‘em  names if I}

a month, Afterwards, if your story|

moving away from before

The |

+dinner tonight.”

‘Wednesday, July 6, 1910

more care, ‘and‘ a man-servant abdut
thle place is a thing I could mnever
'abide. If 'you felt like taking sittings
rat Mr.| Thompson,s as well as our
own chapel, so that we eonld go there
when we felt we “needed .a change, I
'thtnk I slmuld like it sometimes. But:
it seems a ‘waste of good monéy with
Sunda‘.ys only coming ofice ‘in seven
days.”

Mr. Bullson shook with good-hum—
ored laughter.-

“Mother, mother,” he said we
shall never smarten you up, shall we,
girls? Now, what do you say, Sel-
ina?”’ ; ;

" %1 should like a country house
quite ten or fifteen miles away from
here, lots of horses and carriages,
and a house in town for the season,”
Selina declared, boldly.

“And you, Louise?”
YT would lllze what
said.” ! By

Mg, Bullson looked a llttle grave.

“The house ln London he said;
“You shall have, whether I buy it or
only hire it for a few months at a
time. If we haven’t friends up there,
there are always the theatres and
music-halls, and-lots going on. But
a country house is a bit different. I
thought of a building up at Nichol
son’s Corner, where the trams s‘op.
The land belongs to me, and there’s
room for the biggest house in Med-
chester.”

Selina tossed her head.

“Of course,” she said. “If we have
to spend all our lives in this hateful
suburb it doesn’t much matier wheth-
er you stay here or build another
house, no one will come to sce us.
We shall never jget to Kknow any-
body.”

“And supposing you zo out iuto
the country,” Mr. Bul'son al',ued
“How do you knew ‘tha yon sill raake
friends- there?”

“People must eall]” S:lina answer
ed, “If you subscribe to the hoansds
and you must get made a magls-
trate.”

“We have lived here for a great
many years,” said Mr. Bullson, ‘and
there are very superici people liv-
ing - almost at our doors whom you
girls cen’'t know to bow to.”
 Sei.u tossed her head.

“pperior yonr call them, do \ml"
A “sii'y-stuck-up lot 1 think They
form (nemselves into little sets, and
if yau don’t heiore, they trcat vou
a (. zh you hLui smuli-pox”

The men are al pleasant -nough,”
Mr. Bullson remarked. “I meet them
in the trams and in business, and
they're always glad enough to pass
the time o' day.”

“Oh, the men are all right;,” Selina
answered. “It is easy enough to know
them. Mr. Wensome trod on my
dress the other day, and apologized
as if he’d torn it off my back, and]
the next day he give me his seat in
the car. I always acknowledged him,
and he’s glad enough to come and
falk, but if his wife’s with him, she
looks straight ahead as if every one
elgse in the car were mummies.”

Mr. Bullson cut the end of a cigar
thoughtfully, and motioned Louise to
get him a light. :

“You see, your mother and I are
getting on in life,” he said, “and its
‘a great thing to ask us to settle down
in a place where there’s no slipping
off down to the ¢lub in the evening,
and no chance of a friend dropping in
for a chat. We’ve got to an age when |
we’ve got to have some one to talk to.
I ain’t going to say that a big house
in the country isn’t a nice thing to

Selina - has

be first class. But it’'s a big move,
and it ain’t to be decided about all
in a hnrry

_“Why, father, theres the shooting;”
Selina exclaimed. “You're fond of
‘that, and the men will go anywhere
for really good shooting, and make
here wives go, too. If you could get

covert or two on the estate, I'm per-
fectly certain we should be all right.”
Mr. Bullson looked still a littlej
doubtful.
“That is all very well,” he said,
“pbut 1 don’t want to bribe people into
‘my “house with shooting and good
cooklug, -and ‘nursing there bloo
foxes, That ain’t my idea of . makln&
friends.”
" “It's only breaking the ice—just at
first,” Selina argued.  ‘“Afterwards
I'm sure you'd find them friendly en-
ough.”
“I tell. you what I shall do,” Mr.
Bullgon said, deliberately;:
consult the friend I have coming to

Selina smiled contemptuously .
“Pshaw!” she -exclaimed. “What do
any of them = know about such

have, and the gardens and that would |

a place with plenty of it, and a fox-}

“I  shall} :

Yess,
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things?”
Bullson ‘replied, mysteriously.

most  simultaneously.
“Is it- Mr. Brooks?”

“You don’t know . who it is;” Mr.

The gitls turned towards him al-

'young chap and uncommonly  con-
scientious, he's not well known gen-|
erally, and he hasn’t the position in
the town or anywhere which people
generally look for in a parliamentary

ery one admits ‘that he's a ecleverf

e

family, as it were, T'll go on to say
this,” Mr. Bullson continued, his right
thumb finding its way to the armhole
of his waistcoat. “I'm going to drop
a hint at the first opportunity I get,

names, I dir say, and ‘Arding’s as
good as any other. Leave a body be, | A Wwearylooking man with hollow
won’t yer?” eyes ‘and nervously-twitching fingers
She turned round to Brooks, and |found himself pushed before the desk.
disclosed a most alarming rent ln her |He seemed at first embarra.ssed and
gown. half dazed. Brooks waited without any

Lecandidate. I may tell you, girls, and
you, mother; that he was selected so-
lely on my unqualified support and
my casting vote.”

“I hope,” Mrs. Bullson said, *“that
he will ‘be properly grateful.”

were you. They've made me one of
the richest men in Medchester.”
“A /lot ‘we get out of it,” Loulse
grunted, discontentedly. "me the day belore yesterday,”
“You get as much as you deserve Mr. Bullson sald, “as chairman of the
“Look -’ére, guv'nor,” she said,|sign of lmpatltnce When at last he | Mr. Bullson re%rted Besiﬂeﬂ. yout | committee, I had the pleasure of tor.
“tha’s my name, and I ’as a back |spoke, it was without the sligh®es: S0 plagulng lmpatient “ You don wardlng to Brooks a fml invita:| “I'm sure it is very good of ‘you,|
room  behind old Connel's fish-shop |trace of any Coekney accent. hear your mother talk iike that” = |tion to be come the parliamentary pa” Selina declared, affably,  She
next door but one to ’ere. If yer want| “I—I beg your pardon, sir! I ought Selina whispered something under | candidate for the borough, He writes|liked the idea of Breoks owing Qg
to give away things to them as wants [not perhaps  to intrude here, but 1|her breath ‘which Mr. Bullson, if he|to me by return to say that he will|much to her father.
'em, wot price a new. skirt ’ere, eh?” |don't know who needs help more than | heard, ¢hose to fgnore. "' . |be here thig. afternoon, as he wishes| “There’s no young man,” Mr, Bull-
A woman from the rear leaned, over |I do.” “I've explained to you all before,” to see me xiorlonally o son said, “whom I like so much or

quite eéasually, that whichever of you
girls gets married first gets a cheque
from me for one hundred thousand
pounds e

Even '‘Selina was smggerod Mrs.
Bulleon was positively frighened,
_“Mr. Bullsoni!™ - she said. ‘“Peter
you aint got as much as that? Don’t
teli m"l

‘ *¥ am worth today,” Mr. Bullsom
‘sald, nolemnly “at ‘least five hundred

Mr. Bullson nodded. Selina flushed
with pleasure and tried to look un-
conscious.

A ¥ |
""E" ﬁ to“Brooks i
ﬁ‘ﬁ“ *,., ;:':'.,_w HW'@ The ’ussy,” she-said.

take notice of ’er, sir.

“Don’t you | costermonger.
We all knows 'the ’ead, but he's a scholar and fair

“He’s orl right, sir,”

sung out the{he continued, “that up to the end of|
“He is a bit queer in|last year we 've _being holding the en-
tire property—-—over 3 mlluon pounds!across at Seljn;.

tlma,"

3 4 must say be hasn’t lost much|think so much of a8 Mr. Brooks.

et 2

Louise remarked,

lmﬂull T'd a son like ha I'd be a proud man.|
And as we're here all alone, just the




