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Pref ace by Lutheran Li brar ian

In re pub lish ing this book, we seek to in tro duce this au thor to a new gen- 
er a tion of those seek ing au then tic spir i tu al ity.

JOSEPH HOCK ING (1860-1937), was a Cor nish nov el ist and United
Methodist Free Church min is ter. Like the Amer i can Pres by te rian min is ter
Ed ward Roe, Hock ing’s nov els com bine rich char ac ters with grip ping sto- 
ries. Joseph Hock ing pub lished more than 101 books and was greatly re- 
spected as a fic tion writer.

The Lutheran Li brary Pub lish ing Min istry finds, re stores and re pub lishes
good, read able books from Lutheran au thors and those of other sound
Chris tian tra di tions. All ti tles are avail able at lit tle to no cost in proof read
and freshly type set edi tions. Many free e-books are avail able at our web site
Luther an Li brary.org. Please en joy this book and let oth ers know about this
com pletely vol un teer ser vice to God’s peo ple. May the Lord bless you and
bring you peace.

A Note about Ty pos [Ty po graph i cal Er rors]

Please have pa tience with us when you come across ty pos. Over time we
are re vis ing the books to make them bet ter and bet ter. If you would like to
send the er rors you come across to us, we’ll make sure they are cor rected.
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1. The Sa cred Stones Of Moab

BAM FIELD CAREW shrugged his shoul ders some what con temp tu ously,
nev er the less he looked grave. This was no won der, for al though the sit u a- 
tion was not with out its sug ges tion of hu mor, it was weighty with tragic is- 
sues. Cer tainly the faces of the dark-skinned Arabs and the wild look of fa- 
nati cism in their eyes told of their fierce de ter mi na tion that their con di tions
should be com plied with.

“You mean to say,” he said in good Ara bic to the leader of the gang who
sur rounded him and the grey-bearded man by his side, “that my life will he
spared if I re nounce Chris tian ity and ac cept your faith?”

“That is what I do say, my son. Out of our great good ness we make this
of fer — not only to you, but to the other. Ah, be thank ful it is with me and
not with Abou Bazouki that you have to deal. If he stood in my place you
would surely die, you and the other; but I have a mer ci ful heart, and I would
save your soul. There is but one true re li gion, my dear; all oth ers are false
re li gions — lies, all lies. Al lah spoke to our Prophet, and to him He re- 
vealed His will. We are your friends in what we ask; give up lies, ac cept the
truth.”

Again Bam field Carew shrugged his shoul ders.
“I am no Chris tian,” he said." To me one re li gion is as good as an other.

There is good in all re li gions; and I am not a Chris tian any more than I am a
Mo hammedan or a Bud dhist. There fore I can not re nounce what I do not
hold."

“Ah but that makes no dif fer ence. You are Eng lish and all Eng lish are
Chris tians.”

“Oh, very well, see ing you know bet ter than I,” replied the young man,
with a kind of a gri mace.

I say you must be," said the Arab im pa tiently. " Ev ery man must have
his re li gion, and the true faith is not to be found in your coun try. It has been
told me again and again that in Eng land all are Chris tians. Be sides, what
have you come to our coun try for? You come to steal our sa cred things. You
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lay your in fi del hands on our sa cred stones, and it is writ ten in our law that
an in fi del who does this ought to die. But it is not for me to ar gue. I am of
the true faith, there fore it is for you to obey. Thus, if you would live, you
must give up the wrong re li gion and em brace the true."

Bam field Carew looked around him anx iously, and, oc cu pied as his
mind was with the al ter na tive that was set be fore him, he could not help be- 
ing im pressed by the scene. Around him stretched a wild, ster ile, moun tain- 
ous coun try. Noth ing grew but a kind of bleached desert grass, a few olive
trees and a num ber of cac tus bushes. The si lence, save for the sound of the
voices of the Arabs, was a si lence that one seemed to hear. Away in the dis- 
tance Mount Nebo lifted its gi ant head into the blue sky, a king amidst the
host of lower peaks which, were plainly vis i ble in the light of the low er ing
sun. Many miles south ward the rocky sum mits of Sinai glis tened in the
sun’s rays, while north ward snow-capped Her mon could be seen by those
who cared to climb any of the moun tains near. They were right away in the
Arab coun try, many miles from the beaten track of Eu ro pean vis i tors. In- 
deed, from the first the young man knew that the mis sion upon which he
was en gaged was pos si bly per ilous, al though he did not se ri ously be lieve
that any harm would hap pen to him.

Bam field Carew was a young man of means and of leisure. It is true an
ed i tor of one of the Lon don pa pers had ar ranged to print any ar ti cles which
he might be dis posed to write about his ex pe ri ences dur ing his visit to the
East, but this ar range ment placed prac ti cally no re stric tions upon his ac- 
tions. While in Jerusalem he fell in with some peo ple who were in ter ested
in the op er a tions of the Pales tine Ex plo ration So ci ety, and be came ac- 
quainted with a man who, al though not of fi cially con nected with the so ci- 
ety, was an ar dent sup porter of its projects. This gen tle man. Sir Richard
Win scombe by name, had been per suaded to visit Pales tine be cause he had
been led to be lieve that some hun dred miles east of the Dead Sea there were
to be seen cer tain stones which had a very im por tant bear ing upon the Pen- 
ta teuch. In deed, a Jew ish man named Vac chelli who pro fessed to be con- 
verted to Chris tian ity had come to him with what ap peared in dis putable ev i- 
dence of their ex is tence, and of their supreme im por tance. It tran spired later
that this man had sub mit ted his dis cov ery to the com mit tee of the Pales tine
Ex plo ration So ci ety, but the com mit tee had de cided that both he and his dis- 
cov ery were frauds, and had dis missed him some what curtly.
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Sir Richard, af ter hav ing tested, as far as he was able, the value of the
story which the man told him, de cided to visit the East in or der to see for
him self whether the com mit tee of the Ex plo ration So ci ety had not com mit- 
ted a pro found blun der in dis card ing the man’s al leged dis cov ery. When Sir
Richard’s daugh ter, Joan, knew of her fa ther’s de ci sion, she ex pressed a
strong de sire to ac com pany him. For Joan, al though she was in clined to
agree with the so ci ety’s de ci sion, was a girl of schol arly in stincts, and had a
great love for the by paths of lit er a ture. Upon hear ing of his daugh ter’s wish,
Sir Richard asked his sis ter, a widow named Mar shall, who had lived with
him ever since his wife’s death, if she would also go with them.

The party ar rived at Jerusalem to wards the end of Sep tem ber, and ar- 
ranged to stay at the Mediter ranean Ho tel while Sir Richard made prepa ra- 
tions for his visit to the mosque, which stood about a hun dred miles east of
the Dead Sea, where the won der ful stones were to be seen. It was here that
Bam field Carew met the party. Sir Richard had known Bam field’s fa ther as
a young man, and thus a kind of friend ship was quickly es tab lished. Joan
Win scombe, how ever, was not fa vor ably im pressed by Bam field, and had
avoided him as much as pos si ble. So much so, that when he had pro posed
to ac com pany her fa ther on his jour ney of in ves ti ga tion she had de cided to
stay at Jerusalem dur ing his ab sence.

As for Bam field, he had at first lit tle in ter est and no faith in Sir
Richard’s quest, but af ter be ing present at one or two in ter views be tween
the Baronet and Vac chelli he was less skep ti cal. Be sides, he saw ma te rial
for some in ter est ing ar ti cles. The rea son why Sir Richard fa vored his go ing
with him was be cause he spoke Ara bic flu ently. Dur ing his Ox ford days
Bam field had be come ac quainted with a young Arab, and the ac quain tance
had re sulted in his study of Ara bic.

“There is no dan ger in the jour ney, I sup pose?” said Sir Richard.
“With a proper es cort, none,” replied the Vac chelli.
“Even if I wished to take the ladies with me?”
“Per fectly. Of course, the jour ney will be off the beaten track, and it will

be wise to have a strong es cort of dragomen and ser vants; but there is not
the slight est dan ger.”

“I have heard that there are bands of rob bers which in fest the dis trict,”
said Sir Richard, some what doubt fully.

“Bands,” said Vac chelli scorn fully. “Doubt less there are a few thieves,
but there are no or ga nized bands. It is not the kind of coun try for that kind
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of thing. A mod er ately strong guard is all that we need. I know Jerusalem
well, and I can find a few stout fel lows among the Arabs here, all Chris- 
tians, who will keep a per fect guard.”

“But the mosque it self where the stones are is gov erned by a fa nat i cal
sect, of the Moslems?”

“Else the stones would not ex ist to day,” he replied. “For more than a
thou sand years has that mosque stood there, and to many the place is more
sa cred than Mecca it self. But I know the Sheikh, and it was he who gave me
fa cil i ties for my in ves ti ga tions. In deed, he is more than a Sheikh, he is a
kind of Sheikh-ul-is lam, the high est ec cle si as ti cal func tionary for hun dreds
of miles around. Even as Fa ther Abra ham was of olden time he is to day.”

“And he is friendly to you, you say?”
“Else I should never have been able to tell you of my dis cov er ies, Sir

Richard. He showed me the stones on which are writ ten the won drous
things I have told you of.”

Sir Richard Win scombe’s eyes sparkled with the joy of an tic i pa tion. If
Vac chelli’s in for ma tion were true he would be able to star tle the world. His
name would he handed down to his tory, and he would be spo ken of as one
who, in an age of skep ti cism, ab so lutely demon strated the truth of a great
part of the hooks of the Pen ta teuch. He would he able to prove that Abra- 
ham was a real per son, and that Moses did ac tu ally lead the Is raelites from
Egypt. Be sides, the stones which Vac chelli had spo ken about might only
mean the be gin ning of other and greater dis cov er ies.

Ac cord ingly the prepa ra tions for the jour ney went for ward, and as the
days went by not only Sir Richard but Bam field Carew be came more and
more ea ger to start.

Not that Bam field’s in ter ests were iden ti cal with Sir Richard’s. Bam field
was a con vinced skep tic, and, as he said later, one re li gion was the same as
an other to him. He sprang from an old Cor nish fam ily, and the branch to
which he be longed had, in spite of the Ref or ma tion, re mained Ro man
Catholics. They had been fa vor able to the com ing of the Pre tender1 in 1745,
and had aided ev ery at tempt made to bring back the power of the Pa pacy
into Eng land. But Bam field had from his child hood been of an in quir ing
turn of mind. His re li gious in struc tor as a youth had been a Ro man Catholic
priest who ac cepted the dog mas of his faith with out ques tion. No mat ter
what the Church said, he be lieved it as a mat ter of course. He had no trou- 
ble with the pro nounce ments of Pius IX. Had the Church de clared for the
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im mac u late con cep tion of Joseph and of the twelve Apos tles, as well as that
of the Vir gin Mary, Fa ther Banyon would not have de murred. He never
doubted the mir a cles at Lour des, the power of the Holy Coat at Treves, or
the won ders of the wink ing Madonna. He was a sim ple-minded be liever,
who be lieved that he was do ing the will of God by ac cept ing all that he was
taught to ac cept with out de mur.

He was, as may be imag ined, no scholar, and cer tainly not fit ted to be
the in struc tor of such a youth as Bam field, who pelted the old man with
ques tions un til he was well-nigh dis tracted. The con se quences may be eas- 
ily con ceived. Fa ther Banyon’s in abil ity to deal with the keen-wit ted
youth’s queries re sulted in the lat ter’s mind be ing left in a state of chaos.
Ac cord ing to the early bent of his mind he had sup posed that the Ro man
Catholic Church must be the true and only Church, of Christ, but the thou- 
sand con tra dic tions which met him at ev ery turn made it im pos si ble for him
to be a con vinced Catholic. The Ro man Catholic claim to be the one and
only Church of Christ seemed to him pre pos ter ous. The more Fa ther
Banyon floun dered the more be wil dered did Bam field be come. At last the
old priest went to Bam field’s fa ther, and told him of his dif fi culty.

“He needs a clev erer and more learned man than I, Mr. Carew” he said.
“He is a Thomas by na ture, and I, un like our Blessed Lord, am un able to
say, ‘Reach hither thy fin ger and be hold My hands.’”

Mr. Carew had for some time seen the drift of things, and. be ing ac- 
quainted with a very clever priest, so licited his aid.

This priest, an Ital ian, had spent many years in Rome, and had also spent
some time in Amer ica. He was the com plete an tithe sis of Fa ther Banyon.
He be longed to what is called the lib eral school of Ro man Catholics, and
was the per sonal friend of Dr. St. George Mi vart.2 It is true he was not so
out spo ken as this ec cen tric ge nius, but he held prac ti cally the same views.
Fa ther Mussi was in deed, rather a Greek pa gan than a Ro man Catholic
Chris tian. To him the Church was lit tle more than a medium for ex press ing
his re li gious emo tions in an artis tic fash ion. His tor i cal sanc tion it had lit tle
or none. In pri vate con ver sa tion with those whom he could trust, he spoke
freely of Chris tian rites and be liefs as be ing merely the sur vivals of older
rites and faiths, but that while lit tle value could be at tached to them by the
ed u cated, they were very use ful and help ful, in deed nec es sary, to the ig no- 
rant. On cer tain oc ca sions he even went so far as to speak of the Founder of
Chris tian ity as the “Christ-myth,” and of His res ur rec tion as a “nec es sary
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fa ble.” His read ing was prodi gious. He had min gled freely with men of
many na tion al i ties and re li gions, and as sumed an at ti tude of easy tol er ance
for dif fer ing forms of faith.

Bam field Carew was not long in ar riv ing at a cor rect un der stand ing of
Fa ther Mussi’s mind, and, as may be imag ined, the un der stand ing did not
help him back to faith in the Church of his fa thers. In deed, it had the op po- 
site ef fect, and by the time he had been a year at Mag dalen Col lege in Ox- 
ford he had dis carded all re li gion. Old Fa ther Banyon’s teach ing ap peared
to him il log i cal and ab surd, while Fa ther Mussi’s was un real and un wor thy.
He could re spect Fa ther Banyon; in deed, he did re spect him sin cerely, even
while he could not help think ing lightly of his in tel lec tual at tain ments. He at
least was hon est and sin cere. But he could not re spect Fa ther Mussi. His po- 
si tion was not hon or able: it was not can did; it was not sin cere. Thus it came
about that what frag ments of faith he held when he came un der Mussi’s in- 
flu ence were quickly scat tered to the winds.

He was now twenty-eight years of age, and had for sev eral years held
him self aloof from all Churches. Some times he lan guidly de clared him self
to be a Catholic, and that Church still claimed him as an ad her ent, but in re- 
al ity he was no more a Chris tian than was Plato or Seneca. He held that
there was a moral ity com mon to all re li gions, which he, of course, re- 
spected; as to the Chris tian story, how ever, it was a mere sur vival of an ig- 
no rant and su per sti tious age.

Per son ally, Bam field Carew was on the whole a healthy-minded, clean-
liv ing fel low. He was much liked at Ox ford, where he had taken a very
good de gree; and al though he lacked any great se ri ous pur pose in life, he
was not guilty of the re puted vices of the young men of leisure. One of his
hob bies was trav el ing, and as he wielded a facile pen his ar ti cles were
gladly re ceived by an Ox ford friend who held the post of ed i tor of one of
the Lon don dailies.

He had seen from the out set of his ac quain tance with Sir Richard Win- 
scombe that Joan Win scombe did not re gard him with fa vor; but this did not
trou ble him in the slight est de gree. He was ac com pa ny ing the ex pe di tion,
be cause he loved ad ven ture, and be cause he be lieved he saw a pos si bil ity of
writ ing ar ti cles which would he of in ter est, pos si bly of ex tra or di nary in ter- 
est.

Dur ing their jour ney to the Dead Sea noth ing hap pened. They were on
the track of the or di nary tourist, and were thus well within the bounds of
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civ i liza tion. Af ter hav ing forded the Jor dan, how ever, each felt that a new
stage of their jour ney had com menced. All signs of Eu ro pean in flu ence dis- 
ap peared, and the drear lone li ness of the jour ney from Beth le hem to the Jor- 
don seemed as noth ing to the grim des o la tion of the dis trict be yond. Still,
there ap peared to be no dan ger. Now and then a stray Bedouin of the desert
eyed them cu ri ously and sus pi ciously as they passed, but they were not mo- 
lested. Bam field Carew could not help feel ing how ever that in spite of a
fairly strong body guard it was pos si ble that any thing might hap pen. The
East, he re flected was un change able, and the fa nati cism of the days of Mo- 
hammed had not abated dur ing the process of the suns. Those dark-skinned
Arabs who gave them fierce, sus pi cious glances as they passed were com- 
par a tively un touched by the civ i liza tion of the West, and he knew that the
fierce fires which burnt in their hearts long years be fore, caus ing them to
cry, “Death or con ver sion,” burnt with as much ar dor as ever. He no ticed,
more over, that their Arab ser vants be came ex ceed ingly sub dued. They no
longer sang im promptu love songs as they led the pack mules along the
stony tracks, but were silent, alert and gloomy. As for Vac chelli, he was ev i- 
dently filled with a kind of dread. His eyes, which in Jerusalem seemed lit- 
tle more than nar row slits, now be came al most pro trud ing, and when he
spoke it was al ways in a fear ful whis per.

“How long will it take us to reach Tel Moloch?” asked Bam field of the
drago man at the end of the fifth day’s jour ney from the Dead Sea.

“One day more and we shall see it,” said the drago man, and while Carew
heaved a sigh of re lief at the thought that the jour ney would soon be at an
end, he was not free from ap pre hen sion as to what would hap pen when they
reached their des ti na tion.

Still, he had no thought of aban don ing Sir Richard Win scombe, who as
the days went by, be came more and more ex cited at the thought of his great
dis cov ery.

At the end of the next day’s jour ney they had come to a spot only two
hours from the mosque, and it was here that Sir Richard de cided to make
his fi nal prepa ra tions for his visit.

“Well, Vac chelli,” said Sir Richard, as they alighted from their horses,
“we have now got with out mishap to the end of our jour ney.”

“It is only two hours to the stones,” said Vac chelli with pre tend ing ea- 
ger ness, al though Carew saw that the man looked un easy and ner vous.

“And you say you can bring the Sheikh here tonight?”
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“I will bring him here tonight,” said Vac chelli.
“That is well. Get your din ner at once, my good fel low, and then get

away with all speed.”
“It is barely sun set yet, Sir Richard, and it will not be safe for me to go

un til much later, and then I need strong guard.”
“Very well,” said the Baronet, “wait till later then. and take a strong

guard; but do not de lay the mat ter longer than is ab so lutely nec es sary, for I
am tired, and shall be glad to go to bed. All the same, I want to see this
Sheikh be fore I sleep tonight.”

“I will do ev ery thing, Sir Richard, ev ery thing,” replied Vac chelli. Nev er- 
the less, Carew could not help feel ing that he was ill at ease.

Mean while the Arabs pitched their tents and made ready for the night.
The place the drago man had se lected for their rest ing-place was in a val ley,
and was so hid den that it was im pos si ble to guess of their prox im ity un til
within a few yards of them.

“Are you tired, Carew?”
“Not a lit tle bit.”
“Ah, you are a young man. When you are twice your present age, young

man, you’ll not be able to sit in a sad dle nine hours with out feel ing weary,
es pe cially if you have to travel through such coun try as you have been cov- 
er ing to day.”

Two hours later the two men sat to gether in the gaily-col ored tent which
was used by them for a din ing-room and lounge, smok ing their af ter-din ner
cigars.

“Not so bad for a desert, eh?” said sir Richard, as he stretched him self in
a com fort able can vas chair.

He had par taken of a good din ner, and now felt re freshed. “I am al most
sorry,” he went on, “that we did not bring the ladies with us. Joan would
have en joyed the whole jour ney while my sis ter is a first-rate trav eler.”

“Just as well that they are safely en sconced at Jerusalem.” replied Carew.
“They would nec es sar ily have to be left alone while we go to the mosque,
and-well you must re mem ber that we are be yond civ i liza tion.”

“Yes, I sup pose we are; but I do not an tic i pate any dif fi culty and there
hasn’t been a sign of dan ger”

Carew did not ex press the thoughts which arose in his mind. Sir Richard
seemed happy and con fi dent; be sides, all his doubts might be ground less.
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Presently the can vas which formed the door of the tent moved, and he
heard Vac chelli’s voice crav ing per mis sion to en ter.

A mo ment later Vac chelli ap peared, ac com pa nied by a tall gaunt Arab.

1. Charles Ed ward Stu art, Ja co bite pre tender to the thrones of Eng land,
Scot land, Ire land, and France↩ 

2. St. George Mi vart was an Eng lish bi ol o gist. He at tempted to rec on cile
Dar win’s the ory of evo lu tion with the be liefs of the Ro man Catholic
Church. -Wikipedia.↩ 
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2. The Mosque of Eed Al Kur‐ 
ban

BOTH SIR RICHARD AND CAREW looked at the stranger keenly. He was
clothed in a robe of green silk, which at one time must have been very
hand some, but was now much soiled and weather-stained. On his head he
wore a green tur ban, show ing that he had made the pil grim age to Mecca.
His man ner was some what ob se quious, and Carew could not help notic ing
that he looked furtively at each of them, and, cast his eves quickly around,
as though he ex pected to see some one hid den in the folds of the tent. He
wore a long black beard, and his face was much tanned by the sun. Al- 
though he was ex tremely thin, he was ev i dently a man of im mense mus cu- 
lar strength. He ap peared to be about forty-five years old.

“This is Abou Ben Ke bron, Sheikh of Tel Moloch and guardian of the
great mosque of Eed Al Kur ban, which means the place of sac ri fice,” said
Vac chelli as the man bowed first to one and then to the other.

“I am greatly in debted to you for com ing, said Sir Richard in very halt- 
ing Ara bic.”It is more than an hour’s jour ney to Tel Moloch, I am told."

“When I was told you had come I de layed not even while one could
count ten,” replied the man. “Howa jja” — turn ing to Vac chelli — “hath told
me of your great ness in your coun try, and of your abun dance of gold.
There fore I came quickly.”

“And you have the keys of the Mosque of Eed Al Kur ban?” said Sir
Richard.

“I have the keys.”
“And you know where these stones are?”
“Else had your great ness never heard of them, else had not Howa jja

never seen them with his own eyes.”
“And you can take us to them?”
“I can take you to them, but not tonight.”
“No?”
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“It will need much care, and must be done in se cret. These stones are
much ven er ated, ay, even were they the ta bles of stone on which the prophet
Moses wrote the law they could not be more trea sured. There fore, I should
have to prom ise my peo ple much gold, ay, very much gold.”

“But can your peo ple read the in scrip tions?” "
“They can not read the in scrip tions, but they know they are sa cred stones,

and that they were sa cred stones when they were placed in the Beit Al lah;
the house of God, more than ten hun dred years ago.”

“What does he say, Carew?” said Sir Richard. " I do not quite fol low
him."

Bam field Carew trans lated the man’s words, and added in Ital ian, a lan- 
guage which they had dis cov ered was un known to Vac chelli, “We ex pected
this; it is ev i dently a mat ter of barter. Stick to your ‘pay ment by re sults’
prin ci ple.”

“They are pre cious stones,” went on the Arab, “they are as old as the
prophet Moses.”

“And can you read the in scrip tions?” asked Sir Richard.
I have read them, as I told you. Sir Richard," said Vac chelli. When you

see them, you who are great scholar you who have so much stud ied the
Semitic tongues, you will say what I have said. There is nod ding in the
world like them. They are worth their weight in gold, ay, in gold well re- 
fined."

“I shall be will ing to pay, and pay hand somely for them if they are as
valu able as you say,” said Sir Richard; “but I must ex am ine them first.”

“You pay noth ing un til you see?” said Vac chelli ex cit edly.
“I will pay the Sheikh for tak ing us to them,” said Sir Richard, “then,

when I have them in my pos ses sion, I will pay him more. Af ter wards, when
they have been thor oughly ex am ined by com pe tent schol ars, and they prove
to be what you say they are, I will give him a fur ther sum.”

Vac chelli com mu ni cated this re ply to the Sheikh, and Carew no ticed that
a sin is ter look came into his eyes. Ev i dently he was think ing deeply, and his
thoughts were not al to gether pleas ant.

“How much will you pay?” he asked presently.
“I will pay you twenty pounds for tak ing us to the spot where they are

placed,” said Sir Richard.
The Arab rose to go.
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“By the Prophet’s beard,” he said, “we might be play ing at a boy’s game.
I will go back to my peo ple and to my bed.”

“But,” said Carew, “you are sure the stones are what you say they are?”
“Am I sure that the sun rises in the east and sets in the west?” replied the

Arab. “Am I sure that fire is hot, and that wa ter is wet?”
“Then all is well” replied Carew. “Sir Richard will pay you twenty

pounds to be his guide — only his guide.”
“That is the pay ment for a drago man, and not for a fa ther of a peo ple,”

replied the Arab.
“Then,” went on Carew, “Sir Richard, when he has seen the stones and

they ap pear to be what you say, he will give you more money.”
"My peo ple would not have them touched with out much money. I must

give the Nazir, the Imams and the Muezzins large gifts of gold be fore they
will let an in fi del put their hands on our sa cred places.

The man was so per sis tent in this that at length Sir Richard be gan to re- 
lent, and but for Carew he would there and then have placed a large sum of
money in the Arab’s hands. But al though Sir Richard was twice as old as
Carew he did not pos sess so much knowl edge of the Arab char ac ter.

“This is what we will do,” he said at length, “when we are at the door of
the mosque and you have opened it we will put fifty sov er eigns in your
hands.”

The Arab’s eyes glis tened; but he still made a show of main tain ing his
ground.

By the Prophet’s beard," he cried, “do you not trust me, a fa ther of my
peo ple, the Sheikh ul Is lam?”

“By the Prophet’s beard,” replied Carew, in a ban ter ing tone, “see ing
you pre fer that form of oath, do you not trust Sir Richard? I be lieve you to
be as hon est as any other Arab. But things hap pen, you know. Then, be fore
we take the stones back to Eng land we will give you more.”

“How much more?”
Again there was a long ar gu ment; but at length a sum was agreed upon.
“To mor row night we can go into the mosque, then?”
“To mor row night, at mid night. Can dles you must bring, for it will be

dark. I will make all prepa ra tions and I will lead you there. But do not go
nearer the mosque of Eed Al Kur ban than you are now, or my peo ple will
think evil things. To mor row you rest af ter your long jour ney, and then two
hours be fore mid night, you must start to come to Tel Moloch; when you are
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half hour from the Beit Al lah I will meet you and take you. You will bring
the money?” he added, and his eyes glis tened with greed.

“The money shall be brought,” was the re ply.
When the Arab had left the tent and the two men sat alone again, a si- 

lence fell be tween them for some min utes.
“Abou ben Ke bron does not im press you fa vor ably?” said Sir Richard.
“No; but he sets my mind at rest,” replied Carew.
“How?”
“Well, in this way. It is ev i dent to me that some an cient stones are in the

mosque; I am con vinced, more over, that he be lieves you will want to take
them away.”

“Why?”
“Else he would want more than fifty pounds for tak ing you to them. Ev i- 

dently Vac chelli has per suaded him of your great ness and your riches, and
he has ex trav a gant no tions as to the profit he is go ing to make out of the
trans ac tion. It is a good thing that the com mit tee of the Pales tine Ex plo- 
ration So ci ety re fused to con sider Vac chelli’s story or you would not have
got off so eas ily.”

“I am obliged to you for mak ing such good terms,” said Sir Richard.
“Like you, I am con vinced that there are stones of con sid er able an tiq uity in
the place, and when I see them I can quickly de cide whether it will be
worth while to trou ble fur ther about them.”

“Did you no tice that Mis ter Abou Ben Ke bron seemed very un easy?”
“Yes, I no ticed that.”
“What ap pears to me as strange is that a Sheikh ul Is lam should un der

any cir cum stances be will ing to barter away such price less trea sures.”
“He does not know their value. You must re mem ber that the Arab is not

trou bled about Bib li cal crit i cism, thus these stones will be only stones to
him. Be sides, you know how greedy they all are. They would sell any thing
for money.”

“Yes. here, as else where, most things are a mat ter of price,” said Carew;
nev er the less, he did not seem con vinced.

By eleven o’clock the next night they were well on their way to the vil- 
lage. Presently, when they were only a short dis tance from the mosque,
Abou Ben Ke bron ap peared be fore them, and bade the En glish men to fol- 
low him.
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“All is safe.” said the Arab, “for all men are asleep. Have you brought
the money?” he added fiercely.

“Yes,” replied Carew, “we will keep faith with you: see that you keep
faith with us.”

“Am I not Sheikh ul Is lam?” he an swered loftily? But make no noise."
He led the way through the silent streets of the vil lage, un til presently

they stood within the shadow of the mosque. A few min utes later they stood
within a kind of vestibule.

“Take off your shoes.” he com manded fiercely.
“Is that nec es sary?” said Carew. “Will it not he enough for you to tie

your holy slip pers over our shoes?”
“Are you not in fi dels?” he said, and his voice trem bled as he spoke. “By

Mo hammed’s beard, this Mosque of Eed Al Kur ban is not like the com mon
mosques at Jerusalem and Dam as cus. Not even the Beit Al lah at Mecca is
more sa cred than this. Other cities have grown cor rupt in the faith, but Tel
Moloch main tains the true re li gion. Its peo ple are among the few who have
kept them selves unspot ted. There fore take off your shoes, for the place is
holy.”

They did as they were bid den, while Abou Ben Ke bron walked around,
wav ing his arms and whis per ing fiercely.

“Al lah for give me!” Carew heard him say ing again and again, as if he
were afraid.

“Now, the money,” he cried, when they pro fessed them selves ready.
“Fifty sov er eigns, count them out in my hand. No, not yet; let us get within
the holy place.” They en tered, and the Arab care fully and noise lessly closed
the great door be hind them.

“Now, no one can see but Al lah Him self,” he whis pered fear fully. “Light
the can dles, and count the sov er eigns, in my hand.”

Sir’ Richard counted fifty sov er eigns in the man’s hands.
“And more I shall have to mor row?” he cried.
“More you shall have to mor row if what I have been told is true,” replied

Sir Richard.
“Come, then,” he cried, as he led the way across the great build ing.
A kind of fear laid hold of Carew as he fol lowed him To the young

man’s ex cited imag i na tion the rows of huge col umns seemed like sen tinels
for bid ding him to con tinue in his de signs; the spir its of un num bered hosts
of those who had been faith ful to the Ko ran seemed to threaten him with
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un ut ter able things Still he kept on with the oth ers and presently they found
them selves in a kind of an te room and a few min utes later Sir Richard Win- 
scombe was on his knees care fully ex am in ing some strange-look ing hi ero- 
glyph ics.

“Is it not as I say, Sir Richard?” whis pered Vac chelli presently.
The Baronet was pale to the lips, and his hands trem bled with ex cite- 

ment.
“You say,” he said to the Arab, “that I can take these stones away if I pay

you the money we agreed upon?”
“I have been mis taken,” said Abou. “I must have more – much more.

The Nazir, the Imams and the Muezzins say they must have more.”
“How much more?” asked the Baronet
“I would sug gest,” said Carew, “that we have an in ter view with the

Nazir, so that ——”
“No, no,” cried the Arab. “Am I not the Sheikh ul Is lam? Is not the Nazir

my in fe rior?”
“Nev er the less, if you will not stand by the bar gain we made last night,

we must, con sult this Nazir.” said Carew.
“Then you will never en ter here again.” cried the Arab. “I tell you that

— but let it be, if you will give me what you said, you may take them.”
“When?” asked Sir Richard.
“Now” cried the Arab.
“But I have no more money here.”
“Ah, but you will give me your word — you are Eng lish, you will give

me your word. And to mor row may be too late.”
“I am sure they are gen uine,” said Sir Richard to Carew. “The char ac ters

are some what oblit er ated, but I have read enough to know the tremen dous
im por tance of this dis cov ery.”

He was so ex cited by what he had seen that he had failed to no tice that
the Arab had com pletely changed his at ti tude. Abou Ben Ke bron had de- 
clared that it would be im pos si ble for Sir Richard to touch the stones un til
the hearts of the Nazir and the Imams had been warmed by the sight of
much gold and the prom ise of more. Now he seemed anx ious that the stones
should be re moved at once. At that mo ment, how ever, nei ther the Baronet
nor Carew trou bled about this. What they be lieved to be a dis cov ery of
supreme im por tance had filled them with a kind of fever. Why wait un til a
later date when the pre cious stones lay be fore them?
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“Strike while the iron is hot.” said the young man; “de lay will only bring
fresh dif fi cul ties.”

Sir Richard, noth ing loath, set to work to re move the stones. His heart,
beat so wildly with ex cite ment, and his mind was so filled with the great- 
ness of his good for tune, that he did not no tice a noise in the main build ing,
and was only aroused by the Arab speak ing in a hoarse, fear ful whis per.

“Fly, fly, Howa jja,” he said. “Leave ev ery thing — come!”
But be fore Sir Richard re al ized what he meant, a num ber of men rushed

upon him with a fierce look in their eyes. As for the Arab and Vac chelli,
they were nowhere to be seen.

For a mo ment Carew though the men would have struck them dead, so
fierce was their anger. In deed, it was only through the com mand of one old
man, who wore a white robe and a large green tur ban, that the ev i dent pur- 
pose of the wild-eyed Arabs was not car ried into ef fect.

For a few min utes there was such a clamor that nei ther of the two En- 
glish men could un der stand a word that was said. That they had been caught
in the act of com mit ting a ter ri ble sac ri lege was man i fest. The men’s faces
were dis torted with rage, and as they pointed first to the stones, and then to
the two En glish men, they flour ished their knives and ut tered the most ter ri- 
ble curses.

“Death, death!” were the words Carew dis tin guished amidst the ba bel of
tongues, while again he heard them say ing, “In fi dels,” hand writ ing of God,"
“blas phemy,” “pit of flame.”

Two of the Arabs, wear ing the most fe ro cious as pect, had seized Sir
Richard, and while one glared at him and ut tered wild de nun ci a tions, the
other shook him fiercely, point ing with his knife at the stones he had come
to seek.

Again and again Sir Richard tried to speak, but in his ex cite ment his
scanty stock of Ara bic left him. Even had he spo ken the lan guage flu ently,
it would not have availed him at that mo ment. Their cap tors were too mad
with rage to lis ten to a word. As for Carew, he was in an al most worse
predica ment. They flour ished their knives above his head some struck him
with their open hands, while oth ers poured curses upon him.

The young man bore this treat ment qui etly and grimly. He knew enough
of the men who had sur rounded him to re main per fectly quiet un til their
pas sion had some what spent it self. Be sides, he saw that the white-bearded
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old man was ad vis ing mod er a tion, and that lit tle by lit tle they were yield ing
to his in flu ence.

“Tell me the mean ing of this ac cursed out rage?” Carew heard the old
man say presently.

“Yes, yes, tell us that be fore we send you to the flam ing pit,” yelled two
or three oth ers.

“That’s what I have been try ing to do ever since you came here,” said
Carew qui etly.

“Then tell us — tell us!”
“Be quiet, and I will.” he replied; but it is im pos si ble to make my self

heard amidst this clamor. You needn’t shake me, man; I can tell you with out
that."

“Let the stranger speak” said the old man; let him ex plain if he can this
out rage on the stones of Al lah. Let him tell us why he and the grey-bearded
Howa jja have come as thieves in the night to steal away the hand writ ing of
Al lah, and thus bring a curse upon His faith ful ones."

Carew told his story calmly. They had not come to steal, but to buy.
Their Sheikh ul Is lam had opened the mosque for them, and showed them
the stones bear ing the an cient writ ing, and had sold them for a sum of
money.

“Sheikh ul Is lam!” cried the old man. “Who is this Sheikh ul Is lam?
Where is he? Let him ap pear.”

“He was wiser than we,” replied Carew; “he and Vac chelli got away
through that door way just as you came in.”

“What name bore he?” asked the old man.
“Abou Ben Ke bron,” replied Carew.
A great shout of de ri sion, anger and scorn arose, but Carew saw that

they be lieved his story. For a few min utes only con fu sion pre vailed. Each
man seemed to vie with the other in ex cited speech. At length the coun sels
of the old man ev i dently pre vailed.

“Come,” he said to Sir Richard and Carew presently.
They were led through the mosque un til they reached the door by which

they en tered, and here Sir Richard was some what com forted by the fact
they were al lowed to put on their shoes.

“Cheer up, Sir Richard,” Carew man aged to say. I am in clined to think
the worst is over. Ev i dently our friend Abou Ben Ke bron is a well-known
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char ac ter among these fel lows, and they will now look upon us as be ing de- 
ceived by him."

“Yes, but the stones — the writ ing!” replied the Baronet. “I am afraid we
have lost them for ever.”

“Who knows?” said Carew.
By this time they were out side the mosque, and their cap tors led them

through the vil lage to wards the moun tain range from which they had come.
Carew saw, how ever, that they were trav el ing to wards the south rather than
to wards the West. A lit tle later they reached a squalid vil lage among the
hills, and were with out cer e mony ush ered into a dirty hovel and left alone
in the dark ness.

“Well, Carew.” asked Sir Richard. “what do you think of this?”
“I am glad the ladies did not come.” replied the young man. “But don’t

be down-hearted: we shall get out of it all right. There’ll be a lot of pat ter
among these fel lows, and then — well, it’ll be a mat ter of money.”

“You think so?”
“I feel sure of it.”
When morn ing came food was brought to them, and af ter they had eaten,

the old man and two oth ers asked them many ques tions, and Carew in an- 
swer ing them re peated the story he had told them the pre vi ous night.
Through out the day they were al lowed to walk around a kind of court yard
at the back of their prison, but they were kept un der strict su per vi sion.

That evening they were taken to a hol low among the lulls, and there the
old man whose in flu ence had been so po tent the night be fore made known
his will.

“Abou Ben Ke bron is a thief, a liar, a blas phe mer,” he said. " He was
Sheikh ul Is lam, but he has been dis graced. “He has es caped with the Jew
but they will be found, brought back, tor tured and put to death. We be lieve
your story, but you have com mit ted a great sin, a sin so great that un less it
be ex pi ated, the wrath of Al lah will be upon us all for ever and ever.”

At the word ex pi a tion Carew’s eyes twin kled. “It’s only a mat ter of
money af ter all,” he thought.

“Well, tell us your will,” he said.
“This is our judg ment,” said the old man. “Each of you pay us two hun- 

dred pieces of your gold; that is to atone for the out rage done to us. For the
out rage done to Al lah you do more. To atone for that and to keep Al lah’s
curse from rest ing upon us for ever, you here and now em brace the true
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faith, the one and only true faith which was re vealed to Mo hammed, the
Prophet of Al lah.”
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3. The Al ter na tive

“WHAT DOES HE SAY?” asked Sir Richard; “I did not quite fol low him. The
two hun dred pieces of gold I un der stood, and, of course. I pay will ingly; but
the rest I could not un der stand.”

“I think it was a joke,” said Carew. “He says we must be come Mo- 
hammedans.”

“Be care ful. Carew.” said Sir Richard: “say noth ing to anger him, but
make him re al ize how im pos si ble this is.”

“Your honor is pleased to jest with us.” said Carew with a laugh to the
old man: but he was sorry the mo ment the words had es caped his lips. The
look of fa nati cism be came wilder, and the Arab ground his teeth with rage.

“Jest,” he said; “doth a man jest with Al lah? Do you add in sult to sac ri- 
lege? By the Prophet’s beard, speak not in that fash ion.”

“As you are the Sheik ul Is lam,” said Carew, “I meant no in sult. I did not
imag ine that you meant all you said.”

“Sheikh ul Is lam!” cried the old man. “I am not the Sheikh ul Is lam.
Were he here, he would not treat you as I have treated you. Were Abou
Bazouki, the Sheikh ul Is lam, here, he would have torn your flesh from
your bones when he saw you com mit ting an out rage on the stones whereon
Al lah Him self hath writ ten. Ay, and surely he will be re venged on Abou
Ben Ke bron for dar ing to tell you that he was cho sen as the leader of our
peo ple. For great as your sin hath been, my son, it is small com pared with
his. You have sinned in ig no rance; he hath sinned in knowl edge. He hath
been born in the true faith, but he hath de filed his gar ments with lies and
evil deeds, there fore will vengeance speed ily come upon . him. He — he,
had he been faith ful, might have still been Sheikh ul Is lam, for evil as he is,
he hath much wis dom. There fore was he able to lead you to the place whore
the hand writ ing of Al lah is. You did not know this, but your sin still re- 
mains. You, an in fi del, have tried to re move the stones, whereon the hand- 
writ ing of Al lah is, from their rest ing-place, and but for the will of Al lah
you would have suc ceeded in your de signs. It seems as an ac ci dent that
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Racheed saw Abou Ben Ke bron lead ing you into the Beit Al lah, but it was
Al lah who caused him to see, and en abled us to take you cap tive. But con- 
cern ing our judg ment I change not. For the out rage you have of fered to us,
the faith ful of Al lah, you shall pay gold; but for the out rage of fered to Al lah
him self, that can not be paid with gold. He is an gry, and must be ap peased,
and as the Prophet him self taught, the truest way to ap pease His anger is to
con vert an in fi del from his sin and to turn his heart to the truth.”

“And if we will not em brace your faith?” said Carew.
“You will never see the light of an other day,” said the old man.
There was an ex cla ma tion of sat is fac tion as he spoke. The eyes of the

men who stood around burned red with fierce joy at his words.
Sir Richard had been rightly in formed when he was told that the most fa- 

nat i cal Moslem who cried “death or con ver sion,” in the days when Mo- 
hammed was es tab lish ing his re li gion, was not more fa nat i cal than this sect,
with whom they had been brought into con tact.

“And if we ac cept your con di tions?” said Carew.
“You shall be for given.”
“But what will be the good of our em brac ing your faith?” said Carew. “I

could im me di ately dis avow it when I got back to civ i liz — that is, back to
my own coun try again.”

“That is not my busi ness.” said the old man. If you proved un faith ful af- 
ter you had avowed the true faith you would sink deeper into the pit of
flame, but my hands would be clean from your crime, and the curse of your
deed could not re turn."

“But we need in struc tion in your faith be fore we can ac cept it,” said
Carew.

The old man shook his shoul ders scorn fully. “Try not my pa tience too
far. Why should I in struct? There is but one true re li gion, even that of the
faith ful. Why should I lis ten to your fool ish ques tions? There will be plenty
of time for you to in struct your self out of the Ko ran when you have em- 
braced its truths. While you are ask ing fool ish ques tions and I am an swer- 
ing them the curse of Al lah will fall No, no. Ac cept now, or you shall never
see the light of an other day.”

Carew saw that he meant it, and he knew from the way that the oth ers
gripped their knives that what the old man said would be done.

“I must con sult with my friend,” said Carew. “I must tell him all you
have said.”
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“It is well,” replied the old man; “but waste not pre cious time. In an hour
the sun set prayers will be of fered. If within an hour from that you are not of
those upon whom Al lah can smile, you die.”

“You heard what he said?” re marked Carew to Sir Richard.
“I caught the drift of it,” said the Baronet. “What will my poor lit tle Joan

do with out me?”
“Oh, but it must not come to that,” replied Carew. “I tell you. I don’t

mean to give up my life so eas ily.”
But surely you do not mean to turn Mo hammedan?"
“Why not? All re li gions are alike to me.”
But you couldn’t, man — you couldn’t."
“You mean to say that you will throw away your life?”
“Yes, be fore I would de nounce my faith.”
Sir Richard had been re garded as a broad-minded Chris tian, who had

great tol er a tion for all forms of re li gion. No one looked on him as one
whose Chris tian ity was mil i tant, or whose faith was very ag gres sive, but the
look of quiet de ter mi na tion in his eyes sug gested deeper con vic tion than
might have been ex pected. Be sides, there has ever been some thing in the
heart of an En glish man which causes him to hold fast to the faith of his fa- 
thers.

Carew shrugged his shoul ders.
“You refuse then?” he said.
“Ab so lutely. I will pay twice — yes, five times the amount which he

asks; but as to the other, of course it is im pos si ble.”
"I did not know you were such a devo tee to the Chris tian faith, Sir

Richard. Why, ev ery ed u cated man knows that all re li gions are pretty much
the same when you get to the root of things. The mind of man nat u rally de- 
mands a pri mary cause for all ex ist ing phe nom ena, and there is a gen eral
be lief that what we call right is bet ter than wrong. As for the dis tinc tive fea- 
tures of the var i ous re li gions, why. no one ex cept the ig no rant and the prej u- 
diced pay any se ri ous heed to them.

“Pos si bly I may be both,” said Sir Richard, “but I would rather die than
re nounce Chris tian ity and ac cept Is lam. Of course, you will do what you
think best. My de ci sion is un al ter able.”

“But I have heard you say you can wor ship else where than in a Chris tian
church, and that to you a Bud dhist tem ple and a Mo hammedan mosque are
also houses of God.”
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“Cer tainly,” replied the Baronet; and from his com pressed lips and quiet
look of de ter mi na tion, it was ev i dent to Carew that this schol arly Eng lish
gen tle man, who made no great pro fes sion of ar dent Chris tian ity, was ready
to die for his faith.

“Well, what is your de ci sion?” asked the old Arab.
“My friend is ready to dou ble the amount of money,” replied Carew.
“But will he ac cept our faith?” Gold can only atone for the af front of- 

fered to the faith ful; it can not atone for the in sult of fered to God."
“But don’t you see how fool ish you are? If you kill us you will get no

gold at all,” said Carew. “We do not carry it with us, and if you keep us
alive un til our ran som is paid —”

“Am I a thief, a rob ber?” cried the old Arab pas sion ately. “Had we been
rob bers we would have set a great ran som, but you have sinned against Al- 
lah, whose curse will rest for ever upon us un less it be re moved by your
death, or by giv ing up all false faith and ac cept ing the one true faith re- 
vealed to His Prophet, by His an gels, by vi sions and dreams, and earth- 
quakes and fires.”

“But my friend will not give up his faith.”
“Then he must go speed ily to the pit of flame,” replied the old man.
“You mean you will kill him?”
“Within an hour from sun set.”
“And what then?” asked Carew
“What then?”
“Yes, what then? For, let me tell you Sir Richard s a great man in his

own land. When the news reaches Eng land that you have killed him be- 
cause he was led by false rep re sen ta tion to com mit an er ror, do you think
the Eng lish Gov ern ment will do noth ing? I tell you your sick man, the Sul- 
tan, will be come sicker than ever. He will have to deal with a peo ple who
mean busi ness; and if your Sul tan does not wipe you all off the face of the
earth the Eng lish Gov ern ment will wipe your Sul tan off the face of the
earth.”

The old man laughed scorn fully. “I have heard men talk be fore,” he said
qui etly. “But sup pos ing what you say is true, what then? Sup pose the news
of your fate were to reach your land, which may not come to pass,” — and
he smiled grimly, — “and sup pose your King caused his serene and sa cred
Great ness to be an gry with us” — and his smile be came a laugh — “whose
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anger shall we fear most: the anger of man or the anger of God? Let man do
his worst, still the will of Al lah must be done.”

Again Carew be came grave. There was no more sug ges tion of re lent ing
in the face of the old man, or on the faces of those around them, than in the
hard rocks which formed the hills around them. To them the two En glish- 
men had com mit ted sac ri lege against God, and only by their death or their
con ver sion could the curse of an an gry God be turned aside. The young
man looked again to wards Sir Richard, whose face showed a de ter mi na tion
equal to that of the Arabs.

In a sense he ad mired Sir Richard’s bull dog tenac ity; nev er the less, it was
fool ish ness. For him, Bam field Carew, to die for a mat ter of re li gious opin- 
ion was just as fool ish, just as Quixotic, as the things for which Don
Quixote and San cho Panza con tended.

The sun be gan to set be hind the west ern hills, the whole dis trict was lit
up with in de scrib able glory, and as it cast its red rays across moun tain and
val ley, the Arabs be gan to pray. While some kept guard, the oth ers east
them selves upon the earth, and be gan to pour forth their cries to God. The
light of faith was in their eyes, the joy of the con vic tion that God heard
them rested upon their faces.

“God is the only God; Mo hammed is His prophet!”
Sir Richard looked at them with a stern, set ex pres sion on his face. He

re flected that, the men who prayed would ruth lessly mur der him be cause
they be lieved that by so do ing they would turn aside the curse of the God to
whom they prayed. But this was not the thought which passed through
Bam field Carew’s mind. The sight of the pray ing Arabs rather im pressed
him. He had seen them at prayer many times, and had thought but lit tle of
it. But now he looker at things dif fer ently. The al ter na tive which had been
placed be fore him be came more and more real, and while he was by no
means a cow ard he did not want to die. In a sense he dreaded it. There was
noth ing be yond, and he hated the idea of noth ing ness. Even if there was
any thing, were not the Mo hammedans as likely to be right as the Chris- 
tians? Why, then, should he die? He had noth ing to re nounce, and if he ac- 
cepted the Mo hammedan faith, well, he should ac cept a kind of fa tal is tic
phi los o phy to wards which he had a great lean ing. The young Arab who had
first given him the idea of study ing Ara bic was a Mo hammedan, and his re- 
li gion was only a fa tal is tic phi los o phy. He re mem bered be ing greatly in ter- 
ested at the time in the young fel low’s in tel lec tual po si tion. Cer tainly he
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was not fool enough to die for Chris tian ity, which, as far as he was con- 
cerned, was a dis carded re li gion.

An other thought struck him. Could he not, by pre tend ing to be come Mo- 
hammedan, gain such in flu ence with the Arabs as to be able to save Sir
Richard’s life? It seemed quite pos si ble. Of course, he did not like such a
method of pro ce dure, but the cir cum stances were not or di nary.

“I should like to say, first of all, that there is much in your re li gion which
ap peals to me,” he said.

“Ah, that is well,” cried the old man; “your com plete con ver sion will be
easy. Re nounce the wrong ac cent the true, that is all. May Al lah be
praised.”

“But if I say that I ac cept your faith,” said Carew, that is, you make con- 
di tions for me; I also would make con di tions with you. Sir Richard, my
friend, is an older man than I, and there fore can not be moved so eas ily,
there fore let me state my terms."

“There can be no terms save those I have told you of. Ac cept the faith
and turn aside the anger of Al lah and you live; refuse and you die — that is
all.”

“Not quite,” replied Carew qui etly. “As I said, Sir Richard is an older
man than I, and can not give up his prej u dices so eas ily, there fore you do not
act fairly. I am will ing to for mally re nounce Chris tian ity and ac cept Mo- 
hammedanism – with tons of men tal reser va tion,” he added to him self – “on
two con di tions. The first is this: that I am al lowed to take ‘rub bings’ of the
sa cred stones in the Beit Al lah, and that I am al lowed to pho to graph them.”

“That shall be granted,” said the old man. “To the faith ful the good
things of Al lah are given.”

“And the next is this,” went on Carew; “Sir Richard shall be al lowed a
week to con sider the al ter na tives you have placed be fore him, dur ing which
time your most ca pa ble in struc tor shall teach him the mys ter ies of your
faith. Surely my con ver sion will avert the anger of Al lah” — there was a
sneer in his voice as he said this — “and you will thus be per haps able to
gain two con verts in stead of one.”

At first, the Arabs grew an gry with the sug ges tion, but presently Carew
soft ened their ob jec tions. He urged that Sir Richard be lieved his Chris tian- 
ity just as they be lieved in Is lam, there fore, to sud denly de mand his con ver- 
sion was not rea son able. The curse of Al lah could not rest upon them, see- 
ing they had gained one con vert, while, ac cord ing to the Ko ran, the faith ful
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should, un der cer tain cir cum stances, have pa tience with those who were in
the dark. Even Mo hammed, their prophet, he urged, spent many days in per- 
suad ing the doubt ful, and many years elapsed af ter his vi sions be fore he
was able to gain con verts out side his own fam ily.

“It is well,” said the old man at length. “If you ac cept the faith now we
will al low your friend one week to re flect, and we will pro vide in struc tors
for him.”

“Carew, I will be no party to this,” said Sir Richard, “and I wish you to
tell them that I shall never be a Mo hammedan — never!” And the Baronet
stamped his foot in his ex cite ment.

“I am not go ing to throw away my life for a fad, said Carew;”and if you
refuse to ac cept a week of grace, dur ing which time a hun dred things may
hap pen, then you are ei ther a fool or a mad man."

“I de sire to live as much as you do,’ said Sir Richard;”but I will not live
by pre tend ing what can never be true. Look here," he cried, stam mer ing
some Ara bic words which none of them could un der stand, but by which he
tried to tell them that he was a Chris tian, and that noth ing could ever in duce
him to be come a Mo hammedan.

“If there is any re spon si bil ity, I am tak ing it,” said Carew. “I sim ply
refuse to throw away my life, and I have done my best to save yours. You
lose noth ing by gain ing time, and if you are anx ious to die I have no doubt
our friends will oblige you at the end of the week.”

“Now, then,” said the old Arab, who did not un der stand a word that ei- 
ther of them had said, “we will make, your con ver sion com plete. Here you
are a con vert to the true faith. You give up lies and you hold to the truth. In
an hour you shall be re ceived by the faith ful as one of the faith ful. And to
prove that your con ver sion is true you shall make pro fes sion be fore the peo- 
ple.”

He gave a loud cry af ter he had spo ken these words, and a few sec onds
later a num ber of ragged, un kempt Arabs, men, women and chil dren, came
to them.

“Look, my chil dren,” said the old man. “Al lah is good, and the true faith
is spread ing. Be hold a con vert, and I have called you here that you may see
him re nounce his idol a try and ac cept the creed of the faith ful.”

The sun had by this time dipped be hind the west ern moun tains, but the
brief twi light had not yet de parted. More over, the moon was high in the
clear heav ens, so that ev ery ac tion could be plainly seen by all.
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“See,” con tin ued the Arab. " Here I hold in my hand two sticks. They are
well nigh rot ten, but they will suf fice. You see that one is much longer than
the other, so they meet my need. Now see again. I place them on the
ground, so. There is a cross, the false em blem of a false faith. Now see; here
is the Ko ran, the book of the faith ful, re vealed unto our holy Prophet by an- 
gels and light nings, by writ ings in the heav ens, by voices in the earth- 
quakes, by dreams and vi sions. Be hold, this is what the con vert will do. He
will tram ple the cross in the earth in sign that he has re nounced the false.
Then he will kiss this sa cred book in sign that he has em braced the one true
re li gion."

He held up the Ko ran as he spoke, and there was a yell of sav age joy
among the mot ley crew who stood around.

“Now then, my dear.” con tin ued the old Arab, turn ing to Carew, “make a
good pro fes sion of your faith. Tram ple on the cross and kiss the Ko ran.”

Scep tic as he was Bam field al most shiv ered at the words of the Arab. He
did not re al ize at the time he had made his prom ise that this form of pro fes- 
sion would be re quired. Now, how ever, re called to mind that this was a rec- 
og nized form of re nun ci a tion, which ev ery Chris tian must make on be com- 
ing a Moslem. In spite of ev ery thing there was some thing ghastly about it.
The Christ idea was only a myth but it had be come sa cred to mil lions of
peo ple, while the cross was the Chris tian’s em blem of sal va tion. In his boy- 
hood he had gen u flected be fore it times un num bered. It is true he had been
led to laugh at it in later years, nev er the less the in flu ence of gen er a tions of
faith could not be eas ily de stroyed.

“You shall not do this,” said Sir Richard. “Talk about sac ri lege, this is
sac ri lege of the very worst na ture. The very idea is dev il ish.”

For a mo ment he hes i tated, then his eyes hard ened, and he set his teeth
to gether.

“It means noth ing to me, Sir Richard,” he said, with a shrug of his shoul- 
ders, “and as I told you, I am not go ing to throw away my life for a fad. Be- 
sides, if there is any value in those old stones — well, you heard what the
old man said. More over, you’ll have a week to turn round in, and mean- 
while I’ll de vise means to get you back to Jerusalem safe and sound.”

“I refuse to ben e fit by this deed,” said Sir Richard; “the curse of God
will rest upon it.”

“Curse of God!” cried the young man. “You are as su per sti tious as they.”
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“I com mand you not to do it,” cried Sir Richard, al most be side him self
at thought of what Carew had promised to do.

“Com mand, eh!” said Carew, al most an grily, for the sit u a tion had be gun
to tell upon his nerves. He looked around on the shock-headed, ragged
crew, not ing the wild gleam of fa nati cism in their eyes and the look of ea ger
ex pectancy on their faces.

“Come, come, my son.” said the Arab.
Carew stepped into the cir cle.
“Here goes,” he said with a laugh, as he placed his heel where the two

sticks crossed each other.
With a loud crack, al most like a pis tol-shot, they cracked be neath his

weight, and were crushed into the earth be neath his feet, while the Arabs
gave a yell of sav age joy.

"God is the only God, Mo hammed is His prophet!
The cry rang out in the still evening air, and again, in spite of him self,

Bam field Carew shud dered, while the shadow of a great fear rested upon
him.

“Now my son,” said the old man, “you must re peat these words af ter me:
‘By this act I re nounce the false faith of the cross.’”

He re peated the words like one in a dream, but it seemed to him as
though some thing gripped his throat as he spoke.

“That is well. Now that you have tram pled on the cross and thus re- 
nounced a false re li gion, you must kiss the Ko ran, in sign that you have ac- 
cepted the true.”

He took the Ko ran in his hands, and hav ing kissed it, he re peated the
words which the Arab spoke be fore him.

“I refuse, ab so lutely refuse, to save my life by this,” said Sir Richard. “It
is blas phemy. If I had a son I would a thou sand times rather see him die
than see him do what you have done.”
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4. Mo hammedan and Chris tian

SIR RICHARD’S VOICE was drowned in the shout of ex ul ta tion which the
Arabs gave, and yet Bam field Carew knew by the look on his face the
mean ing of the words he had ut tered.

“He will think bet ter of this to mor row,” he re flected.
“I must not be hard on him. He is still held fast by the chains of su per sti- 

tion, and there fore thinks I have com mit ted the un par don able sin.”
The thought had scarcely passed through his mind when the old Arab

caught him in his arms and kissed him. “Ah, my son, you are a happy man,”
he cried, “for you will now en ter the bliss of the faith ful. Here on earth you
will have the smile of Al lah, while the joys of Par adise will be yours in the
life to come.”

Bam field Carew made a gri mace. " I think the old man’s em brace is the
worst part of the cer e mony," he said to him self. “I hope the rest of the faith- 
ful will not think it their duty to fol low his ex am ple.”

“Now you shall be treated as one of us,” went on the old man. “Speak
my son, is there any thing you de sire? If there is it shall be ob tained for you.
To mor row we will de vise means whereby the ran som of two hun dred pieces
of gold shall be paid.”

“You hear that?” said Carew, turn ing to Sir Richard. “The find ing of the
ran som will be a means of set ting you free.”

“I refuse to ben e fit by your ac cursed deed,” cried the Baronet."
“I imag ine you will have to ben e fit by it whether you will or not,” re- 

torted Carew. “At any rate, it has added a week to your life. Come, Sir
Richard, there is no use in adopt ing such an at ti tude. As I have told you be- 
fore, all re li gions are alike to me, and you will be glad for what I have done
some time.”

“Never,” replied Sir Richard. "It was a ghastly deed. You have tram pled
on the cross of Christ, the em blem of our sal va tion, in or der to save your
pal try life.
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“A cou ple of dried sticks!” re torted the young man. “I tram pled on them;
yes, and I would do it again. I am a young man, and I have life all be fore
me, why should I throw it away for a fad?”

“I wish I could speak their lan guage bet ter,” cried Sir Richard; “I would
tell them why you have done this, I would make them know that you were
mock ing them.”

“They would not be lieve you,” said Carew. “They be lieve me to be one
of the faith ful.”

“Come,” cried the old Arab to Carew, “tonight you shall sleep be neath
my roof, and be fore you go to sleep I will in struct you in some of the truths
of our re li gion.”

“Par don me,” said Carew, “but I would rather spend the night with my
friend, even as I spent it with him last night.”

Sir Richard’s knowl edge of Ara bic was but scanty, but he caught the
drift of Carew’s words.

“No,” he cried, “I would rather be alone. I will not spend a night be neath
the same roof with you. Go where you will. I do not wish to have any fur- 
ther com mu ni ca tion with you.”

Carew looked at him in as ton ish ment. Ev i dently Sir Richard meant what
he said. He had never looked upon the Baronet as a very re li gious man. He
knew that when in Eng land he went to church, and that he sup ported the or- 
di nary Chris tian or ga ni za tions, but he had re garded him as one who for- 
mally ac cepted the Chris tian dog mas be cause of ed u ca tion and as so ci a tion.
He knew, too, that he had a scholar’s in ter est in all that ap per tained to Bib li- 
cal Crit i cism, but that he at tached any vi tal im por tance to the pe cu liar dog- 
mas of Chris tian ity he never se ri ously be lieved. Af ter all, he, Carew, had
only tram pled on a cou ple of sticks in or der to save his life. The mys ti cal
mean ing as so ci ated with the sticks was so much non sense. And yet Sir
Richard an ed u cated Eng lish gen tle man, re garded his art as sac ri lege.

“I re peat it,” said Sir Richard. “Go where you like, do what you like. I
would rather be alone. I can at least pray that God will for give you for what
you have done tonight.”

“As you will,” said Carew qui etly.
He walked away with the Arab, re volv ing plans in his mind whereby he

might make the Baronet’s con di tion more bear able and presently get away
from these fa nat ics.
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“At least it will be in ter est ing to spend a few days with these peo ple,” he
re flected. “My word, I am get ting fine ma te rial for a book. Noth ing re mains
now but for me to marry some Arab maiden of high de gree,” and he
laughed al most mer rily.

The next day Carew tried to have an other con ver sa tion with Sir Richard,
but he was not very suc cess ful. It is true the young man found him po lite
and cour te ous as of old, but he re al ized there was a gulf be tween them.
Even on the ques tion of the stones in the mosque the Baronet would not en- 
ter into con ver sa tion. Not that his in ter est in an ti quar ian re search had
abated, but nei ther had his ab hor rence at the act which Carew had com mit- 
ted less ened one jot.

“And yet he knew that I was no Chris tian,” re flected Carew. “Know ing
that I had years ago dis carded the Chris tian story, he ac cepted me as his
com pan ion on this ex pe di tion, and yet, be cause I have trod den on two sticks
placed in the form of a cross, he adopts this at ti tude.”

“I think I have gained some lit tle in flu ence with these peo ple,” he re- 
marked be fore leav ing him; “is there any thing I can do for you?”

“Noth ing, thank you.”
“You are sure, Sir Richard? Of course, this is a mis er able hole, but I can

at least make your con di tion bear able.”
“I de sire noth ing, thank you.”
“I am go ing to see your drago man. I am in hopes that he will have sent

mes sen gers to Jerusalem. In less than a week help should ar rive.”
Sir Richard was silent.
“Have you any sug ges tions to the drago man?”
“None at all. Thank you.”
“You are of my opin ion, aren’t you? You feel sure that some help will

come be fore the end of a week?”
Sir Richard shook his head.
“You don’t mean to say that you are go ing to throw away your life with- 

out a strug gle!”
“I am quite pre pared for what ever may hap pen.”
“Very well. Sir Richard,” said Carew; “I have done my best, and in spite

of what you say, I shall con tinue to do it.”
“Look Mr. Carew,” said Sir Richard at length. I did not mean to say any- 

thing when you came, but I will say this. I am an old-fash ioned man. I do
not claim to be any bet ter than other men, and I have been re garded as
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some what cos mopoli tan in my views con cern ing re li gion. That was why
your pro fessed ag nos ti cism did not hin der me from ac cept ing you as a com- 
pan ion on this ex pe di tion. Re lief is not a thing to be forced, and there are
many good and rev er ent men who are ag nos tics. More over, no one has a
light to in ter fere with an other’s ac cep tance of or non-ac cep tance of cer tain
re li gious dog mas. But that which hap pened last night be longs to an other
cat e gory. The cross, what ever else it may mean, stands for all that is high est
and holi est in life. What ever you may think of Christ, you can not deny that
the cross on which He died stands as an em blem of sal va tion to mil lions. It
stands for that to me. The cross stands also for an ex pres sion of the love of
a Di vine Man, ay, as an ex pres sion of the love of God. Thus, when you
tram pled on that cross it seemed to me as though you tram pled on Christ
Him self. The deed was a ghastly one. When I heard those sticks crack it
seemed to me as though you were crush ing the body of Christ. In a way I
can not un der stand, I seemed to see Christ’s face drawn with agony. I know
it was pure imag i na tion, and yet I felt my own heart torn with pain, and I
cried out in an guish. I felt it to be an un holy act, and that noth ing but a
curse could fol low it. You may call this su per sti tion if you like, per haps it
is, al though, as you know, I am of Pu ri tan ex trac tion, and have no sym pa thy
with the pe cu liar tenets in which you were reared. All the same, your deed
haunts me. I find my self shud der ing at it with ab hor rence, and try as I will
to think oth er wise, I have lost re spect for you. I can not as so ciate with you
any more. For why did you do this? You did it to save your life. You tram- 
pled on the cross of Christ for that. You crushed the cross in the earth, and
re nounced Chris tian ity at the com mand of an ig no rant Arab, and then to
crown all, you kissed the Ko ran. As though your life, or my life, or any
man’s life is worth buy ing at such a price. To you this is fool ish ness. Very
well, it may be, but I refuse to par tic i pate in any ad van tage you think may
ac crue from it. God knows I want to live. Life is sweet to me, and if I am
killed, I dare not think of what my lit tle girl would suf fer. But I feel that I
should be un wor thy the name of an En glish man, much less a Chris tian, if I
ac cepted life or fa vor as a con se quence of your deed, and dearly as my Joan
loves me, I am sure she would rather know I was dead, than feel that my
life was pur chased by a deed like that. Good-day."

“Well, I didn’t think su per sti tion had such power,” said Carew to him self
as he walked away. “If he were some Ro man Catholic devo tee, I could un- 
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der stand it, but a man of the world, and an ed u cated man to boot — well, it
seems im pos si ble.”

As he left the mis er able place where Sir Richard was, he no ticed that the
Arabs re garded Him with a kind of won der. Some held out their hands for
back sheesh, while oth ers whis pered to their com pan ions about his con ver- 
sion. In spite of the fact that the old Arab had promised him all the ad van- 
tages of the faith ful, he re al ized that he was fol lowed wher ever he went, and
presently when he stated his in ten tion of go ing to the tents in or der to ob tain
some nec es sary ar ti cles, the old Arab, who was act ing as the sheikh of the
vil lage, shook his head.

“Am I to un der stand that I am a pris oner then?” he asked.
“Is not Howa jja un der the open sky?” said the old man. “Has he any fet- 

ters on his wrists or his an kles? Did he not ac com pany the faith ful to prayer
at sun rise this morn ing? How, then, can he be a pris oner?”

“Then why can I not go and ob tain nec es sary wear ing ap parel?” he
asked.

“Howa jja can go, but not alone.”
“And why not?”
The old Arab smiled and shook his head, but he did not speak.
“Are the dragomen and our ser vants pris on ers too?” asked Carew.
“Not pris on ers, but guarded night and day.”
“Why guarded?”
“Howa jja is not a fool,” replied the old man. If they were not guarded,

might they not send mes sen gers to Jerusalem? And then – oh, but what
need is there for words?"

“Then what are your plans con cern ing us?”
“One week, Howa jja, and then if the rich En glish man, as a sign that he

has ac cepted the one true faith tram ples on the cross and kisses the Ko ran,
both he and you, Howa jja, shall swear by all the oaths that I shall tell you of
that you will tell no man what hath hap pened to you, and that you will send
us the gold we agreed upon, then you shall go free; but un til then –––” The
Arab ceased speak ing and smiled serenely.

“Then come with me, or send some one with me, that I may go and get
what I want.”

At that mo ment they heard a cry from the vil lage of Tel Moloch, and
look ing they saw a man stand ing on the top of a minaret of the mosque.
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“God is the only God. Mo hammed is His Prophet. Come to prayer!
Come to prayer!”

“It is the call to mid day prayer,” said the old Arab. “Come.”
Carew walked along by his side, ev i dently but lit tle pleased.
“I must keep up this farce for a few days,” he said to him self. “Upon my

word, if I had thought of all this last night I would –––”
“See how the faith ful flock to the Beit Al lah” said the old man with a

smile. “Not even in Mecca it self are the fol low ers of the Prophet so faith ful
as in Tel Moloch. Nowhere are his com mands so faith fully obeyed. Many,
many, ay, even in Mecca, will go to the pit of flame, for they have slack- 
ened their hold on the true faith, but here all are faith ful, ay, and all shall be
saved. Look, the Nazir has called to prayer, the bowwabs have opened the
doors, and the faith ful en ter therein.”

Carew en tered the mosque with the rest. “I am los ing ray self-re spect,”
he said as he pulled off his shoes. “I am not sure that Sir Richard is not hap- 
pier than I. Still, what, mat ters? Am I not a fa tal ist? Kismet. Al lah wills it.
It is fate — des tiny.”

He knelt with the oth ers, but even as he knelt he saw him self tram pling
on the cross, he heard the noise of crack ling wood, he re mem bered the
words he had said. All around him the Arabs prayed. Some ut tered wild in- 
co her ent cries, while oth ers seemed to be gaz ing into space in silent ec stasy.
The whole build ing was charged with re li gious fer vour. There could be no
doubt that these men be lieved in their re li gion.

When the time of prayer was over he went out with the rest, the old
Sheikh walk ing by his side.

“I will go with you my son, so that you may ob tain the things you de- 
sire,” he said.

Carew walked away qui etly. Nei ther was in the hu mor for talk ing, and
not an other word was spo ken un til they reached the tents which the young
man had left in com pany with Sir Richard Win scombe two days be fore. All
the tents re mained just as they had left them. The horses and mules nib bled
at the parched grass of the wilder ness, while the ser vants stood around chat- 
ting and smok ing. Ev i dently no harm had hap pened to them, al though
Carew no ticed that the camp was sur rounded by a num ber of Arabs, who
stood close to the tents with loaded mus kets in their hands. Thus, while no
vi o lence had been of fered to the ser vants which had been brought from
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Jerusalem, it was plainly to be seen that if any at tempted to es cape they
would be shot down im me di ately.

“Your goods are well guarded, eh?” said the old Arab serenely as he
looked at Carew.

“Not only our goods, but our ser vants,” re marked Carew.
“Howa jja does not won der at that,” was the re ply. “Have I not al ready

ex plained?”
Carew shrugged his shoul ders, but did not re ply. He saw that in spite of

his pro fes sion he was not trusted. More over, ev ery at tempt he made to en ter
into con ver sa tion with his ser vants was frus trated. The old Arab fol lowed
him ev ery where, and made all con fi dence im pos si ble. Still, Carew was
care fully ob ser vant of ev ery one. and one thing struck him forcibly. The
chief drago man, in whom Sir Richard had placed a great deal of trust, was
ev i dently as de sirous of ob tain ing speech with him as he was of speak ing to
the drago man. The man fol lowed him ev ery where, and al though the guard
made it im pos si ble for them to ex change con fi dences, Carew felt sure that
he wished to tell him some thing.

Presently, af ter hav ing taken the things he de sired from his tent, and see- 
ing the drago man close to him, Carew spoke aloud to him.

“You have kept good guard, Ab dul,” he said.
“Ti hib,” said the man.
“And all the ser vants are well?”
“Ti hib,” replied the man again, and Carew thought he de tected a pe cu liar

in to na tion in his voice.
“I hope we shall start our re turn jour ney in a few days.”
“Ka teere Ti hib.”
“There could be no doubt about it, the man meant some thing, and that

some thing was of a cheer ful na ture. The con ver sa tion had been car ried on
in Ara bic, so that the old Sheikh should not sus pect any thing; but Carew
knew by the em pha sis which the man placed upon the words”Ka teere Ti- 
hib" (very good), and by the pe cu liar ex pres sion of his eyes, that, had they
been alone, he would have told him good news. What it was he could not
con jec ture, but ev i dently, al though a strong guard was set over him, the man
was in high good hu mor.

“Sir Richard has sent for his things?”
“Yes, Howa jja. Ti hib.”
“And did you send them by one of our own men?”
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“No, Howa jja. Ti hib.”
Carew cast his eyes around the camp again. He looked at the ser vants

one by one. They were seated around smok ing and chat ting.
“All our men here?”
“All!” The man winked at him mean ing fully, and then smiled. “We have

food enough,” he added, “and we sleep well. Ti hib.”
“Come, my dear,” said the old Arab, “it is time for us to re turn.”
Carew re turned to the vil lage in deep thought.
That word Ti hib so of ten re peated meant some thing but what? What

could it mean but good news? Yet how could there be good news when they
were all guarded night and day?

“Your ser vants keep good guard,” re marked Carew to the old Sheikh
presently.

“Good guard, my son.”
“And our ser vants have been guarded ever since you dis cov ered us in the

Beit Al lah?”
“Within three hours of the time we found you, and be fore one of them

dreamt that aught had hap pened to you, the were there. Ah, my son, it is
well for you that you have ap peased the wrath of Al lah.”

Carew said noth ing, but many thoughts passed through his mind as they
re turned to the Sheikh’s house.

For the next three days noth ing of note hap pened, ex cept that Carew
again vis ited the room be hind the Mehrab in the mosque, where he was to
ob tain rub bings of the “Stones of Moab.” He also ob tained leave to pho to- 
graph them, al though there was some dif fi culty in do ing this. The Nazir
who ac com pa nied him protested wildly, but at length was per suaded as to
the harm less ness of pho tog ra phy. Carew also re ceived much in struc tion
from the Nazir, and so at ten tive was he to that gen tle man’s ex hor ta tion, and
so many ques tions did he ask, that he be came quite renowned in Tel Moloch
for his piety.

He also tried to ob tain fur ther au di ence with Sir Richard, but the Baronet
re quested that he might be left alone. He held to his res o lu tion to bold no
con verse with Carew, even al though he knew that the young man had suc- 
ceeded in mak ing his im pris on ment far more bear able than it had beep dur- 
ing the first two days.

Had Sir Richard been at lib erty Carew would have al most en joyed his
so journ at Tel Moloch. Al though care fully guarded, he was treated with
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marked def er ence, and he had ex cel lent op por tu ni ties of study ing Arab
ways and cus toms. The stray ar ti cles he had in tended to write had now ex- 
panded them selves into a book. In deed, he felt sure that he was ob tain ing
ma te rial whereby he would be able to make quite a rep u ta tion in a novel on
life in an Arab vil lage. The anger of Sir Richard at his so-called con ver sion
trou bled him less and less. When once he re turned to Eng land the whole
episode would be come a thing to be laughed at, and all peo ple would com- 
mend him for what he had done.

But Sir Richard was not at lib erty; more over, the more he learnt about
this fa nat i cal sect of Moslems who lived there the more he was con vinced
that if Sir Richard re mained ob du rate he would have to pay the penalty with
his life. The com fort which Ab dul’s words gave him at first soon passed
away. The tak ing of a life to these fa nat i cal Moslems was of far less im por- 
tance than that the anger of God caused by Sir Richard’s deed of sac ri lege
should be left un ap peased.

“Does my friend show any signs of re lent ing?” he asked of the Nazir,
who was in stalled as the Baronets chief re li gious in struc tor.

“He shall die,” said the man sav agely. It was the day be fore the end of
the week that Carew stip u lated for. “He shall die, I tell you. Yes ter day I
thought his eyes were opened, but to day when I made a cross for him to
tram ple on and when I of fered him the Holy Ko ran to kiss, he mocked me.
But that was not all. He mocked my faith, he de nied the Prophet and de- 
clared him to be a man who some times was bereft of his senses and at oth- 
ers a sen sual out law. It is true I an gered him by show ing him how false the
faith of the Nazarene was, but he de fied me, and he spurned the Ko ran, and
to mor row he shall die.”

Again Carew sought to ob tain an au di ence with Sir Richard, but in vain;
he knew, more over, by the look on the Arabs’ faces that their fa nati cism had
again be come up per most, and that un less some thing hap pened they would
carry out their threat.

As a con se quence, Carew went to bed that night with a heavy heart. He
pleaded with the old Arab, who all along had shown more self-con trol than
the oth ers, but the old man’s face was like adamant.

“Yes ter day I would have been pre pared to give him three days longer,”
he cried. " By that time the Sheikh ul Is lam will have re turned from Mecca,
but now he shall go to the pit of flame. Tonight I joined my per sua sions to
those of the Nazir. I showed him how fool ish the faith of the cross was, and
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how all who fol lowed it would go down into the pit. So anx ious was I to
save him that I be came more than ever fer vent in my ap peal, but when I
placed the cross on the ground he caught it to his heart, and flung the Holy
Ko ran from him. He shall die, Howa jja; he shall die as surely as the sun
rises to mor row."

Carew pleaded in vain and presently, when he lay down to rest no sleep
came to him. At length, af ter hav ing spent hours of use less plan ning, he fell
into a trou bled slum ber.

How long he slept he did not know, but presently he was awak ened by
what seemed to him to be the crack of a mus ket, and im me di ately af ter
some Arabs came to his side ges tic u latmg wildly and talk ing in hoarse
whis pers.

Be fore he could re al ize what was hap pen ing, he was pulled from his bed,
and a few min utes later he was be ing dragged away in a southerly di rec tion.

“Where is Sir Richard?” he asked.
“Gone to the pit of flame, ac cursed by Al lah.”
“Where are you tak ing me?”
But no man an swered him, and in spite of him self he found him self run- 

ning be tween two stal wart Arabs.
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5. Yusef and Joan

ON THE NIGHT that Sir Richard Win scombe and Bam field Carew were
sur prised and taken pris on ers in the Beit Al lah, an Arab youth, who had
acted as per sonal ser vant to Sir Richard Win scombe, and to whom the
Baronet had shown many kind nesses, was walk ing to wards Tel Moloch. He
knew that his mas ter had gone to the vil lage with the other En glish man, in
com pany with Vac chelli and a tall Arab. As a con se quence he would not be
needed for some hours, and be ing of a some what ad ven tur ous dis po si tion,
he de ter mined that he also would make his way thither. He had been walk- 
ing more than an hour when he re al ized that he had wan dered con sid er ably
from the track which led thither. He there fore climbed to one of the peaks
from which he would be able to see the minarets of the mosque, but had
scarcely reached the sum mit when he heard sounds which caused him to
stop.

He lay flat on the ground and lis tened.
“Two men run ning hard,” he said, “and they are com ing this way.”
A sec ond later he was on his feet again, and was look ing ea gerly around.

Presently he gave an ex cla ma tion half of sur prise, half of fear.
“The Jew and the other!” he cried. “The Jew is fat and lags be hind. They

were with my mas ter. There is some thing wrong, a Sheikh ul Is lam doth not
show so much haste else.”

Stealth ily but rapidly he made his way to wards the run ning men.
“Where is my mas ter?” he asked.
The tall Arab pointed to the mosque.
“Then why are you here?”
“There is dan ger, death!” said the Arab.
“To whom?”
“The En glish men.”
“Then why do you leave them?”
“It is use less. We are in dan ger too.”
“Tell me why?”
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“We can not,” said Vac chelli, who by this time had re gained his breath.
“The En glish men went to the mosque to get the Stones of Moab. Abou Ben
Ke bron hath been de ceived; there have been spies at work.”

“Tell me more,” said the youth, whose name was Yusef.
“We have no time, we must away. If they catch us they will kill us.”
“If you do not tell me, I will kill you,” said Yusef, and he drew a knife

from un der his gar ments.
Rapidly Vac chelli told the story, while the Arab youth gazed at them

with an gry eyes.
“Cow ards!” he cried, “to leave them there. You who have eaten my mas- 

ter’s bread, and who have ac cepted bounty from him.”
"We were sur prised in a mo ment. Twenty there were, at the small est cal- 

cu la tion, who rushed in sud denly. Why should I stay to be torn limb from
limb when I could do no good?

“Cow ard!” said Yusef again. “As for Abou Ben He bron, he is a cow ard
and a liar too. You brought my mas ter here only to get his money.”

“I tell you the En glish men would have got all they wanted if the man
whom Abou had trusted had not turned traitor. The stones were all I de- 
scribed them to be.”

“But where is my mas ter and the other En glish man?”
“By this time in prison, per haps dead. Who knows? We could do noth- 

ing. They were twenty, and they would have torn out our eye balls if they
had caught us.”

“But they will not kill them,” cried Yusef. “They love money; they will
keep them for ran som.”

“I know not. We will go. An hour from here I have friends, I can get
horses.”

The men ran on while Yusef stood watch ing them.
“I must find out what hath be come of them” he said to him self. “I will be

a faith ful ser vant even as he hath been a good mas ter. But I must be care ful.
I must not let them know I am Sir Richard’s ser vant.”

He had not gone far when he heard the sound of many foot steps and low
voices.

“Go quickly, but go qui etly,” he heard one say. “Not one of them must
leave. If any one were to go to Jerusalem, all might be lost.”

“Ab dul must know,” said Yusef. “I can get to him be fore they can. They
do not know the way.”
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He waited un til they were out of sight, and then he re turned quickly to
the en camp ment. Quickly he re lated what he had seen and heard.

“I will go to Jerusalem,” said the drago man.
“And if you go they will think many things,” said Yusef. “You are drago- 

man, and they would ask where you were; but if I go, no one will think any- 
thing.”

Ea gerly they talked, and ere long the boy had con vinced the drago man
that his plan was right.

“But take a horse,” said Ab dul at length.
“Horse,” said Yusef. “I go faster than a horse over the moun tain. I can go

where no horse can go. I can find food on the way. In two days, three days,
less, I will be in Jerusalem. Then I tell all. Then three days more and the
sol diers will be here. Hark, they come. I go.”

All that night Yusef trav eled west ward. Even in the light of the moon ev- 
ery moun tain and peak seemed to be known to him. Un en cum bered by bag- 
gage, and ea ger to cover the jour ney quickly, he went more than twice as
quickly as the whole car a van had been able to travel to wards Tel Moloch.
He took but lit tle time for sleep and rest, and in two days he had reached the
Jor dan close to where it emp ties it self into the Dead Sea. Here he found a
party of trav el ers en camp ing on the west ern bank of the river, close to the
spot where, as leg end has it, Je sus of Nazareth was bap tized.

Yusef went straight to the drago man and told his story. As it hap pened
this drago man knew’ Yusef, and thus yielded to his ap peal for a horse.
With out de lay ing a sec ond, Yusef mounted the swiftest horse that the drago- 
man had, and gal loped across the plain in the di rec tion of Jerusalem.

When the lad reached the Mediter ranean Ho tel it was evening, and his
whole ap pear ance gave ev i dence of the hard ship he had en dured. His feet
and legs were bleed ing. His face was hag gard with toil some jour ney ings,
in suf fi cient food and want of rest. More over, the horse he had rid den from
the Jor dan was black with sweat, and was ev i dently well-nigh ex hausted.

“Will you tell Mam’selle, the rich En glish man’s daugh ter — you know,
he who went away east — that Yusef would see her?”

The lad spoke in co her ently, but the ser vant un der stood him.
“Mam’selle Win scombe is at din ner,” said the ser vant, “but I will tell

her. You were her fa ther’s ser vant?”
“I was her fa ther’s ser vant. Go quickly, for death flies.” With swift,

noise less foot steps the ser vant found his way to the din ing-hall of the ho tel,
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and went straight to Joan Win scombe.
“Your fa ther’s ser vant, Yusef, hath come back alone. He says he would

see you with out a mo ment’s de lay,” he said in low tones.
Im me di ately Joan fol lowed him. In spite of the man’s quiet ways and

low voice, she knew that some thing ter ri ble had hap pened. But Joan Win- 
scombe was not a girl who asked fool ish ques tions; more over, she knew
that this ho tel ser vant would know noth ing. So qui etly did she leave, that
her aunt, who was sit ting close by, did not no tice her ab sence.

Joan took in the sit u a tion at a glance. The lad’s wild eyes and di sheveled
ap pear ance meant that some thing had hap pened; aye, and some thing evil.

“My fa ther, Yusef?” she said.
“I would speak to Mam’selle alone,” said the young Arab, “and I would

speak quickly.”
With out a sec ond’s hes i ta tion she led him into the con ver sa tion-room,

which, ow ing to the fact that it was din ner time, was empty.
The young Arab told his story quickly. Never once did he hes i tate for a

word, and in a few min utes Joan was in pos ses sion of all the facts he had
learnt.

“Then you be lieve my fa ther is in great dan ger?”
“The great est, Mam’selle.”
“But surely they will not take his life? They would not dare.”
“They dare do any thing. The Jew told me they were tres fa na tique. The

stones are sa cred stones; if they do not kill them; they will — ah, I know
not what.”

“But my fa ther will pay them well. The Arabs love money.”
“True, Mam’selle, but some love their faith more. Mam’selle does not

know the desert Arab. She does not know those who have never seen the
Eng lish tourist, and who have learnt noth ing of his ways. Be sides, these
peo ple are es pe cially re li gious. Their re li gion is ev ery thing to them. No
Dervish at Mecca is so fa nat i cal as the Nazir at Tel Moloch, no peo ple even
in Mecca love their mosque as much as the peo ple there love their Eed Al
Kur ban. Be sides, I have told Mam’selle only what I have heard. I have trav- 
eled with out rest and but lit tle food for many hours, so that she might know
quickly. Even now it may be too late. If help goes not to the En glish men,
the En glish men will die, I think.”

Joan Win scombe thought a mo ment, and then went quickly to a bell rope
and pulled it vig or ously.
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“Go and tell Sir Ed ward Williams that Miss Joan Win scombe would sec
him im me di ately,” she said to the ser vant when he came.

“Sir Ed ward has guests tonight,” said the ser vant.
“Nev er the less, he will come.”
In this she was right, for a few sec onds later the British Con sul ap peared.
“Some thing se ri ous has hap pened. Sir Ed ward.” said Joan, “else I would

not have dis turbed you. Yusef will you re peat to Sir Ed ward what you have
told me?”

Yusef re peated his story, and Joan no ticed that he al tered scarcely a word
dur ing his sec ond recital. When he had fin ished, Sir Ed ward Williams
looked very grave.

“The lad is right,” he said. “I have heard more than once that among all
the be liev ers of the Moslem re li gion there are none more fa nat i cal than
those who live in that dis trict. They re gard them selves as cus to di ans of the
true faith, and thus any thing like sac ri lege is un par don able in their eyes.
Hu man life is re garded lightly, but ev ery jot and tit tle of their re li gion is sa- 
cred. But keep a brave heart Miss Win scombe. I will go and see the Turk ish
au thor i ties at once.”

“You will ar range to send sol diers to re lease them?”
“I will do my best.”
“Do you mean to say that there will be dif fi culty?”
“I trust not.”
He moved to wards the door as he spoke, and Joan no ticed the grave,

anx ious look in his eyes.
“One mo ment, Sir Ed ward,” she said. “I do not wish this story to be- 

come the prop erty of the gos sips, and –––”
( She hes i tated a mo ment, while Sir Richard broke in. “I think you are

right, Miss Win scombe; for the present, at all events, the less said the bet- 
ter.”

Be fore mid night a com pany of Turk ish sol diers left Jerusalem, and trav- 
eled up the slopes of Mount Olivet to wards the vil lage of Bethany. Joan
Win scombe watched them as they went. From her po si tion on the flat roof
of the Mediter ranean Ho tel she could see them plainly. The sky was clear
and the moon shone brightly, so brightly that she could see the olive-trees
that dot ted the side of Mount Olivet, as well as the dome of the Mosque of
Omar and the white roofs of the houses all around her. She had pleaded
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hard to be al lowed to ac com pany the sol diers, but this Sir Ed ward Williams
would not lis ten to.

“Mad ness, Miss Win scombe,” he said “and worse than mad ness. Re- 
mem ber that the re gion about Tel Moloch is be yond civ i liza tion; so much so
that while it is dan ger ous for men, it is a hun dred times worse for women.
But do not fear. If it is pos si ble to bring back your fa ther, it will be done.
Ev ery sol dier has a pow er ful in cen tive to res cue both him and Mr. Carew.”

“And when can I hear of him again?”
“Per haps a fort night, per haps less. Re mem ber the state of the coun try be- 

yond the Dead Sea, re mem ber what may have to be done.”
Joan Win scombe loved her fa ther. Her mother had died when she was

very young, and as a con se quence they were a great deal to gether. She had
ac com pa nied Sir Richard on his many voy ages of dis cov ery and had shared
his plea sures and his dis ap point ments. She had of ten wished since her fa- 
ther had left her for Tel Moloch that she had gone with him, and but for the
fact that she was not en am ored with the so ci ety of Bam field Carew, she
would prob a bly have gone with him. That night, how ever, she felt more
kindly to wards Carew. It is true that their be liefs were ut terly dis sim i lar,
nev er the less she could not help ad mir ing the young man’s free dom from
cant and his ev i dent hon esty. She re al ized more over, that he had a sense of
hu mor and that dur ing the few days he had been with them in Jerusalem he
had proved him self, in spite of her prej u dice against him, an agree able com- 
pan ion.

She found her self won der ing how he bore him self dur ing their im pris on- 
ment, and she felt sure he would do his ut most to make her fa ther’s con di- 
tion as pleas ant as pos si ble, For, she could not be lieve that the Arabs would
kill them. It is true they might be fa nat i cal, but ev ery Arab loved money,
and she felt sure that Eng lish gold would atone even for sac ri lege.

Nev er the less, she was ex tremely anx ious, and she knew that lit tle sleep
would visit her un til she heard news of her fa ther’s safety.

Days passed away, and no news came, and as each day passed she grew
more anx ious. She read ev ery thing at her com mand which threw light upon
Arab char ac ter and cus tom and the more she read, the more she feared for
her fa ther’s safety. At the end of a week she felt she could keep si lence no
longer. She must tell her aunt of the fears which had been haunt ing her. She
wished that Yusef had not gone with the sol diers, so that she might have



52

been able to ques tion him again con cern ing what he had told her. But Yusef
had been nec es sary as a guide, and thus she had to bear her se cret alone.

At the end of the eighth day, how ever, her sus pense came to an end. She
was walk ing to wards Bethany, when she saw a horse man rid ing swiftly to- 
wards her.

“That is Yusef!” she said, with fast-beat ing heart.
A minute later the young Arab had reached her side.
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6. Sir Richard And Joan

SHE DARED NOT SPEAK, so great was her fear, but Yusef re joiced to be the
bearer of good news, and know ing the share he had taken in what had been
done, said grandly:

“Mam’selle can re joice.”
“My fa ther,” she cried, “is he safe?”
“He will be here in a few hours.”
“Is he well?”
Yusef as sured her that no harm had be fallen the man he de lighted to call

mas ter.
“But tell me, Yusef. Has he suf fered? Tell me how he looked. Tell me

what was done to set him at lib erty.”
“I know but lit tle,” said Yusef, " save that it is well I made haste. Had we

been six hours later he would have been killed."
“Killed! Tell me why.”
“It is not for me to tell,” said Yusef. “Presently they will come –– all

come. I ob tained per mis sion to ride on and tell you the good news. We kept
to gether un til we crossed the River Jor dan, then I rode fast. Sir Richard bid
me tell you that he was safe and well.”

And Mr. Carew?" she said presently.
“He has not come.”
Not come!" said Joan in as ton ish ment. “How is that?”
I am only a ser vant, Mam’selle. I know noth ing, there fore I tell noth ing.

But Mon sieur Carew he does not come. He stays at Tel Moloch."
“But why? For a ran som? Surely the sol diers could have taken him

also.”
“I know noth ing,” said Yusef. “I am only a ser vant.”
“But has harm come to him?”
“No; no harm has come to him; but I know noth ing. Soon Sir Richard

will be here; then he will tell ev ery thing. Mam’selle, I am tired. I have had
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but lit tle sleep and lit tle rest for many days; will Mam’selle for give me if I
crave leave to rest? To mor row all my pow ers shall be given to Mam’selle.”

The youth bowed cer e mo ni ously. Then, Joan hav ing given him per mis- 
sion to go on to Jerusalem, he mounted his horse again and passed out of
sight.

As may be imag ined, a great bur den had been taken from Joan Win- 
scombe. Her fa ther was safe, and would be with her in a few hours. For a
few min utes ev ery other thought was sub merged in this, but presently she
found her self won der ing about Bam field Carew. What had hap pened to
him? She felt sure that Yusef knew more than he had told. She had no ticed
when she had asked him ques tions that he seemed anx ious to get away. Per- 
haps it had been no easy mat ter to es cape from the Arabs, and Carew had
of fered him self as a hostage un til her fa ther had sent a ran som. Yes, she felt
sure that must be it. That was the only ex pla na tion pos si ble. For the jour ney
to Tel Moloch was at her fa ther’s in sti ga tion, and Bam field Carew had gone
only as an in ter ested spec ta tor. She knew too, that her fa ther would in sist on
tak ing any blame that might be at tached to them. When it came to re leas ing
them, how ever, it might work out dif fer ently. She imag ined that Carew was
not a rich man, while her fa ther’s credit at Jerusalem was great. There fore
Sir Richard would be al lowed to re turn in or der to ob tain money to pay the
ran som. Mean while Carew was safe. Yusef had told her that no harm had
hap pened to him.

She felt more kindly to wards Carew at that mo ment than she had ever
felt be fore. Af ter all his ag nos ti cism was only skin-deep, and his jeers at all
forms of re li gion only the re sult of an un for tu nate train ing. Prob a bly if she
had been trained a Ro man Catholic, and then had been led to see how lit tle
foun da tion it had in fact, she would be as anti-re li gious as he was. Be sides,
she felt sure he had stood by her fa ther, as a loyal friend, and she de ter- 
mined to be very kind to him on his re turn, so as to atone for any pos si ble
lack of cour tesy on her part prior to his de par ture on the jour ney which had
proved so per ilous.

Joan Win scombe re turned to Jerusalem with a light heart; in deed, so
great was her glad ness that she could no longer keep her aunt in ig no rance
of what she had been suf fer ing. The mo ment they were alone to gether,
there fore, she told her of all that had taken place, much to that lady’s as ton- 
ish ment. In deed, when Joan saw how com pletely the old lady lost con trol
over her self, even al though she knew her brother would soon re turn, she
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was more than ever glad that she had kept her own coun sel dur ing the ter ri- 
ble hours of wait ing.

It was not un til af ter dark that Sir Richard re turned to the ho tel, and his
re turn was the oc ca sion for much ex cite ment. For no sooner had Joan left
her aunt, than that lady had ea gerly told ev ery one she knew of the “ter ri ble
ad ven ture her dear brother had had.” In deed, be fore dark that night all
Jerusalem was agog with cu rios ity, Joan’s sim ple story had been mag ni fied
be yond all recog ni tion by her aunt’s vivid imag i na tion, and as the story
passed from lip to lip it passed be yond all bounds of pos si bil ity.

As may be imag ined, Sir Richard was be sieged by ex cited ques tion ers,
but, En glish man-like, he made light of ev ery thing. In deed, he showed a pe- 
cu liar re serve, and in spite of all his sis ter’s ques tions, told her noth ing be- 
yond what she al ready knew. More over, he com plained that he was very
tired, and told his sis ter that he in tended re tir ing to his room im me di ately.
Es pe cially was he pe cu liarly ret i cent con cern ing Bam field Carew. He sim- 
ply said that the young man was quite safe, but that he had de cided not to
re turn to Jerusalem with him.

Presently when he got away to his pri vate room, he sent for Joan, who,
as may be imag ined, was not slow to obey his sum mons. When Joan sat by
his side Sir Richard kissed her af fec tion ately.

“Thank God,” he said qui etly.
“Have you been in great dan ger, fa ther? Tell me all about it, will you?”
“Presently, my dear,” said Sir Richard. “Do you know that now I am

back here in civ i liza tion again, the hor rors of all the things I have passed
through seem more ter ri ble than they did at the time. And yet they were bad
enough then, I can as sure you.”

Joan did not speak. She had enough tact to wait un til her fa ther felt dis- 
posed to tell her what she was want ing to know.

Sir Richard lay back in his arm chair, and Joan saw his eye lids were
trem bling, and that his lips were quiv er ing. He was not a man given to ex- 
press much emo tion; in deed many re garded him as proud and un sym pa- 
thetic.

“Never mind, dad, ev ery thing is over now,” she said presently, “and it is
good to have you back again. Don’t trou ble to tell me any thing un til you
feel bet ter; the great thing I care about is that you are safe and well.”

She placed her cool hand on his fore head, and kissed him again and
again. “Oh, dad, I am thank ful to have you with me again. Of course. I did
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not tell even Aunt Martha any thing of what Yusef told me, and as Sir Ed- 
ward did not men tion the mat ter no one knew any thing. But I do not be lieve
I have slept an hour on the stretch for the last week. You see, I was al ways
imag in ing things, even al though I could not be lieve that Yusef was right
when he said your life was in dan ger. But, oh, I did pray that the sol diers
might be in time.”

“They were only just in time,” said Sir Richard, and then he com menced
his story, be gin ning on the night when they had camped at a lit tle dis tance
from Tel Moloch, and when the Arab pre tend ing to be the Sheikh ul Is lam
came to his tent.

Joan lis tened like one en tranced, and presently, when he came to the part
of his story where they were told that they must choose, be tween be ing put
to death and ac cept ing the Moslem faith, her ex cite ment knew no bounds.

“But. fa ther!” she cried, start ing to her feet, “die or ac cept the Moslem
re li gion! You do not ––”

“Well, of course, I re fused to be con verted. You see — well, I couldn’t
do that sort of thing even to save my life.”

“Of course, you couldn’t. Oh, it was ter ri ble, but, of course, you couldn’t
do it.”

“They took two sticks, and placed them on the ground in the form of a
cross,” went on Sir Richard, “and they de manded that we should tram ple on
the cross — this as a sign that we re nounced Chris tian ity, and then they de- 
manded that we should kiss the Ko ran, as an ex pres sion of our ac cep tance
of the Moslem re li gion.”

“But what did you do? What did you say?”
“Of course, I re fused. The thing was too — too ghastly ft for words.”
And Mr. Carew — what did he say?"
Sir Richard was silent for a few sec onds.
“Mr. Carew — was — well — he had dif fer ent — you see –––” and then

Sir Richard ceased speak ing. Some how he could not find words to ex press
his thoughts.

“But you do not mean to say that Mr. Carew — that is — he did not do
this?”

Sir Richard was silent.
“But, fa ther, he could not. The thought is too ghastly. Why — why –––”
“You see, Carew has lost faith in all re li gions,” said Sir Richard, like one

who was try ing to apol o gize for an other. “He was reared a Ro man ist, and
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presently he was led to be lieve that all re li gions were fa bles — mere leg- 
ends which never had any ba sis, save in the minds of peo ple who lived in a
su per sti tious age. He ar gued that it was pure mad ness to throw away his life
be cause he re fused to do some thing which meant noth ing to him. He had
his life to live, he said, and his work to do. He was only a young fel low,
and, well — you can see what was in his mind. The cross was only two
sticks, while the Ko ran con tained a lot of very in ter est ing things. He was in- 
clined to be lieve in the fa tal ism which lay at the heart of the Moslem faith,
and there fore”

“But, fa ther –”
“Yes, my dear?”
“He didn’t do it?”
Sir Richard nod ded his head.
“You mean to say that he tram pled upon the — the cross?”
Sir Richard rose to his feet. “I don’t like to think about it,” he said; “and

yet I can’t help it. The scene has haunted me ever since. I try to ex cuse him
by think ing that the cross was only a cou ple of dry sticks picked up on the
desert, I tell my self that he not only sought to save his own life but mine.
As a mat ter of fact, it is prob a ble I do owe my life to what he did. He stip u- 
lated, among other things, that a week should be given to me for re pen- 
tance, and it was that week which en abled Yusef to get to you and for you to
see the Turk ish of fi cial who sent sol diers to de liver me. I re mem ber, too,
that he did all he could for me af ter he re gained his lib erty, even al though I
told him in no mea sured terms what I thought of his ac tion. I say I re mem- 
ber all these things and I try to find ex cuses for him; but the thing haunts
me nev er the less.”

The per spi ra tion stood on Sir Richard’s brow while Joan be came pale to
the lips. For sev eral min utes she did not speak. The scene which her fa ther
had de scribed got hold of her imag i na tion. She, too, could see the cir cle of
Arabs. She could see the wild look in their eyes, and hear their sav age cries.
The cross of two dried sticks was plain be fore her eyes, and she could see
Carew step ping into the cir cle, crush ing down the cross be neath his heel
and say ing with a laugh, “By this act I re nounce the false faith of the
Nazarene.” Like her fa ther she tried to think lightly of it, but she could not.
The thing haunted her.

Where is he now?" she said in a hard, un mu si cal voice, so un like her
own that her fa ther looked at her in quir ingly.
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“I do not know,” said Sir Richard. “He went to stay in the house of the
Sheikh of the vil lage. He told me he was al lowed to take rub bings of the sa- 
cred stones, and that he meant to study the Arab life, and then write an
epoch-mak ing book. But I fancy he was un der some kind of sur veil lance.
The old Sheikh ac com pa nied him ev ery where, and I fancy he was not to be
fully trusted un til I was ei ther dead or had ac cepted the Moslem faith.”

Fa ther," said Joan presently, “let us say noth ing about this. Let us tell no
one; it — it is too ghastly — I mean the thought of it.”

“You mean that it is to be kept se cret?”
“Yes, I mean that.”
“Im pos si ble, my dear.”
“Why, fa ther?”
“The ser vants know of it. The sol diers know of it. It was the talk of the

vil lage. I ex pect by this time it is the talk of Jerusalem.”
“And what do they think of it?”
“Al most im pos si ble to say. Still, I have some idea. I heard two Arab

Chris tians talk ing about it yes ter day. They seemed to re gard it lightly. ‘He
can tram ple on the Ko ran and kiss the cross when he gets back to Eng land
again and thus make it all right,’ they said; but then I imag ine the re li gion
of the Arabs is rather a pe cu liar af fair.”

“I feel as though I can never speak to him again,” said Joan. “Oh! I
know that peo ple whom we all know do things a thou sand times worse, and
yet I can’t rid my self of the thought of it. It is ter ri ble. But how did you get
away from them, fa ther?”

“Of course the sol diers made it easy enough. Yusef led them to the camp
where our ser vants were strictly guarded, but the place is so pe cu liarly sit u- 
ated that they were able to pounce upon them be fore they were well aware
of the sol diers’ pres ence. Then they made straight for the place of my im- 
pris on ment, and in a few min utes I was at lib erty. It was all so sud den that I
hardly re al ized what had taken place. There was a big fuss made with the
old Sheikh, but I ex pect the whole af fair will blow over, es pe cially as there
were no fa tal re sults.”

“And you did not see Mr. Carew again?”
“No; I was told that he left the vil lage on the night I was set at lib erty,

and had gone away with some Arabs into the desert. I do not envy his feel- 
ings.”
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“And was your jour ney of any ad van tage to you? I mean, do you think
the stones of any his tor i cal value?”

“I have not the slight est doubt about it. Of course, if I could have
brought the stones away, I should have been able to demon strate my the o- 
ries. Or even if I could have taken rub bings or pho to graphs of them it would
have done nearly as well. Some of the hi ero glyph ics were very plain, and
could be plainly read ei ther by means of rub bings or pho to graphs. I would
have given al most any thing to have spent a few hours of day light be hind
that Mehrab. I am sure I could have con vinced the Pales tine Ex plo ration
So ci ety that they made a great mis take in re ject ing Vac chelli’s story and I
could have thrown a great deal of light upon the an cient Scrip tures. In deed,
it is a ter ri ble dis ap point ment to me that the jour ney has been so largely in
vain; still it is not with out some value. My book will cause some sen sa tion
when it comes out.”

“Of course the story of your ad ven ture will add greatly to its in ter est.”
“I sup pose so. I have no doubt but that it will be dis cussed in the Eng lish

news pa pers within the next few days. I imag ine there is some news pa per
cor re spon dent who will send some kind of an ac count to Lon don. All the
same, I would give a thou sand pounds to mor row if I could ob tain some
good rub bings and pho to graphs of the sa cred stones of Moab. Be sides, the
af fair has been bun gled very badly. If I had gone openly to the Sheikh in- 
stead of fol low ing Vac chelli’s ad vice, it is pos si ble I might have been able
to have pur chased, not only the right to pho to graph and to take rub bings of
the stones, but I might have ob tained much valu able in for ma tion. As it is
my work is only half done.”

“Never mind.” said Joan. “you all back in Jerusalem all safe and sound.
And it is bet ter to have failed in your plans than to have –”

She did not fin ish the sen tence, but Sir Richard un der stood what was in
her mind.

“Yes,” he said: “yes, a thou sand times bet ter. I should never have re- 
spected my self again.”

Sir Richard had been right in his con jec ture. The next day all the Eng lish
peo ple who were in Jerusalem had heard of what Carew had done, and as
the story passed from lip to lip, var i ous opin ions were ex pressed.

The story pos sessed a kind of fas ci na tion for them. The sit u a tion was pe- 
cu liar, and the fact of an En glish man, who had been brought up a Chris tian,
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re nounc ing his faith by tram pling on the cross and kiss ing the Ko ran ap- 
pealed to their imag i na tion.

“What would you have done?” asked one young Ox ford fel low of an- 
other. “You hold pretty much the same views that Carew holds. Sup pose
you were in the power of a fa nat i cal horde of Arabs, and they of fered you
your choice be tween death and tram pling on the cross, what would you
have done?”

The young fel low paused a minute. “I don’t know,” he said; “and yet –”
“Yet what?”
“Well, it was a jolly un sports man like thing to do,” was the re ply. "If I did

it I should feel such a mean cur all the rest of my life. I don’t know why, but
I should. Of course it was a tight cor ner; but there. I couldn’t have done it. I
sup pose it’s sen ti men tal and fool ish, but do you know I’ve no de sire to meet
Carew again.

“Just my feel ings. I don’t know why. I sup pose the thing’s got mixed up
in one’s blood, and — and, well, one’s mother and one’s grand mother be- 
lieved in Christ and the cross and all that sort of thing. I don’t pro fess to be
re li gious, and for that mat ter I sel dom go to church. There’s too much flum- 
mery to suit me. But still, the thought of the cross has — well — it seems
kind of sa cred, some how, doesn’t it?”

They were stand ing in the lit tle square out side the Mediter ranean Ho tel.
Near to them stood David’s tower, while east ward, be yond the Mosque of
Omar, they could see the vil lage of Bethany on the sum mit of the Mount of
Olives. At the foot of the hill lay Geth se mane, and on the left the hill of
Cal vary could be seen.

Both stood still for a few sec onds, nei ther speak ing an other word. Per- 
haps there was some thing in the as so ci a tion and at mos phere of the place
which im pressed them.

“Do you know, Wilton,” said one of them presently, “the thought of it,
and per haps it’s this old city, too; but one feels as though there might be
some thing in it af ter all. I won der if there is?”

“Oh! I say, Web ster,” said the other, “we shall have you turn ing par son
next. Of course, one can’t help feel ing that Carew didn’t play the game and
all that, but — but — I say there’s Sir Richard Win scombe com ing, let’s see
what we can get out of the old chap.”

Each of the young men moved to wards the ho tel from which Sir Richard
was com ing.
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7. Sir Richard’s Re turn To Eng‐ 
land

BUT SIR RICHARD did not seem in clined to en ter into a con ver sa tion with
ei ther Wilton or Web ster. Ev i dently his ex pe ri ences dur ing the last few days
had tried him sorely. The young men no ticed that his face was very drawn
and hag gard, and that he walked less briskly than of yore. When they spoke
to him con cern ing Carew’s ac tion, he shut his lips firmly as though he was
de ter mined to say noth ing, and in spite of all their ques tion ings he left them
no wiser. On be ing asked whether he in tended to pros e cute his re searches,
how ever, he told them it was his in ten tion to re turn home im me di ately.

“Well, I hope we shall have a great book from you, any how,” said Web- 
ster. “You must have heaps of ma te rial, al though I should imag ine they
would be more valu able for a novel than for a trea tise. I sup pose you in- 
tended to write a kind of the o log i cal book, Sir Richard?”

“Ev ery man tries to do that if he writes at all,” replied Sir Richard qui- 
etly.

“I don’t quite fol low you there.”
"No. But ev ery book that can be called a book at all is a the o log i cal

book. When you get to the bot tom of things there is no other sub ject. What
the world calls nov els are only the o log i cal trea tises. What is the story of
any man’s or woman’s life but a man’s bat tle for or against God? Sup pose
you study a man’s men tal or moral wan der ings, and the study re solves it self
into the same thing. Ev ery pot-boiler is a the olo gian in his own way. It may
be a very small way, but that is es sen tially what he is. Good morn ing.

A few days later Sir Richard started for Eng land by way of Smyrna,
Athens and Brin disi, but he did not stay long in these places; both he and
Joan had a great long ing to get back to Eng land. As there was to be an au- 
tumn ses sion in Par lia ment, more over, they de ter mined to go to their Lon- 
don house and stay there un til De cem ber. Be fore they had ar rived at Dover,
the fol low ing and sim i lar para graphs had ap peared in the Lon don pa pers:



62

Sir Richard Win scombe, the well-known an ti quary and scholar, who met with the un pleas- 
ant ad ven ture on the bor ders of the Ara bian desert, which we fully re ported in our col umns
some time ago, is ex pected to ar rive in Eng land shortly. Sir Richard is, we un der stand, suf- 
fer ing from the ner vous shock he re ceived dur ing the week when his life hung in a bal ance,
and when the al ter na tive be tween death and ac cept ing the Moslem re li gion was placed be- 
fore him. Nev er the less he is well enough to pro ceed with the book which he planned some
time ago, and to get ma te rial for which he vis ited the East. He will be ac com pa nied by his
daugh ter and sis ter, and will take up his res i dence at his Lon don house in Cring field Gar- 
dens. Noth ing is known of Mr. Bam field Carew, who ac com pa nied him on his per ilous
jour ney, but no fears are en ter tained for that gen tle man’s safety.

“I wish these para graphs did not get into the pa pers,” said Sir Richard to
Joan two days af ter his re turn.

“The news pa pers must get filled up with some thing, dad,” replied Joan.
“Yes, I know; but just now I want to be quiet. I had in tended to keep out

of ev ery one’s way for at least a fort night, and now we shall be be sieged
with call ers.”

“Per haps not.” said Joan.
“Oh! we shall. Look at this,” and he handed her a let ter.
“You can be en gaged,” said Joan, when she had read it.
“Not when such as Carew calls. You see, I’ve known him for many

years, and he will nat u rally want to know the truth about his son. I would
have given any thing to have kept the af fair quiet, but it has ev i dently crept
into the pa pers and be come the talk of Lon don. He’s bring ing Carew’s old
tu tor, too. You no ticed that?”

Joan nod ded.
“It’s such a painful busi ness,” went on Sir Richard. “If the fel low had

been killed be cause he pre ferred to play the man — well, the in ter view
would have been eas ier. As it is, I feel like run ning away.”

“They may be here at any mo ment, too,” said Joan scan ning the let ter
again.

“Yes I know,” replied Sir Rickard; “I think that’s what makes me so un- 
com fort able.”

He had scarcely spo ken when a ser vant en tered, bear ing two cards.
“It is they,” said Sir Richard; “don’t go, Joan. I feel that your pres ence

will make this in ter view more easy to bear.”
Two gen tle men were ush ered into the room; the one a tall, hand some

man of about fifty-five years of age, the other slightly younger. Al though
the for mer was to the or di nary ob server a far more strik ing look ing man, the
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lat ter was likely to ob tain more no tice than his com pan ion. He was dressed
in strictly cler i cal at tire, and his dark, clean-shaven face sug gested the fact
that he was an Ital ian.

“Ah, Carew,” said Sir Richard, hold ing out his hand, “it is lit tle we have
seen of each other these last few years, but you have scarcely al tered. The
old Cor nish blood helps you to re tain your youth ful ap pear ance, I sup pose.”

Mr. Carew shook the hand that Sir Richard of fered him, but he did not
re turn his pleas antry. Ev i dently his visit was of no pleas ant na ture.

“This is the Rev erend Pietro Mussi,” he said, turn ing to his com pan ion.
“I thought I would like him to be present dur ing our in ter view.”

“Cer tainly,” said Sir Richard. “I am afraid I have no dif fi culty in guess- 
ing your rea son for com ing to see me. Sit down, won’t you?”

“I have been wor ried more than I can say, said Mr. Carew.”All sorts of
sto ries have got afloat in the pa pers too. One might have ex pected to have
es caped that in dig nity."

“I am as sorry as you can be,” said Sir Richard. " I would have done
any thing to have pre vented it, but — but — I couldn’t."

“Who knew of it be sides you?” asked Mr. Carew.
“All Jerusalem knew of it. It was the talk of the Arabs, the talk of the

mule teers, the talk of the dragomen. One might as well try and stop a hur ri- 
cane as to stop them from talk ing”

“But, surely, it is not true?”
Sir Richard looked up ques tion ingly.
“I know my son got tainted by the skep ti cism of a Protes tant Uni ver sity,

but he was al ways a sound Catholic at heart. You knew well, Fa ther Mussi,
you can bear me out in this.”

“Oh, cer tainly,” said the priest. “He was al ways of an in quir ing mind,
and might not be quite or tho dox on mat ters non-es sen tial, but at heart he
was al ways sound, per fectly sound.”

Sir Richard did not speak. He called to mind Bam field Carew’s oft-ex- 
pressed opin ion about Fa ther Mussi’s views, but thought it best to say noth- 
ing. More over, as he looked at the priest’s face, he thought he saw a mock- 
ing smile. He might have been mis taken, but he felt sure that Fa ther Mussi
did not share Mr. Carew’s ev i dent sor row.

“That is why I have been sure there has been some mis take,” went on
Bam field Carew’s fa ther. “If my son had been a Protes tant I should not have
won dered so much, but our branch of the fam ily has al ways re mained true
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to the old faith. It is true he got hold of very loose no tions at Ox ford, no- 
tions which made me use very strong lan guage to him; but this — no, I can- 
not be lieve it, Win scombe.”

Still Sir Richard re mained silent. Protes tant as he was, he no ticed the im- 
plied sneer at his faith, but he re flected that the man was re ally dis turbed.

“Would you mind — that is, could you de scribe to me the — the cir cum- 
stances of the whole mis er able busi ness?” he asked presently.

“Hadn’t we bet ter for get it, Carew?” said Sir Richard. “I am afraid we
can al ter noth ing by talk ing about it — and re ally, the af fair is — well, not
pleas ant to me.”

“Yes, but can’t you see? I am sure you must be mis taken — there must
be some thing be hind it all.”

Sir Richard looked out of the win dow as though watch ing the state of the
weather, while Fa ther Mussi looked rather bored.

“I say, Win scombe,” burst out Mr. Carew presently, “be hon est with me.
The Protes tants are mak ing cap i tal out of this. Some Bible-wor ship ing fa- 
natic was spout ing about it last night at Ex eter Hall or some such place, and
urged that in fi delity to all that was true was the re sult of my faith. You are
not tarred with the same brush are you?”

“Carew,” said Sir Richard, “that ques tion is a lit tle hard to for give? But I
re mem ber that you are nat u rally dis turbed by these ru mors. I dep re cate as
much as you the mis er able fa nati cism which will use such an in ci dent in a
pub lic meet ing in or der to dis par age an other’s faith. It is not for me to trace
the in flu ences which led your son to give up his re li gion, al though”— and
he looked at Fa ther Mussi keenly — " he of ten spoke to me con cern ing his
rea sons for ceas ing to — to be lieve in any thing. But since you will have the
truth, you shall have it," and he re lated the in ci dents which have been de- 
scribed in this his tory.

“He’s no longer a son of mine,” said Mr. Carew, when he had fin ished.
“Par don me,” said Fa ther Mussi, “but may I say a word here? Of course,

we all re gret the event, we of the Church es pe cially. But may there not have
been rea sons in his mind? Bam field as I have known him is a great lover of
ad ven ture. More over, he was nat u rally de sirous to un der stand the Arab
ways and the pe cu liar i ties of the Moslem re li gion. And must we not bear in
mind sev eral other facts? The Bible had its birth in that re gion. In that
desert Ha gar took Ish mael, and thus the Ara bian peo ple be gan to be. Leg- 
end has it, too, that the burial-place of our uni ver sal mother Eve is still
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shown. In that re gion, too, the Abra hamic idea had its birth. Now, would
not Bam field de sire to study the phi los o phy which un der lay the birth of
Mo hammedanism? Would not his in quir ing mind seek to learn the in ward- 
ness of the Moslem faith? I have just been read ing the writ ings of Sir
Richard Bur ton, who spent so much time in the East. Well, what was his at- 
ti tude to wards the Moslem faith? When trav el ing to Mecca, he posed as a
Mo hammedan; he pounded the sand with his head, and howled the Moslem
prayers. He daily went to the mosques for wor ship, he kissed the sa cred
Black Stone and en tered the Kaaba. the place of an swered prayer. And yet
Sir Richard Bur ton mar ried a good Catholic and was never out lawed from
Eng lish so ci ety.”

“Bur ton was a wild, law less Gypsy,” said Mr. Carew. “He was sim ply a
lover of ad ven ture, and noth ing more. Even if my son had been that, I think
I could have for given him. But Sir Richard Bur ton, a man who loved to
pose as an out law and even as a mur derer, never crushed the cross un der his
feet. He never for mally re nounced the Chris tian faith.”

“I was only sug gest ing that Bam field might have ul te rior mo tives in all
this. Mr. Carew. Be lieve me, the solid sub stra tum of Catholic faith in your
son’s na ture will not go for noth ing; what he did he did with men tal reser va- 
tion, and by-and-by he will see that the light may shine more brightly be- 
cause the sun may have been hid den for awhile. He will see the beauty of
truth be hind the world’s sym bol ism.”

Sir Richard saw the work ing of Fa ther Mussi’s mind, saw, too, the rea- 
son why Bam field Carew pre ferred the sim ple though ig no rant faith of his
first tu tor to the sophisms of the sub tle Ital ian.

“I tell you he is no longer a son of mine,” said Mr. Carew an grily. “I am
an old-fash ioned Eng lish Catholic, Fa ther Mussi. and more than that, I
sprang from a fam ily that never pre tended to a false hood for the sake of
sav ing their skins. From this time I dis own him, and he must pass out a of
my life.”

“Un til he con fesses his er ror and re turns to the fold,” said Fa ther Mussi
with a smile. “I have but lit tle doubts that when he re turns to Eng land again,
this lit tle episode will be sat is fac to rily ex plained, and that we shall find him
a true Catholic at heart. Pazienza as we Ital ians say.”

“Fa ther,” said Joan to Sir Richard Win scombe when their vis i tors were
gone, “I found it ter ri bly dif fi cult to be civil to that Ital ian.”
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“He be longs to what is not sup posed to ex ist,” said Sir V Richard, “the
broad school of Catholics.”

“It was easy to see that. I was deeply sorry for Mr. Carew, and I re spect
his un com pro mis ing fi delity to his faith. But re spect and the other man
don’t go to gether.”

Sir Richard laughed. “I am glad the in ter view is over,” he said. “Doubt- 
less it was ter ri ble for an ar dent Ro man ist like Carew to hear of his son’s
ac tion. Poor Bam field, I won der where he is now?”

“Oh, I’ve no doubt he’s safe enough. I only hope he’ll not think it his
duty to call here on his re turn.”

“Why?”
“I shall have to refuse to see him. I can’t get over it fa ther, even yet.”
“Nor I,” said Sir Richard. “Why is it, I won der? I try to con vince my self

that it is be cause he did not play the part of an Eng lish gen tle men, that in- 
stead of play ing the man, he played the cow ard; but I know it is some thing
deeper than that, some thing which I can not put into words. I can’t for get it.
Of ten I find my self re call ing the scene. I see the Arabs with wild eyes. I
hear them clam or ing for our death or our con ver sion, and I see the old
Sheikh plac ing the cross on the ground, and I hear him say ing, ‘Now, then,
my dear, tram ple upon the cross which is the sym bol of the false faith of the
Nazarene. Al lah is mighty, and Mo hammed is His apos tle.’ And then I hear
the wood crack as it cracked amidst the ex ul tant shouts of the Arabs. All the
same I can not refuse to see him if he comes back and calls on us.”

“But I shall,” said Joan.
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8. Life In The Desert

“MAY THEIR FA THERS AND MOTH ERS RE CEIVE THE CURSE OF AL LAH!”
“May ev ery mother’s son of them be cast into the pit of fire!”
“In fi del dogs, ev ery one of them; in fi del dog also is the ac cursed Turk

who sent them hither!”
“The in sult to Al lah hath not been avenged; the un be liev ing Frank goes

back with out ei ther pay ing his debt to man or to Al lah.”
“Then Al lah’s curse will fall on us!”
“Oh! woe, woe, woe! Why did I stay my hand? Why did the thought of

mercy steal into my heart? Oh! cursed be the in fi dels!”
“But we have one of them, and he is now of the faith ful.”
“Ay, and if we be not wary and wise, he also will be taken, and then we

shall miss both ran soms. Both, I tell you.”
“Im pos si ble! They know not whither we have gone.”
“There must be spies in Tel Moloch.”
“May their eye balls burn and may their tongues cleave to their mouths!

May pain gnaw at their vi tals as long as they live, and may they go away to
the pit of flame for ever and ever!”

Bam field Carew heard all this, and more, as he was hur ried on through
the night. At first the words seemed so con fused that he could make no
sense of them. Presently, how ever, he gath ered the drift of what had hap- 
pened. Ev i dently Sir Richard Win scombe had been res cued, and he him self
was be ing car ried into the desert. Well, he was thank ful for Sir Richard’s
safety. No doubt the baronet had treated him with scant cour tesy these last
few days; but that was per haps nat u ral. Sir Richard had not cast off the the- 
o log i cal swad dling-clothes of his child hood. Presently he would re al ize that
but for him, Carew, he would have been killed; then the baronet would be
glad that he not al lowed a tri fle, which meant noth ing, to stand in the way
of sav ing their lives.

“Lis ten!”
“Praise to Al lah! All is silent.”
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“There is no sound? Thy right ear is some what deaf; place thy left ear on
the ground and lis ten again.”

“All is as silent as the spirit of the night.”
“See ing that we have acted for the best, per chance Al lah may be kind to

us. As the Ko ran saith, ‘His mercy is as the morn ing dew, His love even as
the honey which falls on the flow ers.’”

“Brother, thou might est be the Sheikh ul Is lam him self. Thy words are
like pearls of great price and as full of mu sic as the sound of run ning wa- 
ters.”

“Still must we jour ney on. When the hour of prayer comes, the peo ple of
El Tulim should be so near that we can touch them with our hands.”

“It is well. On ward, then!”
The great canopy of the sky, speck led with stars, hung in cloud less

beauty over their heads. The night was moon less, but they could see the
moun tain-range on the west ward side and the great desert on the east. They
no longer trav eled rapidly. Hav ing made sure that they were be yond the
pos si bil ity of pur suers, the Arabs came to the con clu sion that they need not
try their horses too much. More over, the spirit of the night seemed to for bid
rapid rid ing, and Bam field Carew, won der ing as he did what the Arabs in- 
tended to do with him, felt awed by what he saw. Dur ing the last few days
he had been play ing at be ing a Moslem for the sake of keep ing up ap pear- 
ances, but that night he felt that he was nearer the heart of the Moslem faith
than ever he had been be fore. The im ma nence of a Supreme Be ing be came
al most a re al ity to him. and to sub mit, com pletely to His will was surely the
true phi los o phy of life.

For some time they rode on silently; even the Arabs scarcely spoke ever
a word. Per haps they were think ing of the old Ara bian leg ends, which ex ert
as pow er ful an in flu ence on their minds to day as they did when the Ara bian
Nights was writ ten. Presently, how ever, Carew saw that the east ern sky was
chang ing color. From black-blue it be came trans formed into pur ple, and vi- 
o let, and am ber, and then the red disc of the sun lifted it self above the hori- 
zon.

The Arabs yawned and stretched their arms; one be gan to sing aloud,
and an other gave a cheery laugh. In a few min utes there had been a change
from black night to broad day.

No sooner was the sun clear above the hori zon than Carew heard the
voice of one of the Arabs cry ing aloud:
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“God is the only God. God is mighty. His mercy en dures for ever to- 
wards His faith ful ones. To prayer!, To prayer!”

Carew threw him self on the ground with the rest. He placed his fore head
on the sands and cried aloud. He did not fail to no tice the oth ers, how ever,
and no sooner had they risen from their knees than he did like wise.

As the Arabs rose from the earth they looked in tently to wards the di rec- 
tion from which they had been trav el ing, and as Carew’s eyes fol lowed
theirs he knew they had not been fol lowed. Away in the dis tance he saw the
tow ers and minarets of the great mosque at Tel Moloch, and as the light in- 
creased he could also see the squalid vil lage that lay at its feet. But be tween
them and the vil lage not a soul was to be seen. There lay the vast ex panse of
land, while, be yond, the moun tains lifted their peaks into the sky; but even
as no sound broke the si lence, nei ther was there any thing to be seen which
called for no tice.

“Al lah is mer ci ful. No harm hath hap pened, no jinns have, ap peared, and
we are not fol lowed. May Al lah be praised!”

“Al lah be praised!” re peated the oth ers.
“But I am cold and hun gry, brother,” said one, " and El Tulim is yet an

hour away. Let us has ten on."
“And I also have a wife there whom mine eyes have not rested on for

many days.”
At this there was a great laugh, and con ver sa tion fol lowed which showed

how lit tle ef fect the prayers of a few min utes be fore had upon them.
But Bam field Carew did not ap pear to no tice this; in stead he rode on,

plan ning how he could es cape the Arabs, who ev i dently had plans con cern- 
ing him.

A lit tle later they en tered a squalid vil lage, where they were quickly sur- 
rounded by troops of dirty women, and chil dren. Men were there also, but
they re mained on the out skirts of the crowd and watched.

Ere long, a tall, lean old man, with a long white beard, came up.
“Al lah be praised, my chil dren. You come from Tel Moloch?”
“Yes, fa ther.”
“It is well, my dears; and who is this stranger with fairer skin than thine,

and whose beard is not the color of the beard of the Prophet?”
“He is a guest of thy bounty, learned fa ther, un til Ibra ham, son of As mar,

can find his way thither. As for us, we would have food for our selves and
our cat tle.”
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“But the stranger is a Frank, and he hath the air of a Nazarene.”
“He was a Nazarene, but he is now of the faith ful. Seven days ago he ac- 

cepted the true faith and tram pled on the cross which is the sym bol of the
false faith of the Nazarene.”

“Is it true, my son?” said the old man to Carew.
“That I am of the faith ful, fa ther? Yes.”
“And hast thou tram pled on the cross, tell me that, my son? Didst thou

crush be neath thy feet the ac cursed sym bol of a false faith?”
Carew no ticed that the old man put the ques tion with great ea ger ness; his

eyes glit tered, and his voice trem bled.
“Yes,” he replied, and he could not re press the un com fort able feel ing

that came into his heart, “I did.”
“May Al lah be praised. May His truth pre vail, and may His prophet Mo- 

hammed, and all his faith ful fol low ers be blessed. When Ibra ham, son of
As mar, finds his way thither, we will talk much to gether, and you shall tell
me of the evil ways of those who be lieve in the false faith of the Nazarene.”

Through out the rest of the day Carew was left much alone, but he knew
he was watched con tin u ously. Ev i dently he was not trusted, and the es cape
of Sir Richard Win scombe in creased their de ter mi na tion not to al low him to
es cape.

Sev eral days passed away be fore the old Sheikh, Ibra ham, son of As mar,
found his way to El Tulim, dur ing which time Carew found the time hang
heav ily upon his hands. The life was mo not o nous in the ex treme. More over,
the cus toms of the peo ple were ex tremely dis taste ful to him. It is true they
be longed to the same sect of Moslems as those of Tel Moloch, and were
there fore ex tremely re li gious; but Carew failed to no tice that their long
prayers and their obe di ence to the re li gious laws had any ef fect upon their
lives. He went daily to the mosque and of fered his prayers with the rest, but
when the prayers were over he could not help re flect ing that, in spite of
their ev i dent earnest ness, they rev eled in speech that made him shrink from
them with loathing. It was true the old Sheikh was, in his way, a good man,
yet even he looked upon the women of the vil lage as mere chat tels of traf- 
fic. In spite of him self he could not help notic ing the stan dard of re li gious
life in Eng land was ut terly dif fer ent from the stan dard there. In or der to
keep up ap pear ances, he read the Ko ran daily; but per haps ow ing to his
early as so ci a tions and the bias of his mind, the writ ings of the great prophet
of the East be came so much fool ish ness.
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He found, too, that even among those who prayed long est and loud est
there was an ac tual gloat ing over those de based phases of life which, in
Eng land, he had never heard men tioned, save by those who were dead to
shame and dead to de cency.

Still, in a way he en joyed him self. The life, al though mo not o nous, was
strange, and re vealed to him in ways un thought of the as pi ra tions and feel- 
ings of these desert peo ple. At the end of three days he could not help re al- 
iz ing one thing. Short as the time had been since he had ceased to con verse
with Sir Richard, he could not help mak ing a men tal note of it. It was that
he was low er ing his stan dards as to the value of hu man life. He found it im- 
pos si ble to think of men and women as he had thought of them in Eng land.
What made the dif fer ence he could not tell, but the fact ex isted. The cru elty,
the ne glect, the sav age deeds that were done, did not move him as they
would have moved him at home. He re al ized in an un ac count able way that
re li gion could be di vorced from moral ity. He knew that even in Eng land
pro fes sion of faith was of ten un ac com pa nied by pu rity of morals, but there
such a state of things seemed con tra dic tory; in El Tulim, how ever, all was
dif fer ent. He found that in’ the mosque at El Tulim was a sa cred stone,
some what re sem bling the sa cred Kabash at Mecca, and it was be lieved that
if a faith ful Moslem prayed while touch ing this stone, his prayers could not
fail to be an swered; but this prayer must be of fered at a cer tain hour, and in
a cer tain po si tion. As a con se quence the wor shipers rushed with great ea- 
ger ness to this sa cred place, and so anx ious were they to oc cupy the cov eted
places that they fought with fists and knives, in or der to get there first. More
than once had he seen men bleed ing and lac er ated be cause of their strug gles
to gain place of prayer; again and again had he seen men fight like dev ils, in
or der to kneel first at what they be lieved to be a sa cred place.

Presently, af ter much wait ing, the old Sheikh from Tel Moloch ap peared,
and to Carew’s great joy, he brought with him some of his clothes. As yet
he was in doubt as to what the Arabs in tended to do with him. He knew that
in spite of his daily prayers, and his ap par ent ea ger ness to learn the dis tinc- 
tive teach ings of the Moslem faith he was far from safe. The Arabs re- 
garded him with sus pi cious eyes. They could not un der stand his cyn i cal
smile and easy good hu mor. His Eng lish ways were strange to them. On one
oc ca sion an Arab had at tacked him with knife up lifted, be cause he had in- 
ter fered with him when he was mal treat ing an an i mal, and had not Carew
been a strong man he would cer tainly have been killed. On an other he was
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in dan ger of his life, be cause he had hinted that Chris tians lived bet ter lives
than Mo hammedans. Still, on the whole, he was treated with kind ness, and
al though life be came ter ri bly mo not o nous he did hot com plain.

“It is now time, my dear, for you to pay your ran som,” said Ibra ham, son
of As mar, to him one day.

“Very well,” said Carew ea gerly, too ea gerly in fact, “my only means of
get ting money is in Jerusalem; I will go there at once, and place it in your
hands.”

“May Al lah be mer ci ful and boun teous to Mo hammed, and all the chil- 
dren of his loins; and may Al lah pre serve all the faith ful from the pit of
flame,” re turned the old Arab; “but al though the Mosque of Omar is in
Jerusalem, yet are there many in fi dels there. Many Jews, and many ac- 
cursed Nazarenes.”

“But I have given you my word that the two hun dred pieces of gold
which you de manded shall be given.”

“Al lah is the only Al lah,” said Ibra ham, son of As mar, “but it hath been
known that even the faith ful have been led to doubt the Ko ran in Jerusalem.
There fore, my dear, it might be that you, who are yet but a child in the faith,
might be gin to doubt when you have min gled with the Franks who are so
nu mer ous in Jerusalem.”

“But you do not mean to keep me here al ways?” said Carew, al most anx- 
iously, for al though he had waited pa tiently for an op por tu nity of es cape,
none had come to him.

“And what more may a man de sire, my dear, than that which we of fer
you? Per chance, my dear, you have much gold in Eng land.”

“Not much; I am not rich,” replied Carew.
“But say,” said Ibra ham, “the sum I have men tioned will not leave you

pen ni less?”
“No, there may be a lit tle left,” replied Carew, with a smile.
“Ah,” said Ibra ham, not ing the smile, “then what is to keep you from re- 

main ing here with us? Think, my dear. There are daugh ters of the faith ful
men whom you can take to wife. As you are rich you can have two, or
three, or four. These will min is ter to your ev ery need. They will gather your
fruit, make your bread, weave your clothes, and be light unto your eyes. I
my self have a daugh ter who is fair to look upon, who, if I mis take not, hath
cast eyes of love upon you. Then Moy aed Abou el Naser hath a daugh ter,
whose eyes shine like stars, and whose teeth are as pearls. She also –”
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“Stop,” said Carew, and at that mo ment he thought of Joan Win scombe,
“I am not a mar ry ing man, and 1 have no de sire for a wife.”

“And yet there are no ser vants like wives,” said the old Arab, “I am told
that the Chris tians al low a man but one wife, and that she claims to be
treated as an equal of a man. Ac cursed must be the faith that teaches such a
thing, when even Mo hammed had doubts whether a woman has a soul. But
with us all is dif fer ent. It is the wife who bears the bur dens, who plants our
farms, and tends our vines, while the man fol lows his plea sure. There fore,
my son, would it not be well for you to live among Al lah’s faith ful ones?
You could bring your money to us, and in time you could have a great
house hold, with wives and many sons. My daugh ter is in deed fair to look
upon.”

“I am not a mar ry ing man,” re peated Carew.
“The,” went on the old man, “with your money you could buy horses

and camels, and you could make the great pil grim age to Mecca; you could
stand in the place of an swered prayer. Then would con tent ment, and peace,
and pros per ity be with you for ever. Your wives would be lov ing, and true,
and your sons would be many.”

“But mean while,” said Carew. “how may I pay my two hun dred pieces
of gold that I may atone for the wrong I have done to you.”

At this Ibra ham’s eyes glis tened, nev er the less he was silent for a few
sec onds. Then he said: “The rich in fi del may Al lah’s curse rest upon him,
and not upon the faith ful — hath left Jerusalem!”

"Ah, said Carew, for al though he had asked many times con cern ing Sir
Richard, he could ob tain no in for ma tion.

“Aye, he hath left. I am told that the Chris tians in Jerusalem are wait ing
to tear out thine eye balls.”

Carew laughed qui etly. “Why?” he asked.
“Be cause thou hast tram pled on the ac cursed sym bol of a false faith,”

replied the old Arab.
Carew shrugged his shoul ders, but he only said, “Then how can I ob tain

the money?”
“That is easy,” replied the Arab. “You can write a let ter to the place

where you have put your gold. You can tell the peo ple there to give the
money to the faith ful mes sen gers whom we can send.”

Carew was silent for a few sec onds. He was think ing deeply.
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“To mor row we will re turn to Tel Moloch again,” con tin ued Ibra ham,
“for I have learnt that no at tempt to take you away from us will be made.
And let me tell you this Is mayl, son of Ab sach, hath rich land, and he will
sell it for three hun dred pieces of gold. When you have bought it you can
take wives from among our daugh ters. My own daugh ter is very fair to look
upon,” and Carew could not help notic ing the look of greed in the old
Arab’s eyes.

“Great is your good ness to me,” said Carew, “but I feel I am not wor thy.
Who am I that I should have as a wife the daugh ter of one so great as you?”

“But I would con fer honor on you, my dear, and I would show my trust.
As yet there are many who doubt your faith, they com plain that you never
pray save at the ap pointed times, and that never once have you risen in the
night to of fer your de vo tions. But let them see your earnest ness. Take unto
you wives from the daugh ters of the faith ful; then will the tongue of anger
be si lenced and the smile of Al lah will be upon you. As I told you.
Khamoor, my daugh ter, is very fair to look upon, and al though many have
sought her, I would not de mand great presents from you when you take her
to wife. Two hun dred pieces of gold will be but lit tle to you, yet for them
you shall have my daugh ter and my bless ing.”

Al though Carew could scarcely help laugh ing, he saw that his po si tion
was not free from se ri ous ness, es pe cially as, be fore the day was out, he dis- 
cov ered that Ibra ham, son of As mar, Sheikh of Tel Moloch, had in formed
many that it was his pur pose to give his daugh ter Khamoor to be the wife of
the En glish man who had tram pled on the cross and de nounced the false
faith of the Nazarenes.

“All praise to Al lah, my dear, and may you have many sons,” said the
old Sheikh of El Tulim to him not long af ter his in ter view with Ibra ham;
“and may the daugh ter of Ibra ham and thine other wives be very obe di ent
and slow of speech.”

“But see ing I have not spo ken to the daugh ter of Ibra ham, nor for that
mat ter have I ever seen her face, is not this a lit tle pre ma ture?” said Carew,
with a laugh.

“Ah, but Ibra ham hath told me his will, and you have much gold in Eng- 
land. What then? Our Sheikh ul Is lam is old, and thou art yet a stranger
amongst us; but if, like our fa ther Job, thou hast a great, house hold and
much pos ses sions, what is to hin der you from be com ing great — ay even
Sheikh ul Is lam?”
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All this amused Carew very much, yet he could not help re gard ing it
with se ri ous ness. He no ticed that while some of the Arabs looked at him an- 
grily, es pe cially the young men, oth ers paid him much homage. Es pe cially
was this the case when he had writ ten a let ter to his bankers at Jerusalem,
which let ter was be ing taken by some of Ibra ham s faith ful ser vants.

“We will re turn to Tel Moloch to mor row,” said Ibra ham, “and al though
our daugh ters are veiled from the eyes of men, yet be cause I will give her to
you to wife, you shall this night see her face. Then when the mes sen gers
have re turned from Jerusalem with the gold, the ar range ments tor the mar- 
riage-day shall be made, and that with all speed.”

That night, af ter he had made his prepa ra tions for start ing for Tel
Moloch on the fol low ing morn ing, Carew re al ized some thing which for the
time com pletely shocked him. He saw that Ibra ham was per fectly se ri ous in
his de ter mi na tion that he should marry Khamoor his daugh ter, and as he
thought of the means whereby he might be able to es cape the sit u a tion,
which was be com ing more and more dif fi cult, it came to him that what un- 
der other cir cum stances might be some thing to laugh about was now as sum- 
ing an as pect pos i tively re pug nant. The rea son was the fact that he dis cov- 
ered the state of his heart. He loved Joan Win scombe.

Hith erto he had only thought of her as one who seemed to dis like him,
and who had shown but lit tle plea sure in his so ci ety. Now he knew that he
loved her so much that life could never be the same to him again.
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9. The Jour ney To Dam as cus

WHEN, THE NEXT EVENING, Bam field Carew re turned to Tel Moloch, it was
with many mis giv ings. He saw that Ibra ham re garded him with an air of
pro pri etor ship, and that he spoke of his com ing mar riage with Khamoor,
whose face he had never seen, as an ac com plished fact. The old man ev i- 
dently be lieved that Bam field was pos sessed of great wealth, and that, see- 
ing he was now by pro fes sion a Moslem, he would be a suit able hus band
for his daugh ter.

But for the fact of this dis cov ery of his love for Joan Win scombe, Bam- 
field Carew would have laughed at the whole busi ness, but now it was no
laugh ing mat ter. There could be no doubt about it, Ibra ham saw to it that he
was guarded care fully, so much that es cape seemed im pos si ble. He felt,
there fore, that he would have to be very care ful, and un der no cir cum- 
stances to arouse the sus pi cions of his in ten tions. For Carew had de ter- 
mined to get away by some means. His will ing ness to write to Jerusalem for
money was be cause of the plans that had been born in his mind. He knew
that Ibra ham would not urge mar riage upon him un til his money came from
Jerusalem, and it was for him to see to it that be fore any nup tials could be
fi nally ar ranged he must get away from Tel Moloch.

But this was not easy. On the one hand was the in ter minable waste of the
desert, while on the other was the wild moun tain range over which he had
al ready trav eled. He could there fore take nei ther of these di rec tions. The
desert was an un known world to him, while if he tried to cross the moun tain
range these fleet-footed Bedouins would over take and cap ture him with
ease.

Af ter sup per that evening Khamoor was pre sented to him. As she was to
be his wife her face was un veiled, and al though Carew was not pre pared to
re gard her with much fa vor, he could not help be ing struck by her beauty.
Dark she was al most to swarthi ness, but her face was a per fect oval and her
fea tures were very pleas ing. She had an abun dance of long black hair,
which hung in heavy masses over her neck and shoul ders and down her
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back. Her eyes were large and re ful gent, in which was a look of ea ger ex- 
pectancy.

She came and knelt at Carew’s feet. She kissed his hand, and then placed
it upon her head.

“May I find fa vor in my lord’s eyes,” she said, “and may I be very obe- 
di ent.”

A feel ing of pity came into Carew’s heart. “I wish she were old and
ugly,” he said to him self, “for then I could laugh at the whole busi ness; but
ev i dently she has been told much about me, and she looks upon me as a sort
of demi-god. All the same, I’ll war rant Khamoor could use the knife on
provo ca tion.”

Still, he pat ted the child’s head — for she was but lit tle more than a child
— and told her to be a good girl, on which she rose and walked away as
though her du ties were over.

For sev eral days Carew kept much alone. He was very care ful, how ever,
to go reg u larly three times a day to the mosque for prayer, and he paid
great, at ten tion to the ex hor ta tions of the Nazir, who ex pounded the Ko ran.
He also made vo lu mi nous notes con cern ing the modes and habits of the
peo ple, and also gained much in for ma tion con cern ing “the stones of
Moab,” which had been the oc ca sion of his strange ad ven ture. He had also
been able to de velop the many pho to graphs he had taken, not only of the
ex te rior and in te rior of the mosque, but of the stones them selves, as well as
of their rest ing-place. Ev i dently Carew de ter mined to make the most of his
op por tu ni ties, which since the ru mor of his forth com ing mar riage with
Khamoor, had been many. The Nazir es pe cially had placed in his hand
many valu able manuscripts con tain ing the his tory and leg ends of the Bed
Al Kur ban. He had also told him of the many rites and be liefs which dif fer- 
en ti ate the faith ful of Tel Moloch from the other be liev ers in the Moslem
faith. Al to gether Carew had gath ered a mass of valu able ma te rial, ma te rial
which Sir Richard Win scombe would have given thou sands of pounds to
ob tain.

“But for this mad ness of old Ibra ham, I would fol low Bur ton’s ex am ple
and make a pil grim age to Mecca, he said to him self, again and again.” This
coun try, in spite of its ter ri ble des o la tion, is a very store house of ro man tic
lore but the old man’s mat ri mo nial de signs have made that im pos si ble."

But it was not only this which made him de sire to leave Tel Moloch with
all speed. Even al though he tried to fight, against his love for Joan Win- 
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scombe, his heart was yearn ing for her. He was long ing to get back to Eng- 
land, and he of ten found him self think ing how he could ap proach her and
how he could ex plain away the act which had so in censed Sir Richard.

“I hope they have for got ten all about that busi ness be fore now,” he said.
“Af ter all, even if it is not for got ten, it will only be re mem bered as an
episode in my life; be sides ––” "And then he would go over all the ar gu- 
ments by which he had tried to ex cuse him self.

Once he went to the spot where he had tram pled on the cross, and then
he was an gry with him self. He could not ex plain why, for he was no more a
be liever in Chris tian ity now than be fore; but he felt as though a knife were
driven in his heart. He saw the spot where his heel had sunk into the earth,
and where the cross had been crushed be neath his foot. He also felt, as he
had felt then, that sharp chok ing feel ing at the throat, that shud der which
passed through his frame.

“How these old su per sti tions do stick to one,” he said, as he walked
away, “I don’t be lieve in the story; I have dis carded the whole busi ness
years ago as a tis sue of child ish fa bles, and yet I hate to think of that night. I
won der what Joan said when Sir Richard told her what I did?”

Presently the mes sen gers ar rived from Jerusalem. They brought back let- 
ters from the bank and a pack age which old Ibra ham was very anx ious to
pos sess. But Carew was firm in his re fusal; in deed, he grew so an gry at
Ibra ham’s greed that the old man, fear ing lest Carew should ap peal to the
Sheikh ul Is lam, who was ex pected daily, thought wise not to per sist. He re- 
flected that he would be able to do more by sub tle flat tery and care ful deal- 
ing than by open force, and so had to con tent him self with the two hun dred
pieces of gold, which was the sum agreed upon for Carew to pay.

The old man was anx ious, how ever, for him to buy Is mayl’s farm with- 
out de lay; but here, again, Carew found rea sons for de lay. One thing, how- 
ever, he did. He bought he fleetest and best horse to be found in the re gion
of Tel Moloch. He did not pa rade this fact, how ever; and when he spoke of
his bar gain and of the money he had spent he ex cused him self on the plea
that, while be ing no great horse man, he had a great love for horses.

The news that money had reached him from Jerusalem had caused him
to be the most pop u lar man in Tel Moloch. Young and old thronged around
him with the eter nal cry of “Back sheesh,” and each vied with the other as to
who would ren der him ser vice.
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“The Sheikh ul Is lam will be here in four days now.” said Ibra ham. “You
will then be able to com plete your pur chase of Is mayl’s farm, and on that
same day you can take Khamoor to be your wife. Ah! my son, Al lah is
wise, and it is well for you that you came to Tel Moloch, even al though you
came to do an evil thing. But your con ver sion hath ap peased the wrath of
Al lah, and now you shall be come great among the faith ful.”

“I as sure you, O Ibra ham, son of As mar, that I am un wor thy,” replied
Carew. “Yet do I re joice in your trust, and I as sure you I will prove wor thy
of it.”

“Ah! then,” said Ibra ham. “you have agreed with Is mayl con cern ing his
farm?”

“He has of fered it to me for a price, but I find that I shall have to ask the
Sheikh ul Is lam many things be fore the bar gain can be con cluded. More- 
over, I am not sure it is a good in vest ment.”

“It is the best farm in Tel Moloch, and the house thereon is wor thy even
of the daugh ter of my fourth wife, who, al though the youngest of all my
wives, was yet dear est to me. A lit tle shrill of voice and bit ter of tongue she
was, but no one could please me with food like she could. And Khamoor
hath learnt her se crets.”

One day a black-eyed youth came to him and said, I would speak to you
in se cret, Howa jja?"

“Speak on,” said Carew.
“Howa jja does not love the daugh ter of Ibra ham, son of As mar: she

whose face is like the moon and whose voice is as the fall ing wa ter on a
wind less night.”

“What then, Is mayl, son of Is mayl?” asked Carew.
"Howa jja seeks to buy my fa ther’s farm. It was his fa ther’s farm be fore

him, and his fa thers fa thers. The farm is very dear to me, Howa jja — ah!
but the farm is not so dear to me as Khamoor, she of the moon-face.

Carew looked at him ea gerly.
“What would Is mayl, son of Is mayl, love best in the world?” he asked.
“To have Khamoor as my wife and live on my fa ther’s farm,” replied the

youth, with ar dent eyes. “But do not mock me, Howa jja. My fa ther owes
more than the worth of one hun dred pieces of Eng lish gold. There fore is he
will ing to sell the farm. But think not that you will live if you marry
Khamoor, for within thirty days of the day she be comes your wife I will
drive a knife into your heart!”
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“Which would be a very un pleas ant sen sa tion for me,” said Carew, af ter
which he asked Is mayl, son of Is mayl, many ques tions.

“We have been long enough to gether,” said Carew presently; “but be fore
we sep a rate, will you swear an oath to me?”

“I will swear to any oath, if I may wed Khamoor and keep my fa ther’s
farm,” said the youth; “but that I can not do un less I ob tain one hun dred
pieces of gold. And how can I get them, Howa jja? I can not buy fol low ers,
that I may rob a car a van; be sides, in fi dels do not come here, and a faith ful
Moslem may not rob one of his faith — un less it is very easy to do so,” he
added. “There fore, how can I get the one hun dred pieces of gold?”

“And if I tell you how you can get the gold, you will take the oath I shall
tell you of?”

“I will take any oath,” said Is mayl.
Carew looked around him and saw that they were alone and that no eye

watched them.
“Place your hand un der my thigh,” said the young man re mem ber ing

their form of oath.
Is mayl did as he was bid den.
“Now say af ter me,” said Carew, and Is mayl re peated these words which

Carew spoke:
“With my hand un der thy thigh, I swear by Al lah who alone is holy and

by Mo hammed, who was Al lah’s last and fi nal prophet, that I, Is mayl, son
of Is mayl, will on con di tion that you give me one hun dred pieces of gold
and give up all thought of wed ding Khamoor, daugh ter of Ibra ham son of
As mar, by his fourth wife Laah, do all that, you bid me in help ing you to
get away from Tel Moloch. I swear that I will tell no man what you will tell
me, and I will do all things which are not for bid den by the Ko ran which
may help you in your de signs. I swear that I will be faith ful to you in all
that I prom ise, and may the curse of Al lah rest upon me if I in any thing fail,
and may I burn in the pit of flame for ever and ever.”

The next night Bam field Carew was gal lop ing north ward to wards Dam- 
as cus, with such pos ses sions as he val ued most, while Is mayl sat alone
count ing his gold and dream ing of the time when he should take Khamoor
to be his wife.

For Is mayl was able to do for Carew what the young man was un able to
do for him self. He led the young man’s horse to a se cluded spot out side the
vil lage, and he also ar ranged for a con fer ence be tween Ibra ham and his fa- 
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ther, whereby Carew was free from the old man’s watch ful eyes. He also
bar gained with the desert for tune-teller who was then just near Tel Moloch,
and who only spoke on rare oc ca sions, to de clare him self ready to read the
fu ture of all the men who might come to him. This had the ef fect of prac ti- 
cally emp ty ing the vil lage, for he would not speak within a mile of the
shadow of a house; and as he was a man most wise, and more over was be- 
lieved to have great power over evil jinns and bad spir its of the desert, there
was scarcely a man who did not rush to his side.

Thus Carew was able to gather to gether the things he val ued most, and
be fore the peo ple knew of his de par ture he was many miles north of Tel
Moloch, and trav el ing as fast as the best horse in the whole vicin ity could
carry him. More over, as he kept on the edge of the desert, where the ground
was level, he was able to make a good pace. He had the north star for his
guide, and he hoped that in three days he would be in Dam as cus, where he
would be com par a tively safe from dan ger.

Of Carew’s jour ney to Dam as cus there is no ne ces sity to write in de tail.
That, it was a hard and dif fi cult jour ney may be well imag ined. Foun tains of
wa ter were scarce and even if they were not, he did not know where to find
them. Added to that, the coun try was prac ti cally un pop u lated. Save for
bands of ma raud ing Bedouins, and an oc ca sional squalid vil lage close to the
moun tain range, no signs of life were vis i ble.

At length he came within, the zone of com par a tive civ i liza tion, and then
he felt as though a great bur den had rolled from his shoul ders. But even
than a dan ger con fronted him which he did not re al ize. It came about in this
way. When within but a day’s jour ney of Dam as cus he came across a car a- 
van which was trav el ing thither. He was at the time want ing food both for
him self and his horse, and so he at tached him self to the com pany.

Carew looked around among the mem bers of the car a van, and then, in
spite of the fact that he had learnt to school him self in the art of dis sim u la- 
tion dur ing the last few weeks, he could not help giv ing a start of sur prise.
Be fore him stood Vac chelli and Abou Ben Ke bron.
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10. Carew’s Home-com ing

THAT NIGHT Vac chelli found oc ca sion to speak with Carew.
“How did you get away?” asked Vac chelli in Eng lish, “and where is Sir

Richard Win scombe?”
Carew shrugged his shoul ders.
“Is Sir Richard at Tel Moloch still or is he killed?”
“Sir Richard is in Eng land I ex pect by this time.”
“Tell me what hap pened, tell me how you es caped! Abou Ben Ke bron

said they would kill you both.”
“I am still alive, you see.”
“And you have money. But we have none; no, not a sin gle bish leck. All

that Sir Richard gave Abou is gone; and al though we travel to Dam as cus in
safety, yet when we get there we starve un less some one helps us.”

Carew did not speak.
“Give us some gold and we will say noth ing, noth ing.”
“It would not pay you to do so. You see I could tell a story too.”
“But that would not avail you.”
“Why?”
“Be cause you are a Chris tian.”
“And if I am rightly in formed you pro fess to be Chris tian, con verted

from the er rors of Ju daism” said Carew.
"Ah! but I have re nounced my er rors; I have em braced the Moslem faith.

I can swear by all that is holy in the Moslem re li gion, that I am no longer
Chris tian.

“So can I,” said Carew.
“But you are not a Moslem. I am. Abou Ben Ke bron hath con verted

me.”
“So am I,” said Carew.
“Ah! you tell me a lie.”
“Look here, Mr. Vac chelli,” said Carew, “I don’t want to kick up a row,

and I want to get to Dam as cus with out fur ther mishap, but if you re peat
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those words again I shall dirty my fist by bring ing it into con tact with your
none too beau ti ful fea tures.”

“Ah! then I with draw, but how can –––”
“Enough,” said Carew. “I tell you I am a Moslem as much as you are.

Per haps a lit tle more. The truth is we all want to get to Dam as cus, and if
you hold your tongues I will help you when we ar rive there. But if you
breathe a word — well, you know what will hap pen. A Mo hammedan re- 
spects the Eng lish, but he hates the Jew. And you know that if Abou’s story
be came known, his life would not be worth five min utes’ pur chase.”

A few min utes later when they sep a rated both Vac chelli and Abou Ben
Ke bron were con vinced that they would gain noth ing by threat en ing Carew,
but that they would be wise if they treated him with pro found re spect.

Two days later Carew was in stalled in one of the ho tels of Dam as cus,
which was al most en tirely pa tron ized by Eu ro pean vis i tors. Here he was
able to ob tain suit able clothes, and to so meta mor phose him self that no one
would have rec og nized him as the man who joined the Arab car a van two
days be fore. It is true that the pro pri etor of the ho tel, who was a Greek, re- 
garded him at first with some amount of sus pi cion: but the sight of money
soon qui eted his fears, and Carew was able, af ter his strange ex pe ri ence in
the desert, to set tle down as a civ i lized Eu ro pean once more.

He did not, how ever, stay in Dam as cus long, and ere many days were
over he was on his way to Beirut, where he knew that boats fre quently
called whereby he could get back to Eng land.

He had helped Vac chelli and Abou Ben Ke bron as he had promised, all
the same he thought it wise to get rid of them as soon as pos si ble.

“We are a trio of Moslems, Vac chelli,” he said, “but nei ther of us do any
credit to our re li gion. Tell me now how much you be lieve in it?”

“Ah, Fa ther Abra ham,” said Vac chelli, “but it was my only chance of
safety. You know now what these Arabs of the desert are. When I get back
to Eng land again, ah, then ––– well, who knows? But Abou com pelled me
to be con verted. He re fused to travel with me, un less I al ways swore by
Mo hammed. He is one of the most faith ful Moslems I know. He never
misses prayers, and he knows the Ko ran as well as I know the Jew ish Scrip- 
ture. He is also learned in all points of Moslem doc trine. He would have
mur dered me if I would not swear by Mo hammed.”

“And yet Mr. Abou Ben Ke bron is one of the pret ti est liars I am ac- 
quainted with,” said Carew, “be sides be ing as ar rant a knave as you will
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find be tween Dam as cus and Bag dad, which is say ing a great deal.”
“Ah! what, would you, Mr. Carew? You see he wants to make the best of

both worlds. Abou loves gold, and he wants to get to Par adise. Ah,
Mr. Carew, I never knew how lovely Par adise could be un til I heard Abou
de scribe it! But say, you go back to Eng land soon?”

“Yes, im me di ately.”
“And you will see me there some day. I think I shall have much to say to

Sir Richard, and he will thank me, for was I not a faith ful ser vant? Per haps
we shall not be Moslems when we are in Eng land, Mr. Carew?”

Carew replied in lan guage more ex pres sive than el e gant. It an gered him
to think that, af ter all, he and Vac chelli be longed to the same cat e gory.

“And I say, Mr. Carew, let us say noth ing of our re li gious opin ions when
we meet in Eng land. My brethren in Eng land hated me for be ing a Chris- 
tian, for my peo ple are very big oted: they would hate me more for be ing a
Moslem. But, ah! they do not know how I was tried!”

Carew did not linger long on his jour ney to Eng land. The boat from
Beirut took him to Pir jeus, whence, af ter spend ing two days in Athens, he
took train for a port near an cient Corinth, and then pro ceeded to Brin disi by
boat. Within a week of leav ing Brin disi he was seated in one of his Lon don
clubs.

“This is com fort, af ter all.” he said to him self, when af ter hav ing dined
he made his way to the smok ing-room and lit a cigar.

“I must try and see Joan Win scombe soon,” he roused presently. “Sir
Richard will have for got ten his bit ter ness by this time, and he will be anx- 
ious to know how I fared. Be sides even al though he may be still a lit tle an- 
gry with me, he will soon be mol li fied when I show him my trea sures. Even
if I have not been able to bring the stones of Moab with me, I shall be able
to show him splen did pho to graphs, which will be al most as valu able to him.
Be sides, I shall be able to tell him what he would give his ears to know.
Nei ther he nor I ever dreamed of the in for ma tion that old fool of a Nazir
was able to im part. Oh yes, in half an hour I’ll charm away his bit ter ness,
and warm his heart by of fer ing him prac ti cally all that he went to Tel
Moloch for. Af ter that there will be no dif fi culty in get ting Joan to talk with
me.”

Still there was an un easy look in his eyes, as though he were not quite
sure of Joan’s feel ings to wards him. He had noted her cold ness to wards him
in Jerusalem, when there seemed no ap par ent rea son for dis like; how then
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would she re gard him af ter hear ing what her fa ther would be sure to tell
her?

“I won der what he said?” thought the young man, “I sup pose I seemed a
bit of a cow ard. But af ter all it was not cow ardice. One re li gion was the
same as an other to me; why then should I throw away my life for a fad? Be- 
sides I wanted to get some good copy and I’ve got it. Still, Joan is no or di- 
nary girl. She’s not of the ‘smart set’ or der, who don’t care a tin ker’s cuss
about re li gious mat ters. And, by Jove, I never could have be lieved that I
could be so gone on a girl. It was the thought of mar ry ing Khamoor that re- 
vealed to me the true state of my feel ings. I would not throw away my life
for a re li gious sect, but for Joan I would — —” And there was a look in
Bam field Carew’s eyes which showed his love for Joan Win scombe was no
pass ing fancy.

“Still, I’ll find my way to Cring field Gar dens very soon,” he went on.
“Those pic tures and manuscripts will be tal is men that will open the door of
their house, and I hope also the door of his heart.”

At that mo ment two young men passed him, and sat down at a small ta- 
ble close by.

“Ah, Web ster,” said Carew, start ing up, “when did you get back?”
“Oh, sev eral weeks ago,” replied Web ster coolly.
“It seems an age since I saw you both in Jerusalem” said Carew.
“Yes, I dare say it does.”
“Well now, tell me, you fel lows, what has hap pened. You see I have only

just come back and know noth ing.”
“What has hap pened? What do you mean? Po lit i cally? Well, there are all

the back num bers of The Times and The Spec ta tor. They can tell you bet ter
then I.”

“Oh, I don’t mean any thing about pol i tics. I mean the news gen er ally.”
“Well, I am given to un der stand that one of the chief items of news in

Lon don some weeks ago was about your self.”
“About me?”
“About you.”
Carew could not help re al iz ing that the two young men had not re ceived

him warmly. There was a feel ing of cool ness and re straint, which never
char ac ter ized their pre vi ous meet ings.

“I did not know that I was of such im por tance,” he said, laugh ing un- 
easily.



86

“Oh, the pa pers were full of you.”
“The pa pers?”
“Yes.”
“The Lon don dailies?”
“Yes, the Lon don dailies. I am told that each and all had para graphs

about you. I be lieve the re li gious pa pers had lead ing ar ti cles.”
“You are jok ing.”
“Noth ing of the sort. You see, the para graphs re ferred in the main to Sir

Richard Win scombe. They de scribed his jour ney to some out-of-the-way,
sav age Arab vil lage to which you had both gone to ob tain some an cient
stones. They also told how you were pounced upon by some fa nat i cal
Moslem sect who ac cused you of out rag ing their re li gion, and as a con se- 
quence that you, ac cord ing to the old Moslem or der of things, were of fered
your choice be tween death or con ver sion. Sir Richard, of course, was
praised for re main ing true to the best tra di tions of Eng lish gen tle men, while
you, well, the re marks were not quite so com pli men tary.”

“Was this in the pa pers?”
“We did not get back for a week or two af ter the ap pear ance of the news,

but I judged that all the pa pers printed it. Was not that your im pres sion,
Wilton?”

“Cer tainly,” replied Wilton.
“But, but ––”
“Well, what?”
“Why, no sen si ble man con demned me, surely.”
“De pends what you mean by ‘sen si ble man’.”
“But no one re garded it se ri ously save a few re li gious fad dists?” and the

tone of Carew’s voice showed that he was be com ing un easy.
“I should not like to say that.”
“Well, tell me what was said?”
“What, in the pa pers?”
“Yes, and among the peo ple we know.”
“As I told you, we did not get back un til af ter the news ap peared in the

pa pers, and there fore there was not so much talk about it. But if you ask me
my thoughts con cern ing the views of the peo ple gen er ally they were not
over com pli men tary.”

“Why, no one be lieves in Chris tian ity nowa days.”
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“No? Well, there seems to be a large per cent age of peo ple who ap pear to
think oth er wise.”

“But — but I say. Web ster! Why the whole thing is ab surd. I don’t be- 
lieve in Chris tian ity, nei ther do you, nei ther do scores of peo ple we know.
Well, sup pose you had a howl ing, scream ing, evil-smelling, evil-eyed, mur- 
der ous horde of Moslem fa nat ics around you swear ing that if you did not
give up some thing which was in re al ity noth ing to you, you would be mur- 
dered, what would you do? It was noth ing to me, and I told ’em so. Be sides,
I had ob tained a lot of good copy, and I saw my way to get ting some more.”

“Well, it seems that Sir Richard wanted good copy too,” re marked Web- 
ster.

“Yes, but Sir Richard be longs to the old school, and in a way holds to the
old su per sti tions.”

“And is an Eng lish gen tle man to boot,” said Wilton."
“What do you mean?”
“Only that — well, Sir Richard was re ferred to as a man who was true to

those high prin ci ples which have made the Eng lish race re spected all over
the world,” re marked Wilton.

“And — and — do you mean that I was re ferred to as one, well, who did
not”

“Just so,” said Wilton, as Carew hes i tated for a word.
“It was re marked,” said Web ster, “that it had al ways been an En glish- 

man’s boast that he played the game fairly.”
“While I did not.”
“Some thing like that.”
“Noth ing stronger than that?”
“Yes, there were things a good deal stronger than that said.”
“But not at the houses we are in the habit of vis it ing?”
“Yes. I re mem ber go ing to old Lady Bri arfield’s just af ter we re turned. It

was at a bridge party. I sup pose Lady Bri arfield and her set are re garded as
— not over squea mish; but, well — the re marks were all in fa vor of Sir
Richard.”

“But Lady Bri arfield knows my views,” said Carew, "and for that mat ter
scarcely any one who goes to her bridge par ties ever goes to church or any- 
thing of that sort. There is not a more god less set in Lon don.

“Say it’s su per sti tion.” said Web ster, “but I sup pose many such peo ple
well-nigh shud dered when they talked about your tram pling on the cross
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and curs ing the Founder of the Chris tian re li gion.”
"But I did not do that — that is the lat ter thing.
“It amounts to pretty much the same thing, doesn’t it?” said Wilton.
“But I say, be square now. What would you have done if you were in my

place?”
“I would have played the game, said Web ster, course a lot of Lady Bri- 

arfield’s set only spoke of your ac tion as ‘ter ri bly bad form’, but to most
peo ple it was some thing more than that.”

“But do you mean to say that if you had been sit u ated as I was you who
hold prac ti cally the same views as I do, would have, well — thrown away
your life? For mind you, it meant that.”

“I don’t know what I should have done if I’d been in your place,” said
Web ster; “but I know what I hope I would have done. I hope I should have
told ev ery ly ing evil-smelling Johnny among them that I’d see them to
blazes be fore I’d do what they wanted.”

“You’d have been in blazes your self more likely.”
“Then I’d be in blazes,” said Web ster. “Look here Carew I don’t pro fess

to be a saint, and as for re li gion I’ve pre cious lit tle of it; all the same, I tell
you straight it was a cad dish thing to do. Oh! I know you are no or di nary
cow ard; it isn’t that. But af ter all, the cross stands for all that’s best in life.
Your mother and my mother be lieved in it. It may be su per sti tion. I don’t
know, but right down at bot tom it means the best we are ca pa ble of. It’s
well — kind of holy — I don’t know he but it is. I may be —well, what I
am, but I’d have let the beg gars do their worst be fore I’d have done what
you did. And more, if I had saved my pre cious skin that way I’d never be
able to re spect my self again, and I shouldn’t ex pect any one else to re spect
me.”

“I say, are you a can di date for the Church?”
“No, I’m not, but I am an En glish man, and maybe I’ve a lit tle more faith

than I thought I had. Per haps most of us have; any how, the whole thing
leaves a nasty taste in one’s mouth. There, you’ve asked me what I’d do,
and I hope you’re sat is fied.”

“What are you chaps do ing tonight?” asked Carew, af ter a few min utes’
si lence.

“Noth ing par tic u lar. Why?”
“If you’ve noth ing on, come with me to one of the the aters.”
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“Aw fully kind, of you,” replied Web ster, “but I don’t feel in the hu mor
for that sort of thing.”

A few min utes later they left him alone, and, if the truth must be told, in
no very good hu mor.

Be fore the evening was over oth ers of his friends dropped into the club.
Carew did his best to be friendly, but some how he felt, that there was a kind
of re straint. He saw one or two men lift their eye brows as they saw him.
while oth ers nod ded coolly and took their seats in a dis tant part of the room.
He could not say that they “cut him,” but no one seemed to de sire his so ci- 
ety.

The next morn ing he started for Cring field Gar dens in the hope of see ing
Joan Win scombe.
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11. Carew’s Wel come In Lon don

THE SER VANT WHO MET HIM at the door of Sir Richard Win scombe’s house,
told him that his mas ter was not in town. He had gone down to the coun try
on the pre vi ous day, and would not re turn un til late that night or the fol low- 
ing morn ing.

“Is Miss Win scombe at home?” asked Carew.
The man hes i tated a mo ment. “I’ll go and see, sir,” he said, and bear ing

Carew’s card with him he left the young man in the hall.
A few min utes later he re turned. “Miss Win scombe bids me say, sir, that

she’s par tic u larly en gaged this morn ing.”
Carew did not make any re mark, but turned on his heel and walked

away. The mean ing was plain enough. Joan Win scombe did not wish to
meet him, and had let him know it plainly. She had used no sub terfuges.
She had not al lowed him to be dis missed with the po lite fic tion that she was
“not at home.” She had re fused to see him, and his heart was very sore.

“This is a very warm wel come,” he laughed bit terly. “The men at the
club seem to avoid me, while the woman whose fa ther I ac com pa nied on a
dan ger ous ex pe di tion, aye, and saved his life, re fuses to see me. ’Well, what
then? I’ll drive her out of my mind.”

But he did not drive her out of his mind. More over he knew that he
would never be able to drive her out of his mind again. His love for her had
come to him un bid den; but hav ing come, it reigned in his heart, and in spite
of the fact that he tried to drive Joan away from his thoughts, he could no
more suc ceed than he could stop the Thames from flow ing to wards the sea.

“I’ll go and Bagrie,” he said presently. “He’ll be glad to see me. Be sides;
I’ll take those ar ti cles to him. I ar ranged with him be fore I went away that
he should have any thing I cared to write, and, by Jove, I never dreamed that
I should ever do any thing so good. If I mis take not, these sketches of
mine’ll make a sen sa tion.”

He found his way to the of fice of one of the great Lon don dailies, and
ere long was ad mit ted into the ed i tor’s sanc tum. Mr. Bagrie had just ar rived,
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and was giv ing in struc tions about the next day’s is sue of his pa per.
“Well, Carew, you look well,” said the ed i tor, when at length he was free

for a chat.
“Yes. thanks; I feel very fit,” said Carew.
“And you have had an in ter est ing jour ney I imag ine?”
“Oh, yes; it was a great lark. The great est lark of my life. You heard all

about it I imag ine?”
“I have heard a good deal.”
“Yes, but you heard about the fix Sir Richard and I were in? How we got

to the old stones Sir Richard was af ter, and how we were tack led by a wild,
howl ing set of Arabs?”

“Oh yes, I heard all about that,” replied the other qui etly. “It must have
been very ex cit ing.”

“It was. ‘Death or Con ver sion!’ they yelled.”
“And you got con verted?”
“Oh yes. It was all the same to me you know. I wasn’t go ing to throw

away my life for a fad.”
“Just so.”
“But I tell you, Bagrie, the whole busi ness has given me ma te rial for

some rat tling good copy. You’ve no idea how in ter est ing ev ery thing be- 
came. I shall make a book of it.”

“I should if I were you.”
“Yes, I’ve got some thing that’ll make a stir. It isn’t of ten one has such

ex pe ri ences, and then comes out of them alive. Still, I’ve worked it all up in
a se ries of ar ti cles.”

“They should be jolly good.”
“They are jolly good I tell you, al though ‘I ses it as shouldn’t.’ I never

dreamed when I started that the thing would turn out so well. I’ve carted
them along with me. You know we ar ranged that you should use them”

“Hem, yes.”
“I sup pose you’ll get ’em in right away.”
“Well, to be frank, we are very much pressed for space just now. You see

Par lia ment is sit ting, and there are sev eral ques tions of great pub lic in ter est
be ing dis cussed.”

Carew looked at the ed i tor steadily.
“You don’t want ’em?” he said in ter rog a tively.
“Well, I’m afraid they’ll not be in our line just’ now.”
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“Why?”
“Well, you see. I am in a bit of a fix. You know some nasty things were

said about you at the time.”
“But I— I say, old chap!”
“Ex actly, but there it is. You see. I hap pened to be away for a few days

when the news of your ex pe ri ences reached the of fice, and my sub, who
was run ning the pa per, stuck in a great deal of stuff which I wouldn’t have
passed had I been at home. Some chap from Jerusalem, who sent the news,
got hold of an Arab who gave a very graphic ac count of the pro ceed ings. It
seems that you tram pled on the cross, and cursed the Chris tian re li gion.”

“No. not so bad as that.”
“Well, some thing of that sort. As I say, had I been home I shouldn’t have

in serted it; but you know what kind of a man McPhilkin is. He stuck it all
in, and I can as sure you it read well — strongly. Then, to make mat ters
worse, a cor re spon dence fol lowed, in which it was urged that your ac tion
was un wor thy of an Eng lish gen tle man, even al though faith were out of the
ques tion. You see, some Protes tant fa nat ics tried to make a case out of it.”

“But that’s all for got ten by this?”
“My dear chap, peo ple don’t for get things so eas ily. You see. it was only

a few weeks ago, and if caused quite a lit tle ex cite ment. Some of the pa pers
had it on their posters –– ‘An En glish man tram ples on the cross; it the bid- 
ding of Arabs,’ or some thing of that sort. I didn’t see it my self, as I told
you. I was away from Lon don.’ All the same it hap pened in the slack sea- 
son, and the pa pers were hard up for news.”

“And do you mean to say that you will refuse to print my ar ti cles be- 
cause oh this?”

“Well, you see, our pa per is in the main owned by a very pro nounced
Chris tian. It is true he gives me a free hand on nearly ev ery mat ter, but I
know he would not like me to in sert your ar ti cles.”

“Why man, can’t you see that from an ad ver tis ing stand point the ar ti cles
would do the pa per a great deal of good. Peo ple would want to see what the
chap who tram pled on the cross had to say for him self.”

“Hem, per haps so; still, you see, the af fair, ow ing to my ab sence, was
made rather a spe cial fea ture of in our pa per, and — well, our read ers are in
the main of Sir Richard’s Win scombe’s way of think ing. There’s no ac- 
count ing for taste you know. Of course, if you had adopted Sir Richard’s at- 
ti tude, and then had es caped, I’d have been jolly glad to have printed the ar- 
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ti cles; aye, and given you a big’ price for them, too. But as it is — well, I’m
afraid I must deny my self the priv i lege.”

“But, my dear fel low, no one of any note be lieves in Chris tian ity now.”
“No? I find it quite oth er wise. You see your ac tion in the busi ness —

well, it sounds ugly. It leaves a nasty taste in the mouth, too.”
“Why, you’d have done the same thing your self. Your views and mine

tally al most ex actly.”
“Do they? Of course, I don’t know, but there you are. As the mat ter

stands I daren’t print a se ries of ar ti cles by a man who — who — is re- 
garded by the Chris tian pub lic as a — well, call it what you like. Aw fully
sorry, old chap. Get them in some other pa per. All ed i tors may not be so
cau tious as I am; be sides the share hold ers of my pa per – es pe cially the chief
share holder — hold Sir Richard Win scombe’s views.”

Carew looked at Bagrie in as ton ish ment. He had no idea that any ob jec- 
tion would be raised on ac count of the in ci dent in the wilder ness. Es pe cially
did he re gard Bagrie as one who re garded all re li gion as a thing of the past.
Yet this man had re fused his ar ti cles — not be cause he did not be lieve them
to be good, but be cause he had re nounced a re li gion in which he had no
faith. It is true he had not re nounced it in the or di nary way — that had been
done years be fore. His sin seemed to lie in the fact that he had tram pled on
two sticks which had been placed in the form of a cross. Yes there was
some thing un pleas ant about the thought It was more than giv ing up faith, it
was a pos i tive in sult to the faith of oth ers. Log i cally there seemed no dif fer- 
ence be tween his out ward ac tion and the at ti tude he had taken for years, but
he knew there was a dif fer ence. The Cross stood for some thing very sa cred
to many mil lions of peo ple and he to save his life, had crushed it be neath
his heel. In spite of him self the thought made him un com fort able, in spite of
the fact that he had no faith in the dog mas which had been as so ci ated with
the death of the Founder of the Chris tian re li gion. Still, he did not mean to
show any signs of re pen tance.

“Any one would think you be lieved in the busi ness, Bagrie,” he said.
“Would they? Well, be lief is a very in tan gi ble af fair, isn’t it? Only the

feel ings which that ac tion of yours aroused makes one think.”
“Think what?”
“Oh, many things. Af ter all, the purest and best emo tions of one’s life

are as so ci ated with the Cross.”
“A bit of maudlin su per sti tion.”
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Bagrie was silent.
“Be hon est now, Bagrie. Sup pos ing you had been in my place, what

would you have done?”
“I hope I should have adopted Sir Richard’s at ti tude.”
“What, chucked away your life for some thing in which, you hadn’t an

atom of faith? For some thing the bot tom of which you’d seen knocked out
years ago?”

“There seems a fair amount of bot tom in it yet.”
“But my dear fel low!”
“Oh, yes, I know all you would say. Have you seen this ar ti cle on old Fa- 

ther Whit man’s mis sion? No? The peo ple call him ‘Fa ther’ be cause of his
gen eral at ti tude to wards them. He’s a sort of mis sion ary to thieves and
drunk ards and pros ti tutes. Well, I sent down Flecky to write up his work.
Flecky is an athe ist, and as hard as nails; yet even he can’t deny that scores
of these poor dev ils, who were as foul as ver min, have been changed, af ter
many years of de bauch ery, into sober, clean-liv ing, God-fear ing men and
women.”

“Pure froth.”
Bagrie shrugged his shoul ders.
“Then if you had been in my place, you’d have chucked away your

life?”
“I’d have risked it.”
“But show me the sense of such an ac tion.”
“Well for one thing. I’d have acted like an Eng lish Gen tle man. At least, I

hope I should. I would have told them and all their tribe to go to the in fer nal
re gions be fore I’d have knuck led down to them. That’s first. My feel ings as
an Eng lish gen tle man would I hope, have kept me from do ing what you did.
Then sec ond, well it’s dif fi cult to put into words, but it’s just here. Call it
su per sti tion, call it sen ti ment if you like; but leav ing faith out of the ques- 
tion, the Cross stands for all that’s — well, most sa cred in one’s life. It’s,
it’s — but there, I can’t put it into words, only such an ac tion makes one
feel the mean ing of the word sac ri lege.”

“Whew!” was Carew’s re ply.
“Cheap hum bug, isn’t it, old man? But you asked me, and I’ve told you.”
“But you don’t be lieve in the busi ness, Bagrie. You’re a stu dent, you are

a reader of his tory, and you have the crit i cal fac ulty de vel oped.”
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“Be lieve! I don’t know; but this I’m sure of, that busi ness of yours feels
all wrong. There, I am afraid you’ll have to ex cuse me, old man.”

When Carew left Bagrie’s of fice he was puz zled. He thought but lit tle of
what the fel lows he had met in the club the pre vi ous night had said; he had
al ways re garded them as con ven tional chaps, whose opin ions didn’t amount
to much. But Bagrie was dif fer ent. He was an able man he had read widely,
and had ut tered views which, to say the least of them, were rank heresy.

Af ter he’d gone a few steps he turned back.
“I’ll see what Bagrie’s pa per said about me,” he said and so re turn ing to

the of fice, he asked for the copies which would be likely to con tain the re- 
quired in for ma tion. Then re mem ber ing what had been said about old Fa ther
Whit man, he bought a cur rent is sue as well.

“I’ll go back to the club and read them,” he said, rolling the pack age un- 
der his arm.

He turned into Fleet Street and turned west ward but scarcely had he
done so when St. Paul’s clock be gan to strike. In vol un tar ily he turned and
looked up Ludgate Hill, and the one ob ject which caught his eye was the
golden cross lifted high in the heav ens. In a mo ment he for got where he
was. In his mind’s eye he saw not the cross lifted above the dome of the
great cathe dral, but two sticks placed upon the ground. Around him in stead
of the busy life of Fleet Street was a crowd of wide-eyed, dark-skinned fa- 
nat i cal Arabs. Above the roar of the great city he heard them shriek ing. He
saw him self tram pling the cross un der his heel, and heard his own voice re- 
peat ing the words of an old Sheikh, whereby he de clared that he re nounced
the false sym bol of a false faith.

But it was only for a mo ment. It seemed to flash be fore his eyes as a vi- 
sion, and then he re al ized that he was in Fleet Street, and that he in tended to
go west ward un til he reached his club.

“Who’d have imag ined that any one would have given a sec ond thought
to it?” he said.

When he reached his club, he found an empty chair and opened his pa- 
pers. Presently he threw them down in dis gust.

“Any one would think I’d com mit ted some crime,” he mut tered. “Why,
when one has made the most of it, I only — but there –––”

He got up and looked round the room, but at the mo ment he could see no
one whom he knew. He looked at his watch. It was too early to go any- 
where. It was only half-past three in the af ter noon.
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He caught up the pa per con tain ing the ar ti cle on old Fa ther Whit man
and, hav ing found it. read it through.

“A down right good bit of jour nal ism,” he said. “Of course, the whole
thing can be ex plained; all the same it is a very read able ar ti cle, and will
please pi ous peo ple. I’ve no doubt it’ll be quoted in scores of ser mons next
Sun day as a proof of the tri umphs of Chris tian ity. Mean while, Flecky will
be drink ing whisky and laugh ing at the whole busi ness. What a farce it all
is!”

He felt rather lonely. To say the least of it, his home com ing was not
cheer ing. It seemed to him that ev ery thing had con spired to make the day
mis er able. First Joan Win scombe had re fused to see him. Why? There could
be no other rea son than the af fair about which he had been talk ing with
Bagrie. Of course Joan was a re li gious girl. She was not of the Sun day
bridge-play ing “smart set” sort. He was glad of that. No de cent fel low could
re spect such women, even al though he might go to their Sun day bridge par- 
ties. Yes, he would a thou sand times rather see her as she was than even to
be like the best of the smart set. No doubt Joan was a pure-souled, high-
minded woman even al though she was nar row in her re li gious no tions. And
she had re fused to see him, him who knew that, with out her life would be
bereft of its true mean ing. Oh. yes, he would break down the bar rier that lay
be tween them. But how? He would see her. he would de mand an in ter view
as a right, and he would put the whole case to her as a thought ful in tel li gent
woman, and then he would tell her that he loved her. He would plead his
cause so fer vently that she would for get her for mer dis like, and for get the
in ci dent about which peo ple had been talk ing.

He won dered if she read the news pa per re ports. He hoped not. The
whole af fair, as he had seen it in cold print, looked any thing but pleas ant.
Af ter all, there was some thing he did not like about it. He al most wished he
had adopted Sir Richard’s at ti tude, even al though it meant the end of all
things. But then, again, what would he do if he had to face the same sit u a- 
tion again?"

“I’ll go and see old Lady Bin ton,” he said presently. “She’s a de light ful
old pa gan, and al ways cheer ful. Be sides, she gen er ally has a lot of peo ple
call ing on her of an af ter noon.”

He left the club, got into a cab, and drove fur ther west; a few min utes
later he was in the pres ence of a woman of sixty, who tried to ap pear at least
half that age. All that beauty doc tors could do for her had been done; all the
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youth that, art, if the care ful ap pli ca tion of pow der and soap and enamel can
be called art, could be stow on her, had been be stowed. Her com plex ion was
bril liant, her hair was of a glossy brown, her fig ure was per fect, nev er the- 
less she looked just what she was, a worn-out, old woman over sixty years
old.

“And so the wan derer has re turned,” said Lady Bin ton. “My dear boy,
you have been quite a hero. All the pa pers have been full of you.”

“Shows the good sense of the ed i tors,” laughed Carew.
“Yes, yes; but Bam field, oh, you were naughty, naughty. And you

brought up a good Pa pist, too. But there now, you are an in ter est ing man.
Come and sit down and tell Amie all about it.”

“Oh, yes, do, urged one of the call ers.”Do you know I al most shud dered
as I read about it first of all. For, of course, the proper thing to do would be
to strike a dra matic at ti tude and refuse to for sake the faith of your fa thers,
and all that sort of thing. But then, of course, you were not the kind of fel- 
low who would act in that fash ion. None of our way of think ing would.
Now do tell us about it." This woman had been di vorced a few months be- 
fore.

“The news pa pers have told a great deal more than I can tell you,” said
Carew.

“Oh, non sense. We want to hear all about it first hand. Do you know that
some peo ple have been say ing it was ‘bad form,’ but I was think ing it was
de light fully wicked. Come now, we are all at ten tion.”

Carew looked at the peo ple who had as sem bled at Lady Bin ton’s tea-
drink ing. One or two he knew per son ally, the oth ers he had heard of. They
be longed to that class who sneered at “the moral ity of the mid dle classes.”
Tak ing a cup of tea in his hands he be gan to think how he might be gin his
story, but he did not speak. Truth to tell he felt some what ashamed of him- 
self. Ag nos tic as he was, sneer ing at the “played out fal lacy of re li gion,” as
he of ten had, he could not bring him self to tell what he had done to amuse a
lot of women whom he de spised. All they wanted was some thing to tit il late
their jaded palates, and they would dis cuss what he had done at their bridge
par ties that night. No, he could not tell them.

“I as sure you there is noth ing to tell, be yond what you saw in the news- 
pa pers,” he said.

“But I have not read the news pa pers, I hadn’t the pa tience. I only heard
that you had done some thing de light fully wicked, even al though some peo- 
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ple crit i cized you. Now, do tell us. Be sides, we want to know about your
life among the Arabs. I sup pose they are aw fully im moral, aren’t they?”

“Yes, and we want to know about Sir Richard. I sup pose Joan has de- 
clared she will never speak to you again; but then Joan, poor thing, spends
most of her time in the slums.”

Carew felt his anger ris ing as they con tin ued to chat ter.
He was an gry that these women should men tion Joan’s name, an gry that

the only peo ple who con doned his ac tion were the women whom he de- 
spised.

But he said noth ing. In spite of many at tempts to per suade him to tell
what had taken place, he per sis tently tried to turn their at ten tion to some
other sub ject, un til presently, bored and dis gusted be yond ex pres sion, he
rose to go.

“I sup pose I ought to go home,” he said as he left the house. “I shall get
a warm re cep tion from my fa ther, but I must face it. Any how, I’d rather
bear his pi ous laments than be in the foul at mos phere of those women.”

A lit tle later he stood at the door of his fa ther’s house.
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12. Fa ther And Son

THE FA THER AND SON looked steadily at each other. It was now some
months since they had met, and much had hap pened. Bam field felt very un- 
com fort able as he looked into his fa ther’s eyes, but he did not flinch; what- 
ever else the young man was, he was not a cow ard.

He was very fond of his fa ther; he re spected him very highly as an hon- 
or able, up right man. More over, he was his fa ther, and he wanted, if pos si- 
ble, to be on good terms with him.

“Do you know,” said Mr. Carew, se nior, presently, “I would rather have
heard of your death than have heard of what you have done?”

“And yet I thought you had a sneak ing kind ness for me,” said Bam field.
“Years ago we were very good chums.”

“That was when we were held to gether by holy bonds — bonds of love,
re spect and faith.”

“Those bonds are as strong now as they were a year ago,” replied Bam- 
field.

“Per haps, per haps, but ––”
Mr. Carew sighed deeply and walked up and down the room.
“That was be fore the foul seeds of skep ti cism had brought forth their

fruit,” he said.
“I’ve lived a clean life, fa ther,” said Bam field.
“But you’ve brought the curse of God on you. That is — tell me, are

these sto ries true?”
“I should imag ine so.”
“You did what — what the pa pers said about you?”
“I say, fa ther, try and look at the mat ter broadly. The whole busi ness has

lost mean ing to me. I tell you I held on to it as long as ever I could. I tried
to have some re spect for Mussi’s in tel lec tual po si tion but I couldn’t. It’s
true Mussi up set all old Banyon’s lit er al ism. As you know, un der Banyon I
had to swal low the whole lot — Adam and Eve, Noah’s ark, Jonah and the
whale, Bal aam’s ass, mir a cles ga lore, and all the rest of it. Well, presently
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old Banyon got into a funk, and you placed me un der Mussi. Do you know
Mussi’s po si tion? I should call him a sym bol ist. ‘You are right,’ he said, in
ef fect, ‘there is no his tor i cal ba sis for these things. Truth is not ob jec tive, it
is sub jec tive. Adam and Eve, Abra ham. Moses, Christ, they are only types,
myths, ideas! Priest hood is an idea, pop ery is an idea, vicegerency is an
idea — as old as the hills. The im mac u late con cep tion, that also is nec es- 
sary to the whole thing. Re mem ber what hu man na ture is, and be con tent,’
Well, don’t you see? How could I square this with what pop ery ac tu ally
claims to be. The thing is a farce, a sham!”

You’ve mis taken Fa ther Mussi; mis taken him ut terly," said Mr. Carew.
Bam field shrugged his shoul ders.
“Very well. Say I have,” he replied; “but here I was as I was. Chris tian ity

was, and is, noth ing more to me than rat tling of peas in a pan. It had no his- 
tor i cal foun da tion. Why, think, fa ther; I am sorry to hurt your feel ings, but
don’t you see the great black lie of the sac ri fice of the Mass? Fancy Mussi
trans form ing bread and wine into ––”

“Si lence! I for bid you to say an other word!” said Mr. Carew.
“Even a crim i nal is al lowed to state his case,” said Bam field, shrug ging

his shoul ders.
“But this is sac ri lege, blas phemy!”
“The great est sac ri lege, the great est blas phemy I know of is to pre tend to

be lieve in what ev ery fiber of your be ing tells you is so much non sense.
Any how, here I was, placed be tween two al ter na tives — death, or to say I
would re nounce what I did not be lieve. Well, I wanted to live. I had some
good ar ti cles in my mind, and I wanted to study Arab life. There now, that’s
the truth.”

“If you’d been brought up a Protes tant, I could have un der stood,” said
Mr. Carew; “but you were in structed in Catholic truth.”

Bam field smiled. “I know noth ing about Protes tantism,” he said. “From
all I un der stand it is an il log i cal and bas tard Catholi cism. I sup pose the
Church of Eng land claims Apos toli cal suc ces sion, and all that it en tails,
while the Pope will have noth ing to do with it. Well, it’s all the same to
me.”

“But look here, my son.” said Mr. Carew presently; “don’t you see you
are break ing my heart?”

“Aw fully sorry, dad.”
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“Then come back to the Church. Con fess your er rors and re ceive the
Church’s for give ness.”

“Dad, hon estly, I would if I could; but if there is such a thing as sac ri lege
it would be greater sac ri lege to me to do this than to do what you are so an- 
gry about.”

“But why? Do you mea sure your wis dom against the voice of God? I tell
you, it is for you to ac cept, to obey and leave these ques tions to those whom
God hath ap pointed.”

“Ex actly; but to do this I should have to stul tify my rea son, I should
have to say I be lieve what I know to be so much ho cus-pocus.”

“And yet you kissed the Ko ran?”
Yes, and that’s the one thing that I am a lit tle ashamed of. But they knew

I didn’t be lieve. All those old chaps wanted was out ward ob ser vance. Be- 
sides, I do ac cept a great deal of the fa tal ism of the Is lamic faith."

“My son, are we to be ever kept asun der?”
“It will be your fault if we are.”
“How can that be when you have spurned what is dearer to me than my

life? I tell you I’d give all I pos sess — all, all! — to see you pen i tent, con- 
trite, faith ful. Come back to the Church and her sacra ments, Bam field. It’s
there you will find the heart of truth?”

“Even to please you I couldn’t do that.”
“But you don’t pre tend to be a Mo hammedan?”
“I pre tend to be noth ing. I wanted to live, and I do live; and that’s all

about it. I say let re li gion go hang, and let me”
“No, no. I have come of a long line of faith ful men and women. Doubt- 

less there have been wild, law less fel lows among the Carews, fel lows who
have out raged what we hold most dear; But never among my branch of the
fam ily has there been a man who has de nied the faith. Bad they may have
been; but they have al ways con formed, al ways con fessed and gone to Mass.
You are the first who has de nied the truth of the Mass, the first who has
tram pled on the cross. No, no, Bam field; I can’t for get that you are your
mother’s child, but you never can be re ally a son of mine again un til you
con fess your er rors and come back to the Church.”

“Good-night, fa ther.”
“Where are you go ing?”
“Oh, to my club,” I think. I shall sleep there for a few nights."
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“Will noth ing al ter you, Bam field? Have an other talk with Fa ther
Mussi.”

Bam field shrugged his shoul ders.
“Then I’ll ar range for you to see the Car di nal.”
“What! the man who ex com mu ni cated Mi vart?”
“How could he do oth er wise? And think, my son; you, you, if you do not

re pent, will he ex com mu ni cated.”
“Well, what’ll that mat ter? What ever else the Protes tants have done,

they’ve cut the Church’s claws. They can no longer tor ture or bum me. Do
you know what Mi vart did when the thun ders of the Church were rat tling
about his head? He did what any sen si ble man would do — he laughed. I’m
sorry our meet ing has ended this way, dad, but I can not help it.”

For the next few days af ter this Carew was con stantly meet ing old ac- 
quain tances. In the main, there seemed to be a show of hearti ness in their
greet ings, and yet he could not help feel ing that there was some thing want- 
ing. There was a lack of warmth, a lack of cor dial ity. When he walked into
the smok ing-room of his club he saw that the men nudged each other, as
though he were a kind of pariah. And yet these men, in the main, were not
of the re li gious or der.

“It’s all this in fer nal Arab busi ness,” he so lil o quized. “Who’d have
thought that su per sti tion was so deeply em bed ded in the hearts of sen si ble
men? I could un der stand the women. Shal low and hol low as most of them
are, I can un der stand them re gard ing me as a kind of Ju das Is car iot; for
women can’t help be ing su per sti tious. But men, men who be lieve no more
than I do — that’s what I can’t un der stand.”

And more than that. He re al ized that those who pre tended to make light
of his deed were peo ple for whom he had no re spect. They were men whom
he had avoided, and and women con cern ing whom there was much scan dal,
women who boasted that they were above the moral ity of the mid dle
classes.

Not that he was shunned or avoided. It was not that.
It was rather that a kind of in vis i ble bar rier was raised be tween him and

the peo ple whose re spect he de sired.
“I’ll get out of it,” he cried. “I’ll go away some where, or else I’ll take a

flat, or go into cham bers and write my book. That’s it. I’ve got all my notes
handy, and I’ll go away down south, say to San Remo, or some such place.
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By that means I shall cheat the Eng lish win ter, and write my book amidst
pleas ant cir cum stances.”

But he did not carry his thought into ef fect. The truth was he did not
want to get away from Lon don, for he knew that in leav ing Lon don he
would be leav ing Joan Win scombe. It is true he had not seen her, al though
he had gone to var i ous houses only be cause he hoped she might be there.
He tried very hard to drive her from his mind, but in vain. The vi sion of her
face was con stantly ris ing be fore his eyes. He would have called at Sir
Richard’s house, but the mem ory of the mes sage she had sent when he was
last there for bade him. Leave Lon don, how ever, he could not; the woman he
loved was there, and al though she might re gard him with loathing, he
stayed on in the hope of see ing her.

He took a small flat, and set tled down to write his book. He de ter mined
he would not spare him self in any way. The book should be the means
whereby, in spite of Joan’s re pug nance, he would com pel her re spect. She
was a woman who paid homage to in tel lec tual su pe ri or ity, and when he was
the talk of lit er ary cir cles she would for get her prej u dice against him.

He had barely planned the work he had in his mind be fore he found the
ne ces sity for con sult ing some rare books of ref er ence. These, he felt sure,
were in a li brary of which he was a mem ber. More over, the sec re tary of the
li brary was a scholar, and would be able to help him. Bent ley, the sec re tary,
and he had been at Ox ford to gether.

“Sorry I can’t let you have them for a few days,” said Bent ley, when he
men tioned the books he wanted.

“Sir Richard Win scombe has them. I had him here for a cou ple of hours
yes ter day, and he or dered them to be sent to him”

“Sir Richard, eh?”
“Yes. Oh, I re mem ber now. Of course you are on the same lines. I say,

Carew, I should think you could help the old man a great deal.”
“How?”
“Why, you’ve got hold of the very things he’d give his head to get. He

told me a good deal about his ex pe ri ences down by the desert.”
Carew looked rather an gry.
“Oh, he said noth ing about you.” said Bent ley, not ing his look. “I tried

hard to get him to, but he held his peace. All the same, he’s just long ing to
get hold of the in for ma tion you have ob tained. That’s why your book will
be more valu able than his.”
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“How do you know what in for ma tion I have ob tained?”
“Of course I don’t know ex actly, but I know the hang of it. Bagrie told

me. That was what Sir Richard was try ing to get here yes ter day, but I had to
send him away dis ap pointed. He had talked about go ing to some old li brary
in Dam as cus, but I don’t think he will, even though he told me he’d will- 
ingly give a thou sand pounds to get hold of what he wanted, and what you
pos sess.”

“Did he seem anx ious?” asked Carew al most ea gerly.
“He did, in deed. I judge that his work will be like a bird with one wing

through the lack of it. It’s one of life’s lit tle ironies, isn’t it? He went to
Syria in or der to get it, while you just ac com pa nied him for fun. But it was
you who reaped the re ward. Not but what you paid for it dearly I say,
Carew, I’ve of ten thought of what you must have felt when you tram pled
that cross un der your feet. It must have been a funny sen sa tion, eh?”

“Why should it be?”
"Oh I can hardly say; but you know what I mean, it stands for so much

to mil lions of peo ple, Protes tants and Catholics alike. I al most felt like
shud der ing when I read about it in the pa pers, and I de ter mined then that I’d
ask you the first op por tu nity got. It must have made you shiver, didn’t it?
Per son ally, I could not have done it.

But Carew left the li brary with out giv ing any sat is fac tion to Bent ley.
“Why are the fel lows con tin u ally harp ing on that theme?” he said to

him self as he strode away. “I never talk with any one now with out be ing led
to think of that blessed busi ness. What is there in it that leads peo ple to be
for ever ask ing me ques tions about it? Af ter all, what are a cou ple of dry
sticks?”

Nev er the less his visit to the li brary caused him to do what he would not
have done oth er wise. If Sir Richard was so anx ious to get the in for ma tion
nec es sary to write his book, he, Carew, would be wel comed with open
arms. Then, if Sir Richard re ceived him, he felt sure he would presently be
able to see Joan. And he must see her. He had not set eyes on her since he
had re al ized his love for her, and his heart ached with pure long ing. Yes, he
would sti fle his pride and go to Cring field Gar dens again; per haps Sir
Richard no longer re garded him as he re garded him out there in the wilder- 
ness.

He hailed a cab and drove straight to his flat, and af ter hav ing care fully
se lected a num ber of pa pers he or dered the driver to go to Sir Richard’s res- 
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i dence.
“It may have been that she was re ally en gaged when I called be fore,” he

thought. “Her dress maker might have been with her, or she might have had
a lot of women who came about some char ity she’s con nected with. Any- 
how, I’ll have an other try to day.”

Dis miss ing the cab at Sir Richard’s door, he rang the bell and waited
with fast beat ing heart.

“Was Sir Richard home?” The ser vant thought he was.
Carew gave the man his card, and a few sec onds later was ad mit ted into

the house.
“I’ll, take you to the li brary, sir,” said the ser vant.
“Sir Richard’s very busy at work there.”
Carew looked around ea gerly in the hope of see ing Joan, but she was

nowhere vis i ble, nei ther did he hear her voice. In deed, the house seemed as
silent as death.

“Ah, Carew,” said Sir Richard as he en tered. “I thought you might be
call ing again. I was sorry I was not at home when you came last.”

Thank you, Sir Richard," said the young man. “Ah, I see you are hard at
work. I won der if I know what you are work ing at.”

“I ex pect you do,” replied the Baronet.
“And you find it a tough job, I ex pect.”
“Yes, you see –––” and then Sir Richard be came so in ter ested in his

book, and the dif fi cul ties he had to con tend with, that for the time he
seemed to for get the cir cum stances un der which they had parted.

“Bent ley told me you had been to him, and had asked him to help you.”
said Carew presently.

“Yes, but even though, next to the British Mu seum Li brary, he has the
best books in Lon don, he can’t get me what I want. I have spent hours over
this cat a logue all to no pur pose, and he has or dered his men to dig and
delve for me, but I can’t get any where near what I want.”

Carew felt that his op por tu nity had come. He pos sessed ex actly what Sir
Richard wanted, and he was per fectly will ing to sac ri fice any per sonal am- 
bi tion which he pos sessed to be of ser vice to the fa ther of the woman he
loved.

“I have been think ing of go ing to Dam as cus,” went on Sir Richard. “I
sup pose there is a li brary there con tain ing some valu able Ara bic
manuscripts, and it is quite pos si ble that some of them will con tain the story
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of the Tel Moloch Mosque. But, hon estly, I don’t like the idea of go ing East
again. I ex pect my nerves are a bit up set. Be sides I might get noth ing for
my pains. Very pos si bly, af ter spend ing months there, I should ob tain noth- 
ing worth the hav ing.”

“There is no need for you to go to Dam as cus,” said Carew. “Per son ally, I
doubt very much whether a stay there would ad van tage you in the slight est
de gree, and, as you say, a visit there must be a great nui sance. Be sides, you
can get all you want in Lon don.”

“Do you mean to say that I, can get what I want at the British Mu seum?”
“No, I don’t. The story of Tel Moloch is not in the British Mu seum Li- 

brary.”
“Where is it, then?”
“Here,” said Carew, tap ping the roll of pa pers he had brought. “Look,”

he went on as he un fas tened the wrap per, “here is prac ti cally all you need.
This is a copy of some of the old est MSS. in Ara bia. I was very care ful
about them, and can vouch for their ac cu racy.”

Sir Richard looked ea gerly. Al though he could not speak Ara bic freely,
he could read it eas ily. In his joy at find ing what he wanted, he for got the
cir cum stances un der which these pa pers were ob tained. With all an an ti- 
quary’s and a scholar’s joy he be gan to de vour the pa per which Carew un- 
folded be fore him.

“Yes, yes!” he cried: “this is it, this is it!”
“And here.” went on Carew. “are pho to graphs of those stones. Not bad.

eh? The light was not as good as one would have de sired, but I have caught
them fairly well. You see, I was able to gauge the ex act amount of ex po sure
which was nec es sary. The rub bings are not quite so good. Still, they are
very in ter est ing, and in their way quite valu able. I hope they will sup ply all
you want.”

“Do you mean to say,” ex claimed Sir Richard, his eyes glis ten ing with
joy, "that I can make use of these?

“You can have them,” said Carew, de lighted at his suc cess. “As you
know, my bent is not an ti quar ian like yours. I look at them from the stand- 
point of a mod ern jour nal ist, not as one who has se ri ously stud ied arche ol- 
ogy.”

“Why, this is price less in its value!” ex claimed Sir Richard, “sim ply
price less! These are sim ply worth their weight in gold a thou sand times
over.”
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“I am glad you think so,” replied Carew. “Here, again, are notes of the
leg endary his tory of the mosque. Of course, I dare say many of these leg- 
ends are far more mod ern than many of them be lieve, nev er the less they are
of con sid er able in ter est.”

“In ter est! In ter est! I should think they are!” and the Baronet be gan to
read fever ishly. Ev i dently he well nigh for got Carew’s pres ence. His eyes
were riv eted on the pa per, and his hands trem bled as he turned the leaves.

“Mar velous, mar velous!” he cried. “What would Sayce give to get hold
of this! And you say I can make use of it all, Carew?”

“Ev ery thing here is yours to do what you like with,” replied Carew.
“More over, I think I can be of some help to you. The Nazir told me many
things while I stayed at Tel Moloch which throw a won der ful light upon the
Is lamic con cep tion of things. Af ter the old chap got ac cus tomed to my pres- 
ence we be came quite friendly. In his own way he is quite a learned man.”

Up to now Sir Richard’s fever ish joy at find ing what he de sired had
blinded him to ev ery thing else. He had for got ten all about their part ing at
Tel Moloch, for got ten what he had said, but when Carew be gan to speak
about the Nazir he started up like a man who had been awak ened out of a
dream.

“The Nazir! The Nazir!” he said.
Yes, the Nazir. Don’t you re mem ber? The man who acts as in struc tor on

re li gious mat ters. Re ally he is a won der ful old man. I be lieve he knows the
Ko ran by heart while he trea sures ev ery leg end, ev ery wild story about the
mosque as though –––"

Sir Richard was not lis ten ing. He had left the ta ble where Carew had
spread his pa pers, and had walked to wards the fire place.

“I had for got ten, I had for got ten!” he said aloud. “In my ea ger ness I did
not re mem ber. Thank you very kindly, Carew, but –– but, I can not take ad- 
van tage of what you have brought.”

“But why?”
“You know why, Carew. you know why.”
“But surely — I say, Sir Richard, don’t you think this is a lit tle Quixotic!

Here is the very in for ma tion you need. Here, also, are the pho to graphs and
the rub bings of the stones you went to Syria to ob tain. Why ––”

“Yes, I know, and I thank you very much; but I had for got ten. No, thank
you, I can not use this — that is, what you have brought me.”
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Carew was about, to re ply, but be fore the words passed his lips the door
opened, and Joan Win scombe en tered.

“I hope you are not busy, fa ther,” she said, “but I wanted to —”
At this mo ment she caught sight of Carew, and then her words died upon

her lips. Ev i dently she had no idea that he was in the house, and had rushed
into the room on the im pulse of the mo ment.

“Ah, Miss Win scombe,” said Carew, hold ing out his hand, “I am glad to
see you We have not met since we were in Jerusalem to gether. You’ve just
come in time, too. Won’t you help me to per suade your fa ther against be ing
fool ish?”

But Joan did not speak, nei ther did she no tice his out stretched hand.
“Pray for give me, fa ther.” she said, af ter a few sec onds of awk ward si- 

lence. “I had no idea any one was here.”
She turned to leave, but her fa ther’s voice ar rested her foot steps. “Stay,

Joan,” he said; “I want you to hear what Mr. Carew has just told me.”
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13. Joan Win scombe And
Carew

JOAN WIN SCOMBE came close to her fa ther’s side. By this time she had
col lected her thoughts and had ev i dently re al ized that she had been any thing
but cour te ous to Carew.

“For give my sur prise on see ing you,” she said, turn ing to him; “but I had
no idea you were in the house. Are you very well?”

“Per fectly well, thank you.” He was not sure what her more friendly at ti- 
tude meant; but he de ter mined to make the most of it. "Miss Win scombe,
won’t you join your per sua sions to mine? I find that your fa ther is greatly
hin dered in his work for want of cer tain in for ma tion which I am able to
give him. You know why he took his jour ney to the East, and you know,
too. that the real value of his book will largely de pend upon the re pro duc- 
tion of those ‘Stones of Moab.’ and an au then tic his tory of the events which
led to their be ing placed in the mosque at Tel Moloch.

I have placed much valu able in for ma tion be fore him, with an ex act fac- 
sim ile of the stones them selves, which for his pur pose is just as good as if
he had the very stones in this room. He tells me he will nei ther use the in- 
for ma tion nor the pho to graphs of the stones. Won’t you join with me in try- 
ing to per suade him to al ter his de ci sion?"

“Might I ask how you ob tained these things?” she asked.
“I ob tained them at Tel Moloch,” he replied. “I ob tained per mis sion from

the Nazir, who had re ceived pow ers from the Sheikh ul Is lam him self.”
“That was af ter my fa ther was res cued?”
“Ex actly,” replied Carew. He spoke con fi dently, but the look in the girl’s

eyes made him feel un com fort able.
“I am glad my fa ther re fused to take ad van tage of your of fer,” replied

Joan; “as you can see, he could do no other.”
“But why?”
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“Be cause my fa ther could not make use of what you ob tained by such
means.”

But for his love for Joan, Carew would have walked out of the house
never to re turn again, but as she stood by her fa ther’s side it seemed to him
that his love had grown ten times stronger. He felt, too, that he might never
have such an other op por tu nity of re mov ing her prej u dices against him. If he
did not at tempt to jus tify him self now, it seemed to him that his chance of
do ing so would be gone for ever.

“But — but Miss Win scombe.” he cried ea gerly, “please for give me for
speak ing in this way. but what I did I did for your fa ther’s sake as much as
my own. But for my — well, call it what you like, nei ther of us would be
alive to day — and I — I knew you loved your fa ther very dearly.”

Joan never re al ized so fully as at that mo ment the truth which Carew’s
words con veyed. What he had said was doubt less a fact. Had not Carew ap- 
peased the mad fury of the fa nat i cal Arabs, her fa ther would have been
mur dered, and in stead of stand ing by her side alive and well, his body
would have been ly ing in some name less, Arab grave, while she would
have been left alone to mourn his loss. Such a thought could not help hav- 
ing its ef fect. More over, as he stood there, he did not sug gest any thing very
mon strous. In deed, Carew was not a man who would ever be passed by un- 
no ticed. Tall and well formed, he dwarfed most men with whom she was
ac quainted by his splen did physique. Nei ther was his face the face of a bad
man. Rather it sug gested strength and hon esty and re fine ment. All this af- 
fected her. while the fact of his coin ing to of fer her fa ther the manuscripts
and pho to graphs which he so much de sired added to the im pres sion he had
made.

“I hope I am quite sen si ble of what you did. Mr. Carew,” she said. “As
you say, your ac tion very prob a bly saved my fa ther’s life, and — and it may
be I have not rec og nized that fact as I ought to have rec og nized it. If that is
so, I must ask you to for give me. But what you ask means very much more.
My fa ther could not help ac cept ing his safety. He could not kill him self be- 
cause you had se cured a respite for him. All the same, he could not de lib er- 
ately make use of what you of fer. Whether they would have killed him or
not, I do not know — we never shall know. But I know this; you could
never have been able to have made him the of fer you have just made had
you not –––”
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She did not fin ish the sen tence, but Carew saw her shud der as if with
hor ror and loathing.

“But if it meant noth ing to me?” he said.
“It means a great deal to us,” she replied. “I feel as my fa ther feels. He

could never make use of what was ob tained by out rag ing what we hold
most dear.”

Carew felt that the ground was slip ping un der his feet. Yes, the deed was
a ghastly one, and he never re al ized it to such a de gree as he re al ized it. that
day in Joan Win scombe’s pres ence. Nev er the less, he was not go ing to give
up eas ily. She be lieved that he had saved her fa ther’s life by what he had
done: or if she did not be lieve it, she ad mit ted the pos si bil ity of such be ing
the case.

“Would you rather, then,” he said, look ing straight into her face, “that
your fa ther had been mur dered than that I should have done what I did?”

Joan’s eyes drooped for a mo ment, then she lifted them quickly to his,
and Carew could not help not ing the an gry gleam which shot from them.

“It is not a fair ques tion,” she said. “You know that I love my fa ther very
dearly, and that the thought of his death is more ter ri ble to me than words
can ex press. But I will an swer you in this way. I would rather die my self —
yes, a hun dred times rather, than that my life should be saved by such a
means. Af ter all, it would be only a ques tion of a few years more or less of
earthly ex is tence. And death — well, it is only tho be gin ning of life.”

“But if one does not feel that, nor be lieve it!” cried Carew. " To me this
life is all. There is noth ing else. If I had given up my life, I should have
given up my all, for that which means noth ing to me."

“Means noth ing?”
“Noth ing.”
“Do you mean that the Cross of Christ means noth ing?” She re peated the

words slowly.
“What can it mean?” he asked al most sul lenly.
“If it means noth ing else,” she said, “it means that the bravest, holi est

man who ever lived died for what he be lieved to be the truth. That in it self
should be enough to make it sa cred.”

The words struck him with a strange mean ing. Some words of an Amer i- 
can athe ist lec turer came to his mind — “The place where one man died for
an other is holy ground.” And it was true. Even if the whole fab ric of Chris- 
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tian ity was false, the cross rep re sented a fine idea; it lay at tho heart of a
great truth. And he had tram pled on it.

Per haps the look on his face made the girl feel kindly to wards him.
“Doubt less you feel that we are mak ing a great fuss about a very lit tle.”

she said. “You feel that death would be the end of all things, while we be- 
lieve it is only the be gin ning. To you the cross which the Arabs placed on
the ground was only two sticks; to us, on the other hand, it stands for all
that is holi est and most sa cred. There fore we have no right to judge you. We
have no com mon ground whereon we can stand. All the same. I am sure
you can see how im pos si ble it is for me to try and per suade my fa ther to
take ad van tage of your of fer. Af ter all, what is a book? The truth will live
even al though we do not add our quota to its procla ma tion.”

The poles lay be tween them, and he knew it. Yet he loved her. What in
an other he would have sneered at as ig no rant su per sti tion and stupid big otry
seemed some thing no ble as rep re sented by her. He could not help com par- 
ing her with those Sun day bridge-play ing women who made light of his ac- 
tion and re garded it as de light fully dar ing, and he could not help re al iz ing
how in fin itely su pe rior she was. They were shal low, worldly — aye, and
coarse. Some of them were im moral. They lived in a world which was dif- 
fer ent from that in which she lived.

“I am very sorry I can be of no ser vice to you, Sir Richard,” he said
slowly. “I had quite hoped I might have got you out of a dif fi culty.”

“Pray do not think I fail to ap pre ci ate your kind ness,” plied Sir Richard.
“I hope I do ap pre ci ate it fully. More over, I have of ten thought since we last
parted that I was very rude and churl ish to you when — when we were at
Tel Moloch. I hope I am not want ing in grat i tude, even al though I am not
able to take ad van tage of your of fer. Of course,” went on the Baronet, af ter
hes i tat ing a sec ond “you will your self make use of your pos ses sions. They
are very valu able, and go far to prove that for which I have con tended for
years.”

“I — I had thought of work ing it up into a book,” ad mit ted Carew.
“And it should be a very valu able book,” added Sir Richard. “By the

way, Carew, do not make your self a stranger to the house. As you know,
nei ther I nor Joan go into so ci ety much, nei ther do we throw our house open
like some do. All the same, I shall be glad to see you when you have time to
call.”
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Carew glanced to wards Joan as if he ex pected her to sec ond her fa ther’s
in vi ta tion; but she did not speak a word.

Bam field Carew was very thought ful when presently he found him self
again in the street. The in ter view had been a rev e la tion to him. In a way, he
had ex pected no other re sult from their meet ing, and yet things ap peared to
him in a new light. He had never so fully re al ized what the faith of these
peo ple meant. Sir Richard had re fused to buy his life at the cost of per form- 
ing what was to him a mean ing less ac tion, while they were in Syria. And
now in Lon don he would not even avail him self of what he con fessed to be
valu able ma te rial, be cause it had been ob tained by means which the
Baronet dis ap proved of.

“Don Quixote and San cho Panza were sane and un ro man tic com pared
with them!” he mut tered im pa tiently. Nev er the less he was not com fort able
him self. At any rate, their faith meant good lives. Again he saw Joan as she
stood by her fa ther’s side, and again he could not help con trast ing her with
the women who made light of what he had done.

“Yes, I sup pose from their stand point it was a blas phe mous thing to do,”
he said to him self as he made his way to wards Ox ford Street. “Ev i dently
the old su per sti tions are not dead, and the Christ-myth is still be lieved in,
even by ed u cated peo ple.”

At that mo ment he passed a book shop. “I won der if there is any thing
new,” he said as he stopped be fore the win dow. He gazed along the lines of
books, but noth ing at tracted him. He went in side and be gan to ex am ine the
vol umes on the shelves.

“Any thing I can show you, sir?” asked the book seller’s as sis tant def er en- 
tially.

“No, thank you. I am only look ing around in the hope of see ing some- 
thing I want to read.” His eyes trav eled from shelf to shelf. No, he could see
noth ing which in ter ested him.

“The au tumn out put is not very at trac tive this year,” he re marked to the
young man, who had fol lowed him with his eves.

“No, sir; there is noth ing par tic u larly out stand ing. Still, there are sev eral
books of con sid er able in ter est.”

Carew looked at the young man at ten tively. Yes, he was ev i dently an in- 
tel li gent fel low. Prob a bly he be longed to the old or der of book sell ers who
had some in tel li gent in ter est in the books they sold.
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“Is there any par tic u lar line of books in which you are in ter ested?” asked
the young man.

“Ye — es,” replied Bam field slowly. “Have you any book bear ing on the
re li gious ques tion of to day? Books deal ing with the ag nos tic at ti tude of
mind?”

“Yes, sir, cer tainly,” and the young man named sev eral schol arly vol- 
umes.

Bam field shook his head. The vol umes did not at tract him.
“Look here,” he said, “you seem a well-in formed young fel low. Are you

one of the church go ing or der!”
“Yes, sir, I go to church.”
“Do you go just as a mat ter of form, or has it any mean ing to you?”
“I am a Sun day-school teacher,” said the young man, look ing to wards

his ques tioner cu ri ously.
“And what do you teach?”
“The truths of the New Tes ta ment.”
“Ah, that’s your text-book, eh?”
“Yes, that’s the text-book.”
“You’d call it the foun tain-head, eh?”
“Yes and no.”
“Wherein is the yes, and wherein is the no?”
“The ‘yes’ lies in the fact that the New Tes ta ment is the record of the life

and death of Je sus Christ, The ‘no’ is in the truth that not a book, but a Per- 
son, is the foun tain-head of Chris tian ity.”

Bam field Carew looked at the young man in tently. He seemed about
twenty-five years of age, his eye was lit up with a bright, cheery light, and
he smiled pleas antly as he spoke. He had dropped in at a mo ment when the
shop was empty. That was why he had been able to speak so freely.

“Bring me a copy of the New Tes ta ment, will you?”
“Cer tainly.”
A minute later sev eral copies were placed be fore him.
“I’ll buy one of these,” said Bam field.
“Which ver sion, sir — the Re vised or the Au tho rised.”
“The Au tho rised.”
He paid his money and left the shop.
“Good,” he said; “I scarcely know any thing about the New Tes ta ment,

Old Banyon used to read me bits out of the Douay Ver sion, and in ter preted
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what he read to suit the doc trines of the Church, while Mussi told me to
leave it alone. As for the rest of the at ten tion I have given to it. I ––”

He laughed as he walked along the street. “I won der what Rech lin and
Beau mont and Aber foyle would have said if they saw me buy ing a New
Tes ta ment!” he said to him self.

He mapped out his pro gram for the night. He would go to his flat and
dress, af ter which he would go some where for din ner, and then — well, he
re mem bered sev eral cards that lay on his ta ble bear ing in vi ta tions to var i ous
func tions. Then there were the the aters. But first of all he would dress and
get some din ner.

Af ter hav ing dressed he did not feel in clined to go out. Nei ther of his
clubs at tracted him, while as for go ing to one of the fash ion able ho tels, he
rather shrank from it. There was a restau rant in the flat where he could get
some din ner, af ter which lie would make up his mind what to do.

Af ter din ner he went out alone. He was feel ing very lonely, and yet he
was not anx ious for the so ci ety of oth ers. A few min utes later he passed a
the ater which was all ablaze with lights, and at the doors of which crowds
surged.

He looked at the play-bill and went in. The piece was a mu si cal com edy,
and had been spo ken of as the most mirth-pro vok ing thing on the Lon don
stage. He had but lit tle dif fi culty in ob tain ing a stall, and he had scarcely
seated him self when the cur tain was raised.

At the end of the sec ond act Bam field Carew came away. The tawdry
show did not amuse him. He hes i tated where to go next, but presently found
him self sit ting in his own room. “I’ll do some work,” he said; “the evening
is early yet, and I can put in three or four hours.”

He took off his evening coat and put on an old vel vet jacket; then, hav- 
ing lit his pipe, he be gan to look around for some books he de sired. In so
do ing his eve fell upon the New Tes ta ment he had bought that evening.

He threw him self in his arm chair, and, hav ing switched on the elec tric
light just above his head, be gan to read. At first he was but lit tle in ter ested.
The long list of names given in the first chap ter of Matthew’s Gospel had to
him nei ther pur pose nor mean ing. But presently his at ten tion be came riv- 
eted. He found him self read ing what was to him a new book. Be sides, he
could not help be ing im pressed with the nar ra tive. If only from the stand- 
point of lit er a ture it was very fine. There was a stately dig nity, a fine sense
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of re serve, and such a majesty of con cep tion in ev ery page that he read on
like a man en tranced.

“This is very fine.” he said aloud presently, and yet he did not know he
had spo ken.

His read ing be came a rev e la tion to him. This was like no other book
with which he was ac quainted. Of course, it was a lit er a ture born in a dark
age, but it was very won der ful. Reared as he had been in a Ro man Catholic
home, and un der Ro man Catholic in flu ences, the New Tes ta ment was al- 
most strange to him. He was no longer ham pered by Church leg ends or
Church teach ing. He read the book as lit er a ture, and as a very in ter est ing
record of a re mark able man. Of course, the nar ra tive was col ored by the su- 
per sti tions of the time; of course, too. there were in ter po la tions and mis- 
takes, but it was very fine.

As he read on, the char ac ter of Je sus be gan to take shape be fore his men- 
tal vi sion. It was al to gether un like the Be ing in which he had been taught to
be lieve as a boy. He saw no halo around His head, nei ther was His face dis- 
torted by an ar ti fi cial agony, such as he had seen in stat ues and pic tures. It
was some thing no bler, grander than the leg endary. Christ. Here was dig nity,
courage, strength; here, too, was a Man in whose mind re volved mighty
schemes, and whose heart was filled with a great com pas sion for hu man ity.
All the he roes of ro mance were but as dolls by the side of this sub lime fig- 
ure.

A knock came to the door and a ser vant en tered.
"A gen tle man has been ask ing for you on the tele phone.
“Who is it? What does he want?”
“A Fa ther Mussi, sir, is ask ing if you are at home.” Carew looked at his

watch; it was just five min utes to ten.
“Tell him I can see him at eleven o’clock,” he said.
“Yes, sir.”
And then Carew turned ea gerly to his read ing again.
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14. In Which Carew Sees His
Ac tion In A New Light

“I KNOW NOTH ING LIKE IT,” ex claimed Carew presently. “It may not be his- 
tory, but the man who wrote this knew his work. It seems like truth, too.
There is no at tempt to soften hard say ings, no en deavor to qual ify or ex- 
plain any thing. It is fine, there can be no ques tion about it. The man Je sus
was a mys tic, a seer; but He was more. He was a gi ant in tel lec tu ally, and He
was un ham pered by tra di tion, by cus tom, and by cur rent or tho doxy. Yes, He
was just the man to found a great and uni ver sal re li gion. If this story was in- 
vented — well, I should like to know who in vented it. The man who cre ated
the char ac ter of Je sus must have been a tran scen dent ge nius. There is noth- 
ing like it in lit er a ture.”

Still he read on, un til presently he came to the story of the cru ci fix ion.
He dis carded all the mirac u lous el e ments of the story. Ma te ri al ist as he was,
they had no mean ing to him. What at tracted him was the sub lim ity of the
cen tral fig ure in this great tragedy. He pic tured Him with His dis ci ples at
the last sup per, he saw Him go into the Gar den of Geth se mane af ter wards.
When Carew had been in Jerusalem a few months be fore, he had gone to
this gar den, or at least to the place which, leg end had it, was iden ti cal with
Geth se mane, but he had paid no heed. His mind had been dis tracted by the
con ven tional sta tions of the cross. The carved fig ures rep re sent ing Christ at
the var i ous sta tions were all a part of the ar ti fi cial show which he had dis- 
carded years be fore. But all was dif fer ent here in the story. There was noth- 
ing un real, noth ing tawdry in the scene as de scribed by Matthew. Whether it
were true, or whether it were a fa ble, it was all fine and dig ni fied. He
seemed to see the real agony of Christ, not the play-act ing agony which had
be come mean ing less to him, but that mighty strug gle go ing on in the breast
of a Man who faced the ghastly fu ture which faced Him. In deed, he re al ized
some thing of the in ward ness of the whole story, he saw that the agony of
Christ was not a fear of death, but the drink ing of the cup that was filled
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with the world’s sin and sor row. And this came to him as an im pres sion
rather than as a dis tinct thought. For he had ceased to an a lyze and crit i cize.
The majesty of the scene had gripped him. the sub lime grandeur of the cen- 
tral fig ure en thralled him.

He read on and on. The story of the be trayal by Ju das, the ac count of the
trial be fore the or tho dox Jews, the de nial of Pe ter, the re morse of Ju das, the
judg ment of Pi late — and as he read he saw. He was no longer in a mod ern
flat in a fash ion able part of Lon don. He knew noth ing of the life of the six
mil lions of peo ple who surged around him The only real thing in the world
to him was this tragedy which he was read ing. He was at Jerusalem, and he
was watch ing.

"Then re leased he Barab bas unto them; and when he had scourged Je- 
sus, he de liv ered Him to be cru ci fied. Then the sol diers of the Gov er nor
took Je sus into the Com mon Hall and gath ered unto Him the whole band of
sol diers. And they stripped Him, and put on Him a scar let robe.

“And when they had plat ted a crown of thorns they put it on His head,
and a reed in His right hand, and they bowed the knee be fore Him, and
mocked Him, say ing, ‘Hail, King of the Jews.’ And they spit upon Him, and
took the reed, and smote Him on the head. And af ter they had mocked Him,
they took the robe off from Him, and put His own rai ment on Him, and led
Him away to cru cify Him . . . And when they were come unto a place called
Gol go tha, that is to say a place of a skull, they gave Him vine gar to drink
min gled with gall; and when he had tasted thereof He would not drink. And
they cru ci fied Him. . . And sit ting dwon they watched Him there, and set up
over His head His ac cu sa tion writ ten: ‘THIS IS JE SUS, THE KING OF THE JEWS.’”

It was all real to him. He could see the faces of the howl ing mob, he
could plainly dis cern the ma lig nant smile on the faces of the big oted priests
and Phar isees who watched Christ die; but more than all he saw Je sus hang- 
ing on the cross above which this ac cu sa tion was writ ten. It was like a scene
at a the atre, only it was more real. The thing he saw was life, and death, not
sem blances.

Then, even as he saw, the scene changed. Again it was an east ern scene,
and again the mob was an in fu ri ated mob. He saw an Arab Sheikh place
two sticks on the ground in the form of a cross. He did so with a look of ha- 
tred in his eyes. “Now, my dear,” said the old man, “if you will save your
life tram ple on this cross, sym bol of a false faith.” He heard the voice of Sir
Richard Win scombe who was protest ing ve he mently, he heard the sav age
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voices of the Arabs, and he saw the look of wild fa nati cism in their eyes.
Then he saw him self step into the cir cle, and with a mock ing laugh tram ple
the sym bol un der his feet.

No it was not a chival rous thing to do, it was — yes he ad mit ted it to
him self — it was das tardly, it was con temptible. He did not be lieve in the
story of Je sus, as in ter preted by the Church in which he had been reared,
but no one could read what he had read that night with out ad mit ting that Je- 
sus stood for the no blest and best in life. He scorned all that was mean, and
poor, and pal try, he saw deep into the heart of life. He had a great char ity,
His thoughts were sub lime. To say the least of it, His death was the death of
a hero. Even if He were mis taken, the mis take was ma jes tic, it was God-
like. And he, at the bid ding of those ig no rant, mur der ous Arabs, had
mocked that no ble death, he had tram pled on the cross which was the sym- 
bol of holy ideals and of a sub lime pur pose.

A knock came to the door, and a sec ond later Fa ther Mussi en tered the
room.

“Ah, Bam field, I find you at home, do I? Good. I wanted a chat with
you.”

Carew started to his feet. For a mo ment he was dazed, but Mussi’s pres- 
ence brought him back to re al i ties. While he had been sit ting there he had
for got ten that the priest was go ing to call, but now he re mem bered the mes- 
sage he had given to the porter.

“Ah! Fa ther Mussi,” he said, “take a seat, will you? You will take some
re fresh ments, eh?”

“Only a whisky and soda, thank you Bam field. I dined late tonight, since
which I have been to see your fa ther.”

Bam field placed the New Tes ta ment on one of the shelves, and then took
a bot tle of whisky and a siphon of soda wa ter from a cup board.

“Well, what have you been do ing tonight?” asked the priest presently.
“Oh! I went to the Siren for an hour, but I did not stay.”
"No? Was it poor?
“It was in suf fer ably dull and un speak ably silly. I stood it as long as I

could and then came away.”
Again a si lence fell be tween the two men. Each looked steadily into the

fire. In Mussi’s eyes there was a look of doubt and in de ci sion; in Carew’s
there was an ex pres sion of won der and of far-away mem o ries.



120

“Bam field,” said the priest presently, “your fa ther is a very un happy
man.”

“I am sorry for that.”
“Only you can re move his un hap pi ness.”
“I would do any thing in my power to make him happy,” replied the

young man qui etly. Ev i dently he had a strong af fec tion for Mr. Carew, se- 
nior.

“It is in your power.”
“Then you may re gard it as done. What is it?”
“It is this re li gious ques tion.”
Si lence.
“You know how your fa ther feels,” went on the priest. “To him the

Catholic faith is as dear as his own life. He would do any thing, give any- 
thing, to see you back in the fold again.”

“I know he would.”
“Then we may re gard the mat ter as set tled?”
Bam field shook his head. “Im pos si ble.” he said.
“Why im pos si ble?”
“I could not, Mussi; I could not, even for dad’s sake.”
“But my dear fel low.” said the Ital ian, “if in or der to save your life you

pre tended to ac cept the Mo hammedan faith, you can surely re turn to the
fold to please your fa ther. Eh. What is that?”

The lat ter ex pres sion sprang to the priest’s lips al most in vol un tar ily. He
saw by the look on Carew’s face that he had made a mis take. An ex pres sion
of im pa tience, al most amount ing to pas sion, flashed from his eyes, and he
sprang to his feet as though he were stung.

“Don’t for heaven’s sake be eter nally harp ing on that,” he cried an grily.
Then he laughed un easily as he again sat down.

“But look here, Bam field, my lad; con sider the whole ques tion from a
broad stand point.”

“Broad stand point!” cried Carew. “I think I’ve done that. Look here, up
to tonight the one thing that wor ried me in the whole of that fi asco at Tel
Moloch was not that I had tram pled on what you call a sa cred sym bol, but
that I had kissed the Ko ran. I was not trou bled so much about tram pling on
some thing which I did not be lieve, but for pre tend ing to be lieve in some- 
thing that was ho cus-pocus. I tried to con sole my self by the thought that the
heart of Is lam was a kind of fa tal ism, a be lief that the se cret of life lay in
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sub mis sion to an eter nal force, and that I had a sneak ing kind ness for that
kind of phi los o phy. But it won t do I was dis hon est; they be lieved I was a
con vert whereas I was laugh ing at the whole thing all the time. Well, I’m
not go ing to re peat the fi asco.”

“But my dear boy, look at the whole mat ter in the light of my in ter pre ta- 
tion, and then tell me what you don’t be lieve.”

“Well to be gin with, Mussi, ei ther you as a priest have su per nat u ral pow- 
ers or you haven’t. A good Catholic is sup posed to be lieve that you have. I
don’t. And more, the po si tion of you lib eral Catholics is not hon est. There
can be no such thing as lib eral Catholi cism. It is play ing with facts. The
Catholic po si tion is an un re served ac cep tance of her claims and her dog- 
mas. Well, I don’t ac cept them. To me they are a mere fan dango of ab sur di- 
ties.”

“Sweep ing.”
“Just so. But I take it you came here to have a straight talk with me. I am

nei ther a can di date for the priest hood nor am I seek ing fa vor at the hands of
the Je suit Or der. You want the truth, I take it, and I have told you the truth.”

“As it is in Bam field Carew.”
“And that’s the best truth that Bam field Carew is ca pa ble of.”
“But, my dear boy, to be gin with, hu man ity will have a re li gion of some

sort. The his tory of the races has proved that. Well, tell me a higher, a bet ter
re li gion than the Chris tian.”

“The Chris tian,” re peated Carew sig nif i cantly.
“Why, do you mean to in sin u ate that the Catholic Church is not Chris- 

tian.”
Carew was silent.
“Come now, Bam field, as we have gone so far, let’s go a lit tle fur ther.”
Fa ther Mussi looked at ten tively at the young man’s face and won dered

what he was think ing.
“I’ve just read the Gospel as it was writ ten, or sup posed to be writ ten, by

a man called Matthew.” said Carew presently.
Mussi opened his eyes wide. He re al ized that they had en tered a new

field of thought.
“Well, and what do you think of it?” he said presently.
“Fine, won der fully fine!” replied Carew.
“Well, that Gospel is the prop erty of the Church. It was pre served by the

Church.”
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“Was it?”
“Yes, of course; that is a com mon place.”
“And the Church holds fast by it?”
“Cer tainly, in ev ery par tic u lar.”
Carew was silent again.
“Why do you ask?”
“Be cause there seems to me pre cious lit tle sim i lar ity be tween that sim- 

ple, sub lime story and — and — well all I was taught to be lieve as a boy.”
“But, my dear fel low, just think of the whole case.”
“My dear fel low, I have thought of the whole case a hun dred times, and

it is no use ar gu ing. I don’t be lieve, and there’s an end of it. Mark you, there
is some thing won der ful in the life of Je sus. It’s the pro found est thing I have
ever read. And yet its sim plic ity is mar velous. I’ll go fur ther. If the story
were stripped of the mirac u lous el e ments it would be be liev able. But even
as it stands it has very lit tle re sem blance to, nei ther does it give any au thor- 
ity for, your Catholic dog mas. The seven sacra ments, the claims of the
priests, the Pa pal chair, the Mass, con fes sion and ab so lu tion, the wor ship of
the saints and the mother of Je sus, and all the rest of it – why, you know
Mussi, that they are not found there.”

“Well, what do you de duce from it?”
“I? Oh! noth ing at all.”
“Be cause the An gli can Church is fast re turn ing to our po si tion, while the

dis sent ing sects are – well, a con fu sion of tongues.”
“Ex actly.”
“Then you are not bit ten by what is called Protes tantism?”
“Never gave it a thought, my dear fel low. I sup pose though, that Protes- 

tants do claim the right of pri vate judg ment.”
“And a pretty mess they’ve got into!”
“Ex actly. Well, I’ve given up the whole show. I don’t be lieve, Mussi. I

can’t be lieve. I know the Church de mands be lief. I know the Catholic
Church says, if we don’t be lieve in all those dog mas which she has built up
on the story of the life of Je sus, that we shall be damned ev er last ingly. Just
so. But if I am to be damned for not be liev ing — well, I must be damned,
for I sim ply can’t be lieve and there’s an end of it.”

Carew’s cigar had gone out, and tak ing a ta per from the man tel piece he
lit it again.

“Then we’ve come to a cul de sac.”
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“We’ve come to a non pos sumus, Mussi. Ex cuse me for treat ing you
with such fa mil iar ity, but you can see why. Your call ing is noth ing to me.”

Mussi did not speak; in stead he looked furtively at Carew’s face, as
though he tried to dis cover some thought at the back ground of his mind; but
ev i dently he was dis ap pointed. Carew was a hope less case. He could not be
in duced to adopt the at ti tude of the lib eral Catholics. His dif fi cul ties were
fun da men tal.

Presently the priest rose. “If I can ever be of ser vice to you. Bam field,
you’ll let me know? I was hop ing that you would be able, for your fa ther’s
sake, to adopt the Catholic at ti tude. Many have done it with less faith than
you. A man votes for a po lit i cal party with out be liev ing in ev ery thing that
party does; and if you could – well, you know what I mean, I be lieve you
would add years to your fa ther’s life.”

Carew’s face soft ened. Yes, he would like to please his fa ther, and of
course many who pro fessed to be lib eral Catholics were very broad in their
in ter pre ta tion of the Church’s doc trines. Then he thought of the life of the
Man whose story he had been read ing that night.

“No Mussi, I couldn’t do it.”
A few sec onds later the priest was in the street, white Carew sat alone in

his room, star ing steadily into the firefi
“Why does that busi ness haunt me so? he said at length.”As I told

Mussi, I don’t be lieve, and yet ––."
He went to the book shelf where he had placed the vol ume he had been

read ing, and again he be gan to scan its pages. His mind was preter nat u rally
ac tive, and al though it was past mid night, he knew he could not sleep even
if he went to bed. The si lence of night was at last be gin ning to reign over
the great mod ern Baby lon. The ve hi cles in the streets were less nu mer ous,
the roar of the city was less pro nounced.

He threw more wood on the fire, and then, hav ing ad justed the light, he
again be gan to read. This time he turned to John’s Gospel.

Again the pic ture of that scene on Gol go tha be came vivid be fore his
eyes, and again that other scene at Tel Moloch came back to him, and with
it a feel ing which he could not un der stand.

“I’m get ting mor bid,” he said. “I’ll try and get a sleep. I’ll have a hot
bath, that’ll help me.”

For the next few days Bam field Carew worked at his book, and then,
find ing that he needed the ad vice and as sis tance of a learned Rabbi who
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lived in the East End of Lon don, he made his way thither. He found the
Rabbi to be a man not only of cul ture, but of great so cial qual i ties. He was a
bril liant con ver sa tion al ist, and a mu si cian of no mean or der.

“I won der you can spend your life down here in this quar ter,” Re marked
Carew, when, af ter deal ing with the ques tions con cern ing which he had
come, they sat in Vac chelli’s study.

“The claims of race are very strong,” re marked the Rabbi.
“You mean that you de sire to help your coun try men?”
“Are they not mainly poor in this part of Lon don?” he replied. “Many of

them are refugees from Rus sia and Poland. They work un der ter ri ble con di- 
tions, and one is glad to try and bring some bright ness into their lives.”

“And do these co-re li gion ists of yours re ally hold fast to their re li gion?”
The Rabbi shook his head. “The sur round ings of their lives are very ter- 

ri ble,” he said.
“Yes, of course, that must be so,” said Carew: “but do you ever change

these men’s lives? That is, you have drunk ards and thieves among your peo- 
ple as other peo ple have; do you ever save them from their drunk en ness and
their thiev ing pro cliv i ties?”

Vac chelli shook his head. “One’s great hope is with the chil dren.” he
replied. “Af ter all, the great work is so cial work, ed u ca tional work.”

“But, tell me now, do you think there is any real sal va tion for the out cast
and the de graded in the East End? Can the drunk ard be made sober? Can
the har lot be made pure?”

“All I can say is, I have not suc ceeded,” replied the Rabbi.
“Of course, we teach the peo ple what is right, and we try to bet ter their

con di tions; but my own ex pe ri ence is that when ei ther a man or woman gets
adrift in this mael strom of the East End of Lon don that man or woman sinks
deeper and deeper.”

“It’s a weary pic ture,” re marked Carew.
“I am afraid it is true. Of course, I work only among my own peo ple. We

do not pros e ly tize; we could not. We have our faith, and we hold fast by it.”
“Then yours is a racial re li gion?”
“In a sense, yes. But in an other sense it is the only uni ver sal re li gion.

Has not the Jew ish Bible laid the foun da tions for the ethics of the civ i lized
world?”

When Carew left the Vac chelli’s house it was very late, so late that he
found the streets empty, and he looked in vain for a cab to take him to the
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near est sta tion.
“It’s a cu ri ous neigh bor hood to be in at this time of night,” thought the

young man. “The sooner I get out of it the bet ter I shall be pleased.”
He might have been in a Jew ish city. The sign boards on the shops, the

no tices in the win dows, were all writ ten in a lan guage which he could not
un der stand.

“I hardly know where I am,” mused the young man. “Com ing as I did in
a cab, I took no no tice of the names of the streets. I wish I had told the fel- 
low to wait for me.”

This thought had scarcely passed through his mind when he heard a cry
of dis tress. As far as he could judge more over, it was the cry of a woman.

“Yes I am doubt less in a strange part of Lon don,” re flected Carew. “No
po lice are around, and any dev ilry might hap pen here and no one be the
wiser.”

He tried to take his bear ings. Af ter all, there would be no dan ger for him.
He could be only a mile or so from Fenchurch Street, and once on his way
there he could reach his flat in less than half an hour.

Again the cry of dis tress reached his ears, a cry that was im me di ately sti- 
fled. More over, it was not far away.

“I sup pose it is some drunken woman,” thought. Carew; “all the same it
does not sound like drunken or gies usu ally do.”

“Help, help!”
“I’ll go and see what it means at all events,” thought the young man, and

he made his way to wards the di rec tion whence the sound came.
Af ter all, it was only the com mon hap pen ing of a low part of the city.

Two men were try ing to drag along a woman who was ev i dently the worse
for drink. The poor crea ture had reached that stage of in tox i ca tion which
ren dered her most un rea son able, while the men, who were nearly as drunk
as she, were try ing to force her to go to her mis er able lodg ings. Be sides,
oth ers had ev i dently heard the woman’s cry, for Carew no ticed that from
an other di rec tion a man and woman were has ten ing to wards them.

“I can do no good,” he thought, “and the sooner I can get out of this the
bet ter.”

But he did not go away. Some thing in the voices of the new com ers ar- 
rested him. It was ev i dent that they be longed to an or der quite dif fer ent
from those whose quar rel had brought him thither.
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He took a step nearer to wards them, and then came to a full stop for in
the light of the street lamp he saw the face of Joan Win scombe.

“Surely I am not dream ing, Miss Win scombe?” he said as he came to her
side.

She looked at him won der ingly, and then the light of recog ni tion came
into her eyes.

“Oh, it’s you, Mr. Carew,” she said. “I’m so glad. You’ll be able to help
us, I am sure.”
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15. “How Do You Ex plain Me?”

WE DON’T MEAN NO AWM, we don’t. She’s only drunk, thet’s orl. We’re
only a-takin’ ‘er ’ome. Af we don’t, she’ll git in the ’ands of the cops, and
werry likely be sent to some bloomin’ re for ma tory. Liza’s oil right, in’t yer,
ole gel?"

“I don’t worn’t ter go ’ome, I don’t. I want anuwer drink, I does.”
“The pubs is orl closed, I tell yer.”
“I don’t keer, I will ’ave an other drink. Be sides, it’s mis er able at ’ome,

there ain’t no fire nor no think.”
“Be quiet, Liza, there, I’m sure thet’s a cop a-com ing, It’ll be or ful cold

at the plcece stvshen ter-night.”
“She shall not go to the po lice-sta tion,” said Joan Win scombe. “Come

with me, Liza, and you shall have a warm fire to sit by.”
“Oo the ––––– –––––– are you?” asked Eliza, in ter lard ing her ques tion

with san guinary ad jec tives.
"Only a friend who wants to help you.
“Wy, theer’s ole Fa ther Whit man,” shrieked the woman.
“Yus, I’ll go with ole Fa ther Whit man, I will. ’Ee won’t let the cops git

’old on a poor gal, ’ee won’t.”
“Yus, thet’s it. Yoo go with old Fa ther Whit man and the young lydy. I

knoes theer plyce. It’s wawm and com fort able, it is. Emly Jink ins tole me.”
“Orl rite, I’ll go. Yoo’ll give me a drop o’ drink, blather Whit man, won’t

yer? I am bloomin’ cold, I I am. Goo’night, ole Gog gle-eyes; goo’-night,
Bill Bai ley,” shrieked the woman, with a drunken laugh.

“We’ve a-treeted ’er kind, we ’ave, gu vnor,” said one of the men. turn ing
to Carew. “Awst ’er if we in’t. There’s no awm in Liza. She’s just drunk,
thet’s orl. Aiu t gort tho price of a pint abaat yer, ’ave yer?”

“The pubs, are closed,” said Carew, with a laugh; and he turned and
walked by the side of Joan Win scombe, while the man who had been ad- 
dressed as Fa ther Whit man led the poor drunken woman along the street.
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Carew had re mem bered Fa ther Whit man’s name dur ing the con ver sa tion
which had taken place. He re called to his mem ory the ar ti cle which Bagrie
had spo ken to him about, and which he had af ter wards read in his club. He
re mem bered, too, that he had con jured up a kind of men tal pic ture of this
man who, ac cord ing to the ar ti cle, was do ing such a good work among the
de graded and fallen of the East-End. He had imag ined an old man dressed
in semi-cler i cal at tire, a man with mild eyes and a benev o lent-look ing face.
This same city mis sion ary, more over, would, he thought, quote Scrip ture
largely and give away a num ber of tracts. He re al ized, how ever, that this
pic ture did not cor re spond with facts. It is true Fa ther Whit man must be
from fifty-five to sixty years of age, but there was no sug ges tion of age in
his ap pear ance. He walked with a firm, vig or ous step, and was ev i dently a
man of great phys i cal strength. He was a broad-shoul dered, deep-chested
man, and his breadth of shoul der and depth of chest were ac cen tu ated by
the short dou ble-breasted jacket which he wore.

“You’d like to see this af fair out, would you?” he said turn ing to Carew.
“Yes, I would.”
“Jour nal ist?”
“I have writ ten for the pa pers, but I’m not a jour nal ist in the or di nary

way. Why do you ask?”
“Be cause there’s no copy in this busi ness. It’s just a sor did case of a

drunken woman, to whom we are go ing to give a night’s lodg ing, and, if
pos si ble, a new start in life” There was no sug ges tion of pietism in the
man’s mode of speech. Rather it was curt, and al most dis cour te ous.

“I am afraid I am not over-in ter ested in the woman” said Carew; “but I
hap pen to know Miss Win scombe. It came upon me as a great sur prise to
find her here.”

Fa ther Whit man gave Carew a sec ond glance. It was keen and search ing.
Ev i dently here was a man who was in the habit of read ing men.

“Yes,” said Joan, “Mr Carew was with my fa ther and me in Pales tine.”
“Carew, Carew,” said Fa ther Whit man, “Bam field Carew, the man who

— who oc cu pied so much space in the pa pers a few weeks ago?”
“The same man,” said Carew with an un easy laugh. He was won der ing

what Joan was think ing about.
The party stopped out side a plain-look ing block of houses. As far as

Carew could judge, sev eral houses had been made into one large dwelling.
Most of the win dows were dark, but from some lights gleamed.
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“You want to come in?” said Fa ther Whit man, look ing at Carew ques- 
tion ingly.

“If I may, cer tainly. By the way, I read an ar ti cle about you in one of the
pa pers the other day, and I have of ten thought since that I would like to visit
you in the midst of your work.”

In the mean time Joan Win scombe had led the woman into the pas sage,
where she was met by a kindly-faced moth erly-look ing woman of about
fifty years of age.

“Hollo! Muvver Whit man,” said Liza, as she saw the woman. “Ain’t I a
nice cup o’ tea? Did’n ex pect to see Lize Gud gin come to yer bloomin’
show, did yer? But I was fair done up, I was, and I’d ’ad a raa with Gog gle-
eves and Billy Bai ley. Both good pals, they is, but I fair got sick on em.”

“You’re drunk, too,” said Mrs. Whit man.
“Oo sed I worn’t? I ain’t a-denyin’ it, am I? I ain’t a-signed no bloomin’

pledge, nor I ain’t a-goin’ter — theer now, thet’s straight.”
“Well, you must have a bath, any how.”
“Bath! I might as well go to the workus strite orf! Fancy Liza Gud gin

‘avin’ a bath! But ’ere goes! Muvver Whit man, you’re a good sort, you
are.”

She was ev i dently in a bet ter hu mor than when they had first met. Be- 
sides, al though the room into which they had en tered was barely fur nished,
it was warm and clean, and a bright fire burned in the grate.

“Now. Miss Win scombe,” said Mrs. Whit man, “you just go to bed. You
are dead tired, that’s what you are. I’ll see to Liza.”

“Yus. Muvver Whit man and I’ll do a treet,” said Liza.
“Never ex pected you’d get me ’ere., did yer? And now you’ve got me

you won’t keep me long.”
“I’ll stay up un til you’ve seen the poor girl to bed,” said Joan Win- 

scombe; “you’ll find me in my room. Good night, Fa ther Whit man; good-
night, Mr. Carew,” and she held out her hand to each in turn.

Carew longed to ask her to stay. For one thing, his sur prise was very
great at see ing her there, and he wanted to know what led her to come to
that part of the city; for an other, it seemed to him that all bright ness and
beauty would go out of the room when she left. Still, he did not ask her. He
re flected that their re la tions had never been friendly, while now an in su per a- 
ble bar rier seemed to stand be tween them.
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“You know Miss Win scombe, then?” said Fa ther Whit man, when she
had left them.

“Yes, but I had no idea she ever came down here.”
“Oh, but she does. She’s one of our best work ers. She comes and takes

her month down here as reg u lar as clock work.”
“And what is your work?”
“To save men and women.”
“What do you mean by that? Get such a woman as you have brought

here tonight into a laun dry?”
“That’s an in ci dent in sal va tion. No, I mean save men and women. Get

them to think new thoughts, to have new pur poses, and be filled with a new
spirit.”

“And how do you do that?”
“Get them con verted.”
Carew laughed. Af ter all, this was a mere Sal va tion Army busi ness. It

was a rep e ti tion of the old played-out lies.
“You don’t be lieve me?” asked Fa ther Whit man.
“To be quite hon est, I don’t.”
Fa ther Whit man took an other look at Carew, and as he looked his eyes

sparkled.
“Look here,” said the older man presently, “do I look a poor, soft, pulpy

sort of crea ture? Do you think I am the kind of chap that can be taken in by
lies?”

“That’s hardly the ques tion,” replied Carew.
“What’s the ques tion then?”
“Facts.”
“Good;” said Fa ther Whit man. He started to his feet and be gan to pace

the room. As he did so, Carew no ticed the firm, de cided foot steps of the
man; he noted, too, the look of res o lu tion upon his face. He re al ized, more- 
over, that here was no or di nary man. En ergy, de ter mi na tion, fore sight, and
pen e tra tion sug gested them selves in his ev ery word and move ment.

“I judge you are a bit of a char ac ter,” said Fa ther Whit man.
Carew shrugged his shoul ders.
“I read about you some time ago in the pa pers.”
“Lots of peo ple did,” replied Carew. “I am told I was the sub ject of

many ser mons.”
“Many preach ers are fool ish.”
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“Ev i dently.”
“You don’t be lieve these peo ple can be changed?”
“Oh, yes, I be lieve in ed u ca tion; I be lieve in hu man i tar ian move ments,

but I don’t be lieve in what you call con ver sion. I think some of you fel lows
are do ing good work in help ing the poor wretches who live in these parts. I
be lieve, too. in bet ter dwellings, bet ter san i tary con di tions. But I don’t be- 
lieve in what you call the re li gious part of your work.”

“You don’t know any thing about it.”
Again Carew shrugged his shoul ders.
“The truth is,” he went on, af ter a minute’s si lence, " I have spent the

evening with a Jew ish Rabbi, an able, in tel li gent, ed u cated earnest man, and
he tells me that the whole busi ness is hope less. Prac ti cally noth ing can be
done for these drink-sod den, lust-sod den wretches that live down here."

“Bosh.”
“A short word.”
“And a true one.”
“Then twenty years’ ex pe ri ence go for noth ing?”
“One pos i tive is worth a cart load of neg a tives, and I say that thirty years’

ex pe ri ence goes for some thing.”
"You’ve been do ing this kind of work for thirty years?
“Thirty years this very Christ mas which is so close upon us.”
"And how old are you?
“Sixty-two.”
“You’ look at least seven years younger.”
“I am sixty-two, and I’ve worked here thirty years. I’ve no or ga ni za tions

be hind me. That is, I’ve no com mit tals, no big names, no in flu en tial peo ple
to back me. But I’ve seen what I have seen.”

“What have you seen?”
“I’ve seen –” Here Fa ther Whit man stopped. He looked Carew straight

in the eyes. “Do you mean busi ness?” he went on. “I’ve no time to an swer
sense less ques tions, or to deal with non cha lant dudes who come quizzing
around. It’s now one o’clock in the morn ing, and I have seen no bed for fif- 
teen hours. All the same, if you mean busi ness. I want to ––––”

“By Jove,” said Carew. in ter rupt ing him, “is it that time?” How am I to
get home tonight? I want to talk with you, Fa ther Whit man, but — but —
can I get a cab?"
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Fa ther Whit man went to a tele phone which was fixed in a cor ner of the
room.

“When do you want a cab?” he asked.
“In an hour’s time, if you can spare me so long; at once, if you can’t.”
Fa ther Whit man rang up the near est job mas ter. “A cab will be here in an

hour from now,” he said. He threw some coals on the fire, and drew a chair
close to it.

“Might one smoke?” asked Carew.
“Till you are black,” replied Fa ther Whit man. “I’ll join you if I may.”
Again Carew cast a search ing glance to wards his com pan ion. Never be- 

fore had he seen a man so far re moved from his con cep tions of a city mis- 
sion ary.

Fa ther Whit man took a briar-root pipe from the man tel piece and be gan
to smoke.

“The truth is,” he went on, “the knowl edge of such as you about such
work as mine, wouldn’t cover a three-penny piece.”

"Per haps many of us know more than you think. You know the old
adage, ‘Look ers-on see most of the game.’ Be sides, as I told you, I’ve just
had a con ver sa tion with a man who has lived here for over twenty years. An
ed u cated, earnest, good man. His ex pe ri ence is that when once the vices of
this part of Lon don get hold of a man or woman, noth ing can save them. He
be lieves in ed u cat ing the chil dren and try ing to sur round them with good in- 
flu ences, but even as far as these are con cerned he’s very pes simistic.

The taint of the beast is in their blood, and it will take many gen er a tions
to get it out, even with all the re sources of sci ence and civ i liza tion."

“And he’s right,” said Fa ther Whit man.
Carew looked at him ques tion ingly.
“Yes, he’s right.” re peated Fa ther Whit man. “Af ter thirty years’ ex pe ri- 

ence I re peat it. Mind you, all those things may be good — they are good.
But it is only a mat ter of putting a stick ing-plas ter on a can cer. Yes, I’ve
seen them all at work. Shel ters! oh yes. It’s right to give a man a place to lie
of a cold night, but he’s no dif fer ent the next morn ing. Soup kitchens! All
very good. Only this I know. Peo ple who came to soup-kitchens ten years
ago come to day. Put peo ple in bet ter houses! Oh, yes, that’s right, too. But
what then? They don’t want bet ter houses, and even if they get them, they
turn the bet ter houses into pig-sties. I’m talk ing now about the class which
we both have in our mind. Em ploy ment! ‘Deal with the un em ployed ques- 
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tion.’ says the so cial re former; ‘give em ploy ment to ev ery man!’ Good
again. But the great prob lem is not with the un em ployed but with the un em- 
ploy able!”

“And yet you are a re li gious man.”
“I’ve a prej u dice that way.”
Carew laughed qui etly. “You are an hon est man, Fa ther Whit man,” he

said, “only I’m hanged if I can see why you keep up the pre tense of re li- 
gion.”

“I don’t.”
“But you’ve ad mit ted the pre tense. Oh. I tried to keep it up for years, but

I chucked it. It wouldn’t work. It was a tis sue of ab surd sto ries, and so I just
–––”

“Yes, I know what you did,” said Fa ther Whit man. “It was in all the pa- 
pers, you know.”

“I didn’t quite mean that,” said Carew, rather un easily: “but there you
are. Here you are in this cesspool of hu man ity. If there’s any truth in re li- 
gion, you are bet ter than God. You. at least, are try ing to do some thing for
them, while God does noth ing. He sits up aloft and –––”

“Young man,” in ter rupted Fa ther Whit man, “have you re al ized that
when you try to spell God you tackle a big job?”

“Yes, I do re al ize it. All the same I have to use what brains I pos sess. I
sup pose there is a great eter nal force at the heart of all things, a kind of eter- 
nal will, per haps an in tel li gence, but as for the rest — well –––”

“You are leav ing out some thing,” said Fa ther Whit man.
“What?”
“Both you and that Jew ish Rabbi, and the whole gang of such as you, are

leav ing out the most im por tant fac tor.”
“What?” re peated Carew.
“Christ.”
Carew laughed again, but presently be came se ri ous.
“A good man who lived in a dark, ig no rant age,” he said; “a man whose

life is sur rounded by hosts of wild, un be liev able sto ries. A man upon whose
mem ory churches have been built, creeds born, and in whose name bloody
wars have been waged. For the mem ory of Je sus I have a great rev er ence,
but for the Christ-myth — well, as you know sci ence and his tory and all the
best forces of civ i liza tion have dis carded it.”

“I know noth ing of the sort.”
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“Per haps you have not kept abreast of mod ern sci ence. That sci ence has
de clared you Chris tian mir a cles to be so many fairy tales.”

“What a pity peo ple don’t con fuse their judg ments to things they know
some thing about,” said Fa ther Whit man.

“I don’t fol low you.”
“Ex actly. Mir a cles! Why, I’ve seen mir a cles which make many of the

New Tes ta ment mir a cles seem com mon place. Christ-myth! If Christ is a
myth then you land your self in one of the deep est swamps I know of.”

“How?”
“Look here!” cried Fa ther Whit man, ris ing to his feet, “ex cuse me for

walk ing around the room, but I can al ways say what I mean bet ter when I
am walk ing around. I want you, who talk about the Christ-myth, to ex plain
me.”

“Ex plain you?”
“Yes, me. I am not one who be lieves in spout ing about my own bad ness;

I don’t stand up in pub lic meet ings and tell how many times I’ve been to
prison, and what crimes I’ve been guilty of. Mark you, there may be times
when such a course of pro ce dure is nec es sary, but I’m not one who likes do- 
ing it. All the same, I want to put you this ques tion. Miss Win scombe has
told me a lit tle about you, and I re mem ber the cor re spon dence in the news- 
pa pers about you. You didn’t be lieve in Christ, and so, to save your life, you
tram pled on the cross. You be lieve there was a good man called Je sus, but
the Christ-idea – that is a myth. You don’t be lieve in Christ’s Di vin ity; you
don’t be lieve in His power to save men; you be lieve that the whole fab ric of
Chris tian ity is built upon a tis sue of fairy tales, su per sti tions, lies. Very
well. I want you to ex plain me.”

“Still I don’t un der stand.”
"No but you will in a minute. My fa ther was a drunk ard; my mother-

well, some peo ple think of their moth ers with ten der ness and rev er ence. I
can’t think of my mother in that way. You’ve seen the woman we brought
here tonight. Well, my mother be longed to a class lower than that. I was
born in a slum in Whitechapel. I have been told that my mother wanted me
to die, and would have mur dered me if she had not been afraid. As it was I
should have starved but for one or two kindly peo ple who took pity on me.
As soon as I was old enough I was taught to lie, to beg, to steal. When I was
but a lit tle nip per my mother left my fa ther, with whom she’d been liv ing,
and – well, what’s the use talk ing about that? Per haps she wasn’t so much
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to blame. Her mother had been a bad woman, who had brought her up to be
– what she was. I saw the life she was liv ing, but I didn’t care. Why should
I? Young as I was, I saw that among her class it was the or der of the day. As
for my fa ther, he was a dock la borer, pub lic house loafer, a noted fighter, a
man who never took the name of God upon his lips ex cept to blas pheme.

"Now, then, you can guess some thing of the stock from which I spring,
you can form some idea of my up bring ing. I grew up just as the rest of my
class grew up. I was as strong as a horse, and be came a noted lo cal fighter.
Be fore I was sev en teen there wasn’t a vice that I didn’t know first hand. By
the time I was five-and-twenty I had sunk as low as any black guard in the
East End of Lon don. Lazy, quar rel some, drink-sod den, lust-sod den, a ter ror
to de cent peo ple. Yes, I be longed not sim ply to the un em ployed class, I be- 
longed to the un em ploy able. A great hulk ing, evil-liv ing, evil-think ing,
foul-mouthed drunken out cast. All sorts of peo ple tack led me, but I was of
the class which nei ther sci ence nor civ i liza tion could touch. I didn’t want to
be any thing else. Let me have some thing to eat and drink, es pe cially drink,
let me be a beast, and I was sat is fied. Now you know some thing of the kind
of man I was. If I worked it was be cause there were times when I couldn’t
get food and a night’s lodg ing with out it. Well, one night I got kicked out of
the pubs, no one would treat me. and I had no money. I was hun gry too, and
it was bit terly cold. ‘Un less I can get shel ter,’ I said. ‘I shall die’ of the
cold.’ Presently I passed by a soup kitchen, a place, too, where beds were
of fered at twopence a night. But I hadn’t got twopence. ‘One of these
“Bible-pills” places, I ex pect,’ I said, ‘but here goes.’

"I had a plate of soup, and then I asked for a bed. The chap that took
charge of the beds knew me. ‘Got tup pence. Jack?’ he said. ‘No,’ I replied.
Where upon he said he’d lend me the money.

"Presently I heard some body singing close by. ‘What’s that?’ I asked.
"‘Meetin’,’ was the re ply. ‘Go in?’
"I told the chap as ’ow I’d see him fur ther first; but af ter a bit, as lots of

oth ers went in, I thought I’d just, look in for a lark.
"Now then, Mr. Carew, I went in. They were sin gin ‘Just as I am, with- 

out one plea,’ and af ter a bit I got to en joy it. They sang it over again and
again, and af ter that a chap got up and talked. He knew his busi ness, did the
chap, and he knew the likes of me, and as he talked I seemed to see my self
as I might be. Not a dirty swill-tub, not the off s cour ings of life, not a thing
with the de sires of the low est kind of beast, with just a bit more brains than
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a dog but a man; a man with self-re spect, a man who could hold up his head
with other men, a man who was re spected. It was a kind of vi sion, for I saw
my self not only as I was, but as I could be. But what hope was there for
such as I? How could I be any thing else but a walk ing swill-tub, an un clean,
low-minded beast? Then I lis tened to the chap who was preach ing again,
and I heard him say that Christ could make me clean. Mark that; could
make me, Jack Whit man, clean; could give me a new heart, a new pur pose,
a new spirit. He told me I could be con verted.

"Lots of chaps as you laugh at that. The Jew ish Rabbi doesn’t be lieve in
it, per haps, be cause he doesn’t be lieve in Christ. Christ-myth, eh? Sounds
well doesn’t it? This I know, I got con verted that night. I, Jack Whit man.
Af ter thirty years I can’t get over the won der of it for I did feel a new life, a
new hope, a new spirit, a new de ter mi na tion, a new strength within me. I,
Jack Whit man, be came a new man through ac cept ing Christ as my Sav ior.

“That was over thirty years ago, Mr. Carew. For thirty years I’ve lived
my life, and done my work down here where ev ery body knows me, and
where some of the older peo ple know what I was. And this is the ques tion I
want to ask. If Je sus Christ is only a myth, how do you ex plain me?”
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16. The Chal lenge

DUR ING THE LAT TER PART of Fa ther Whit man’s nar ra tive Carew watched
him with a look of ea ger ness upon his face, there could be no doubt about
it, the man who was speak ing was deadly in earnest. Con vic tion breathed in
ev ery tone of his voice, in ev ery word he spoke. More over, Carew ad mired
strong men, and he had to ad mit that Fa ther Whit man was of that or der. Ev- 
ery thing about the man sug gested strength and con vic tion. More over, he
was not of the or der to be im posed upon. His con ver sa tion had re vealed the
fact that he had a vig or ous mind, that he had stud ied men, and that he had
tested life from many stand points. The broad shoul ders and deep chest re- 
vealed the man of her culean bod ily strength, the square brow, the strong
fea tures, the flash ing eyes, told of shrewd com mon sense, nay, more they
sug gested think ing pow ers which were far above the or di nary. So much was
this so, that for the mo ment the man con vinced him al most in spite of him- 
self. But it was only for a mo ment. A thou sand ques tions came flash ing into
his mind. The phe nom e non of this man’s change of life could be ex plained
by purely hu man means, and he would dis cover what those means were. All
he said, how ever, was:

“One swal low does not make a sum mer. Fa ther Whit man.”
“But one swal low sug gests that sum mer is com ing, Mr. Carew. How ever,

that is not the ques tion. The ques tion is, how do you ex plain me?”
“I can not for the mo ment. There are forces of which I know noth ing.

There may have been some strain of good ness ly ing dor mant in your be ing,
which strong emo tion aroused.”

“My dear man, is strong emo tion go ing to keep a man for thirty years? If
it will, where does it come from? Talk about mir a cles, I am a mir a cle. Here
was I, a low, skulk ing black guard, dis eased in body, mind and soul. A thing
which rev eled in bes tial ity. Is a strong emo tion go ing to change all this in a
mo ment, and keep me straight for thirty years?”

“Has it kept you straight for thirty years? Did you never fall dur ing all
that time?”
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Fa ther Whit man hung his head for a mo ment. “Yes. God knows there
were times when I thought all was over. I had to fight hard, God only knows
how hard, for years.”

“Ah there it is, you see. A mat ter of hu man will?”
“Yes, but who gave me the will? I had never tried to be a man be fore

then. I didn’t want to. But I did af ter wards. Be sides, Mr. Carew, God never
does for a man what he can do for him self. I had to do my part in sal va tion.
It was not much, and but for Christ I could never have done it.”

“How do you know?”
“Why, many’s the time when I’ve been on the point of fall ing. I’ve had

to cry out in prayer, and the prayer gave me power. Why, man, I’m not talk- 
ing of some thing I know noth ing about. I’ve been through the mill. Be fore
that night I did not want to be a bet ter man; I rev eled in things un clean; but
af ter wards – well, there was the call of the wild, all the base in stincts of a
dis eased mind, a dis eased body and a dis eased soul were clam or ing for sat- 
is fac tion, but even while they clam ored I hated them. I wanted to be a man,
a clean man. Who or what made the change in me?”

“You feared hell-fire, per haps?”
“Hell-fire! I didn’t be lieve in it. In my own way I was an athe ist. I had

heard the park-gate or a tors, and I’d read in fi del tracts. I no more be lieved in
hell than you do. No, it wasn’t that; I wanted to be, longed to be a man.
That was why I fought and prayed, that was why I went to Christ for help.
And more, the bet ter chap I was, the more real did Christ be come to me, un- 
til, yes, I con quered — con quered! No, I’m not talk ing non sense. I did be- 
come a man. Now. then, is not that a mir a cle? And more, if your ‘Christ-
myth’ talk is true, will you please ex plain me?”

“At the mo ment I can not; as I said there may have been some strain in
your na ture which, be ing aroused, caused new de sires and new hopes.”

“Well, ad mit ting that there was. what aroused this dor mant strain of
good ness, and how was it that I learnt to hate the things I loved? How was it
that the old things passed away?”

“I re ply again that I can not tell; and I re peat that one swal low does not
make a sum mer.”

“Yes, but what Christ has done for me, He has done for oth ers — yes,
hun dreds of oth ers. Not hearsay cases, but I can take you to hun dreds of
men and women who were down as low as I was, men and women who
were the de spair of your sci en tists and your hu man i tar i ans, and they have
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been saved just as I was. Look here; you know what the world’s cry in re la- 
tion to these peo ple is. Ed u ca tion, bet ter hous ing, pop u lar con certs, soup
kitchens, blan kets, char ity, clubs, and pris ons. Well, they are in the main
good things. I’ve tried them all, and I use ev ery one of ‘em, ex cept the last.
But do they change men? ’Ed u cate, ed u cate!’ is the cry, but does ed u ca tion
change a man’s heart? A new ter ror has arisen in Lon don — the ter ror of
Hooli gan ism. What does that mean? Why, num bers of boys and girls who
know how to read and write; who have been taught moral ity, and all the rest
of it; and what is the re sult? Hooli gans! Go through the whole list? And
what is the re sult? Ask any man who has lived among these peo ple and they
will tell you. I tell you the dis ease is too deep for these stick ing plas ters to
cure. If you cure you must go to the heart of the busi ness, and that is what
Christ does.”

“Do you mean to say,” said Carew, “that you can pro duce many cases of
— of con ver sion sim i lar to your own?”

“Hun dreds, mis ter, hun dreds. Come to one of my meet ings of a Sun day
night, and if you ask for proof of Christ’s power to save from drink and
dev ilry, a hun dred will rise up and from per sonal ex pe ri ence say ‘Yes.’ But
that is not all; their neigh bors will tes tify to the same thing. I’m only one of
a great army down here who have been re deemed by Christ.”

Carew was silent for a minute, then he said, “I be lieve you are an hon est
man, Fa ther Whit man, and I am cer tain that you be lieve in all you have told
me. But I was brought up a Chris tian; I was taught to adore Christ.”

“You were a Ro man Catholic, I be lieve?”
“Yes.”
“I know a lot of good Ro man Catholics,” said Fa ther Whit man. “There

are two or three priests in this neigh bor hood who work like gal ley slaves,
and I re spect them.”

“But you don’t be lieve in them?”
“I don’t say that. Many of them have the root of the mat ter in them; all

the same the re li gion which saved me, the Christ which saved me, is not the
Christ whose church is con fined to one sect: it’s not the Christ who de- 
mands an ac cep tance of a lot of creeds; it’s not the Christ who wants a lot of
millinery and smoke and masses. Of course if that kind of thing will save
peo ple, for God’s sake let them have it. As far as my ex pe ri ence goes it
doesn’t work. I’ve known lots of chaps who have gone to church for a kind
of weekly white-wash ing. They have gone to Mass, they have con fessed
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and they have re ceived ab so lu tion — only they’ve been as bad as ever be- 
fore the day was over. But that’s not my busi ness. Many of them are sin cere
good peo ple, only my ex pe ri ence has told me that that kind of thing doesn’t
go to the root of the mat ter. It doesn’t give men a new heart.”

“Well what about your Protes tant churches and chapels,” said Carew.
“They seem to be lieve that re li gion con sists of go ing to a re cep tion which
the Almighty holds once or twice a week.”

“There’s a great deal of truth in that, too, I am afraid,” said Fa ther Whit- 
man, “and there again I find the same thing ob tains. Many of these peo ple
preach fine ser mons and all that kind of thing, but as for get ting down to the
roots of a man’s life, noth ing but con ver sion will do that. All the same. I
can’t deny one thing. These same churches send peo ple like Miss Win- 
scombe down here. Yes, they do. Miss Win scombe and many oth ers leave
their fine houses and come down here, and amidst sin and squalor and
crime they give their lives to Christ’s ser vice.”

“Slum ming is the fash ion just now,” re marked Carew, and there was a
sneer in his voice.

“It was a few years ago. but it didn’t re main the fash ion.” replied Fa ther
Whit man. “These fine ladies who came down here be cause slum ming
seemed a fine thing quickly gave it up.”

“They’ve not all given it up?” re marked Carew.
No, not all. But who are they who keep on? They who feel Christ in their

hearts. That’s my ex pe ri ence. But for Christ we should have pre cious few
who work in these parts to re claim the peo ple."

“Why,” replied Carew, “I have heard that hosts of fine ladies came to the
East End of Lon don and ran clubs and guilds on purely ra tio nal is tic lines.
They kept re li gion out al to gether.”

“Yes, and where are they now? Those fine ladies have with but few ex- 
cep tions given it up. They have lacked the dy namic which Christ gives,
which alone could cause them to con tinue. I tell you this, sir. Af ter thirty
years’ ex pe ri ence I’ve come to see this: it’s Christ who keeps them at their
posts, and if they don’t pos sess Christ, well, they give up.”

“And their clubs, their guilds?”
“Very good things, but they don’t change the heart.”
Carew was silent for a few sec onds; he was think ing deeply.
“You don’t be lieve me?” re marked Fa ther Whit man.
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“Yes, I be lieve in you, but I don’t be lieve in your the o ries. I don’t be- 
lieve in your Christ, save that He was a very good Man and a sub lime char- 
ac ter. I don’t be lieve in the con ver sion side of your work. I be lieve that all
you have seen done could be done with out re li gion. Given the same cir cum- 
stances, the same char ac ters, and you’d have the same re sults even if your
Christ and your re li gion were elim i nated.”

“Would you be will ing to put your be lief to the test?” asked Fa ther Whit- 
man, ea gerly.

“What do you mean?”
“I mean this. You come down here, and give your the o ries a trial. You

are an ed u cated man, a trav eled man, a man who knows five times as much
about schol ar ship as I do. Very well, let us choose a num ber of peo ple; the
worst we can find. You shall do all you can do with out re li gion. You are a
man of money, you can pro vide clubs, you can help fi nan cially, you can
pro vide games, amuse ments, ed u ca tion classes and all the rest of it, but you
must not men tion Christ, you must not pray. I, on the other hand, will do
what I can do. but in my case Christ must be first and fore most. I work as a
Christ’s man, you work as one who looks upon that kind of thing as so
much non sense.”

“Well, what then?”
“Then” replied Fa ther Whit man, “why this, if you suc ceed and I fail. I’ll

con fess that you are right and I am wrong. And more. I’ll turn athe ist again.
But if I suc ceed and you fail — well, then you will own that I am right, and
you turn Chris tian.”

“No,” said Carew, “I do not agree to that.”
“Why? Are you afraid? I am not. I be lieve in Christ; I’m pre pared to put

Him to the test. The God that an swers by fire, let Him be God.”
Fa ther Whit man’s eyes shone with a bright light. To him there was noth- 

ing wrong, noth ing sug ges tive of ir rev er ence in his chal lenge. Af ter all
Chris tian ity does not make a rough man reared in the slums a pol ished gen- 
tle man in a day, and the man who has been taken from those slums does not
im me di ately adopt the tac tics of a Doc tor of Di vin ity. Fa ther Whit man was
cer tain as to his faith, and he wanted to con vert Carew. He was will ing to
stake any thing to ac com plish this end, and he saw noth ing in con gru ous in
his chal lenge.

“Will you, Mr. Carew?” con tin ued Fa ther Whit man ea gerly. “Some time
ago you asked for facts. I’m will ing to stand by facts, by re sults. You don’t
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be lieve in mir a cles. Now, then –––”
The wheels of a cab were heard out side the door.
“Ah, there’s my Jehu,” said Carew, start ing to his feet. “I must be off.”
“Will you take me?” asked the old man. “Will you ac cept my chal lenge?

If you are right you have noth ing to fear.”
“I’ll think about it.”
“That’s only an other way of back ing out.”
“But sup pose you turn out to be right? I couldn’t be a Chris tian just by

say ing I was.”
“No, but look here, will you ac cept the chal lenge, and if I am right, will

you give Christ a chance with you? That’s all I ask. I don’t ask you to be a
Chris tian. I only say, give Christ a chance. If He’s only a myth, noth ing will
hap pen; but if –––”

“I’ll think it over.”
“That’s the at ti tude of a cow ard. Will you, who tram pled on the cross,

and who say the whole thing is a tis sue of fa bles, put the thing to a test, and
stand by the re sult?”

Carew shook his head.
“Then you have a sneak ing be lief, af ter all. You are not sure of your

ground. You are afraid to put the thing to a test.”
“No, no, I’m not.”
“Then you ac cept the chal lenge?”
“Yes.”
He did not mean to ut ter the word, but it slipped out be fore he was aware

he had spo ken. He laughed un easily as he spoke, but Fa ther Whit man’s face
beamed with sat is fac tion.

“Good. When will you come down that we can make ar range ments?
Shall we say to mor row af ter noon?”

He felt some thing as he had felt at Tel Moloch many weeks be fore.
Noth ing had any mean ing to him. He had no faith. Of course, the chal lenge
was only a good joke, but — well, it was a sports man like thing to do on old
Fa ther Whit man’s part.

“Very well — to mor row af ter noon.”
“What time?”
“Say half-past three.”
“All right; I’ll be here.”
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Carew left the house, and drove away. Fa ther Whit man went to his room
and prayed earnestly for a long time.

It was not un til the next day that Carew re al ized what he had done. Dur- 
ing his jour ney home from Fa ther Whit man’s Mis sion House, ev ery thing
was con fused. Thoughts of Joan Win scombe, Eliza Gud geon, and his talk
with the old man were so min gled that noth ing was clear to him. When he
woke next morn ing, how ever, he re al ized what he had done. He had ac- 
cepted the old mis sioner’s chal lenge to en gage in try ing to re form some of
the worst char ac ters in the East End with out re sort ing to re li gion. He had
ac cepted this chal lenge with out pre med i ta tion, and on the im pulse of the
mo ment. Still, he was a sports man and would stand by his word.

Well, sup pose he failed, while Fa ther Whit man suc ceeded? What then?
Af ter all, noth ing much was at tached to the con di tions. He would sim ply, to
use Fa ther Whit man’s words, “Give Christ a fair chance”—that was all, and
that was not of much con se quence.

Be sides, there was an other fac tor in his ad ven ture which made his pulses
throb. He would in all prob a bil ity see Joan Win scombe with greater fre- 
quency than would be oth er wise pos si ble. The sight of her had come upon
him as a great sur prise. He had not the ghost of an idea that she gave much
time to work among the fallen and the de graded in the East End of Lon don.
He thought of her as she had bid den him “good-night.” and his heart burned
with a great love.

Di rectly af ter lunch he turned his face east ward.
A lit tle later he reached Fa ther Whit man’s mis sion. He was ev i dently ex- 

pected, for the old man came to him with out stretched hands, and warm
words of wel come on his lips. When he was shown into the room where he
had been the pre vi ous night, his heart thrilled with joy. for amongst the oth- 
ers in the room he saw Joan Win scombe.

She rose and held out her hand.
“Fa ther Whit man told me you were com ing she said;”that was why we

ar ranged to have our tea early. This is not a busy time of the day with us,
our real work comes later on. You know Mrs. Whit man, don’t you, so I
have no need to in tro duce you to her. This" –––turn ing to wards a young
lady by her side –– “is my friend, Miss Black well, and this is the
Rev. George Tren grove.”

The young man to whom she turned as she men tioned the name was a
young man of about twenty-seven. There was no sug ges tion of a cleric in
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his at tire. He wore a dark tweed suit and a red neck tie. In deed, he had the
ap pear ance of a young farmer, or squire, rather than that of a cleric.

“Mr. Tren grove is one of the work ers of the Trin ity House;” she said,
“and Trin ity House is a Uni ver sity Set tle ment in these parts. Mr. Tren grove
is hav ing a cou ple of years’ work here be fore tak ing an East End church.”

Carew did not take kindly to Mr. Tren grove. It is true he had a manly ap- 
pear ance, and was on the whole a fine hand some fel low; but Carew did not
like the look in the young min is ter’s eyes as he looked on Joan Win scombe;
nei ther did he feel happy at the good terms which ev i dently ex isted be tween
the two.
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17. Ar rang ing Terms

YOU HAVE NO OB JEC TION to our dis cussing our bar gain, Mr. Carew?" said
Fa ther Whit man presently. “We are all good friends here, and have the same
ends in view.”

“Oh, no.” said Carew, some what un easily. As a mat ter of fact he felt an- 
noyed that the old man should in tro duce the sub ject, es pe cially in the pres- 
ence of Tren grove. but he did not see how he could refuse his re quest.

“The truth is,” said Fa ther Whit man, “Mr. Carew and I have had –––
well, a wa ger. He does not be lieve in the ‘con ver sion’ part of our work here,
while I main tain that with out it we might as well put stick ing-plas ters on a
can cer. By the way, do you ladies ob ject to our smok ing? I’ve not had a
pipe for the day yet.”

Con sent hav ing been given. Carew lit a cigar, while Fa ther Whit man
took a briar-root that lay on the man tel piece. As for Tren grove, he pro duced
a black pipe from his pocket which had ev i dently seen a great deal of ser- 
vice.

“I have stated the case truly, haven’t I, Mr. Carew?” con tin ued the old
man as he sat back in his chair.

“Quite cor rectly,” replied Carew, turn ing his eyes to wards Joan Win- 
scombe, who, he saw, was watch ing him closely.

“The wa ger is this,” went on Fa ther Whit man. "We are to choose a num- 
ber of the worst char ac ters in the neigh bor hood. I sug gest two men and two
women.

“Each?” asked Carew.
“Just as you please,” was the re ply. “It doesn’t mat ter to me. It is my life

work. Well, we will see to it first that they are of the class which de fies sci- 
ence and civ i liza tion, as is or di nar ily un der stood. God knows there are
enough to choose from. I am go ing to take Mr. Carew to a place tonight
where we shall be able to make our choice. Now, then, Mr. Carew doesn’t
be lieve in re li gion. I do. In fact, re li gion is ev ery thing to me. Mr. Carew is
not go ing to use prayer, I am; he’s not go ing to men tion the name of Christ,
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I am. Mr. Carew says he’s go ing to re form the char ac ters of those he se lects
by purely ra tio nal means: I’m go ing to use ra tio nal means, too. but those
means are to be just sat u rated with re li gious in flu ences. Then, if I fail and
Mr. Carew suc ceeds, I am go ing to turn in fi del; if I suc ceed and he fails,
well — he’s go ing to give Christ a chance. That’s the state of the case, isn’t
it, Mr. Carew?”

If Fa ther Whit man re ally un der stood the man to whom he was talk ing he
would have adopted other meth ods; but he did not. He was un ac quainted
with Carew’s early as so ci a tions and with his meth ods of think ing. He was
sim ply a man from the slums who had daily in ter course with the most de- 
praved of mankind. He could not, there fore, ap pre ci ate the niceties of lan- 
guage; he did not re al ize that his ev ery word wounded Carew and gave him
ex quis ite pain. In fact the young man felt like get ting up and leav ing the
room. He did not, how ever, for he felt Joan Win scombe’s eyes upon him,
and he knew that he would lower him self in her es ti ma tion if he took of- 
fence at the old man’s rough meth ods of speak ing. Be sides, it was a true
state ment of the case, and it would be cow ardice on his part if he re fused to
go on. He knew that Joan Win scombe felt an gry with him for deny ing the
Chris tian faith when at tacked by the Arabs, knew that she de spised him for
tram pling on the Chris tian sym bol. He did not be lieve in Chris tian ity then;
he did not be lieve in it now, and he had his op por tu nity for jus ti fy ing his ac- 
tion be fore the woman he loved. He would show her what he did he did
with rea son, and per haps when he had proved to her that re li gion was only a
name and not a force, she would be come sen si ble and no longer con demn
him for do ing a per fectly ra tio nal and rea son able thing. He felt sure that she
would think kindly of him but for this re li gious bug bear, and when by per- 
fectly sen si ble and ra tio nal means he had pro duced just as good re sults as
Fa ther Whit man had pro duced by his re li gion, he would have re moved one
of the ob sta cles which stood in the way of win ning her as his wife. Be sides,
in or der to carry out his part of the bar gain he would con stantly be brought
into as so ci a tion with her, and he de ter mined to make the most of his op por- 
tu ni ties.

“Of course you will stand by your bar gain?” said the old mis sioner.
“Oh, yes,” replied Carew. “I’ll play the game, but we must have the

ground cleared.”
“What do you mean?”
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“Well, for one thing. I must not be in ter fered with. I must go my own
way. You need not fear, I shall not in tro duce an Gospel talk. My work is to
make the peo ple whom I choose want to live a de cent, re spectable life. I
prom ise no pi ous cant phrases. It’s not my busi ness to make my peo ple into
church-go ing. Sab bath-keep ing, pro fess ing be liev ers. My only claim is that
they shall be made de cent, re spectable mem bers of the com mu nity. I don’t
prom ise that they shall be tee to talers and that they shall never play a game
of cards, or any thing of that sort, but sim ply that they shall be come self-re- 
spect ing peo ple.”

Oh, yes, that’s fair and square, I agree to that," said Fa ther Whit man,
“only I must stip u late that you shall not use any of the re li gious agen cies
that are at work. I must in sist on that, be cause, you see, that would be do ing
your work with my tools. This must be a test of meth ods, and we want to
see which will work best.”

“Yes, but let us be fair, said Carew.”You, I gather, in tend to use all your
ma chin ery. You have your work ers, your clubs, your in sti tu tions, your mu- 
sic, while I stand alone."

“Get all the help you can,” replied Fa ther Whit man. “Bring as many
helpers as you like, spend all the money you like, have as many in sti tu tions
as you like. All I in sist on is that none of your helpers shall in tro duce re li- 
gion in any form — in deed, to carry out our bar gain with per fect fair ness,
your helpers must be as des ti tute of faith as your self.”

“I agree to that again,” said Carew. Now that the ice was bro ken he felt a
cer tain sense of en joy ment in dis cussing ar range ments. He knew that Joan
Win scombe was lis ten ing to him, and he was as anx ious as Fa ther Whit man
him self that the meth ods should be tried fairly. In deed, he was be com ing re- 
ally in ter ested in the whole ques tion. He felt like a doc tor who was will ing
to stake his rep u ta tion in fight ing against what he be lieved to be a played-
out fal lacy.

Af ter this the con ver sa tion be came more gen eral, un til, as day light de- 
parted, Tren grove and Fa ther Whit man rose to leave the room. They had
work to do, they said, which must be at tended to at once.

Shortly af ter, Carew was left alone with Joan Win scombe. This was
more than he had dared to hope for, and when he saw that Joan seemed
ready to talk with him he con grat u lated him self on the cir cum stances which
had brought them to gether.
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“I am glad of this op por tu nity of speak ing to you alone, Miss Win- 
scombe,” he said. “Since I was at your house I have felt that I was en ti tled
to say some thing to you — in — self-jus ti fi ca tion.”

She looked at him ques tion ingly.
“You are think ing of your bar gain with Fa ther Whit man,” she said.
“Do you think that needs any self-jus ti fi ca tion?” he asked.
“Per haps so.”
“I am afraid I do not un der stand.”
“No? Of course, we look at things dif fer ently. I know that Fa ther Whit- 

man’s mo tives are per fectly pure, and yet I do not like the idea ––of––of
your bar gain.”

“Why?”
“Be cause the sal va tion of men and women should never be de pen dent on

any thing sor did. In deed, I tried to per suade him not to per sist in it.”
“Why, pray?”
“Be cause it is a bar gain which de pends on the sal va tion of hu man lives.

It as sumes that the power of God can be com manded at will. Per son ally, the
thought is re pul sive.”

“Why? Are you afraid?”
“No, I am not afraid. But work so sa cred as this should not be as so ci ated

with a wa ger. Still, Fa ther Whit man in sists, and I am sure he will be quite
de ter mined in en forc ing his bond.”

“I am afraid it does not ap peal to me in that way,” said Carew. “Nat u- 
rally, I look at the whole mat ter dif fer ently from the way you look at it. As a
mat ter of fact, I am be com ing deeply in ter ested. I am in clined to look upon
the wa ger as an in ter est ing ex per i ment, and there fore am ea ger to see how
events will work out; but it was not of that I was think ing when I said I
wanted to jus tify my self.”

Again she looked at him ques tion ingly.
“What I wanted to say,” he went on, “was this: when I was at your house

you de clined to try and per suade your fa ther to ac cept any help from me in
the mat ter of writ ing his book. You did this be cause my power to help him
was the out come of an ac tion which you re gard as sac ri lege, blas phemy.”

“Yes,” replied Joan — “that is true. Per haps I have been harsh in my
thoughts to wards you; in deed I am sure I have. I was so hor ri fied at what
you did that I was not able to think of ev ery thing calmly. I did not re al ize
the state of your mind; I did not con sider what I should be tempted to do
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my self if I be lieved as you did. The Chris tian faith is so much to me that the
thought of the Cross on which Christ died is very sa cred. I have seen what it
has meant in the lives of these peo ple down here. I have not helped Fa ther
Whit man as much as I ought — I have spent too much time out of Lon don;
but I have seen enough to know that the Chris tian faith is not a mere name,
enough to be sure that Christ is not a myth, but a re al ity. That was why I
was harsh and un char i ta ble in my thoughts. And it was not right; it was not
Chris tian.”

Carew’s eyes shone with joy. In stead of him try ing to jus tify him self be- 
fore her, she was apol o giz ing for her own treat ment of him. It seemed to
him as though the bar rier be tween them was break ing down. Of course, he
had no faith in her re li gion. How could he, know ing what he did? More- 
over, he felt sure he would never have any faith in it, and he de ter mined to
prove to her that he was not an ag nos tic with out rea son. He would sail un- 
der no false col ors, nor pre tend to any thing in which he had no faith. Nev er- 
the less, there was one mat ter which he wanted to put be fore her in its true
light.

“I dare say you were quite jus ti fied, think ing as you did, in re gard ing my
ac tion as blas phe mous,” he said. "In deed, it is that which I want to speak
about. Mind, I do not pro fess any faith in your re li gion; if I did, I should be
dis hon est. Still, I am anx ious that you should think the best you can of me.
As you know, I was brought up a Ro man Catholic, and as a con se quence, I,
un like you Protes tants, have not been a reader of the New Tes ta ment. What
I know of the Bible I know through the teach ings of my re li gious in struc- 
tors, who were priests. As a con se quence, the Man Je sus be came some thing
en tirely dif fer ent from the con cep tion of Him which one gath ers from read- 
ing the New Tes ta ment as one reads any other piece of lit er a ture. As I grew
to think, Je sus al ways be came as so ci ated with the mum blings of priests and
the sac ri fice of the Mass. He was a kind of De ity in whose name and with
whose per son the priests pre tended to work mir a cles. Presently I en tirely
lost faith in this; it was all un real, me chan i cal, hav ing no more ba sis in truth
than the other su per sti tions. Then, when I saw what crimes had been done
in the name of Je sus, when I read the his tory of the Dutch Re pub lic, the
treat ment of the Huguenots in France, and the hor rors of the In qui si tion, I
felt some thing like Voltaire felt when he cried: ‘Crush the wretch.’ By-and-
by I be came im bued with an other phase of thought. Af ter all, the Christ-
idea was born in a su per sti tious age, the whole con cep tion was leg endary; it
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was part of the evo lu tion of the hu man mind. Comte, you know, makes this
very plain. Un til, nat u rally – well, I gave up the whole thing. I could not
help it. Thus, when I met you in Jerusalem, Christ was noth ing to me but a
dis cred ited tra di tion, while Chris tian ity was a tis sue of fairy tales which had
gath ered around the name of Je sus through the ages. In the main that is
what Chris tian ity — in deed, all re li gion — is to me now.

“But in one thing I was mis taken. When I was talk ing with you at your
fa ther’s house, you said that it was an ig no ble thing to mock the death of a
no ble man. I did not feel it very much then but on my way to my cham bers
that day I called at a book shop, and out of cu rios ity bought a New Tes ta- 
ment. I read the story which is at trib uted to Matthew, and the one said to be
writ ten by John.”

Joan Win scombe, who had been look ing steadily into the fire all the time
he had been speak ing, now lifted her eyes ea gerly.

“And –– ?” she said.
“I re al ized this,” went on Carew, “then when you have stripped Je sus of

all the false trap pings with which the Church has in vested Him, He was a
no ble man. I re al ized that he was a Man of lofty ideals, a pure soul; a Man
of great and far-reach ing thoughts, one who laid down His life for what He
be lieved to be the truth. If ever a man died a no ble death it was Je sus, and it
came to me that in tram pling on the cross I had mocked the death of a no ble
Man. He was doubt less a vi sion ary, doubt less mis taken, but He was a great
Man, a sin cere Man, as great, if not greater, than Con fu cius or Socrates.
There fore I did wrong in tram pling on the cross: in a way it was blas phemy,
it was sac ri lege. But please re mem ber I had never re al ized what a no ble
Man He was nor how truly al tru is tic was His life. That is my jus ti fi ca tion,
Miss Win scombe, and al though it doubt less means but lit tle to you, I
thought I would like to tell you.”

Joan Win scombe did not re ply for some time, but af ter a pe riod of si- 
lence she said:

“And that is all Je sus is to you now?”
“That is all.”
“And you’ve ac cepted the chal lenge of Fa ther Whit man –––”
“To prove to him that what he calls mod ern mir a cles can be proved to be

the re sults of purely nat u ral causes, just as much as the so-called an cient
mir a cles can ei ther be ex plained or dis proved by in creas ing knowl edge.”

“Have you ever lived among these peo ple, Mr. Carew?”
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“No.”
“You know noth ing about them?”
“Very lit tle. Of course I have had some lit tle to do with the class of

which we are speak ing, but have not taken much in ter est in them. As far as
I can judge the vice of the West of Lon don is just as bad as the vice of the
East. There may be a lit tle ve neer to make it look re spectable, but that is
about all the dif fer ence. Nev er the less al though I never in tended to ac cept
such a chal lenge as that of Fa ther Whit man I am glad he made it. It will be
in the na ture of an ex per i ment and I have very lit tle doubt about the re sult.”

“Your pur pose is to try and prove that Chris tiany is not nec es sary.”
“If you like to put it that way, yes.”
A strange smile passed over Joan Win scombe’s face.
“You do not be lieve I shall suc ceed?” he asked.
“I am sure you will not,” she replied.
Carew said noth ing, but the look in his eyes showed his de ter mi na tion to

suc ceed.
Presently Fa ther Whit man came back again, and af ter a sim ple meal, he

and Carew went out alone.
“I should like you to see the kind of ma te rial upon which I have been

work ing for more than a quar ter of a cen tury,” he said.
“And where are you go ing?” asked the young man.
“Oh! I thought we might call at a few pub lic-houses, a few com mon

lodg ing-houses, and — well, places which are un known to the po lice.”
“Can you gain ad mis sion?”
“Ev ery one knows Fa ther Whit man,” replied the old man. Mind you, I

don’t ask you to se lect your peo ple from those we are go ing to see. The
time to do that will be about mid night tonight, but in the mean while we’ll
just look around."

The streets were now full of peo ple. Chil dren played in the gut ters,
youths and girls were heard shriek ing and shout ing in ev ery di rec tion. The
chil dren es pe cially at tracted Carew’s at ten tion. Al though a bach e lor, he had
a great fond ness for chil dren. He loved to gather them around him and tell
them fairy tales. Many to whom he was not re lated called him “Un cle Bam- 
field,” and re joiced when he vis ited them. But these chil dren al most made
him shud der. There was no look of child hood on their faces. They had
grown old even when they were young.
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“A bit dif fer ent from Berke ley Square, eh?” re marked Fa ther Whit man,
look ing around.

“Yes, a bit,” as sented Carew. “Your thirty years of Chris tian work has
not done very much.”

Fa ther Whit man did not re ply in words but led the way to a house in the
mid dle of a long, ugly street. He knocked at the door and then putting his
head in side, cried out cheer ily, “Any one at home?”

“Is that you, Fa ther Whit man?” he heard some one say. “Come in.”
Fa ther Whit man en tered the house. Carew fol low ing close at his heels. A

minute later they had en tered a small room where a man, his wife and five
chil dren were par tak ing of their evening meal.

“Hello, George!” said Fa ther Whit man. “you look as though you had a
good ap petite.”

“Ap petite! I should think I have, and so would you if you’d been work- 
ing at the docks all day. The air comes up keen an’ cold from the river, I can
tell yer. But my ap petite in’t nothin’ to that of these young sters. Is it,
Mariar?”

“That it in’t. But thenk the Loard they’ve enough to ait, ev ery one on
’em.”

“Comin’ to meetin’ tonight, George?” asked the mis sioner.
“Yus, I’ll git raand as soon as I’ve helped the mis sus ere to put the kids

to bed.”
“Things goin’ pretty well. George?”
“Mid dlin’. We’ve sived up the rent, and if thers no sick ness we’ll be oil

rite. But I’m a-goin’ ter get out o’ this. Fa ther Whit man.”
“How’s that?”
“Well,” replied the man. “it’s a year since I got con verted and now I sees

as ‘on I ort to giv’ the kids a chawnce. They ‘ear no good in the streets ’ere,
and thers no plyce elst for ’em to ply close by, so I in a-gom to try and nit a
plyce aat in the coun try like. I e’n come up by the work men’s trynes. I ’eerd
only yes ter day of a plyce daan by Ep pin’ For est.”

“You may be right, George. You’ve got over the drink your self, have
you?”

“I in’t a-touched a drop for more’n six months, gu vnor, an’ s’w’elp me
Gawd, I’ll never touch it again. No more will Mariar, will you, old gal?”

“Never!” said the “woman.”I’ve ’ad enough of that, Mr. Whit man, I
’ave, and I woonts the kids to grow up re spectable Chris tians, I does."
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They stayed in the cot tage a few min utes and then passed out into the
street again.

“Not a palace, not Eaton Square, eh?” sug gested Fa ther Whit man.
“No, but the place was clean, and the peo ple seemed de cent re spectable

folk.”
“Yes. You wouldn’t be lieve that that man has been to prison six times,

would you? You wouldn’t be lieve that the woman has been one of the worst
char ac ters for miles around?”

Carew was silent.
“Yet that is the truth. Both of them de fied what you call civ i liza tion and

sci ence; there weren’t two worse peo ple east of Aldgate than George and
Maria Berry. They’d been liv ing to gether for years, liv ing like pigs in a sty.
They weren’t mar ried, and — and — well, what’s the use of talk ing? Their
chil dren were — like the worst of these. George was a thief, a bur glar, a
black guard. His wife got money — any way she could. Both were drunk- 
ards. Well, one night, I per suaded them to come to my mis sion and they got
con verted.”

“How long ago?”
“A year. No, I know it’s not a set tled work yet. Both George and Maria

will have a hard fight. The first thing I did was to get ‘em mar ried. They
said, ’as ’ow it made em feel more re spectable like.’ George isn’t a pol ished
gen tle man now, is he? But he isn’t the same man that he was a year ago. I
just took you to see him that you might think about what you said. Don’t
you re mem ber? You said that re li gion hadn’t done much for these peo ple.
It’s done some thing for George, any how. He’s go ing to move away. I knew
he would six weeks ago. I could take you to scores of houses like that of
George. Such things ar’n’t talked about in the pa pers, but Christ is not dead,
Mr. Carew. What would these parts be with out Him?”

Af ter that they spent hours in go ing to pub lic-houses into places where
men and women lived to gether with out a thought of the laws of de cency,
and again into rooms where, in or der to be de cent, women and girls slaved
for star va tion wages.

Presently the clock of a neigh bor ing church struck eleven.
Carew walked by Fa ther Whit man’s side thought fully, but he did not

speak a word.
“I’ve been think ing, Mr. Carew,” he went on presently, “that it’s about

time for me to take you to the place where we can choose our raw ma te rial.
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Mind you, I don’t ask you to take my choice. Make your own choice, man,
make your own. But come with me. At any rate, I think you’ll be in ter- 
ested.”

Fa ther Whit man led the way to wards the river. They crossed a main
thor ough fare, and presently en tered a dark look ing al ley. A few min utes
later the two men en tered the door way of a house, which was dimly lighted,
but which struck Carew as be ing of fairly large pro por tions.
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18. The In mates Of An East End
Doss-house [flop house]

WHAT’S THIS?" asked Carew, look ing around. “A doss-house”
Carew looted to wards Fa ther Whit man in quir ingly
“You know what a doss-house is, I sup pose?” went on the old man.
“Yes, of course. Does it be long to you?”
“I’m in ter ested in it. Come in here.”
They en tered a fairly large room, in which at one end a good fire was

burn ing. Around the room was scat tered a num ber of cheap wooden chairs
and ta bles. Carew thought the place looked clean, al though a pe cu liarly of- 
fen sive smell per vaded the build ing. A num ber of men were seated around
talk ing and smok ing. Some ap peared in an ad vanced state of in tox i ca tion,
oth ers were sober. All of them be longed to the low est strata of so ci ety, and
there were among them those whom one would not care to meet alone.

As Fa ther Whit man and Carew en tered there was a gen eral glance in
their di rec tion. Sev eral spoke to the old mis sioner, whilst oth ers turned sul- 
lenly away from him with out a word.

“This I claim to be the most re spectable doss-house in Lon don,” re- 
marked Fa ther Whit man; “this and an other.”

“Do you mean that you don’t get the worst char ac ters here?”
“Oh! noth ing of the sort. It’s the cheap est place of its kind that I know

of, and there fore we get those who are right down at the bot tom. But it’s
con ducted on right lines. No drink ing or gam bling is al lowed here, and the
beds are clean.”

“You su per vise it your self?”
“In a way, yes. Hol loa, Bill, you here again?”
“Yus, Farver Whit man, I ain’t ’ad no luck.”
“No? How’s that?”
“I’ve tried ev ery thing, I ‘ave, but I don’t ’ave no luck. I’ve ’ired kids and

sung ’Sife in the arms o’ Je sus,’ but I couldn’t get no think. I pulled open
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my jacket just to show I ‘adn’t got no shirt, and pre tended as ’ow I was
blind; but it weren’t no go. I tried ter walk in the un em ployed per ces sion
and they wouldn’t ’ave me. I bought tipes and nee dles, and cot ton an’
things, but while I went to ‘ave ’arf pint o’ beer, some kids prigged my
stock-in-tryde, they did.”

This speech was in ter larded with many ex pres sive but un print able ex- 
pres sions.

“Where’s Sal?” asked Fa ther Whit man.
“Oh! she’s orf on ’er own. she is.”
“Why don’t you try to get work?”
“Not if I knows it, gu vnor.”
There was no pre tense at ei ther be ing hon est or de cent here. The men

threw off all sug ges tion of hon esty or good liv ing. They were openly evil
and not ashamed. They con fessed that they would have stayed at the pub lic-
houses un til clos ing-time, but they had been kicked out on ac count of not
hav ing money to spend. They boasted of the num ber of times they had been
to prison, and showed not the slight est re gret for the deeds which sent them
there. The at mos phere reeked with filth. Here and there was a man who
gave ev i dence of re spectabil ity, but these were very few.

One by one the men dropped in, in a more or less ad vanced state of in- 
tox i ca tion. Ragged and poor as they were nearly all of them had been able
to se cure drink by some means or an other. They seemed to pay lit tle heed to
Carew; prob a bly he was not the first well-dressed man who had vis ited the
place. Some sat down by the fire and warmed them selves, while oth ers
made their way to their beds with out re mark.

Carew sat down near one man and tried to en ter into con ver sa tion with
him.

“You’re an ink-slinger, I sup pose,” re marked the man presently.
“I am not quite sure of what you mean.”
“Don’t think you can kid me,” said the man. “Well, you’re wel come to

make copy out of me, but I think its pre cious mean that you should make
money out of me and never give me a bob.”

“Oh, you take me for a jour nal ist?”
“Yes: what for should you come here else? You are none of Fa ther Whit- 

man’s sort. The grace of God never en tered your heart.”
“How do you know?”
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“Know it! I’ve been too long in the gut ter not to know. I can al ways tell
when the love of God is in a man.”

“How?”
“You can’t know Fa ther Whit man and not know. But I say, you’ll get

noth ing out of me. That’s your man there by the fire. He’s given copy to
many ink-slingers like you. Scholar, gen tle man, and all the rest of it. That
it’s; go and speak to Lord Claude.”

The man to whom he nod ded looked up.
“Don’t make so free with my name, Limbo.” he said; “but if the gen tle- 

man would like a few words with me I shall be glad to be in tro duced.”
Carew went to his side.
“You’ve been ac cus tomed to some thing dif fer ent from this,” he said.
“Have I?” replied the man. “I don’t see how you could know that ex cept

by my dis taste for bad to bacco smoke.”
“You like good to bacco smoke,” said Carew, hand ing him a cigar.
“Flor de Cuba,” said the man as he ex am ined it. “Yes it’s a good brand,

only I’ve known in fe rior cigars palmed off un der a good name.”
“I think that s all right,” said Carew; “try it.”
The man lit the cigar, and smoked for a few sec onds.
“Its very fair in deed,” he said. “Per son ally, I think the qual ity of cigars a

ques tion for gov ern ment in spec tion. I’ve al ways main tained that a bad cigar
is a crime.”

Carew laughed.
“I am al ways re minded of old Jus tice In gle wood in Rob Roy when ever I

smoke,” went on the man. “He mor al ized be tween ev ery whiff, so do I.”
“You are an ad mirere of the great Sir Wal ter,” re marked Carew.
“In a qual i fied way,” said the man pedan ti cally. Per son ally. I ad mire the

younger school of fic tion ists more. I know this is lit er ary heresy, but I ad- 
mire Steven son more. But there, cha cun a son gout."

There was some thing ir re sistibly funny in the idea of this poor crea ture,
filthy, ragged and pen ni less, in an East end doss-house, crit i ciz ing Sir Wal- 
ter Scott and quot ing French proverbs.

“Maybe you ad mire the older Scotch man most?” he went on.
“I’ve never con sid ered it,” replied Carew, “but your re marks are in ter est- 

ing.”
“What I don’t like about Sir Wal ter,” went on the man, “is his pedantry.

He is for ever drag ging in rag-tags of Latin and French. Of course, it is re- 
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fresh ing to a man like my self, but what about his read ers who have never
en joyed a clas si cal ed u ca tion. Take a pas sage in Wa verly , for ex am ple. He
de scribes a man whose per son might be im proved by a plen ti ful ap pli ca tion
of spring wa ter, with a quan tum suf ficit of soap. Now why drag in that bit of
Latin?”

"Was it not an age of pedantry? asked Carew.
“I grant you that,” said the man ju di cially, “and Sir Wal ter was a lover of

the clas sics. He knew his Ho race and his Ovid well. That’s one of my com- 
plaints con cern ing the younger ro mancers. They not only don’t love the
clas sics, but they don’t know them. On the other hand, Steven son was a
stylist, and he loved his clas sics.”

“Do you read the mod ern ro mancers much?” asked Carew.
“Very rarely now,” replied the man. "I am one of those with a past. One

of those

Qui port cha peau a plume 
Soulier a rouge talon, 
Qui joue de la flute 
Aussi de vi o lon. 
 Lon, Ion, lar i don.

Or at least I did; but those days are over now. It is true I think of them now
and then, some times with re gret."

“And what caused your change of for tune?” asked Carew.
“It would be easy to tell you a fairy story, wouldn’t it?” an swered the

man. “Per haps you’d be lieve it, eh?”
“Per haps — per haps not.”
Lord Claude looked up at Carew ques tion ingly, and as he did so the

young man had a bet ter sight of his face. He seemed about forty years of
age, and while dis so lute ness had set its marks upon his fea tures, there were
ev i dences of re fine ment. His hands, too, showed no signs of man ual la bor,
while his clothes were of good ma te rial though ragged and dirty.

“Pub lic school, Trin ity Col lege, Cam bridge, that’s my past,” he said. "I
had thought of the Church, but couldn’t swal low the ar ti cles. I’m a bit of a
skep ti cal philoso pher my self or rather I was in those days. Then I turned my
at ten tion to the bar, but — well, it meant close ap pli ca tion, and I was not
sure of many briefs af ter I had eaten my din ners. It’s not ev ery ge nius who
takes silk, as I dare say you know. So, well, I didn’t turn out a read ing man,
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and my pals were of the ‘go as you please’ or der. Presently my mon eyed
friends died. I think they treated me shab bily. It is true they left me enough
cash to es tab lish my self in any pro fes sion, but they did not leave me a com- 
pe tence, so — well, did I hear you say you’d read Steven son?

Fif teen men on the dead man’s chest, 
Yo ho ho and a bot tle of rum! 
Drink and the devil have done the rest, 
Yo ho ho, and a bot tle of rum!

That’s in brief my his tory."
“But how do you live now?”
“Oh, there are many ways by which a man can keep the wolf from the

door, that is, if a man is a scholar and a gen tle man. It is true that the wolf
has come pretty close some times, so near that I’ve smelt his breath and seen
his fangs. I’ve been sunk so low as to be obliged to sell penny won ders.”

“But surely an ed u cated man like you could — could do some thing bet- 
ter.”

“Doubt less there is some thing in what you say,” he replied in ju di cial
tones. "But not much. What could I do? If I could ob tain what is called a
char ac ter, I might swell the ranks of Lon don clerks. And then? Nine till six
ev ery day, and Sat ur day af ter noons free, with a fort night in the sum mer to
go to Mar gate. Hardly a fas ci nat ing pic ture, eh? A crea ture who had to
work to a timetable, an au tom a ton, a re spectable drudge. No. thank you. As
for any thing be fit ting a gen tle man, the gate is shut. What does Dante say?

Poi fummo den tro al soglio della porta 
Che il malo amor dell anime dis usa, 
Perche fea parer dritta la via torta, 
So nando la sen tii esser richiusa: 
E s’io avessi gli oc chi volti ad essa, 
Qual fora stata al fallo degna scusa?

Or, to put it in Eng lish prose: ‘The door is shut be hind me and I hear the
clang of the thing. But what of that? A man’s a man for a’ that? I shall e’en
live out my lit tle day and go down into the dark.’"

“Hon estly.” said Carew, “what would you do if some one were to give
you a new rig-out and a new start in life?”
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“Ah, gu vnor. I’d be a new man,” he said with a mock ing whine. “I’d
lead a new life. I would.”

“No, hon estly and se ri ously,” said Carew.
“Have you any in ten tion of try ing me?” asked the man.
“I do not say that, but I’m re ally cu ri ous.”
“You a Cam bridge man?”
“No, Ox ford.”
“Moral re former?”
“Noth ing of the sort.”
“Well I’ll tell you for the sake of this very smok able cigar you’ve given

me. If you gave me a new rig-out and fifty pounds to mor row, I wouldn’t
stop booz ing till that fifty pounds were gone. Mind, I might drink it like a
gen tle man; I hope I should. And when the money was gone, I’d sell the
clothes to get more drink and when they were none I’d steal to get more
drink: and if my im mor tal soul were a sal able ar ti cle. I’d sell that to get
more drink. ‘Now are you an swered?’”

There was some thing al most dev il ish in his eyes as he spoke, and yet in
a poor shuf fling way he seemed to try and im press upon Carew the fact that
he had been a gen tle man.

“And are there many in these parts of your or der?” asked Carew. “Are
there many ed u cated men who are in your po si tion?”

“Good God, yes! And look here. I speak as one who knows. If you have
any in flu ence with re form ers: if you are a friend of politi cians, tell them
this: Ed u ca tion as re form ing force is as in ef fec tual as the story of Jack and
the Beanstalk. I can quote more moral plat i tudes by the score, and in half a
dozen lan guages. So can many oth ers whom you can find in twopenny
doss-houses tonight, and what are we? Swill-tubs, who are con tent to be
swill-tubs. I am not a re li gious man, but old Whit man has the root of the
mat ter in him. A played-out fal lacy we called it at Cam bridge, but that old
story of the Cross is the only thing which re forms men in these parts.”

Carew looked at the man won der ingly. He did not know how much to
dis count. Was he in earnest or was he try ing to laugh at him? Some times he
talked like a se ri ous man. Again he was pedan tic moun te bank, while at
other times Carew felt sure that he was ca pa ble of the low est dev ilry. One
thing, how ever, seemed clear. The man’s ev i dent knowl edge of learn ing had
not kept him from be ing what he was, a bit of hu man refuse in an East End
doss-house.
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“Well, what did you think of Lord Claude?” asked Fa ther Whit man
presently.

“What do you know of him?” re torted Carew.
“The clever est black guard in Lon don,” replied Fa ther Whit man.
“Your Gospel has not saved him.”
“Not yet.”
“But you think it will?”
“I am sure of it. I’ve seen more sides of him than you have, and I’ve not

lost con fi dence. I’ll tell you why. I’ve seen worse than he saved.”
Presently they left the men’s doss-house and found their way into a sim i- 

lar place set apart for women. The place for men had been sad enough, but
this was worse. Carew was sick ened at the sight of women, young women,
sunk so low that they were lost to all mod esty and de cency. More than once
he was on the point of telling Fa ther Whit man that he must with draw from
his bar gain, but a kind of sports man’s in stinct for bad him. Be sides, if he
with drew be fore he had fairly com menced it was a con fes sion that Fa ther
Whit man was right and that he was wrong. No, he would go through with it,
and even as he had talked with this wreck age and refuse of so ci ety he found
him self mak ing plans for their ref or ma tion.

Be fore the night was over he and Fa ther Whit man had se lected four per- 
sons each. Carew felt as though he were in a kind of dream as he made the
se lec tion. It was more like a scene in a play than ac tual life, but his pocket-
book re vealed to him that he had been deal ing with facts and not fan cies.
He had writ ten down the names and par tic u lars of two men and two women
whom he un der took to re form. Each and all be longed to the low est strata of
East End life, and each and all be longed to that class which was the de spair
of po lit i cal and so cial re form ers. Fa ther Whit man had also taken the names
of a sim i lar num ber of peo ple whom Carew had se lected from the strange
med ley of hu man ity whom they met that night.



162

19. Carew At Work

IT WAS IN THE SMALL HOURS of the morn ing when Carew ar rived at his flat.
But he did not go straight to bed. He knew he could not sleep if he went.
The thing he had ar ranged to do haunted him like a night mare. He took out
his pocket-book and read the fol low ing en tries:

“Ikey Schmidt, Ger man Jew. Prac ti cally an athe ist. Has been in prison
sev eral times. Drunk ard, thief, va grant. Reared in the slums. Par ents a bad
lot. Sleeps mostly at Whit man’s Doss-House.”

“Dick Barker, known as the Bruiser. Bad lot. Has been im pris oned for
theft and bur glary. Will not work. Very ig no rant. The prod uct of gen er a tions
of vice. Sleeps where he can.”

“Nell Hark wright. Was a sewing girl. Went wrong. Drinks hard. No
sense of de cency or mod esty. Com pan ions of the low est or der. Po lice say
she’s ir reclaimable.”

“Sally-in-our-Al ley. If pos si ble, worse than Nell Hark wright. No known
parent age. Sells penny trin kets some times, but in the main gets her liv ing
by vice. Laughs at the men tion of any thing good. Said to be hope less.”

“It’s a nice list,” laughed Carew, as he read. “What a lu natic I must be to
al low my self to be dragged into such a busi ness!”

He lay back in his arm chair, and thought long and care fully.
“I must work out my scheme care fully,” he said presently, "and I must

make a large net. If I sim ply con cen trate on these four I shall only set them
against me. Let me think now. My best plan will be to ar range for two
clubs, one for men and an other for women. These places shall be open all
the time. I’ll ar range to have classes in them — car pen try and metal-work- 
ing and wood-carv ing classes for the men, and singing and danc ing classes
for the girls. Yes, that sounds all right. It’ll cost a lot of money, but I don’t
mind that. Now I’m in for it, I may as well do it thor oughly.

"Shall I al low drink ing in these clubs? I think so. I shall ut terly fail if I
don’t al low them their beer. But the amount must be strictly lim ited. I am
afraid also that I shall have to live on the spot.
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"But all this must be only to lead them to de sire a re spectable life. I shall
there fore have to see to it that all the peo ple I’m in ter ested in shall have
good, steady work. Af ter all it should not be so dif fi cult. I’ll see that they
are sur rounded by re fin ing in flu ences. I’ll get peo ple down to talk to them
and sing to them, and I’ll think of a lot of in ter est ing games for them to
learn. Yes, that s es sen tial. By Jove! it seems to be work ing out very well.

Presently a dif fi culty arose which he had not con sid ered.
“I can get on all right with the men,” he said, "but how about the

women? If I am to have a club for women, there must be some body at the
head of it, and that some body must be a lady. She must be a re fined, cul- 
tured, lov able woman. Ah. if only Joan would su per in tend that part of the
work! But she won’t; she’s al ready work ing for Fa ther Whit man. Be sides,
I’m to have non-re li gious work ers. That makes the prob lem more dif fi cult.

“I can’t think any more tonight,” he went on presently. “I’m too tired;
be sides, the ex pe ri ences of the last twelve hours are con fus ing. My word
what a sight it was! Fancy that Lord Claude, as they call him, a man ed u- 
cated at pub lic school and a Uni ver sity, a man quot ing Ovid, Socrates,
Dante and Shake speare, and yet a thing who wal lows in a cesspool of vice!
I couldn’t have be lieved it un less, I had seen him. What a moun te bank he
was! And yet there were gleams of sense in his con ver sa tion. I won der what
his real name is, and whether there is any truth in his story?”

Dur ing the next few days Carew spent the whole of his time in the East
End. He vis ited sev eral work men’s clubs and in sti tu tions which ex isted for
the ben e fit of the peo ple. He made many in quiries as to their cost, and as to
the meth ods which were used. As he went from place to place, he was sim- 
ply as ton ished at the agen cies which were in op er a tion for the bet ter ment of
the peo ple. Al most ev ery church, chapel and mis sion hall was a cen ter not
only of re li gious in flu ence, but of so cial ser vice. He vis ited long es tab lished
“Halls” and Uni ver sity Set tle ments, and had long talks with the work ers,
and his vis its gave him food for re flec tion. He re al ized that, al most with out
ex cep tion, these in sti tu tions were worked by peo ple whose in spi ra tion was
the Man upon whose cross he had tram pled. Prac ti cally no other vol un tary
agency ex isted. On ev ery hand the same fact read ied him. But for Christ,
the hun dreds of benef i cent agen cies which ex er cised the main up lift ing in- 
flu ences of the East End of Lon don would cease in a day.

He saw that it was not sim ply a mat ter of whether peo ple could be re- 
formed by other means than by Je sus Christ; the thing went fur ther back.
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The work ers, those who gave their lives to up lift the fallen, would never
have given them selves to the work but for Christ. This fact forced it self
upon him at ev ery turn of his en quiry. Ev ery mis sion hall and prac ti cally
ev ery club which ex isted for the up lift ing of the peo ple was built by money
that had been con trib uted by Chris tians. He re mem bered his ex pe ri ence in
Mo hammedan coun tries, he called to mind the work which was done in
them for the recla ma tion of the fallen. Yes, there was char ity; he could not
help ad mit ting that; in fact, large num bers of the peo ple lived by beg ging;
but he could not re mem ber the ex is tence of any such in sti tu tions as ex isted
in the East End of Lon don. The Mo hammedan world did not con trib ute
such self-sac ri fic ing work ers as those which were ev ery day to be seen in
the dark est spots in Whitechapel and Poplar and Beth nal Green. Ev ery thing
that was done for the wel fare of the peo ple could be traced to the Christ
upon whose cross he had tram pled.

He saw all this plainly, and yet he had no faith. He felt sure that ev ery- 
thing could be ex plained by purely nat u ral means, and he would demon- 
strate the fact to the world.

Af ter many days of care ful study and in ves ti ga tion, Carew rented two
fairly large houses, which he ar ranged to fit up as clubs. He spared no ex- 
pense in the fur ni ture, or in ob tain ing means for the amuse ment and recre- 
ation of those who were to be mem bers. For the men’s club he bought a
small bil liard ta ble, two bagatelle ta bles, and boards for chess and draughts.
He also ar ranged for a lib eral sup ply of il lus trated and daily pa pers, and saw
to it that the clu b rooms should be well warmed and lit. For the women’s
club, also, he was just as care ful in his plans, but he keenly felt his lack of
ex pe ri ence.

“Whit man has all the ad van tages over me,” he re flected. “He has long
years of ex pe ri ence be hind him, and he thor oughly knows the class of peo- 
ple among whom he works. Still, I must not for get that in some things I
have the pull over him. I am what is called an ed u cated man, and I have no
need to stint for money. On the other hand, again, he has a num ber of will- 
ing work ers — re fined and ed u cated ladies, who have given up their homes
and their friends to come and la bor in the slums. Well, if he can ob tain
them, why not I? The only stip u la tion which has been made in this di rec tion
is that my work ers shall not be lieve in the Chris tian re li gion.”

While the club-rooms were be ing pre pared, Carew re turned to his flat
and min gled freely in So ci ety. He knew many ladies who be longed to what



165

is called the ad vanced school of thinkers, who, he thought, might help him.
They had dis carded the Chris tian re li gion as a beau ti ful fairy story, but still
they pro fessed to be very strong in their so cial sym pa thies. Two he knew
who spoke strongly at pub lic meet ings on the ques tion of women suf frage,
and who had ex pressed them selves as in deep sym pa thy with the sad con di- 
tion of their un for tu nate sis ters. He hoped that among such he would be
able to get helpers.

He was de lighted, there fore, when one evening he found him self sit ting
be side a lady who was a pro found ra tio nal ist, and who was also in ter ested
in so cial re form.

“What is this I have been hear ing about you?” she asked.
“Noth ing ter ri ble, Mrs. Ken neth, I hope,” he said.
Mrs. Ken neth was a widow of in de pen dent means and with out en cum- 

brances.
“No, but quite oth er wise. It is quite re fresh ing to hear of a young man,

who had the courage to re nounce the Chris tian re li gion, who still has the
wel fare of the peo ple at heart.”

“Why, is there any thing won der ful about that?”
“Well, I am afraid that such cases as yours are not com mon; but come,

tell me about it.”
“About what?”
“About your scheme for sav ing the East End.”
“There is noth ing so am bi tious as that.”
“But I heard that you had started a mis sion on purely ra tio nal is tic lines.

That you de ter mined to prove that as good re sults could be pro duced with- 
out Chris tian ity as has been pro duced with it. De light ful, Mr. Carew, de- 
light ful. As you know, the taunt which these Chris tian peo ple have al ways
thrown in our faces is that they sac ri fice them selves for the ‘sub merged
tenth,’ while we ra tio nal ists do noth ing. That is why your scheme is so de- 
light ful.”

“Why, have ra tio nal is tic mis sions never been started?”
“Oh, yes; but to be quite can did, they have not lasted.”
“By the way,” said Carew, “I am aw fully in need of a few ladies who

will go down there and live and work. My agree ment with Whit man is that
none of my work ers shall be lieve in the Chris tian re li gion, and it struck me
that you who are in ter ested in that class might come and help me.”

“Cer tainly I will. What do you want me do?”
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“Well, I want some two or three ladies to go down and live at the girls’
club. If I could get four, they could live there two at a time, a month al ter- 
nately. They could study the girls’ lives, as sist them in their amuse ments, be
kind to them — in short, well, they could re claim them. Of course I should
want them to give spe cial at ten tion to the two whose names I have here.
Nell Hark wright, and the other who is known as Sally-in-our-Al ley. You
would be just the one to su per in tend such a place. You have dis carded the
Chris tian re li gion, you are rich, and you are not en cum bered in any way.”

For a minute there was an awk ward si lence, then Mrs. Ken neth said: “I
am aw fully sorry, but I am afraid I could not do that. I would come down
some night and talk to your girls with plea sure, but you see — well my
aims and sym pa thies are po lit i cal. I have en gage ments to speak at sev eral
large meet ings up and down the coun try and — well, you can see how im- 
pos si ble it is, can’t you? So sorry.” And then Mrs. Ken neth found her self
ea ger to speak with some one else.

Day by day the work went on at the club houses, and Carew sur veyed
them with plea sure. The rooms looked neat and cosy and at trac tive. But he
wanted helpers. He had dis cov ered from talk ing with those who had given
years of their lives to the recla ma tion of the peo ple, that noth ing but con tin- 
u ous and as sid u ous ser vice would avail. In ter mit tent ef forts did not count
for much. Those who were suc cess ful in up lift ing these peo ple re ally lived
among them. So far, how ever, he had not been able to ob tain such ser vice
ei ther among men or women. Not a sin gle man he knew of fered to live with
him in the rooms which he had fur nished, in or der that men might be
helped; not a sin gle lady had vol un teered her ser vices.

“Well, how are you get ting on?” said Mrs. Ken neth, some week or two
af ter the con ver sa tion we have recorded.

“The club-rooms are prac ti cally ready,” said Carew, “but as yet I have
not suc ceeded in get ting helpers. I’ve tried to get peo ple to give me a night
a week, and that sort of thing, but so far I’ve failed.”

“Of course, one of your con di tions was that you were to have no Chris- 
tians work ing with you.” said Mrs. Ken neth.

“Yes, that was ex pressly stip u lated. And re ally, when one comes to think
of it, it’s right. Not only should the work be un in flu enced by Chris tian ity
with re gard to its teach ing, but the work ers should be non-Chris tian.”

“Of course, ev ery thing is in flu enced by Chris tian ity in this coun try,” said
Mrs. Ken neth re flec tively.
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“I sup pose it is in a way. Still, I must play the game fairly.”
“I’ll tell you what to do,” said Mrs. Ken neth.
“What?”
“Ad ver tise.”
“I’d never thought of that,” re marked Carew.
“The Chris tian Mis sions have their paid as sis tants, and see ing there are

only a few peo ple like Joan Win scombe who are suf fi ciently Quixotic to
leave their plea sures for this kind of work, ad ver tise, and of fer a salary.”

“Good,” said Carew, “That’s a splen did idea.”
“And make your ideas per fectly clear. Make it un der stood that Chris tians

are not el i gi ble. State that your work is to be done in a ra tio nal is tic, sen si ble
way, and must be done by ra tio nal is tic, sen si ble peo ple. Of fer a good salary,
and you’ll have num bers of ap pli ca tions. By the way, I re peat my of fer to
come down and talk to the girls when your club is started.”

“Thank you,” said Carew; and when he reached his flat that night he sat
down and pre pared to draw up his ad ver tise ment.
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20. Carew’s Mis sion Work

WANTED, Lady Su per in ten dent for Girls’ Club in the East End of Lon- 
don. Must be deeply in ter ested in –– "

Carew stopped. The ad ver tise ment was not so easy to write as he had
thought. Presently he threw down his pen with a laugh.

“I don’t know how to frame it,” he said, aloud. “Whit man will prob a bly
read it, and I must let him see that I in tend play ing the game.”

Must be deeply in ter ested in the wel fare of the lower classes, and dis posed to de vote her
whole en er gies to the so cial and moral el e va tion of her un for tu nate sis ters. No ap pli cant
must be a be liever in Chris tian ity.

He read the last sen tence again and again. He did not like it, and yet he did
not know how to ex press his thought bet ter! But it would not do. It sounded
bla tant, and al though he scarcely knew why, was out of har mony with his
feel ings.

Wanted, for a Girls’ Club, con ducted on purely ra tio nal is tic and hu mane lines, a Lady Su- 
per in ten dent who is deeply in ter ested in the so cial and moral el e va tion of her un for tu nate
sis ters. Ap ply in per son, be tween the hours of ten and twelve, at 15, Binker’s Lane,
Whitechapel.

“There, that will do,” he said presently. “It is not quite so of fen sive as the
first, and yet it con veys my mean ing. I must also draw up a sim i lar ad ver- 
tise ment for men to help me in my men’s club, and tell ap pli cants to come
be tween three and five in the af ter noon.”

A few min utes later he had sent his ef fu sions to three of the lead ing daily
pa pers, and then started for Binker’s Lane to see that all was in or der.

The next day he was at the girls’ club at half-past nine, and be fore ten
o’clock he was in formed that a num ber of ap pli cants awaited him in the



169

room ad join ing. He had en gaged a youth to act as a kind of sec re tary, and
this youth was his in for mant on the present oc ca sion.

“They’re a mot ley crowd, sir,” said Bas sett, which was the youth’s
name.

“Are any of them suit able, do you think?” Carew asked al most ner- 
vously.

“One or two of them seem all right, sir. but as a whole they are not very
promis ing.”

“Well, show them in one by one,” said the young man with a sigh.
At the end of two hours, Carew was well-nigh in de spair. The main bulk

of the ap pli cants were ut terly im pos si ble. Coarse, vul gar, in ca pable women
who thought only of a lib eral salary and plenty of leisure. It is true there
were three who struck him as be ing en tirely suit able, but when he came to
the re li gious ques tion he found a dif fi culty.

“You will have no ticed in the ad ver tise ment,” he said, “that the club is to
be con ducted on purely ra tio nal is tic and hu mane lines. Do you un der stand
by that, that I do not wish the ques tion of re li gion to be in tro duced?”

“I was rather in doubt as to what you meant by ra tio nal is tic,” replied one
of the suit able ap pli cants, “and I con cluded that you meant sen si ble, ra tio- 
nal.”

“That is just what I do mean,” replied Carew. “That is to say, re li gion is
not to be in tro duced; in fact the lady su per in ten dent must not be lieve in re li- 
gion.”

“I am afraid I shall not suit, sir,” replied the ap pli cant. “I trust I am a
Chris tian woman, and what is more, I would not pre tend to try and el e vate
fallen girls so cially and morally with out the aid of re li gion.”

In deed this was Carew’s dif fi culty. He could not trust those who did not
be lieve in Chris tian ity, while those who seemed suit able for his pur pose
were be liev ers. But for his ar range ment with Fa ther Whit man, he would
have en gaged one of these, of course on the un der stand ing that no re li gious
teach ing was to be given, but his bar gain was, that he should use none but
un re li gious work ers.

At length, how ever, he made his se lec tion. He chose a wid owed lady,
whose hus band had been a pro nounced athe ist, and who had been a kind of
leader among work ing men. This lady was strongly an tag o nis tic to Chris- 
tian ity and had on many oc ca sions spo ken at pub lic meet ings. Mrs. Simp- 
son, for that was her name, fan cied her self to be the nat u ral suc ces sor of
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An nie Be sant, as an ex po nent of ma te ri al is tic phi los o phy. In deed, she said
as much to Carew.

“It was a great grief to me. Mr. Carew, she said,”when Mrs. Be sant for- 
sook the flag and be came mixed up with that theo soph i cal non sense. I felt
then, as I feel now that, some one ought to take up the work she laid down.
And what I can do, I shall do. As Mr. Brad laugh used to say, this upas tree
of re li gion must be de stroyed root and branch.’"

Carew en gaged Mrs. Simp son at a lib eral salary. He gave her the names
and par tic u lars of the two girls to whom she must give spe cial at ten tion, and
he au tho rized her to en gage an other woman as her helper.

That same af ter noon, more over he em ployed a young fel low to work
with him in the men’s club. George Gib bins sat is fied him en tirely. He was a
young fel low who had worked in the East End all his life, and knew the dis- 
trict thor oughly. He had, at the cost of great self-sac ri fice, ed u cated him self,
was a life long tee to taller and bore a blame less char ac ter. More over, George
was a young man with ideas. He had spo ken at the dock-gates on nec es sary
po lit i cal re forms, and was a great ad vo cate of the na tion al iza tion of rail- 
ways, land, houses and cap i tal. “It is only by this means that we shall el e- 
vate the peo ple and de stroy the slums,” he had said again and again. “Take
away the temp ta tion to do wrong, and you’ll do more to make the peo ple
moral than by all this tub-thump ing gospel rot.” In deed, George had po lit i- 
cal am bi tion, and of ten dreamed of the time when he would have a seat, in
the House of Com mons.

At the end of a week af ter Carew’s ad ver tise ment had ap peared, the two
clubs were in full swing. A num ber of men and girls had been gath ered into
them, and, what pleased Carew more than any thing else, those whose moral
re form he had de clared he would bring about had been in duced to join.

In deed, Carew felt like rub bing his hands with glee. His clubs, as far as
he could judge, were an as sured suc cess. The bil liard and bagatelle ta bles
were in con stant use; ping-pong, draughts, bridge and domi noes were all
ex ceed ingly pop u lar, and each evening 15, Binker’s Lane, was the scene of
laugh ter and rev elry. He was care ful, too, to de vote his at ten tion to find ing
work for his pro teges. His bar gain with Fa ther Whit man was that these peo- 
ple should be made steady, in dus tri ous and re spectable peo ple by purely ra- 
tio nal means; there fore he must see to it that habits of thrift and in dus try
should be in cul cated.
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Sev eral of his friends from the West of Lon don vis ited his clubs. Some
sang, oth ers re cited, while oth ers gave ad dresses on var i ous sub jects, all of
which Carew felt sure would have a ten dency to give the peo ple a long ing
for things that were good and true and beau ti ful.

At the end of a month he was not quite so ju bi lant, but still he was hope- 
ful. Mrs. Simp son had told him that the girl known as “Sally-in-our-Al ley”
had re fused to do the work which was found for her, and, what was more
and worse, had re fused to come to the club, as sert ing as her rea son that she
pre ferred go ing to a pub, where she could “’ave a good booze, and no bones
be made about it.”

Still, Carew re flected that a girl like Sally could not be made a saint in a
day, and as Nell Hark wright had shown a bet ter dis po si tion he was not dis- 
posed to de spair.

In the men’s club mat ters were pro gress ing fa vor ably, but not quite on
the lines he hoped. Those who came reg u larly were of the more re spectable
or der, but men of the class he had met in Fa ther Whit man’s doss-house
seemed to find no plea sure in com ing. In deed, the re spectable work ing men
re sented the ap pear ance of what they called “walk ing swill-tubs,” and gave
it out as their in ten tion to re sign their mem ber ship, “un less the place was
kep’ re spectable like.”

Still Carew thought he saw signs of im prove ment in the two men he had
bar gained to re form, and was there fore dis posed to re gard the out look as a
cheer ful one. Be sides, he had great con fi dence in George Gib bins, and
George as sured him that all would be well.

“Workin’ men are not an gels,” he re marked, “but they are sound at heart.
Be sides, ref or ma tion can’t be ex pected in a day. We must keep on ‘am- 
merin’ away, you know, sir. I’ve al ways main tained, and I stand by it, that if
you give the poor man a chance, he’ll prove wor thy of it. And that’s what
we’re doin’ you know, sir.”

On two oc ca sions Carew paid vis its to Fa ther Whit man, but he found the
old man rather chary of giv ing in for ma tion; es pe cially was this true on his
sec ond visit. “We agreed to try this job for a year, Mr. Carew.” said the old
mis sioner, “and not to try and re port progress un til the end of six months.
When that time comes, I shall be ready to tell you how things have gone
with me. And I shall have a good re port too.”

“In deed,” said Carew. “Of course you are not in the same po si tion that I
am. You are a prac ticed hand in deal ing with these peo ple, while I am ut- 
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terly in ex pe ri enced. All the same it baf fles me to see how you know you
will have a good re port.”

“The Lord has never dis ap pointed me yet,” replied the old man.
“Is Miss Win scombe with you,” asked Carew.
“No, she’s gone.”
“What, for good?”
“Oh, no. She’ll be back again presently. Of course, she has’ other du ties.

Nat u rally, she can’t be al ways away from her fa ther. I hear that Sir Richard
has not been over well since his re turn from the East, and that the doc tor
has or dered him to go to the South of France. I be lieve Miss Win scombe
has gone with him. Be sides — well, you are a friend of hers, and so I don’t
think I shall be be tray ing any se crets, but I have my sus pi cions that she has
a se ri ous mat ter which she wants to con sider.”

Carew looked at him ea gerly. “Noth ing wrong, I hope?” he said.
“Oh, no,” said Fa ther Whit man, with a laugh, “only – well, you’ve met

young Mr. Tren grove, I think.”
“Yes,” said Carew; and his heart sank as he spoke.
“Well, I may be wrong, but I fancy Mr. Tren grove has made a pro posal

to her.”
“And — and do you think it is likely she will ac cept?” asked Carew as

calmly as he was able.
It did not strike him un til af ter wards how in con gru ous it was that he,

Bam field Carew, should ask an un e d u cated city mis sioner to give him in for- 
ma tion con cern ing Miss Joan Win scombe’s mat ri mo nial ar range ments.

“I know noth ing,” said Fa ther Whit man; “I only guess. I keep my eyes
open, and I am sure that Mr. Tren grove — well, it’s hardly fair to say more,
is it? I am in clined to think he has asked her to marry him, and that she is
con sid er ing it.”

“But surely,” said Carew, " Miss Win scombe could not se ri ously con- 
sider an of fer of mar riage from a man in Tren grove’s po si tion. He is now a
paid worker in a uni ver sity set tle ment, and, if I un der stand aright, is pre par- 
ing to take some East End church."

“Well, sir, and what could be more suit able? Miss Win scombe is em i- 
nently suit able for a min is ter’s wife. Her heart is in such work as his, and
I’ve never had a no bler helper. As for Mr. Tren grove, he’s one of the finest
fel lows I ever met. He took all sorts of hon ors at Cam bridge, and might
have done any thing he liked: but he elected to come and work among the
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out casts in this part of Lon don. And a grand work he’s done, too. Per son ally
I hope she’ll ac cept him.”

“You say she’s gone to the South of France?”
“Yes, as I told you the doc tor or dered Sir Richard to go.”
When Carew re turned to Binker’s Lane, it seemed to him that he had lost

a great deal of in ter est in his work. While he fan cied that Joan Win scombe
was near him. ev ery thing was dif fer ent, but now he knew she had gone,
much of the mean ing of his work had gone too. Never un til then had he re- 
al ized how sor did and squalid and un invit ing Binker’s Lane and the dis trict
were. Be sides, Fa ther Whit man’s news made him ter ri bly down hearted. He
felt sure, when he had seen Tren grove at first, that he loved Joan Win- 
scombe, but he had never se ri ously re flected that Joan could ever re turn his
af fec tions. Now, how ever, it seemed within the range of pos si bil ity. Un- 
doubt edly Tren grove was a gen tle man; un doubt edly, too, he was a fine fel- 
low while he and Joan were in com plete sym pa thy with re gard to the for- 
mer’s work. Tren grove was not only a Chris tian, but he was a mil i tant
Chris tian. Might not Joan, who had vol un tar ily given much of her time to
help Fa ther Whit man, con sent to be come the wife of this young min is ter?

The thought mad dened him. When he came to an a lyze his feel ings he re- 
al ized that one of the strong est mo tives he had in coin ing to work in
Binker’s Lane dis trict was to jus tify him self in the eyes of Joan Win scombe.
He re al ized, too, that life would be a great Sa hara with out her. How could
he stay and work among those sor did, foul-minded men and women, while
Joan Win scombe was prob a bly de cid ing to marry Tren grove?

Be sides, he was ne glect ing the book he had ar ranged to write. Ought he
not to go away some where and fin ish it? He could not do so in Lon don, and
cer tainly the weather in the East End was shock ing. Why could he not go to
the South of France?

He went into the club-room, where a num ber of men had fa thered.
Among them was George Gib bins, the so cial demo crat and would-be la bor-
leader. What could he do bet ter than leave the work for the men en tirely in
George’s hands? George knew the men, he was in ter ested in them, he be- 
lieved in them, and it was to George’s in ter ests to make the club suc cess ful.
George had heard of Carew’s bar gain with Fa ther Whit man, and George
was as keenly anx ious as Carew him self to demon strate the fact that the
work ing man could be up lifted with out what he called “the in ter fer ence of
sky pi lots.”
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“Gib bins,” said Carew, “I fancy I shall have to go away for a few weeks.
I am sure I can safely leave ev ery thing in your hands.”

“Cer tainly, sir. Do you know I’ve got hold of Ikey Schmidt and Dick
Barker again, and I’ve got ’em both to prom ise to turn over a new leaf.
They’ve been on the booze, and I’ve had all sorts of trou ble with them but
they promised me to day that if I’d give them an other chance they’d be gin
fair straight again.”

“That’s right,” said Carew. “I de pend en tirely on you, Gib bins and I
want you to be stow spe cial at ten tion on those men. I’d give a hun dred
pounds to wards get ting you in to Par lia ment if you can make those men into
sober, re spectible, in dus tri ous cit i zens.”

“Right, sir. you’ll find me com ing to you for the money. You go away
for a few weeks, sir; you ain’t ac cus tomed to this kind of work, and you
need a rest. Mrs. Simp son and I’ll carry on ev ery thing here like clock work.”

Carew had made up his mind to leave Eng land even be fore he had seen
Mrs. Simp son, nev er the less he had a long talk with her about the work.

“The dif fi culty is the class dis tinc tions which ex ist among these peo ple,
said Mrs. Simp son.”The re spectable girls don’t like be ing seen with those
like Sally-in-our-Al ley. I tell them straight that they are not true Rad i cals
nor Democrats."

“How is Sally get ting on?” asked Carew.
“Slow work, sir. She’s got drink in her blood, that’s what Sally has. Be- 

sides, she got no moral am bi tion. She don t want to be a good girl. She
don’t find no plea sure in re spectable ways. As for Nell Hark wright, she’s
just as bad. She promised to come to the club last night but she never came.
I’ve just heard that she and a lot of chaps and girls was seen com ing out of
the Green Man last night at clos ing time, and they were all ad drunk as they
could stand.”

“Noth ing but lov ing, wom anly sym pa thy will save such as they,” said
Carew. You must not give them up, Mrs. Simp son.

“I’ll have an other try, Mr. Carew. al though I of ten think that noth ing but
a re for ma tory will do ei ther Sally or Nell any good. Per haps if the Sal va tion
Army or Fa ther Whit man could get hold of them they might ––––”

“But we don’t be lieve in any re li gious non sense,” said Carew.
“Oh, no, sir, of course not; all the same –– well, they have done some

won der ful things. But our work is slower, sir, slower.”
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The next day Carew re turned to the West End, hav ing left George Gib- 
bins and Mrs. Simp son in com plete charge of two clubs. He was not long in
dis cov er ing that Fa ther Whit man’s news was quite cor rect, and that Sir
Richard Win scombe and Joan had gone to Cannes, where they in tended to
stay for some weeks.

“I think she might have told me be fore she went,” said Carew to him self.
“Yet why should she? She re gards me with very scant fa vor, I am afraid,
and she doesn’t know that ––– great God, how I love her!”

Two days later he was seated in the boat train for Dover, hav ing taken a
ticket for Cannes.

“At any rate, I’ll know ray fate,” he said, as the train swept on. " If Tren- 
grove wins her he shall not do so with out a strug gle on ray part. My word,
what a fool I was to alien ate her sym pa thies from me by that cross fi asco!"

The fol low ing day he ar rived at Cannes. When he left Eng land, Lon don
lay in a cold, damp mist, but here the sun was shin ing brightly. The air was
warm, the golden or anges gleamed from among the dark leaves, while the
palm trees gave the town quite an Ori en tal ap pear ance.

No sooner did he ar rive at his ho tel than he ea gerly scanned the list of
vis i tors which was given in the news pa pers. Presently his heart gave a leap.
Among the vis i tors stay ing at Beau Site he saw the names of Sir Richard
Win scombe and Miss Win scombe.

“I’ll see her tonight, and I’ll tell her all that is in my heart,” he said.
He sat down at the din ner ta ble at his own ho tel, but he re fused nearly

ev ery dish that was pre sented to him, and scarcely was din ner over than he
put on a light over coat

and walked to wards the Beau Site.
“They will have fin ished their cof fee by the time I get. there,” he said, "

and Sir Richard will have ei ther gone to the smok ing-room or his own pri- 
vate room to smoke his cigar. Per haps I shall have a chance of see ing J oan
alone.

A few min utes later he had sent his card to Miss Joan Win scombe, and
the waiter had asked him to fol low him into Sir Richard’s pri vate apart- 
ments.
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21. Carew’s Woo ing

TO CAREW’S GREAT JOY he found Joan sit ting alone. She rose and greeted
him cor dially, al though she was ev i dently sur prised to see him.

“I was sorry to hear that Sir Richard was not well,” said Carew. “I hope
there is noth ing se ri ous.”

“He’s had a ner vous break down,” replied Joan. “In fact, I do not think he
has ever quite re cov ered from the shock he re ceived in Tel Moloch. I
thought that amidst his books and in scrip tions he would for get all about it;
but he hasn’t. Be sides, the win ter has been very try ing in Lon don.”

“Yes we’ve had plenty of fogs,” said Carew, “and Lon don fogs are not
ex hil a rat ing.”

“I felt con demned for leav ing him so much,” said Joan, “but he in sisted
on my giv ing oc ca sional help to Fa ther Whit man as usual.”

“Your fa ther sym pa thizes with your vis its to the East End?” sug gested
Carew.

“En tirely. He has a great ad mi ra tion for Fa ther Whit man. He be lieves in
him thor oughly. In deed, no one who knows the old man can help be liev ing
in him. Be sides my fa ther has in ves ti gated the re sults of his work. It is not
gen er ally known, but Fa ther Whit man’s work has a pe cu liar in ter est for my
fa ther.”

Carew was silent.
"And how are you get ting on with your clubs, Mr. Carew? went on Joan.
"Oh! I’ve found splen did sup port ers. Both George Gib bins and

Mrs. Simp son know that class of peo ple thor oughly, and I felt I could safely
leave ev ery thing in their hands.

For a mo ment there was an awk ward si lence.
“I am afraid that even if I could not have trusted them I should have left

them,” he blurted out presently.
She looked at him in quir ingly.
“You see,” he went on — " well, it’s no use hid ing it, but I could not stay

in Lon don."
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“No?”
“No. How could I?”
“I am afraid I do not un der stand.”
“I sup pose not, Miss Win scombe, I sup pose you de spise me, don’t you?

No, do not try to an swer me; I am afraid I un der stand your feel ings too
well. And yet when I knew you were in Cannes, I came here as fast as the
train could bring me. Can you guess why?”

He started to his feet and looked for a mo ment out of the win dow, as
though he were fas ci nated by the gaily-lit gar dens, and the sound of the mu- 
sic which he heard in the dis tance.

“I’m afraid I have come here on a hope less quest, he went on, as he re- 
turned to her side;”nev er the less I hope you will lis ten to me pa tiently for a
few min utes. I don’t think we got on very well when we were in Jerusalem.
I fan cied you did not like me, and as a con se quence I am afraid I did not ap- 
pear to you in a very at trac tive guise. A man is al ways at his worst when he
thinks he is not liked. Be sides, I re sented what I thought was your dis like,
be cause I be lieved you were in flu enced by my – well, ir re li gious views.
You know what hap pened af ter wards. I tramped upon a sa cred sym bol, and
to save my life pre tended to ac cept the teach ings of the Ko ran.

He gave her a quick, hur ried glance as he spoke but he could not see her
face; she was look ing steadily on the car pet.

“What ever else may be said about that — that episode,” he went on "it
had the ap pear ance of sav ing both your fa ther’s life and my own. Whether
the means jus ti fied the end I don’t know. Your fa ther got back to Jerusalem
while I spent some weeks in the desert. While there I had some cu ri ous ex- 
pe ri ences. I learnt a great many things about the won der ful mosque, I saw
some thing of the aims and ideals and life of the Arabs and I was in structed
in the mys ter ies of the Ko ran. And more, many at tempts were made to per- 
suade me to set tle down among these peo ple. An old Sheikh, be liev ing me
to be very rich, of fered me his daugh ter in mar riage. Of course it seems
laugh able, but be that as it may, the old Sheikh’s pro posal made me re al ize
what I had not re al ized be fore. I knew then that I loved you; and from that
mo ment I planned to hurry back to Eng land. How I es caped I need not tell
you now; but es cape I did, think ing all the while how I might de stroy your
prej u dices against me and win you as my wife.

“I will not en large upon what has hap pened since; but a few nights ago,
when talk ing with Fa ther Whit man. I heard what made it im pos si ble for me
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to stay in Lon don. He said he was not sure, but he had rea son for be liev ing
that you were con sid er ing an of fer of mar riage, and I — well, I came here
to plead my cause. I love you. Miss Win scombe, and life with out your love
will be a mock ery to me. Can you give me a word of hope?”

“No.”
She spoke very qui etly, but he heard her re ply quite plainly, and it

sounded like a death-knell in his heart.
“Won’t you take time to con sider. Miss Win scombe?” he urged

presently. He spoke steadily, but Joan knew by the tones of his voice how
deeply he was moved. “I have come to you hur riedly, un ex pect edly, and —
and nat u rally you may have been taken by sur prise. It means so much to me
you can not think how much. You are ev ery thing in the world to me. You are
not en gaged to any one, are you?”

“No.”
Her an swer re lieved his mind in ex press ibly, and it gave him a sug ges tion

of hope.
“Then can you give me no word of hope?” he urged.
She shook her head.
“Is it be cause of – of what hap pened at Tel Moloch?” he asked, and there

was a tone of bit ter ness in his voice.
She was silent for a few sec onds be fore she replied.
“I am afraid I can not give you my rea sons.” she said, “but I think you

can see, even if there were noth ing else, that that would be suf fi cient to
make your pro posal im pos si ble to ac cept. The very thought of it is hor ri ble
to me. It places us in two dif fer ent worlds. There is a great gulf be tween us
which noth ing can bridge.”

“Noth ing?”
“No.”
“But when there was no thought of sac ri lege in my mind — when it

meant noth ing to me?”
He knew he was ut ter ing vain words, yet he could not help speak ing.
“That very fact re moves us still fur ther from each other,” she said.
“Does such an act mean so much to you?”
“What the act sig ni fies does. The bits of wood mean noth ing, but the

truth be hind does. It means ev ery thing to me.”
“But my love to you is not al tered by all that. It hap pened months ago —

it seems years. It has noth ing what ever to do with the love I bear you. I
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would not in ter fere with your re li gion; I would re spect it — I do re spect it.
How can I help do ing so when I re mem ber the work it leads you to do? Be- 
sides, I love you — love you like my own life. I would give my life to make
you happy.”

“I am very sorry for you, Mr. Carew, she said. I never dreamed that you
en ter tained such feel ings for me, and the pur pose of your visit is a great sur- 
prise. All the same, I can give you no other an swer.”

“If – if” he hes i tated for a mo ment, and then went on – “if the re li gious
dif fi culty could be re moved?” he said.

She looked at him al most ea gerly. “Have you been con vinced?” she said.
“Have facts con vinced you that the sym bol upon which you tram pled —”

“No, no,” he said, shak ing his head. “Per haps I ought not to have made
the sug ges tion. It es caped from me with out thought. No, I am not con- 
vinced; I do not think I ever shall be. I have thought, and read, and ex am- 
ined ev i dences, and I am not con vinced. But surely I can be hon est, sin cere
– aye, even rev er ent, with out faith? Can you not be lieve that? Won’t you let
the mat ter re main un de cided for a few weeks, Miss Win scombe? Oh, if you
only knew how I loved you!”

“I think it best for us to end this in ter view, Mr. Carew,” she said; “but let
me first say this. You ask me if think you can be hon est, sin cere, and rev er- 
ent, with out faith. I be lieve you are all that. More over, now I know you bet- 
ter, I am sure I did you an in jus tice in my thoughts. But what you ask is im- 
pos si ble. Im pos si ble for many rea sons; but even if there were no other rea- 
son than that which we have dis cussed, it would be suf fi cient.”

“This is my dis missal, then?” he said.
She was silent.
“You for bid my ever speak ing to you again?”
“It would only give pain to us both.”
“But an swer me this. If — if that fi asco at Tel Moloch, with all that it

means, did not stand be tween us, would there –”
“I can not an swer that, Mr. Carew.”
When he left, Joan walked with him to the gates of the gar den of Beau

Site Ho tel. The night was glo ri ously fine. The heav ens were star-be span- 
gled, and al though spring was yet early, the air was warm and sweet-
scented. In front of them stretched one of the most beau ti ful towns in the
world, while be yond, the sea spread her broad bo som to the skies. It was a
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night not eas ily for got ten, and Ba in field Carew stand ing by the side of the
woman he loved, felt its power.

“We shall see you again dur ing your stay in Cannes?” she said.
“I think not.”
“Good-bye, then,” she said, hold ing out her hand.
“I would like to see you of ten; I would like to be at your side al ways,”

he cried. “But what is the use? The gates of such hap pi ness are shut against
me. I am a pariah I can not re peat your shib bo leth.”

“Good-bye, Mr. Carew,” she re peated.
“Don’t cast me off,” he pleaded. “Don’t send me away hope less. What

though I am an un be liever? Bet ter be hon est about one’s un be lief than to
pro fess a faith which has no re al ity. Say I may speak to you again in six
months or a year.”

She shook her head.
“My ease is hope less, then?”
She did not re ply.
Sus pend judg ment for a few months," he urged “Try and con sider my

ap peal again. Never did a man love more fer vently, more truly than I love
you. I may not be lieve as you be lieve; but I would not in ter fere with your
faith. I ad mire what you have done for Fa ther Whit man I— I be lieve in a
great deal of it. Be lieve me, al though I am with out faith, I am no fast man
about town, no roue. I rev er ence all things hon est and good, and – and I
love you like my own life. Say you do not refuse me ut terly.”

“I can not prom ise you any thing.” she said hur riedly.
“Good-night. Per haps I shall see you again in – Whitechapel.”
She went back to the ho tel while Carew stood alone. No word of hope

had been spo ken, and as he felt him self alone, much of the beauty of the
night had seemed to de part, and yet he was not ut terly sad. He still felt the
warm touch of her hand, the sound of her voice was in his ears. The words
she spoke seemed to for bid all hope, and yet hope was net dead in his heart.
Why was it? Was there some thing in the tones of her voice that gave him
hope, was there a faint em pha sis on the word “prom ise”? He tried to think
so, and al though he could not make him self be lieve there was, the very
thought made him less sad.

The next day he left Cannes for Monte Carlo. “I can not stay in Cannes
and not try and see her,” he re flected; “and if I see her I shall only feed a
hope less pas sion. I will go to Monte Carlo and try and for get. I have seen
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lit tle but squalor and fogs these last few months. I will have a lit tle ex cite- 
ment now, and I’ll spend a week or two in the bright est and most beau ti ful
spot in Eu rope.”
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22. Monte Carlo

NO ONE PAID ANY HEED to him in the gor geous gain ing sa loon. Hun dreds
were present, but he was as much alone as if he were in Cen tral Africa. He
could not see a face that he knew. A few like him self looked on with out
play ing but nearly all present were seated around var i ous ta bles and plac ing
their money on cer tain num bers marked upon them. The croupiers who
raked in the coins af ter each whirl of the lit tle in stru ment placed at the cen- 
ter of each ta ble looked on calmly as if per fectly un moved by what was go- 
ing on around them. Some times they yawned. What did it mat ter to them
whether this giddy crowd gained or lost their money? But not so the play ers
them selves. They watched the course of the lit tle in stru ment as though it
were a mat ter of life and death as to where and when it stopped. If it
stopped at thir teen it might mean ruin; if it went on to eigh teen it might
mean for tune.

As he looked he fell to phi los o phiz ing on the play. Re garded from one
stand point, it seemed child ish in the ex treme. A lit tle bit of ma chin ery was
set in mo tion, and presently a lit tle pointer rested op po site a cer tain fig ure.
That was all. Ap par ently there was no skill, and as far as he could judge ev- 
ery thing was done per fectly fairly and above board. It was purely a mat ter
of chance whether the pointer stopped at twelve or four teen. No one could
tell when the ma chin ery was set in mo tion. It was a game which any im be- 
cile could play. It re quired nei ther mem ory nor judg ment. As far as he could
judge, the chances of win ning were at least three to two in fa vor of the ta- 
ble. From the fact that the bank made hun dreds of thou sands ev ery year, this
was, of course, the case; still, Chance was a fickle jade, and so the play ers
might oc ca sion ally win. That was what drew them to gether. Not one present
would re main at the ta bles five min utes but for the fact of the stakes. They
did not play for the game it self, sim ply be cause it was not wor thy of be ing
called a game; it was pure gam bling. There was no sports man ship about it.
them was no thought of play ing for a side, or dis play ing skill, no thought of
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play ing a game well. All was chance. If the pointer stopped at the num ber
you chose to put your money on, you won. If not you lost, and that was all.

And yet the peo ple were in ter ested, nay, more, they were ex cited. The air
was hot and fetid, the at mos phere was elec tric. Men and women risked their
money, and in that risk lay ev ery thing.

It is true Monte Carlo is a beau ti ful place, and of fers nat u ral beau ties dif- 
fi cult to ri val. Be hind the great Casino lay the gay town, and be yond the
town the moun tains lilted their rocky peaks into the sky. Flow ers bloomed
ev ery where. Mu sic filled the air. The blue sea rip pled on the shore hun dreds
of feet down. But it was not for beau ti ful scenery or healthy sur round ings
that men and women came to Monte Carlo; it was for ex cite ment. And the
ex cite ment lay in risk, in haz ard.

Carew went from ta ble to ta ble, watch ing. No one asked him to play. In- 
deed, ev ery seat was so fully oc cu pied that he would have found a dif fi culty
in play ing even though he de sired. He was not a stranger to Monte Carlo,
and he had vis ited the ta bles be fore; but the ex pe ri ences of the last few
months made him thought ful. In spite of the ex cite ment, in spite of the fact
that large sums of money were made and lost in a minute, the place seemed
squalid, sor did, poverty-stricken. This was the life which thou sands craved
for; this was one of the great cen ters of fash ion able so ci ety. Men and
women bear ing the best-known names in Eu rope were doubt less un der that
roof at that very mo ment. These peo ple prob a bly pitied the toil ers, the sow- 
ers, the reapers of the world; they were the plea sure-seek ers. This was the
life which many de sired.

“Hello, Carew! What are you do ing here?”
“Just watch ing.”
“Not play ing?”
“No.”
“When did you come?”
“Only to day.”
“I’ve been here a fort night.”
The man who spoke to him was an old Ox ford ac quain tance. His name

was Gra ham, and he was a man for whom Carew had a great deal of re- 
spect.

“It’s more than a year since I saw you,” went on Gra ham. “What have
you been do ing?”

“I’ve been trav el ing in the East among other things.”
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“Oh, yes; I heard about that.”
Gra ham looked at his watch. “It’s half-past four,” he said; “let’s get a

cup of tea some where.”
They left the Casino, and presently found them selves seated un der a

broad bal cony which over looked the Mediter ranean.
“By the way,” said Gra ham, presently, “what is the truth about — that is,

what you did in Pales tine or Syria when you were with Sir Richard Win- 
scombe?”

“I was a cad, thats all, replied Carew, al most bit terly. The words slipped
form his lips be fore he was well aware.”

“Why, you don’t mean that you’ve turned be liever?”
“I’m a be liever that some thing should be done to save the world from

that,” said Carew, point ing to the Casino.
“What can do it?” asked Gra ham.
Carew was silent.
“What’s made you so se ri ous?” asked Gra ham.
Carew told him what he had seen and heard.
“Yes,” replied Gra ham: “but what can you do? That is sug ges tive of

what’s go ing on here ev ery day. Paint your black est pic tures, tell your
ghastli est sto ries; and you only hint at what’s go ing on in this place. It’s a
par dise, isn’t it? Look at the flow ers, the gar dens, the moun tains, the sea.
The gar den of Eden was a wilder ness to this. But the devil’s here all the
same. My fa ther is, as you know a great ad vo cate for for eign mis sions. He’s
just been made a dean, and I’m told it is be cause he’s done so much for the
evan ge liza tion of the hea then. But when I go back I shall tell him to de vote
his at ten tion to this place.”

There is an Eng lish Church here, I sup pose," replied Carew, with a sneer.
“While that place yon der con trib utes some thing like a thou sand pounds a
year to the Church, and the Church takes it!”

“Not the Eng lish Church,” said Gra ham.
No, but — but where is the dif fer ence? My God. what would Je sus

Christ say if He came to Monte Carlo?"
Gra ham looked at him in as ton ish ment. “What’s come over you Carew?

You the athe ist, you about whom that story was told! Why, it’s like Saul
among the prophets!”

“Yes, yes: I know. But this place sets one think ing.”
“What?”
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“That if peo ple are not in flu enced by re li gion they – –” He hes i tated as
though he could not think of the words to fin ish his sen tence.

“Yes. yes; I might be lis ten ing to my fa ther, Carew. He’s al ways preach- 
ing that money, ed u ca tion, good houses, re fined as so ci a tions are all pow er- 
less. Noth ing but the Gospel of Je sus Christ can save peo ple. I hear he’s
plan ning a mis sion to the rich, the idle and the ed u cated. God knows there’s
need for it.”

“And yet there’s a Ro man Catholic Church in Monte Carlo” said Carew,
“sev eral I ex pect.”

“My fa ther, who is an old-fash ioned Protes tant, says that —that — well,
he does not be lieve you find Chris tian ity in them.” said Gra ham. “How can
there be when they will take money earned at that place?”

There was a si lence for a few min utes, and then Gra ham burst out laugh- 
ing. “Fancy dis cussing Chris tian ity in Monte Carlo!” he cried.

“There is need of some thing.” said Carew.
Again Gra ham looked at him in sur prise, but not ing the look on Carew’ s

face, he said noth ing.
“Are you stay ing here long?” said Gra ham, presently.
“No,” said Carew.
“Where are you go ing?”
“Where?”
“Yes.”
“Where? I hadn’t thought. Oh. yes; I’m go ing down to Bor dighera for a

week or two. I want to have a lit tle quiet.”
“I sup pose you are go ing to write that book I heard about?”
“Prob a bly. I don’t know; but I shall go on there tonight. I’ve not taken

rooms at any ho tel here, and my lug gage is at the sta tion.”
“By the way, Gra ham, can I speak to you for a mo ment?” A young man

who came up to them made this re quest.
“Ex cuse me a mo ment, Carew. I’ll be back in a few min utes,” said Gra- 

ham, and he left the young man alone.
Carew sat and looked out over the sea. Gra ham had asked him what was

the mat ter with him, and he tried to an swer the ques tion him self. It was not
the first time he had vis ited Monte Carlo, and al though no gam bler, he had
placed money on the ta bles. He had also heard tragic sto ries con cern ing
these same gam ing ta bles, but they had not im pressed him, he had given
them only a pass ing thought. Now. how ever, all was dif fer ent. He be gan to
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think of what such a life as that rep re sented at Monte Carlo meant. He saw
the use less ness, the hol low ness, the tragedy of it all. The gam bler suf fered
from dis ease, just as much as De Quincey or Co leridge suf fered from dis- 
ease. What was at first a pas time be came a pas sion, a ma nia. And vet the
drift of the world was in that di rec tion.

Doubt less what he had seen at the East-End of Lon don had af fected his
thoughts, and his work at the East End, again, was the out come of his ex pe- 
ri ences at Tel Moloch.

But he was thought ful, he could not deny it. and he was be gin ning to
look at life dif fer ently. The life of the plea sure seeker at Monte Carlo, the
gam bler at the ta bles, was as sad as the life of Ikey Schmidt, or Sally-in-
our-Al ley at Bro ker’s Lane. What could change it? Get to the bot tom of hu- 
man needs, and man needed a re li gion. If those peo ple be lieved in Je sus
Christ’s teach ing all would be dif fer ent. Per haps in a way, they did be lieve
in it, just as the an cient Ro mans be lieved in the teach ings of Seneca. A mo- 
tive-power was needed, a driv ing force was needed. Who or what could
sup ply it?

Gra ham came back again.
“Have you heard of the Monte Carlo sen sa tion?” he asked.
“No. What is it?”
“Oh, only a young fel low shot him self last night. Very lit tle no tice is be- 

ing taken of it. You see, it hap pens so fre quently.”
“Just so,” said Carew, look ing out over the blue wa ters of the Mediter- 

ranean.
Carew did not go to Bor dighera that night. He stayed at Monte Carlo,

and watched the life of the town. What a Van ity Fair it was! Ev ery thing
seemed to he on sale, and the price of ten paid was virtue honor, heaven. On
ev ery hand there was an ea ger quest for pass ing plea sure, for ex cite ment,
and on ev ery hand men and women sought to meet the de mand. Honor,
virtue, mod esty seemed to he at a dis count. Monte Carlo at night was hell
let loose. But it was a beau ti ful hell; hell cov ered with ve neer, hell made at- 
trac tive by art and mu sic and beauty. But Carew saw the hell be neath the
trap pings. Never could there be a sad der crowd, in spite of laugh ter, mu sic,
wine and rev elry, than the crowd of plea sure-seek ers at Monte Carlo.

“I’ve said for years that re li gion was a played-out fal lacy,” thought
Carew; “here at all events is life with out re li gion. And what is it all but a
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rep e ti tion of the or gies of Rome and Pom peii? Still, when re li gion is a
played-out fal lacy ––”

The next day he went on to Bor dighera. It was at least a change af ter
Monte Carlo. The peo ple here were of a soberer char ac ter. Heads of fam i- 
lies brought their fam i lies here for rest and change. Tired, over-worked
men, op pressed by the toil and the dark fogs of Lon don, had come here to
re cu per ate their jaded en er gies. They were peo ple who could find em ploy- 
ment with out un healthy ex cite ment, their plea sures were sim ple and nat u ral.
He stayed a week in the dis trict, qui etly roam ing among the hills, and think- 
ing out the prob lem of his life.

He had no longer any hope of win ning Joan Win scombe. She had re- 
jected him def i nitely, and while her at ti tude to wards him was more friendly,
it of fered him no hope.

“Life’s a big dis ap point ment,” he re flected; that is, life is de sire with out
re al iza tion. An eter nal quest, but the quest ends in noth ing."

At the end of a week he grew rest less. He could not set tle down to write
his book, and yet his in ac tiv ity palled upon him. But what should he do? He
shrank from go ing back to Lon don, he had no de sire to visit Binker’s Lane,
and noth ing of fered him any at trac tion.

“I’ll go back to Paris,” he said one Sun day evening. “I think I shall be
able to put in a few days there. Per haps I’ll stop at Cannes for a night, and
see if — if — but what is the point?”
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23. The Nov el ist And Preacher

IT WAS A NO BLE FACE which Carew saw, a face which re minded him of the
leader of a peo ple. He might have been some old pa tri arch liv ing in pa tri ar- 
chal days. This old man might be the head of a clan, while his fol low ers had
gath ered in an an ces tral hall to hear their chiefs com mands It was a face,
with strongly-marked fea tures, The fore head was not high, but it was full
and broad: the eyes were not large, but they gleamed with a bright light, a
kindly light. It was im pos si ble for him to see the play of the mouth be cause
of the heavy beard and mus tache. The nov el ist wore a black vel vet coat, and
his long white beard rested upon his vest. There was some thing po et i cal as
well as pa tri ar chal, about his ap pear ance.

How quiet and rest ful ev ery thing was! What a con trast to the gar ish
scenes at Monte Carlo! The gay gam bling sa loon was only a few miles
away, but it might have been in an other world.

Presently ev ery one was seated, and the old nov el ist, who had been talk- 
ing with two or three per sonal friends, now looked out upon those who had
come to see him. At first Carew thought he saw a look of won der in his
eyes, a look of doubt. He might have been say ing to him self, “What shall I
say to these peo ple?”

On the ta ble by his side lay sev eral books. A copy of Shake speare was
there, also two copies of Dante’s Pur ga to rio, one in the orig i nal, the other
in Eng lish. A Bible was also ly ing there. For a mo ment he seemed to hes i- 
tate from which he should read. Then he looked out among the peo ple
again.

“I am glad to see you, my friends,” he said. "It is good of you to come to
see on old man who can spend only his sum mer months in Eng land, good of
you to let me hear your voices. It is lit tle I can do to re pay you for your
kind ness in com ing. I am an old man now, only wait ing for my Lord to call
me home. It can not be long now, for which I am very glad. I have fin ished
my work, and am only sit ting in idle ness un til He shall take me to a place
where I can be gin work again. One of the penal ties of grow ing old is that
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one is parted from one’s friends. I have had to say good-bye to them one by
one, and while I do long to stay with my loved ones a lit tle longer. I want to
meet some of my old friends again. It will not he long now. I have been
read ing the Pur ga to rio to day, and I want to chat with Dante. Cer tain of his
ref er ences are not clear to me. Of course. I never knew Dante in the flesh,
but I long to see him all the same. Then there’s Co leridge. I shall have a dis- 
cus sion with him some day about some verses in the Rime of the An cient
Mariner. But that Is not what I meant to say. I think I see in the faces of
some of you sug ges tions of doubt. Some of you do not be lieve in God or
His Di vine Son. I think, since you are good enough to come and see me, I
will talk with you about Him. But let me read to you first of all a few words
which one who like my self, had grown old and was wait ing for his Mas ter’s
call, said about his Lord. It is from John’s first let ter to his fel low-Chris- 
tians; John, who knew his Lord bet ter than the other apos tles; John, who
rested his head upon His bo som.

A great si lence had fallen upon the com pany. An old clock which was in
the room ticked qui etly, yet at ev ery swing of the pen du lum it seemed to
make a great noise, so pro found was the si lence. The old nov el ist spoke
with a strong Scotch ac cent, and once or twice his voice showed signs of his
age.

“I might be in church,” thought Carew. “No, af ter all, it is not like
church. Ev ery thing is too real. There are no gew gaws, no fig ures of apos tles
and saints, no ho cus-pocus to try and make peo ple be lieve. No tin kling of
bells, no swing ing of censers, no smell of in cense, no mum bling of prayers
that have no mean ing. It is sim ply an old man talk ing about some thing
which is very real to him. I must get hold of his books at the first op por tu- 
nity.”

The old nov el ist took the Bible in his hands, and be gan to turn over the
leaves.

“‘That which was from the be gin ning,’” he read presently, "’which we
have heard, which we have seen with our eyes, which we have looked upon,
and our hands have han dled of the Word of Life. . . that which we have seen
and heard de clare we unto you, that ye also may have fel low ship with us.
And these things we write unto you that your joy may be full.

"’This, then, is the mes sage which we have heard of Him and de clare
unto you, that God is light, and in Him is no dark ness at all.’"
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Then he be gan to talk, not as though he were preach ing a ser mon, but as
though he were speak ing to lit tle chil dren about things which were as real
as the beauty of flow ers, the laugh ter of chil dren, or the song of the birds.
And as Carew lis tened he knew they were real to him. It was all very won- 
der ful, won der ful in its sim plic ity, won der ful too be cause what was so real
to the old man also be came real to those who sat around. As he lis tened
Carew well-nigh for got where he was. There was no sug ges tion of an Ital- 
ian villa sit u ated near a fash ion able wa ter ing-place. He might have been at
Eph esus, where the Apos tle John had prob a bly ended his days. The old
man, sit ting in his arm chair like some old Scot tish chief tain, might be the
Apos tle John him self, say ing to his fol low ers, “Lit tle chil dren, love one an- 
other.”

It was all very won der ful. It made him think of that night when he read
John’s Gospel for the first time, and to re mem ber the won der ful words he
spoke. “And this is the will of Him that sent me, that ev ery one which seeth
the Son and be lieveth on Him may have eter nal life.” Yes, it was easy to be- 
lieve while in such an at mos phere. Rather, it was dif fi cult not to be lieve.
What was the se cret of the quiet calm which reigned? It might be the pres- 
ence of some thing eter nal brooded over them.

How fool ish, how ab surd, how tawdry were the ideas of Chris tian ity and
Christ’s Church in which he was reared! What did all the ma chin ery of the
Church mat ter? Chris tian ity was the spirit of life, of faith, of re cep tiv ity.
Here was this old man, who had faced his doubts and lived through them;
here was one who had read the books of skep ti cal philoso phers and ma te ri- 
al is tic sci en tists, who had probed to the bot tom the value of ra tio nal is tic
phi los o phy, talk ing to them pretty much as old Fa ther Whit man might talk
to them. Yes, the lan guage was dif fer ent, for the old nov el ist spoke as a
scholar and a thinker, but at heart his mes sage was the same. It was the
same mes sage, the Di vine life of one who lived and was cru ci fied.

Cru ci fied! His mind swept like light ning to Tel Moloch, where, in stead
of this quiet and thought ful as sem bly, was a crowd of fa nat i cal Arabs.
Again he saw the cross placed upon the earth, while he had crushed it be- 
neath his heel.

All this passed through his mind, and yet he never missed a word which
the old teacher ut tered, not a thought was ex pressed which es caped him.
Not that he be lieved, and yet at times it seemed as though the wall of ma te- 
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ri al ism seemed to melt away, while be yond he could see the sun lit fields of
beauty.

How lit tle was the world in which a ma te ri al ist lived. Sixty or sev enty
years of ask ing ques tions, and then ev er last ing dark ness; but the old nov el- 
ist’s world was in fi nite, life was in fi nite.

Leave now to dogs and apes, 
Man has for ever!

Yes, Brown ing saw that; it was the great work ing truth of his life, while he
and that crowd at Monte Carlo lived like earth worms, grub bing amidst the
mud. He thought of the creeds in which he was reared, but they scarcely
bore a re sem blance to the great truths which were be ing taught. They were
the tawdry lies which had grown up around a sim ple yet uni ver sal faith.
God was greater, Je sus Christ was grander, life was more won der ful than all
these thing ever sug gested.

At length the old nov el ist ceased speak ing, and a si lence fell upon the lit- 
tle com pany. Then he spoke again. “I think that is all I have to say to you
tonight,” he said: “but be fore we sep a rate will you let me pray with you?”

As if by one con sent the com pany knelt — all ex cept Carew. He sat still
and looked at the face of the teacher. The prayer he of fered was very sim- 
ple, but it was very real. The old man seemed to be talk ing to One whose
ear was close to his lips, to One in whom he had im plicit trust, im plicit con- 
fi dence.

“Even so come, Lord Je sus. The grace of our Lord Je sus Christ be with
you all. Amen.”

The com pany rose and pre pared to de part; one by one the vis i tors went
to the old nov el ist and shook hands with him and then qui etly walked away.
But Carew re mained be hind.

“Aren’t you com ing?” said the ac quain tance who had asked him to ac- 
com pany him there.

“Not yet,” replied Carew. “I am go ing to have a few min utes’ chat with
him.”

Presently the last vis i tor de parted, and no one but the nov el ist and his
fam ily re mained. Then Carew rose and went to wards him.

“Are you too tired to give me a few min utes alone?” he said. “I want to
tell you some thing, some thing which has to do with your ad dress tonight.”
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The old nov el ist looked at him keenly, then he pointed to a chair. “I am
not at all tired, and I should like a chat with you. Won’t you have some sup- 
per with us first?”

“That would he too great a pre sump tion on my part.” said Carew.
The nov el ist laughed. “I am afraid you will find us rather noisy,” he said.

“You see, I al ways keep the house full of chil dren. Years ago God gave me
a great many of my own; now, when my own are grown up, I get other peo- 
ple’s. They keep me young.”

A minute later Carew was the cen ter of a great, happy fam ily. There was
no sug ges tion of the quiet thought ful ness of an hour be fore, and yet the
noise and the mer ri ment were in per fect ac cord with it. Life to the nov el ist
was not a nar row as ceti cism, but a ful ness of be ing, a de vel op ment of ev ery
fac ulty. Ev ery thing was sa cred to him. and all was a part of the great life
and will of God.

Presently the meal was over and quiet ness reigned again.
“Now for our chat.” said the old man. “I think there are some de cent

cigars in the house, and al though I am no great smoker now I’ll join you.”
A few min utes later Carew found him self talk ing as though he had

known him for years. Here was a man to whom he could un bo som him self,
one to whom he could tell not only the ex pe ri ences of the last few months,
but those deeper thoughts which had been locked up in his heart.

The old nov el ist lis tened qui etly. Some times there was amuse ment in his
kindly eves, and at oth ers there was a look of in fi nite pity and com pas sion.
Presently state ments led to ques tion ings, and ques tion ings to ex pla na tions.
Be fore an hour was over Carew had told the story of his life, he had even
re lated the his tory of his love for Joan Win scombe.

“Thou art not far from the King dom of God.” said the old nov el ist
presently.

Carew shook his head.
“I have not an atom of faith,” he said. “While you were speak ing dur ing

the evening it seemed easy to be lieve, the blank wall of ma te ri al ism seemed
to melt away; even now I could al most say that I be lieve. I have been in and
still am in an at mos phere of faith; but I shall go back to the ho tel presently.
Prob a bly in a few days I shall be in Paris, where I shall stay for a time
among some artist friends in the Latin quar ter. Then I shall be in an at mos- 
phere of ma te ri al ism, and then I shall no longer be lieve.”

Thou art not far from the King dom of God." re peated the old man.
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Carew started to his feet. “I shall be laugh ing at my self as a sen ti men tal,
emo tional id iot to mor row,” he said.

“The in flu ences of a life time are not so eas ily erad i cated. I shall ex plain
away the in flu ences of this evening. I shall be lieve that mag netic forces
have been at work — men tal telepa thy, mes merism, what you like — and
all those things which ap pear so real to you will re solve them selves into
ner vous emo tions, an i mal mag netism and the like.”

The old man laughed like one well pleased. “What ever else you are.
Mr. Carew,” he said, “you are a pass ably hon est young man. Un con sciously
you have been seek ing af ter God, and God is to be found.”

“Is He? Are you sure?”
“Am I sure that the song of a nightin gale is sweet?” he said. “I am just as

sure that God can be found. And you are go ing on seek ing.”
Carew shrugged his shoul ders.
“I must be go ing now.” he said. “Thank you very much for be ing so pa- 

tient with me. I wish I had met you ten years ago.”
“I wish you had,” replied the old nov el ist; “but never mind, the years are

not wasted.”
“I shall never, can never, be lieve in churches, or re li gion as taught by the

churches,” said Carew presently.
“Well, does that mat ter? The churches are like scaf fold ing to a build ing.”
“That as sumes that they are nec es sary.”
“To some minds they are.”
He went to the door, the old nov el ist ac com pa ny ing him. The moon

sailed in a nearly cloud less sky, and so bright was the great re gent of the
night that scarcely a star ap peared.

“How beau ti ful God is!” said the old man.
Carew was silent.
“You don’t be lieve it?”
“Two nights ago I asked the woman I loved to marry me,” said Carew.

“She sent me away hope less. To you my feel ing is doubt less poor, un wor- 
thy. But when a man who gives all that is best in his na ture, gives it be cause
he can’t help it, and yet it is re fused, he can’t feel very sen ti men tal about
moon lit nights.”

“My dear lad, the God that led you to love that woman knows all about
it. And the love is not in vain.”

“Do you mean to say that my love will some day be re turned?”
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“Prob a bly not. Prob a bly it is best it should not. All I know is that the
love is not in vain, and that some time you will know it. There’s no chance
in the world, my son.”

“What is there, then?”
“Love, Eter nal love.”
“Good-night, sir,” said Carew, hold ing out his hand.
“Do you know the Span ish for mula?” said the old man. “Va con Dios:

‘Go with God.’ Tell me when the light comes.”
“It will never come,” said Carew.
“Not this side the sun set, per haps,” replied the other. “But if it does not,

tell me on the other side.”
“If there is an other side,” said Carew.
“Ah. but there is. I’ve seen it. Good-night.”
Carew did not leave Bor dighera for sev eral days, but nei ther did he go to

see the old prophet again. He longed to ex ceed ingly, but some thing kept
him, why, he did not know.

He wrote to George Gib bins and Mrs. Simp son, giv ing cer tain in struc- 
tions, and also ask ing for news as to how the work was pro gress ing, and
then de cided to wait un til the an swer came. He took long walks over the
moun tains which lie at the back of San Remo and Bor dighera; he went into
the cot tages of the peas ants and talked with the peo ple, and all the time he
tried to look the fu ture straight in the face.

It came to him then that life, as far as he was con cerned, was scarcely
worth the liv ing. He found no in ter est in any thing. First of all, he came to
the con clu sion that Joan Win scombe could never care for him, and that even
if she could she could never be his wife. He had, by that ac tion at Tel
Moloch, raised a bar rier be tween them which could never be re moved. He
had out raged her feel ings; he had done that which to her was heinous be- 
yond words. No, Joan Win scombe, the one woman which he had ever re ally
loved could never be his, and that fact cov ered the sky of his life like a great
black cloud. What, then, had he to live for? He knew not why, but all in ter- 
est in the book he had in tended to write was gone. What was the his tory of
the Stones of Moab which lay in the mosque at Tel Moloch to him? What
did he care for he leg ends of the Arabs? To Sir Richard Win scombe it might
be of in ter est. It was. But then Sir Richard was an an ti quary and be lieved
that those old stones which he had gone so far to seek would in flu ence the
re li gious thought of the world. There seemed no rea son why he should live.
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The world had no need for him, and he had no pur pose in life. If he were
obliged to work for a liveli hood the world might be a dif fer ent place. But he
was not. He had in her ited from his mother more money than he needed.
Years ago he liked to do jour nal is tic work, but now he felt no in ter est in it.
He had no faith. God was not real to him.

And yet the ex pe ri ences of the night which he had spent at the house of
the old nov el ist haunted him. There must be some thing in it all, but he
could not ex pe ri ence it. He came from the dark, and he would go into the
dark. He could not ex plain the mys tery of life, but he felt that he was sim ply
the prod uct of ma te rial forces.

He did not se ri ously con tem plate sui cide. He only knew that he had no
great de sire to live, and that he should not be at all sorry if he were to die.
Why did he not feel the same zest for life as he felt, when, to save him self
from death, he had tram pled on the sym bol which to so many was a sa cred
thing? He could not ex plain.

Presently he re ceived let ters from George Gib bins and Mrs. Simp son.
Both of them wrote hope fully about their work gen er ally, but they were
very pes simistic about those in whose ref or ma tion he was in ter ested. The
re spectable men and girls ap pre ci ated the club, but the drunk ards and the
out casts never came. As for Ikey Schmidt and Barker, they had been both
drunk on the very night af ter they had signed the pledge; while Sally-in-our-
Al ley and Nell Hark wright were re garded as ut terly hope less.

“It is no use.” wrote Mrs. Simp son. “I’ve done ev ery thing I can for those
girls, and I can make no head way. They sim ply don’t want to be re- 
spectable, and, what is more, if I could get them to the club they would
keep the re spectable ones from com ing. My ad vice is, sir, let them go.
You’ll never do them any good. They are a very bad lot, and if there is one
thing worse than an other that is the thing they want to do. At present Nell
Hark wright is liv ing with one of the worst char ac ters in the dis trict, a man
who has been in prison sev eral times: and as for Sally, I’ve lost sight of her
for some days.”

It was not cheer ful news, but, strange as it may seem, it gave Carew a
kind of in ter est in his work which he had not felt for a long time.

“I won der what Fa ther Whit man is do ing, and how he’s get ting on with
his peo ple?” he re flected. " It’s three weeks now since I left Binker’s Lane.
I’ll go what they are do ing."
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A few days later he was in Lon don again, straight to Binker’s Lane. He
lit tle thought, as he drove up to No. 15. of what would hap pen dur ing the
next few weeks.
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24. How Carew Lost His Wa ger

FOR SOME TIME af ter his re turn, Carew de voted him self to the find ing and
the re form ing of the men and women for whom he had es tab lished his
clubs. Why he was so anx ious about them he could not ex plain, but no city
mis sion ary ever strove harder for the sal va tion of souls than Carew strove
for the moral recla ma tion of Ikey Schmidt, Jim Barker and Nell Hark- 
wright. As for “Sally-in-our-Al ley,” he had lost sight of her al to gether. He
had made all sorts of in quiries in vain, and he was at last led to the con clu- 
sion that ei ther Sally had left the dis trict or was dead. He was very much
dis ap pointed at this, but he be stowed all the more at ten tion to the oth ers. He
kept to the part of his bar gain that not a word about re li gion should be spo- 
ken, but he of fered ev ery in duce ment he could think of to per suade them as
to the wis dom of a well-con ducted, or derly life. But his ex pe ri ences were
only a rep e ti tion of those of Mrs. Simp son and George Gib bins.

“Wot’s the use o’ tryin’ to be good and re spectable?” said Nell. I don’t
want to be re spectable, I tell yer so straight. If I wos re spectable I could
never go on the booze and I could never ’ave a good time."

Carew tried to ap peal to her wom an hood, and to a woman’s sense of
mod esty, but Nell only laughed at him.

“Oh, stow yer blar ney, gu vnor,” she said; “I want no pi ous talks, and I
won’t have none. I’m goin’ to en joy my self, I am.”

This and a great deal more she told him when she was in a com mu nica- 
tive mood; in deed, she told him her mind so com pletely that Carew felt that
Mrs. Simp son was right. The girl’s case was hope less.

When he asked whether she knew any thing of Sally-in-our-Al ley. Nell,
while pro fess ing en tire ig no rance of her where abouts, seemed to he per- 
fectly at ease about her.

“Sal’ll turn up oll right.” she per sisted. “When I saw her lawst she ’ad a
new pal. she’ad. He was a Gypsy, he was, so per haps she’s on the tramp.
Rut Sal’ll come back again; Sal likes ’er booze she does, and wot’s more
she knows where she can git it.”
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When Carew tried to per suade her to marry the man she was liv ing with,
she at first laughed in his face and asked him if he was “a bloomin’ sky pi- 
lot.”

He called to mind what “Lord Claude” had said to him in Fa ther Whit- 
man’s doss-house. “The great thing needed,” said this pedan tic moun te- 
bank, “is moral am bi tion. Un til you can arouse that, we shall re main as we
are. walk ing swill-tubs.”

He was just as un suc cess ful with the men.
“The troof is, gu vnor.” said Ikey Schmidt, “I just cawn’t do with out my

booze. It’s meat and drink ter me, it is. My in side’s all on a burn for it. it is.
The lawst time you ad a talk wi’ me. I said I’d go stright, I did. But the next
day the thirst came on me and I said,”I’ll just ave one glass, I will, an’ only
one "; but afore I left the pub., gu vnor. I wos blind drunk, I wos.

It was weary work, but still he per se vered, only to be dis ap pointed. He
stu diously avoided Fa ther Whit man’s mis sion, nei ther did he come into
con tact with the old mis sioner. Binker’s Lane was more than a mile from
the cen ter of Fa ther Whit man’s labors, and as a con se quence they did not
meet.

Af ter a time, how ever, Carew made his way to the old man’s house. It
was on a Sun day af ter noon, and he was for tu nate in find ing him in.

"Ah Mr. Carew, you’ve come to re port progress, I sup pose. It’s more
than six months now since we started, and now we are both free to speak. .

The old man spoke cheer fully, nay, more, it was ev i dent from his bois ter- 
ous laugh and the bright look in his eyes that he was in a very ju bi lant
mood.

“No, I’ve noth ing to re port,” replied Carew, “but I thought I’d come over
and have a chat.”

“That’s right. I heard just af ter you were here last, that you had gone to
the South of France. Did you stay with Sir Richard?”

“No, I was in Cannes only one night. I went down to Italy.”
“Ah, but you saw Miss. Win scombe and Sir Richard?”
“Only for an hour or so.”
“Then you don’t know whether the news is true?”
“What news?”
“That she’s en gaged to Mr. Tren grove.”
“Is that re ported?”
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“Yes. I haven’t seen Mr. Tren grove for some time, but I know he has had
a call to a big church, and that he’s seek ing a house. It is be lieved that he’s
go ing to get mar ried.”

“Pos si bly,” said Carew qui etly. “I know noth ing about it. Have you
heard any thing from her?”

“Not much. I’m told that she’s com ing home from Switzer land shortly,
and that she’s com ing down here im me di ately on her re turn.”

“To help you in your work?”
“Yes, why else should she come? A lady like Miss Win scombe would

not come here to en joy her self. And vet I don’t know. She has of ten told me
that she’s never so happy as when she’s down here. Is tea ready, mother?
That’s right. Mr. Carew has come to have a cup with us, and I mustn’t be
long over it, be cause I must get ready for my meet ing.”

“What sort of a meet ing have you?” said Carew.
“Oh, my usual Sun day night meet ing. You’ve never been at one of them,

have you? Why not come tonight and then come in for a bit of sup per af ter- 
wards? I can re port progress bet ter af ter the meet ing. I shall have more time
you know.” And there was a pe cu liar twin kle in the old man s eyes.

“I don’t mind if I do,” said Carew. “I had thought of go ing up West af ter
see ing you, but there’s no need that I should.”

Dur ing tea the con ver sa tion was gen eral. Mrs. Whit man and the young
lady who was at the time help ing in the work re lated sto ries in con nec tion
with the women’s doss-house, while Carew told of some of the things he
had seen at Monte Carlo and Bor dighera. As for Fa ther Whit man, he
seemed very busy think ing out the ad dress he meant to give at the meet ing
which was to he shortly held.

Soon af ter six o’clock. Carew found his way into the hall where Fa ther
Whit man usu ally held his Sun day evening ser vices. It was a fairly large
build ing, seat ing some five or six hun dred per sons. Al though the time for
com mence ment had not yet ar rived the place was al most filled, and be fore
the first hymn was sung there was not an avail able seat any where. Carew
could not help be ing struck by the char ac ter of the peo ple present.

It is true that a good many in the com pany be longed to the flot sam and
jet sam of life. Brazen-faced women were there, who mocked the sci ence of
civ i liza tion; sod den men were there, whose great est joy seemed to be to sat- 
isfy all that was bes tial in their lives: but in the main it was a happy gath er- 
ing, al though the peo ple were drawn from the slums of the East End.
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Fa ther Whit man gave out the first hymn, and Carew felt like laugh ing as
he opened the hymn-book winch had been given to him, and read the lines
they were go ing to sing. By no stretch of the imag i na tion could they be
called po etry . Many of the hymns in the book were dog gerel, and poor
dog gerel at that. And yet the peo ple sang with great gusto. “Where is your
an chor?” was the re frain, which rolled and swelled over the hall.

The hymn spoke of the tri als of life, its dif fi cul ties and sor rows and
strug gles, and then asked the ques tion, “Where is your an chor?” Carew
looked at the faces of the peo ple as they sang. Horny-handed, low-browed,
un e d u cated men were there: tired, faded-look ing women were there, women
who stood all day be fore an iron ing-board, or sewed but ton holes, or made
pa per bags. Few were the joys of their lives, and many their hard ships, and
thus they doubt less felt the truth of the words they sang. But at the end of
each verse there was a note of tri umph, for in an swer to the ques tion,
“Where is your an chor? they burst forth into the re ply,”Christ is our an chor,
Christ the Son of God!"

“They be lieve it, too.” thought Carew; they have no doubts about it, and
they are joy ful."

Presently they came to the last verse. It spoke of the time when the
clammy hand of death should be placed on their brows, and when they
would have to go out into the great un known land. Carew saw tears in their
eyes as they sang. Some of them had doubt less lost dear ones, they had
buried fa ther, mother, friends, chil dren, and the great mys tery of death pos- 
sessed them as it pos sesses all who think of it. Then came the ques tion
again, “Where is your an chor?” and joy fully they gave back the an swer,
“Christ is our an chor! Christ is our an chor!” Some shouted Hal lelu jah,
while on the faces of many tears of joy rolled.

“Great God. if it helps them, let them have it,” thought Carew. " What
would they be with out their faith? Aye, where would they be this very night
with out it? Prob a bly in some pigsty of sin, or drunk in some pub lic-house."

Af ter the hymn, old Fa ther Whit man prayed. It was dif fer ent from the
prayer which the old nov el ist had of fered a few Sun day nights be fore in the
villa above the calm blue wa ters of the Mediter ranean; but the faith which
in spired the man of let ters also in spired this sim ple city mis sioner, and the
cen tral thought of the prayer was the Man upon whose cross he had tram- 
pled to save his life. Yes, he felt, ashamed of him self. He had been a cow- 
ard, yes. and worse than a cow ard; he had tram pled upon the sym bol of a
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truth which was the great est force for right eous ness he had ever seen. He
had tried to re form peo ple with out Christ. He had se lected the drink-sod den
and lust-sod den, and taught them what he called “com mon-sense.” He had
sur rounded their lives by what he called re fin ing in flu ences, and his work
had had no ef fect upon those whom he had tried to re form Ikey Schmidt
and Jim Barker were prob a bly drunk, while Nell Hark wright could not be
aroused even to a de sire for a de cent life. While here — what were these
peo ple from whence did they come?

Fa ther Whit man con cluded his prayer and gave out an other hymn. Then
he read a por tion of the New Tes ta ment — the story of the woman who sat
by the well at Samaria, and af ter wards he be gan his ad dress.

It was not elo quent, it was not learned; there were no finely rounded sen- 
tences, no choice thought, and yet he held Carew’s at ten tion. It was the ad- 
dress of a strong, com mon sense. vig or ous-minded man; but more, it was the
ad dress of the man who knew the peo ple to whom he was talk ing, and who
felt sure that the Gospel which he preached would meet their needs. Again
Carew felt the dif fer ence be tween this ad dress and that of the man who
spoke to the quiet, thought ful as sem bly at Bor dighera, but he re al ized the
sim i lar ity too. Af ter all, it was the same Gospel, the same faith.

“Now,” said the old man, when he had fin ished, “I have had my say, and
you must have yours. You know, many of you, whether this Gospel is true
or no.; you know what it has done for you.”

Carew felt al most sorry that Fa ther Whit man had de cided to let the meet- 
ing take this course. He called to mind some of the sto ries he had heard
con cern ing re formed rakes giv ing their ex pe ri ences, and had laughed at
them. And he did not feel in the hu mor for laugh ing tonight. Still he looked
to wards the plat form with in ter est, and when one af ter an other got up and
told of the change in their lives through faith in Je sus Christ, he was sim ply
stag gered by what he heard. For it was Fa ther Whit man’s story re peated
again and again. But this was not all, for presently a man rose whose face
he re mem bered. Yes, it was a man who had been elected months be fore, as
one of those on whose ref or ma tion Fa ther Whit man had staked his faith in
Chris tian ity. He re mem bered him per fectly, and yet the change in him was
so great that he al most doubted. A few months ago the man was a great
hulk ing black guard; ac knowl edged to be one of the most hope less char ac- 
ters in the dis trict. Then his face was bloated, his clothes were torn and
dirty; now, al though he was any thing but at trac tive in ap pear ance, be was



202

sober and re spectably dressed. But more than that, Carew no ticed the bright
look in his eyes which had struck him at first as he had looked on the faces
of this mot ley as sem bly.

“I am al most ashamed to speak.” said the man, in a bro ken, stam mer ing
voice: “all the same, I’d like to tell you what the Lord hev done fer me.
First I thought I wouldn’t spy no think, ’cause I were feared, and ’cause,
well, I in’t a-kip stright for more’n four months. Ses you”Arry’ll fall back,
‘ee will; let im wite a bit.’ ses you; but I cawnt ‘elp speakin’, friends. Four
months ago well, you knows wot I wos and wot I’d been for years afore.
Wen Farver Whit man told me ‘ee wos a-prayin’ for me. I told ‘im to go to
’ell, I did, and I kep’ on in my ole wy wuss nor ever. Oil the sime, Farver
Whit man got me to come ere, ‘ee did, and then — well, I got mis er able. I
did, and I felt as ’ow I’d like to be a man. I did, in stead of a beastly
drunken, thievin’, dirty black guard. Well. I dun now ‘ow ’twas, but Farver
Whit man got me on my knees, he did aand — and, well, afore I know’d wot
I wur abaat, I wur erv ing. I earn’t ex plain it, friends, but a chynge came
over me and I felt a new man. Of course my ole pals chauwffed me, and
plyed orl sorts o’ tricks, but I’m ‘ere tody and I’m a noo man. I am, friends.
I am. Yus. of ten and of ten I just longs for a drop o’ drink, and then I just
prays. You knoes my ole Dutch, too. Well, she’d left me, she ad, but I got
‘er back: and I’ve took a ’ouse not a grand ’un, but it’s clean and tidy like,
and me and my old Dutch, wy we’re a-swee t autin’ ag yne, we are myies,
and well. ’Will ’ee stand it? ses you: no. not if ’Arry Sim mons ’as to do it
by his self, but with Je sus with me I shall stand it, and I mean to stand ii till I
dies."

That the man was sin cere there could be no doubt, tears were rolling
down his face as he spoke, and it was this very sin cer ity that af fected the
crowd. Carew felt it. Cyn i cal as he had al ways been about such sto ries, he
could not deny the won der ful change. This man was as bad as Ikey Schmidt
or Jim Barker, and yet he was a new man. He must make in quiries. What,
af ter all. if the story of Christ were a mighty force, what if –––?

His at ten tion was di rected to a woman’s voice.
“I want ter speak, Fa ther Whit man, if I my,” it said, and Carew looked in

the di rec tion from which the voice came. It was the woman who had been
lost to his club, it was Sally in our Al ley.

“I don’t think I should a-spoke, only there’s a gen tle man ‘ere as ’as bin
kind to gals like me. ’Ee stawted a club, ’ee did, in Binker’s Land and tried
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to get me to it. Yus, you know me, I’m al lays corled Sally in our Al ley.
Well, I went to his club, I did, ’cause – well, peo ple sad as ’ow he wur a soft
cove, and that we could git money aat on him with art work in’ and that
thier’ worn’t goin’ to be no bloomin’ re li gion, as I used tor curl it, in ‘is
club. Well. I pre tended that I was a goin’ to start strvte. I did. just to kid ‘im,
and I signed the pledge an’ orl that, but wen I foiled out that he ex pected me
to work I just chucked ‘is club, ’spe cially wen I found that I ’ad to bel live
my self and that the other girls tu nica up their noses at me. I think I went on
the spree worse nor ever and I come over this wy to live with a bloke I’d
picked up Then one night a young lidr talked to me like and got me to come
to a meetin’ ‘ere, and I got con verted I did. Yus I knows you think it’s
wrong of me to talk abaat it ’cos I ain’t a-bin con verted more’n two months,
but im livin’ st rite, I am, and I’ve turned tee to taller. I ave, and ‘ve chucked
my bad ways, I ’ave, and I in wukkin fer my livin’ orl re spectable like, and
I worn t to be a good girl. I do, and ever since the Lord Je sus came to my
heart I’ve worn’ed to go and tell the gen tle man abaat it, but Farver Whit- 
man wouldn’t let me. ‘Prove it’s real’ ses ‘ee, ’afore you tell ’im; give it a
few months’ trial; but when I sees im ’ere, and when I ’ears ’Airy Sim mons
speak, my eart felt so full that I felt I must con fess what the dear Lord ’ad
done fer me.”

Carew looked at the girl while she was speak ing. Yes, there could be no
doubt about it, whether the change would be last ing or not, it was cer tainly
real. The girl had a new and bet ter look on her face, there was a new ex- 
pres sion in her eyes.

Af ter the meet ing was over, he spoke both to her and to ’Arry Sim mons,
and he ques tioned them con cern ing what they said, and the con ver sa tion
was a rev e la tion to him. What ev ery thing else had failed to do, this Gospel
which Fa ther Whit man preached had done. Would the change last? He
could not tell, but if it had lasted for over thirty years in the case of Fahter
Whit man and scores of oth ers in the neigh bor hood, why could it not last
with them? Be sides, his work from this stand point was a fail ure. Ikey
Schmidt, and Jim Barker, and Nell Hark wright were no nearer re formed
char ac ters to day than they were on the first day he had com menced his
work. He felt like say ing, with the old Ro man Em peror, “Oh! pale Galilean,
Thou hast con quered.” There were a thou sand ques tions in his mind which
re mained unan swered, but he could not deny the power which had changed
the lives of those peo ple in that hall.
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He stayed with Fa ther Whit man un til nearly mid night. He felt that the
old mis sioner pos sessed a se cret un known to him. The knowl edge of the
school men was as fool ish ness com pared with the wis dom of this old man.
And when the con ver sa tion at length came to an end he walked qui etly back
to his room in Binker’s Lane.

The twelve months were not yet up, but he felt that his schemes for the
ref or ma tion of the lost were played out. They lacked driv ing force, they
lacked the power to change char ac ter, and therein lay the whole se cret.

He did not go to bed when he re turned. In stead, he took the New Tes ta- 
ment which he had brought with him to Binker’s Lane and be gan to read.

“Be lieve, be lieve, be lieve,” he said presently. “But how can I be lieve?
Yes, I can not help be liev ing in what I have seen, but how can I be lieve for
my self?”

He sat for a long time in deep thought. “I won der if it can be true?” he
went on presently; “I won der now, if I prayed, should I get any an swer?”
Af ter a while be knelt down and be gan to pray. How long be knelt he did
not know, but as he prayed it seemed to him as though a change came over
him. His heart grew lighter, and a great light took the place of dark ness.

“What does it mean?” he asked like one dazed. “Can it be that God is an- 
swer ing my prayer?”

He did not re al ize that he had been pray ing for months that un known to
him self he had been grop ing in the dark to wards truth and re al ity, and that
all his ex pe ri ence was re ally search af ter God; but he knew that light, that
faith had come to him. It was not an in tel lec tual change which he had re al- 
ized, it was a con scious ness of God; it was the re al iza tion that Christ was no
mere name, not a myth, but a new life in his heart. He could for mu late no
creed, he did not need any. In a very deep sense he knew that old things had
passed away, and that all things had be come new.

“Why, I be lieve!” he cried presently. “No, I do not be lieve, I know! I
know!”

He walked to and fro in the room and tried to un der stand what he felt;
but he could not; it was be yond thought.

It was a great con scious ness of a new life, of new pur pose, of new
strength. His heaven was higher, life was longer, grander. He had been born
anew!

He laughed aloud in his new-found joy. He could un der stand noth ing,
but he knew that God was a re al ity, that Christ was no far-off the o log i cal
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myth, but a liv ing Pres ence.
The next morn ing he found his way to Fa ther Whit man’s mis sion house.
“You re mem ber our wa ger?” he said to the old man. “You did not men- 

tion it last night, but it was in your mind all the time.”
“Yes, it was.” replied Fa ther Whit man, look ing at him steadily.
“I came to tell you that – that — well, I ad mit you have won and I have

lost.”
Whit man did not speak, but he kept his eyes fixed on the young man’s

face.
“I know the year is not up yet, but I con fess that you are right.”
“And the other part?” said the old mis sioner; " what about that?"
“I played the game, didn’t I?”
“Yes.”
“Well, I am enough of a sports man to play the game out.”
“But, but –”
“I – I – Fa ther Whit man, I want you to take those clubs off my hands. I

want you to tell those men and women about Christ.”
“But you, Mr. Carew, what are you go ing to do?”
“I— oh! I am go ing to play the game, that’s all.”
“Play the game?”
“Yes, a man must do that. I am an old pub lic school boy, Whit man, and

one of our stan dards of honor was that we must play the game al though we
might be los ing – play the game and not foul the pitch.”

Whit man looked be wil dered. “I do not un der stand you sir,” he said: “but
that doesn’t mat ter, you’ve got the light. When did it come? Was it last
night af ter you had left me?”

“Yes.”
“I ex pected it; I was pray ing for you all night. But about those clubs, sir

— are you se ri ous about hand ing them over to me?”
“Quite se ri ous.”
“Are you go ing away then?”
“Yes, for a time.”
“But why, sir? You could do such –”
“I must go. Whit man; I must play the game.”
“I don’t un der stand, sir. When do you go?”
“Oh! to day — to mor row — soon, any how. Good-bye, Whit man. I leave

the clubs to you, and here is some thing to keep the wolf from the door,” and
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be handed him a slip of pa per.
“But you’ll be back again soon?”
“There’s no know ing.”
There was a look of ut ter be wil der ment in the old man’s eyes. He won- 

dered what was in Carew’s mind; but the young man looked so happy that
he knew all was well.

“I’m ex pect ing Miss Win scombe home shortly — is there any mes sage I
can give her?” he said.

Carew felt his heart beat wildly, and for a few min utes he did not speak.
“Yes,” he said presently, “you can tell her that, I lost the wa ger and that I’m
very glad. That’s all I think.”

“That’s all, sir.”
“Yes, thats all. You can tell her I played the game fairly – and – and that

I hope I am a good sports man.”
“I’ll tell her, sir, but I don’t un der stand a bit what you mean. Will she un- 

der stand?”
“No, I don’t think she will. But that does not mat ter. Good-bye.”
“But I shall see you back again soon?”
“I don’t know. And that doesn’t mat ter ei ther, does it?”
A few hours later Bam field Carew was in his fa ther’s house.
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25. Carew’s Re turn To Tel
Moloch

CAREW WAS SIT TING in an arm chair look ing to wards his fa ther, while Fa- 
ther Mussi looked first at one then at the other.

Carew had told his fa ther and the priest, of his ex pe ri ence, dur ing the
last few months, and now he was an swer ing ques tions which first the one
and then the other asked him.

At first there was a look of great joy in the eyes of Mr. Carew as Bam- 
field told his story but presently an ex pres sion of dis ap point ment rested
upon his face.

“But you be lieve?”
“Yes, fa ther, I be lieve.”
“Then you can come back to the Church?”
Carew shook his head.
“But it is your duty. You dare not refuse.”
“No,” said Bam field, “I can not do that, but I though I ought to tell you

what has come to pass. I am glad, too, that Fa ther Mussi hap pened to be
here.”

“But why not? You are not a Protes tant.”
“I don’t know. That does not mat ter, does it? Whether I be long to this or

that Church mat ters no more than the kind of but tons I wear on my coat. I
be lieve in the Son of God, that is the thing that mat ters.”

“But don’t you see that you are still an un be liever if you deny the
Church of Christ? It is His Body.”

A look like pain came into Carew’s eyes. “I am afraid you do not un der- 
stand, fa ther,” he said. “When a man who has been in the dark ness for years
comes into the light, he does not trou ble about the color of the win dow cur- 
tains. He sees, sees! That is ev ery thing.”

For a long time the priest and his fa ther ar gued with him, but they were
liv ing in dif fer ent worlds. Bam field knew! He lived in a realm of light and
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con scious ness; the oth ers were in the twi light of sym bols, and dog mas, and
me chan i cal con trivances. To the young man who had seen the vi sion of
Christ, faith was not a mat ter of apos toli cal suc ces sion, tran sub stan ti a tion,
priest hood, and the singing of masses! These were the trap pings which
helped to hide the truth. He had seen the Christ, he had en tered the realm of
cer tainty.

“I must come and see you,” said Fa ther Mussi, when presently Bam field
rose to go; “now that you be lieve, you will see your need of the Church.”

Bam field did not re ply, but he shook the man’s hand kindly and then
turned to his fa ther.

“I shall see you of tener now. I hope,” said the older man.
“I don’t know,” replied Bam field. “It is ex tremely doubt ful. For the next

few weeks I shall be out of Lon don.”
“Where are you go ing?”
Carew hes i tated. “A rather long jour ney,” he replied presently.
“Alone?”
“Yes, I am go ing alone.”
Two days later he was on his way to Mar seilles. He had been in formed

that he would be in time to catch a boat which was on its way to Port Said.
He had caught the train which left the Gare du Lyons, in Paris, at nine
o’clock at night and on the fol low ing morn ing he found him self in this busy
port of the Mediter ranean.

He was ev i dently in a thought ful mood, but there was no look of sor row
on his face. Rather, he was very cheer ful. He spoke pleas antly to the porters
who car ried his lug gage and seemed to be en joy ing his jour ney. 
“Do you know whether the Em press Eu qene has come into har bor yet?” he
asked.

“No, M’sieur, it will not ar rive un til mid day, and it will leave at four this
af ter noon. M’sieur will go to an ho tel?”

“Yes. I want, some break fast badly, and af ter that I will go out to the
Chateau D’If.”

“My brother has a boat, M’sieur; a very good boat. He will take you. The
name of the boat is La Tulipe Noire, af ter Du mas’ novel.”

“That is well, I will look out for La Tulipe Noire.”
The cab rat tled away to wards the ho tel, while Carew made him self as

com fort able as pos si ble in the by no means lux u ri ous con veyance. Af ter
break fast he went down to the har bor and en gaged La Tulipe Noire. As the
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man rowed out to wards the rock which Du mas has im mor tal ized by his
great scene in The Count of Monte Cristo, Carew hummed a song. Ev i- 
dently he was en joy ing the ex cur sion.

“In five days or so I shall be in Pales tine,” he thought, “I won der if I
shall ever see the Mediter ranean again af ter that. I sup pose it seems like a
fool hardy thing to do. but I must play the game. I have fouled the pitch, and
I must see that it is put right.”

A few days later he ar rived at Port Said, where he had to wait twenty-
four hours for an other ves sel to take him to Jaffa. He fret ted some what at
the de lay, and then laughed at him self for his im pa tience.

“Any one would think I was anx ious to rush to my death,” he said to
him self. " All the same. I shall never be truly happy un til I have atoned for
that deed. My word, won’t those old chaps be sur prised when they see me?
I lit tle dreamed when I left Tel Moloch that I should be so anx ious to re turn
to it again. But I can’t help it, I must tell them that I acted a cow ard’s part,
and that I re cant ev ery word I said to them."

From Port Said to Jaffa was only a few hours’ jour ney. The ves sel left in
the evening, and ar rived at Jaffa the fol low ing morn ing. Carew slept on the
deck. He could not bear the heat in the close, stuffy cab ins.

The ho tel at Jaffa was empty.
“M’sieur is stay ing at Jaffa?” said the ho tel man ager.
“No, I go on to Jerusalem.”
But Jerusalem is a caul dron. M’sieur will not stay there."
“But M’sieur will not travel in Pales tine through the sum mer? It is like

be ing in an oven.”
“No, I shall not travel in Pales tine, I am go ing away among the moun- 

tains.”
“What moun tains?”
“Those be yond the Dead Sea.”
The man shrugged his shoul ders in de spair. The En glish man must be

mad. None but a mad man would take such a jour ney in the height of sum- 
mer.

Carew took the first train to Jerusalem, and ar rived there, went to the
Mediter ranean Ho tel. What a reek ing, evil-smelling place Jerusalem was!
In the square out side the ho tel the peo ple panted and per spired. Evil-look- 
ing, ill-fed dogs lay in the shady places and blinked. Ragged Turk ish sol- 
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diers stood in the shadow of the Church of the Holy Sepul chre, and smoked
ill-smelling cig a rettes. Jerusalem did not look en tic ing.

As far as he could judge there was scarcely an Eng lish face to be seen,
and, empty as the ho tel was, the man ager did not seem glad to see him. A
spirit of ut ter las si tude per vaded the place.

But the man re mem bered him.
“Ah, M’sieur,” said the man ager, “you got away from the Arabs?”
“Yes, I got away.”
“Re port had it that they con verted you.”
Carew was silent. The man’s words stung him.
“Ah, well,” he went on, “we have all sorts of re li gions in Jerusalem.

Plenty to choose from, eh?”
“And all of them cen ter in one at bot tom,” replied Carew.
The other shrugged his shoul ders. “M’sieur is stay ing in Jerusalem?”
“No,” replied Carew, “I pro pose go ing to Tel Moloch.”
“Ah,” said the other. “M’sieur can doubt less go in safety?”
“I do not fear what may hap pen to me there,” replied Carew. He felt

more free to speak now. No one in Jerusalem knew him, no one trou bled
what might hap pen. Be sides, he had to make ar range ments, and his jour ney
could not be kept a se cret any longer.

“Of course, M’sieur know best,” replied the man. “I should have
thought, af ter hear ing what Ab dul and Yusef told me on their re turn, that
you would not want to go again.”

“I have rea sons,” replied Carew, qui etly.
“They must be im por tant?” queried the man.
“Yes, they are very im por tant,” replied Carew, but in such a tone that the

other did not pur sue the sub ject fur ther.
“Are Ab dul and Yusef in Jerusalem?” queried Carew.
“Yes, no; that is, they live in Bethany through the sum mer. They earn

much dur ing the spring and au tumn, and they rest dur ing the sum mer. Ab- 
dul has now set up as a drago man in a grand way. He has horses and tents
of his own. Ab dul will die a rich man. Will M’sieur re turn by way of
Jerusalem?”

“I do not yet know how or when I shall re turn,” replied Carew.
The next day Carew walked to Bethany. A few clouds had gath ered in

the sky, and thus the jour ney was not un pleas ant. Out side the Dam as cus
gate he turned aside from the road to Bethany, and climbed the lit tle hill
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where, in spite of the fact that the Church of the Holy Sepul chre is sup posed
to cover Cal vary, there is lit tle doubt that Christ was cru ci fied.

As Carew stood on the sum mit of the hill, a feel ing which he could not
ac count for filled his heart. “Here Je sus Christ was cru ci fied,” he said to
him self; “Je sus Christ Son of God. And I, to save my pal try life, de nied
Him, I tram pled on the cross. Yes, I must wipe out that dis grace. I should
never re spect my self again if I didn’t.”

When he ar rived at Bethany he was met by a crowd of half-naked, dirty
and re pul sive peo ple, who pounced upon him for back sheesh. It was a
piteous sight.

Af ter a great deal of in quiry he at length found Ab dul, who for a lib eral
re mu ner a tion of fered to take him within a day’s jour ney of Tel Moloch. At
first he de murred against go ing al to gether, and tried to dis suade Carew
against tak ing the jour ney, but see ing that the young man was de ter mined,
and would there fore em ploy some one else if he re fused, at length con- 
sented. But he would only go to a place some hours’ jour ney from the old
mosque. He had heard that the Sheikh ul Is lam had sworn that he would be
re venged upon those who took away Sir Richard Win scombe, es pe cially as
there had been a great plague in the vil lage since his de par ture.

“But what has the plague to do with you?” asked Carew.
“Ah, Howa jja, did I not help the great En glish man to get away? It was I

who aided Yusef in re turn ing to Jerusalem, ant that led to the res cue of Sir
Richard, who tried to carry away the stones of Maob. Is it not so? Did they
not de mand your con ver sion to turn a way the anger of Al lah? But Sir
Richard was not con verted, and yet he lives. They be lieve the plague came
be cause God was an gry with them for not killing him.”

Two days later Carew was again on his way to Tel Moloch. The jour ney
was a weary one when he took it be fore, but now it was ter ri ble. In deed dur- 
ing the jour ney across the Val ley of the Jor dan, close to the Dead Sea, the
piti less heat of the sun al most made him sick, while the horses seemed too
over come to travel; but when they had crossed the Jor dan, and be gan to
climb the moun tains, it grew cooler. The re main der of the jour ney, how ever,
was made dur ing early morn ing and late evening; from ten o’clock in the
morn ing to five in the evening, they camped in a shady place and rested.

“I know it is mad ness,” said Carew to him self, again and again. “It is
dif fi cult to see what good I can do by go ing; but I can’t help it, I shall never
he sat is fied un til I have con fessed Christ on the very spot where I de nied
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Him. Per haps I shall make some of them see that a Chris tian is not afraid to
die for his faith. Per haps, per haps — who knows?— when I tell them why I
came, and what led me to be lieve, they may — but there, that is in God’s
hands. I should like to have bid den good-bye to Joan be fore I came away,
but that might have led her to guess what I was go ing to do. No, no; I saved
my pal try life by deny ing Christ, I can’t do less than play the game now.”

At the end of the sixth day he ar rived at the spot, where Ab dul had con- 
sented to bring him. He would not ac com pany him any fur ther, he said.
Howa jja could walk to Tel Moloch in six hours, he could ride the dis tance
in three; and nei ther he nor the mule teers would place them selves in dan ger
by go ing an hour fur ther.

Ab dul had been very anx ious to know why Carew wished to go to Tel
Moloch again, see ing the first jour ney had turned out so dis as trously. He
con cluded, how ever, that the mad En glish man fan cied there was some thing
there which he de sired to ob tain, and hav ing ac cepted the Mo hammedan
faith could go in safety. Ab dul had grave doubts about Carew’s fi delity to
Is lam, how ever, es pe cially as he did not sub scribe to Mo hammedan rites.
But Ab dul was rather hazy in his ideas about re li gious mat ters. He had been
paid well for his ser vices, and he saw no rea son for trou bling.

“Howa jja will he back shortly?” asked Ab dul, who had ac com pa nied
Carew a lit tle dis tance from the en camp ment to wards Tel Moloch.

“I do not know.” replied Carew.
“Then what are Howa jja’s com mands?” asked the drago man.
“I am go ing on a strange er rand,” replied Carew qui etly. “I won der how

it will strike you? When I was in Tel Moloch be fore, I saved my life by
deny ing Christ, by tram pling on His Cross, and by pre tend ing to ac cept the
Mo hammedan faith. I be lieved in noth ing then, so I thought it did not mat- 
ter. But since then I have learnt to be lieve in Christ, I have found out that
Chris tian ity is a great fact, a great truth, the great est truth in all the world; I
have learnt that the cross stands for all that is holi est in life, and that I did
the basest thing a man could do when I tram pled upon it. Christ is now
more to me than any thing else in the world. He has made ev ery thing new to
me. What would you do if you were in my place, Ab dul?”

The Arab hes i tated be fore he replied.
“Howa jja is go ing back to tell them all this, to tell them that Christ is His

Lord, and not Mo hammed?” said the Arab, gravely.
“Just that,” replied Carew.
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“They will kill you.”
“Prob a bly.”
“They will kill you.” re peated Ab dul: “but, but – well I am a poor Arab,

who has a wife and fam ily and I am afraid I should be a cow ard; but Howa- 
jja is an En glish man, and a man of honor, and – and – I don’t see how he
can do any thing else.”

“That’s ex actly how it strikes me,” said Carew.
“But, why did not Howa jja bring sol diers to guard him? Howa jja is rich

and can pay.”
“But that would not be play ing the game, would it?” said Carew. “I de- 

nied Christ to save my life: if I con fessed Him with sol diers at my back
–––”

“Yes, yes; I see.” said Ab dul; “that is why we have come out here
alone.”

“That is it; so if I am not back soon you will know –––”
“And I can’t get help now what ever I do.”
“No, that’s the best of it.”
“Why?” asked the Arab.
“Be cause I might be tempted to turn cow ard. I don’t think I should, but I

might be tempted, and I must play the game fairly.”
“I don’t, know what Howa jja means about play ing the game,” said the

Arab, “and I have a wife and chil dren or I would ac com pany him.”
Two hours later Carew saw the minarets of the great mosque. The time

was evening, about two hours from sun set, and he knew that soon the vil- 
lage would he astir. Through out the heat of the day the Arabs would lie in
shady places and sleep, but in the cool of the evening ev ery one would be
ac tive.

Away to wards the south, he saw the place where he had tram pled on the
cross, but he did not go there; in stead, he went straight to wards the vil lage,
which stood near the Eed al Kur ban.

Once or twice the young man laughed as he rode. “It will give the old
John nies a shock to see me again,” he said to him self. “I won der what they
will say? I ex pect Is mayl has mar ried Khamoor, the dark-eyed girl, whom
old Ibra ham had al loted to me. And old Ibra ham would be an gry when he
found I had gone. I ex pect he will be an gry now. As for the Nazir, who
spent so much time on my re li gious in struc tion, and the oth ers who all the
time wanted to kill me I ex pect they will want to make short work of me.”
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But there was no fear in Carew’s eyes as he thought of these things. He
could not ex plain why, but his heart beat joy ously.

No sooner had he en tered the vil lage than a crowd fa thered around him.
Prob a bly no Eu ro pean had been seen in Tel Moloch since he had left it, and
that alone would be enough to cause them to gather. But some rec og nized
him.

“It is the Frank!” they cried; “it is he who ran away from us! It is he who
came to steal the sa cred stones of Moab! Where is Ibra ham, son of As mar?
He must know!”

Carew alighted from his horse and looked around. It was not al to gether
an an gry crowd. There was more cu rios ity and sur prise than anger upon
their faces. Some held out their hands for back sheesh, while oth ers rushed
away to call their neigh bors.

“Whom come you to see?” said a voice presently.
“I come to see Ibra ham, son of As mar.” replied Carew.
“And you bring gold, much gold from the land of gold?”
“No,” replied Carew. “I do not bring much gold. I only come to tell you

some thing.”
“Ah, what? Tell us! Tell us!”
“When Ibra ham comes I will tell you,” replied Carew.
“Achbar and Turslen and many more are gone for him; he will come

with the speed of light.”
“Have you many presents to give Ibra ham?” said a voice which he

recog nised, and turn ing, he saw Is mayl, who loved Khamoor, the daugh ter
of Ibra ham. “If Howa jja brings not many presents to Ibra ham let him be- 
ware — nay, rather let him fly while he may, for there is a great anger in the
heart of Ibra ham against Howa jja. He was not pleased that he would not
stay and wed his daugh ter; he was an gry that he would steal away like a
thief in the night.”

“I have come to tell Ibra ham some thing,” replied Carew.
“A mes sage from the far-off land!”
“Yes, if you will.”
“Will it be pleas ant to Ibra ham’s ears?”
“I’m afraid not.”
“Then Howa jja will do well to fly be fore he comes.”
“I shall not fly, see ing I have come many days’ jour ney to tell him.”
“Then must Howa jja trust in Al lah.”
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Is mayl had scarcely ceased speak ing when Ibra ham came up."
There was a look of ea ger cu rios ity in the old man’s eyes, and Carew

also no ticed the ex pres sion of greed which shone from them.
“You who ran away have re turned,” he said. “Men have told me that

thou hast trav eled far to see me. Is it be cause thou hast heard that I am to be
Sheikh ul Is lam af ter Abou Bazouki?”

“Nay, greatly as thou dost de serve that honor, I have not come for that.”
“Then you have come to bring me gold — me who was kind to thee, me

who led thee to faith, me to whom thou dost owe much?”
“I have come to tell you some thing. You and all the rest who have gath- 

ered here.” said Carew.
“Not to me only? To all?”
“Yes to all. But not here.”
“Not here? Where then?”
“When you saw me first you led me to a spot be tween the hills yon der.

You told me that I de served death be cause I had des e crated your mosque.
And you of fered me life if I would tram ple upon the cross which Chris tians
hold to be the sym bol of their faith and kiss the Ko ran.”

“Yes, yes. And you em braced the faith.”
“Well, I have come to tell you some thing. But not here! Let us go there,

and I will then tell you what I have trav eled many days to say.”
For some time there was much wild talk, but presently Ibra ham led the

way to the place Carew had in di cated, while a great crowd of wild-eyed
shriek ing men and boys thronged around Carew as he fol lowed him.
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26. How Carew Played The
Game

AF TER A TIME Bam field Carew reached the spot where, a few months be- 
fore, he had stood with Sir Richard Win scombe, while the mot ley crowd
waited around, ea ger to know what he would tell them. Carew saw the same
wild look of ex cite ment in their eyes that he had seen then, and he knew
that it needed but lit tle to arouse them to the same un rea son ing pas sion
which had led them to de mand his death. He could not help re al iz ing that he
was be yond the zone of civ i liza tion. These Arabs were but lit tle in flu enced
by the forces which gov ern civ i lized com mu ni ties. In re al ity they were only
sav age chil dren, and were the crea tures of ev ery pass ing pas sion. He knew,
too, that no help would reach him. He had cho sen to place him self in the
power of this horde of fa nat i cal Arabs, be cause, as he had said, “he wanted
to play the game.”

He knew that if the worldly wise knew his mo tives in com ing they
would call him a mad man, yet he did not hes i tate. When he had been there
be fore, he had com mit ted an act which even then had been dis taste ful, but
which, as time had passed by, had been re vealed to him as some thing to be
de spised. Since the night on which he had heard the tes ti monies in Fa ther
Whit man’s mis sion he had seen it in still an other light. Nor only his de sire
to “play the game,” but some thing deeper and holier, and which could not
be ex pressed in words, de manded that he must con fess the Lord he had de- 
nied. He must con fess his faith in the One on whose cross he had tram pled.

He was per fectly calm. He knew that in all prob a bil ity he would never
live to see the light of an other day, but he had noth ing to do with that. He
must do the thing he had set out to do. He heard the Arabs pant ing around
him, he heard them whis per ing ex cit edly to each other. Doubt less they won- 
dered why he had come among them again, won dered what he had to say to
them. Es pe cially was the old Sheikh ex cited be yond mea sure. Per haps
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mem o ries of the other scene came back to him. Then all lusted for his death
be cause he, with his friend, had com mit ted sac ri lege in their holy place.

The Arabs were nearly all armed. Some had knives, while oth ers car ried
an ti quated mus kets; they were friendly for the mo ment, but he knew what
would hap pen the mo ment he told them what was in his heart.

Is mayl had kept close to him all through the jour ney; ev i dently Is mayl
re mem bered the night on which Carew had es caped from Tel Moloch, and
de sired to be his friend. He no ticed, also, that the young Arab en deav ored to
make the oth ers think well of him.

West ward stood the great range of moun tains, but east ward was the in- 
ter minable stretch of desert. Not a breath of wind stirred, and the sum mer
sun scorched the ground on which they stood. Not very far away stood the
great mosque which, ac cord ing to the be lief of the Arabs, he and Sir
Richard Win scombe had de filed.

“You won der why I have come back here,” said Carew qui etly, while a
hun dred pairs of glit ter ing eyes rested on him. “You thought when I left
you, that I should never re turn. I thought so, too. But I have come back to
tell you some thing. You re mem ber that evening when we all stood here be- 
fore. My friend and I, not think ing we were break ing any of your laws, were
try ing to re move the stones of Moab from the mosque yon der, and you
pounced upon us.”

At this there was a grunt of as sent. Some whis pered one to an other,
while oth ers took a step nearer to him so as not to miss a word.

“Ac cord ing to you,” went on Carew qui etly, “we had done a deed which
would call down the wrath of God, a deed which could only be ex pi ated by
our ac cep tance of your faith, or by blood. My friend re fused to ac cept your
faith. You re mem ber that?”

“Iowa! Iowa!” they panted ex cit edly.
“He was a brave man,” went on Carew; “he be lieved in the Chris tian re- 

li gion, and he would not re nounce it to save his life. But I did not be lieve. I
be lieved in noth ing. And I, to save my life, said I would deny the Chris tian
faith. I was a cow ard! I did not re al ize it at the time, but I was. I tram pled
on the cross to save my life.”

The crowd of Arabs crept nearer and nearer, and as Carew spoke he
heard them whis per ing an grily one to an other. As yet they did not seem to
re al ize the pur port of his words.
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“I want to say this,” he went on. “I be lieve that your Ko ran is a good
book, I be lieve your Prophet Mo hammed was a great man: but since I was
here I have learnt to be lieve in Je sus Christ. I want to con fess Him here, and
now. I be lieve that He is the Son of God, the Saviour of the world. I never
was a Mo hammedan, but now I am try ing to be a Chris tian. My con fes sion
to you that I was a Mo hammedan was a lie, it was a cow ard’s con fes sion.
But I do be lieve in Je sus Christ as the Son of God, the Saviour of men. and
I am come here to con fess the Lord whom I de nied.”

They un der stood now, and they shouted madly.
“Let him burn in the pit of flame for ever and ever!”
“May all those dear to him suf fer ev er last ingly!”
“Drive a knife into his heart!”
“He hath brought the curse of Al lah upon us!”
“The plague came to us be cause Al lah was an gry, and be cause we did

not put this liar to death!”
“He must die be fore the sun goes down!”
This and more they cried madly, while some of the older men had drawn

their knives, and were lick ing their lips as if in an tic i pa tion of the plea sure
they would feel when their knives found their way into the young man’s
body. Oth ers were lift ing their hands to heaven, and were call ing down
male dic tions upon his head. Oth ers again were pray ing that Al lah would
for give them for not killing him at the time when his sin was first known.
Still no man touched him. They had gath ered close to him with mur der in
their eyes, but ev i dently they waited for a word of com mand. Carew no- 
ticed, how ever, that Is mayl stayed on the out skirts of the crowd, and that he
seemed to be try ing to make signs.

“It can’t be long now,” thought the young man; “ev i dently they mean to
kill me. Well, it was what I ex pected; but I could do no other. A man must
play the game fairly.”

“Si lence!” said Ibra ham, the old Sheikh, whose voice had saved him
from death when he and Sir Richard Win scombe had been in the Beit Al lah
months be fore. “Si lence, my chil dren, while we in quire fur ther into this
mat ter.”

There was a look of sav age gloat ing in his eyes. Per haps he thought of
pleas ing the God whom he be lieved the young En glish man had out raged.
Per haps he re mem bered that Carew had re fused to en rich him by es cap ing
from Tel Moloch af ter he had of fered him his daugh ter for his wife.
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“I have al ways pleaded for mercy,” he con tin ued, look ing around, “es pe- 
cially since years of wis dom have come upon me, and my blood has ceased
to run hot as it ran in the days of my youth. But me thinks I acted fool ishly
when I re strained you from driv ing your knives into this un be liever’s heart
many moons ago. when we found him with the other in fi del steal ing our sa- 
cred stones. Still, that all men may know that I obey the Ko ran, wherein it
saith: ‘Be slow to pass judg ment, and be wise in search ing out truth,’ I will
e’en ask this in fi del fur ther ques tions.”

At this there was a growl of anger.
“Ibra ham is like a woman in that he de sires much speech!” cried one.
“His mouth is full of empty words!” cried an other.
“He thinks he will be Sheikh ul Is lam by ap pear ing to be wise!” said still

an other.
“Do not fear, my dears,” said Ibra ham, who had noted their an gry looks,

“the anger of Al lah shall be turned aside. What saith the sa cred Book of the
faith ful, ‘the sins of my peo ple can not be re mit ted un less blood be shed,’
and ver ily this in fi del’s blood shall be shed be fore the sun goes down, if in- 
deed he be an in fi del.”

Then turn ing to Carew he said, “Why have you come here again?”
“I have come to tell you what I have told you,” he replied.
“You came to tell us that you deny our Lord Mo hammed, and that you

be lieve in the false faith of the Nazarene?”
“I am come to tell you this,” replied Carew. “I did not be lieve in Christ

when I stood on this spot be fore, I be lieved in noth ing. I was blind, blind —
an in fi del. It was noth ing to me to deny Christ, and I pre tended to ac cept
your faith to save my life. Since then I have found the Lord Christ, and I
could not help com ing back to con fess Him on the place where I de nied
Him. That is all.”

“My chil dren, what shall be come of him?”
“He must die!” shouted the crowd.
“Then I give my con sent to his death,” said Ibra ham.
“He hath kissed our sa cred Book, he hath been taught our faith and we

of fered him a home amongst us. And yet he hath re jected our kind ness and
hath again em braced the false faith of the Nazarene. There fore hath the
plague fallen upon us, and that the anger of Al lah may be ap peased, and
that a worse thing may not be fall us, I give my con sent to his death.”
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“It is well spo ken,” cried many, “let me strike the blow, Fa ther Ibra- 
ham!”

But here a voice was heard above the mut ter ings of the crowd.
“God is great, and Mo hammed is his prophet,” said Is mayl, and he found

his way to Carew’s side. “I pray not only at the ap pointed times, but also by
night,” he went on. “No man hath dared to doubt my faith in Al lah, and
young as I am, I have made my pil grim age to Mecca and I have paid my
vows in the Eed al Kur ban. My fa thers fa thers have lived at Tel Moloch,
and I have taken to wife the daugh ter of Ibra ham, there fore I claim to
speak.”

The crowd was silent, for Is mayl was well spo ken of among the peo ple
and known to all as a brave man.

“Ac cord ing to you this Nazarene is wor thy of death,” he said, “but by
our law we have not the power to slay him.”

“Why? why?” cried many.
"Be cause the Sheikh ul Is lam is not here. Abou Bazouki hath gone but a

day’s jour ney and may re turn be fore the sun goes down. It is well known to
you that Ibra ham only acts in his stead when he hath taken long jour neys.

“Then what would you?” they yelled.
“I would wait un til Abou Bazouki, ap pointed Sheikh ul Is lam, re turns,”

replied Is mayl, "else trou ble will fol low.
“Ay, and will not the wrath of Al lah fall mean while,” cried ibra ham; “for

this Nazarene is not like an or di nary in fi del. Months ago he sought to steal
our sa cred stones, for the which he de served death. Yet be cause he re- 
nounced the false faith and ac cepted the true we for gave him and made
much of him. We for gave him, I say, and heaped kind ness upon him, yet did
he es cape from us, and then Al lah sent us a plague. Now he comes to us and
he tells us that his ac cep tance of our faith was only mock ery. What would
Al lah have us do?”

“Kill him! Kill him!” yelled the crowd.
“Ay,” went on Ibra ham, “he hath not only de filed our sa cred places, but

af ter hav ing pro fessed his faith in our Lord Mo hammed, and af ter hav ing
been in structed in the Ko ran, he hath ac tu ally come back to tell us that he
de nies our Lord and em braces the false faith of the Nazarene. Is not Al lah
an gry? Is not the sun go ing down in blood? Shall we wait for Abou Bazouki
be fore we ap pease Al lah’s wrath?”
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“No, no, let him die! Let me strike the blow!” cried many. “We will not
wait for Abou Bazouki. He may not re turn for many days, and mean while
the wrath of God will fall.”

“I have some thing else to say,” said Is mayl, “I, who am the son of a
brave man, I who speak to the sons of brave men. We have all fought good
fights; not long ago we met that band of ma raud ers from the Val ley called
El Ben Runhn, and some of our broth ers never saw the sun light again, but
they are gone to Par adise be cause they were brave men. And you and I,
broth ers, we love a brave man, even as we de spise a cow ard. Is not that
true?”

“Iowa! Iowa!” they shouted; “we love a brave man.”
“And is not this Nazarene a brave man?” cried Is mayl.
“Let us think, and as we are brave, let us be wise. Ibra ham said that the

plague fell upon us be cause we had an gered Al lah by not slay ing the
Nazarenes. Yet the medicine man who trav eled from Dam as cus told us that
the plague was be cause the wa ter we drank was fouled by the filth of our
town which ran into it. We cleaned the wa ter and the plague stayed. Have I
not spo ken truly?”

At this there was si lence, yet some nod ded their heads un will ingly.
“Then the wrath of Al lah did not fall be cause we failed to kill the

Nazarenes. And is not this Nazarene brave? Did we not love him when he
lived with us? I say we did. But more, my broth ers. Let us re mem ber that he
is not like those of us who have been reared in the true faith; there fore al- 
lowances must be made. And an other thing, my brave broth ers, you who al- 
ways love a brave man, even when he is your en emy. Is not the Nazarene
brave? Why did he come here? To tell us what he be lieves he ought to tell.
Did he ex pect smiles or kind words? Nay, he knew that it would be in your
hearts to kill him, yet he came freely to tell us what he hath told us. Is he
not a brave man to do this? And would you, my broth ers, who are brave
men and sons of brave men, kill a man for do ing a brave deed? We are sons
of the desert and we hate cow ards, but we have a boast that we take brave
men to our hearts. Shall we, then, kill one who, feel ing sure that he walked
to his death, yet came be cause he felt he pleased Al lah by com ing? For this
we know, my broth ers, al though our prophet is the true prophet, yet Je sus
was a prophet, too, and both prophets re vealed the same Al lah to the sons of
men, the one true Al lah! Shall we brave men kill this brave man? For he is a
brave man!”
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Carew saw that Is mayl’s words were hav ing ef fect, and for the first time
a ray of hope came into his heart. Un less Ibra ham turned their pas sions into
an other chan nel it might be that they would al low him to live.

“But he hath de nied our Lord Mo hammed!” they cried.
“My broth ers,” said Is mayl, “if we went to this man’s coun try and con- 

fessed our Lord, would they put us to death? Would they not re spect us as
brave men for con fess ing our Lord? We are men of Tel Moloch, than which
none are braver. We are fol low ers of our Lord Mo hammed, he was a brave
man and loved brave men. Shall we, then, kill a brave man be cause he is
brave? If he had been a cow ard he would not have come here and faced our
anger; but be cause he is brave and feared not our anger, nei ther did he fear
death, he came to us. Broth ers, I can not be lieve you can put him to death!”

“No, no! Let him live, for he is a brave man!” cried many.
“But he hath de nied the Prophet. What, then, will you do with him?”

cried Ibra ham.
“Let him pay a ran som of a hun dred pieces of Eng lish gold and let him

go back to his own peo ple,” said a voice from the out skirts of the crowd.
Ev ery eye had been fixed on Carew and Is mayl while the lat ter had been

speak ing, and no one had no ticed the com ing of an old man with long hair
and heard; nev er the less he had joined the crowd and lis tened to Is mayl’s
words.

“Is mayl hath spo ken truly,” he said, as he moved to Carew’s side.
“The Sheikh ul Is lam, it is Abou Bazouki!” they mur mured.
“But he is an in fi del; he hath come here to deny the prophet,” said Ibra- 

ham.
“Alas! many do that,” said Abou Bazouki; “and as you say, this man

hath com mit ted a griev ous sin. Yet he is a brave man, a man such as our
Lord Mo hammed would have loved. There fore it is not in my heart to kill
such as he in cold blood. There fore it is my will that he pay a ran som and
go free.”

“Yes, let him pay a ran som and go free? He is a brave man!” cried the
crowd.

Then Carew re al ized, as he had never re al ized be fore, the no ble ness of
the Arab na ture. They were far from saints, they glo ried in un clean things,
they stole and they lied, yet when Is mayl had ap pealed to their chivalry, to
their love and honor for brav ery, they had re sponded to his ap peal. He had
never thought of brav ery when he made up his mind to come thither, he had
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never dreamed that his ac tion would be taken in that light, but now he knew
that while his de sire to con fess his Lord had brought him into dan ger, his
com ing there had also won the honor of a peo ple who loved a brave man.

Scarcely had this thought passed through his mind than an other shout of
ex cite ment arose.

“Sol diers! Sol diers!” they cried “The Nazarene is not a brave man. He
came and made his con fes sion be cause he knew that sol diers were near.”

Carew turned, and to his sur prise he saw a num ber of sol diers rid ing to- 
wards them. For a mo ment he was con founded as to the mean ing of this,
but at least he would make known the truth to the Arabs, who looked sav- 
agely to wards him.

“What these sol diers may mean I do not know,” he said. “I spoke to
none. I do not know from whence they came or why they come here. I came
alone to tell you my story. I swear it by the great God above.”

“Let us wait and we shall soon know what they de sire,” said Abou
Bazouki, the Sheikh ul Is lam.

The sol diers gal loped up as though in great haste.
“What would you sol diers of his Serene Majesty?” asked the Sheikh ul

Is lam.
“The young En glish man who ar rived here but a few hours since,” cried

the of fi cer-in-charge. “The Eng lish Con sul is here, and I have pow ers from
Con stantino ple.”

“He is here,” said Abou Bazouki. “Not a hair of his head hath been in- 
jured.”

“We are here in time to save his life, then?” said the. of fi cer.
“No,” replied Abou Bazouki, “had we been minded to kill him you

would not have been in time. But we spared his life be cause he is a brave
man, and even al though he thought he was com ing to his death he still came
to con fess his Lord.”

Many more words were said, but Carew did not hear them, for be hind
the sol diers he saw the face of old Fa ther Whit man, and by his side was
Joan Win scombe.

A few hours later Joan Win scombe and Bam field Carew were alone in a
large tent where he had dined with the British Con sul, his sec re tary, and Fa- 
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ther Whit man. But these men had left them now, and so the two were alone.
“I do not un der stand,” said Bam field.
“What do you not un der stand?” she asked. There was a look in her eyes

which Carew had never seen be fore.
“How you knew where I had gone — and why you came,” he replied. “I

told no one.”
“Yes you did. You told Fa ther Whit man.”
“You are mis taken,” said Carew. “He was ut terly ig no rant of where I was

go ing.”
“I know it,” said Joan. “He knew noth ing; but he knew that you had

found faith, for you told him, and when he asked you what you were go ing
to do, you told him that you were go ing ‘to play the game.’ Af ter that I did
not need to be told any more.”

The girl laughed as she spoke; ev i dently she was very happy
“But — but,” stam mered Carew, “I never dreamed that this would give

an inkling of what I meant to do. Be sides, I fully ex pected that I should be
dead be fore — you would see him, Fa ther Whit man, again.”

“We re turned to Eng land sooner than I imag ined we should,” replied
Joan, “and — well, I went to see Fa ther Whit man im me di ately on my re- 
turn. You see, I won dered whether –”

“What?” asked Carew, when he saw that she hes i tated.
“How you were get ting on with your work,” she laughed.
“Then when he told me what had hap pened and what you said when you

left him, I knew what you would do.”
“How did you know?”
“Well, I had learnt to know you.”
“Then you –”
“I went to my fa ther and told him and asked him to come with me. But

he couldn’t, he was not strong enough. Where upon I told him I was go ing,
alone and then — then he in sisted upon Fa ther Whit man com ing with me.”

“But — but –”
“Surely there are no more ‘buts’?” she said. “I came to Jerusalem not

long af ter you left. We trav eled quickly, hav ing gone by train to Brin disi. I
went to the British Con sul — who — who — ar ranged for sol diers, and
when I in sisted on com ing, too, be said that both he and his sec re tary would
join us. He is a good man.”
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“But why should you come?” asked Carew. He was try ing to un der stand
what her words meant, the events of the last few hours had be wil dered him.

She looked at him steadily, and again Carew saw the bright light in her
eyes, a light he had never seen un til that night.

“Surely you know,” she said, and again she laughed.
“Is — is it that?” he stam mered, and his voice was tremu lous with fear

and hope.
She nod ded her head.
“Tell me, Joan, tell me in so many words. I love you like my own life.

You are all the world to me. Did you come be cause you cared for me?”
Again she nod ded her head. She seemed un able to speak.
“Oh! thank God.” he cried. “I did not dare to hope for such a thing. But,

Joan, what did you mean by — by telling me what you did at Cannes?”
“I did not know then.”
“Did not know what?”
“I did not know what a brave man you were. I — I had all along be- 

lieved you to be a cow ard. Then when Fa ther Whit man told me — what he
did — I — I knew ev ery thing. Fa ther wanted to send in struc tions to the
British Con sul from Lon don, but I in sisted on go ing my self. I — I wanted
to tell you my self that I be lieved in you, and I knew –”

“Knew what?” asked Carew fever ishly.
“What — what you said. you wanted me to tell you,” she said.
“But Fa ther Whit man said you were en gaged to Tren grove!”
“I never thought of him in that way. How could I?” she replied.
Carew did not speak a word. He sim ply looked at her in won der.
“I wanted to ask your for give ness, too.” she went on. "I wanted to tell

you that I knew be fore I left Lon don that you were what the old Sheikh has
said you were.

“What?”
“A brave man. When I knew that I knew – all the rest.” Fa ther Whit man

and the British Con sul en tered the tent, fol lowed by the lat ter’s sec re tary.
For a few min utes they con versed to gether, then Joan and Carew left the
tent and stood un der the open sky. It was a moon less night, but the stars
were won der ful. Never in his life had Carew seen a sight which im pressed
him so much. All around stretched the moun tains, while be yond the moun- 
tains east ward was the great Mosque of Tel Moloch.
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“Is it not won der ful.” he said. " I shall thank God to the last day of my
life that I came here."

“Yes,” she said. “Lis ten to the si lence.”
“No, not si lence,” he an swered; “I seem to hear an gels voices ev ery- 

where.”
“That first aw ful ex pe ri ence here led to your faith didn’t it?” she said.
“It has led to ev ery thing — ev ery thing, since you will be my wife,

Joan.”
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