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CHAPTER L

The Coming of the Preacher.
" The Rev. Gilbert Rutherfurd felt that
‘he had s divine call. His pale, ascetic
|face was stern as flint and there was 2
\determined look in his massive lower jaw
whish boded il] for any one, gentle or
wimple, who would dare cppose him in
the carrying out of his fixed purpose.

So he strode, llke a grenadier, along
the well-kept avenue, and pulled the an-
tique hyonze handle that hung by the
door of the house where she lived.

Perhaps it was the hand of providence
that had guided the young minister into
the quiet of this region of mooriand and
peat to tell of spiritual things to some
Thundreds of rough lead miners and coun-
try farmers, and, In especial to curd,
sy low, and bring to the dust the proud,
soornful gpirit of thig eif-maiden, and to
check her in her career of mad world-
liness. At any rate, he came at the unan-
imous call of the good people of Wan-
lock, and he brought with him all the
fervor and all the zeal of & mean of lofty
ideals and high religious purposa

He had mnot been long settied in the
parish of Wapnlock before he heard from
idle chatterers that which sent the fiush
of indignation to his face, and set aflame
'the comsuming fire of the reformer in
his heart It was a thought not to be
tolerated for a moment that in this, his
parish, thers should be even one who
should openly be suffered unchecked to
make a mock of religion or treat as light
and airy nothings the eternal verities he
preached.

For six weeks he had brooded over
this intoleradle evil; he had prayed over
§t many times, end often what time his
simple country parishioners were asleep
in thefr beds, and now he was fully as-
sured that he was obeying the divine
command, .

Only that afternoon hafl he heard the
Jatest story concerning Lucy
the syren of Dalveen, and, afterward In
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the secrecy of his study, he had heard
the word in his soul
Yet even the most rancorous of the

gossips, keen-scented as they were for/

¢
H

the slightest hint o
to spicen thei

& word to
beclouded the dazzling
the blush of dari
face of this
worst, the stories were of flirtation,
trique, frivolity, 1 g a
ness of life and
tell, this last sl
fn metion th

resolve. To a u
nothing could we

nat w
eyes
to ms:
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devoid of reverence
truths which filled the
look.

Yet he had set himse
and he knew it; for ri
be rebuked with L3
advised in & i it

Lucy Chancell
with a
that of
aifr
how she would X
which even he knew wo
hard to bear as it was d

Nevertheless,

that that

ture

e girl

ers from a ¢
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asked into sucl

he was bent on such an
silently he followed the
Jeames.

“The Rev. Gilbert Rutherfurd™ said
the latter in pompous tones, and stood
to allow the minister to pass in.

*“One moment, {f you please; one mo-

heard,
the threshold
and looked

£ +h
i the

musical voices he had ever
The paused
of this—to him—temple of =i
about him_ At the further end o
billiard teble two young men In faultiess
levening dress were standing, cues In
{hand. Across the smooth green cloth
Jeaned & young lady, the possessor of
the magic voice. Her back was toward
him—or, vather, toward the ceiling. The
tip ,0f one little shoe just touched the
floor, while the other, enveloped a
wealth of soft, creamy lace, was almos
Jevel with the surface of il e I
was plain that she was attempting a
stroke for which any referee would have
Judged a cue-rest necessary, and to the
eves of the stern, t churchman the
poss seemed anvthing 113 The

m
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but ladylike.
blood mantied his pale brow as he stood,
but at that inst the balls gave forth
thelr gelicigps “‘click™—once, twice—which
told that the cannon was successful

“Bravo, m’ dear Lucy,” drawled one
of the men, admiringly; “dut you zre a
stunmer?!™

Lucy Chancellor sprang lightly to her
feet and faced the young minister, and
with a sharp fiick of her head tossed
the halr from her brow. “Awfully sorry
to be 20 rude, Mr.—er—Rutherfurd,” she
said, laughing merrily; “but it was a
rattliing shot. Couldn’t have dons it
better with the jigger.” "

She held out g little jeweled hand, and,
smileless and stern, he took it

“You piay billlards, Mr. Rutherfurd?”
she continued. “Oh, of course, all min-
isters do. Let's have a foresome—you
and I against-— But I must introduce
my friends. Mr.—I beg pardon—Rev. GiI-
bert Rutherfurd, my spiritual advisor;
the Honorable Reggie, just from school,
and tired of life. And this is my especial
friend, Harry &'Esplin.”

*J-I did not come here In order to
make the acquaimtance of you~ friends,™
began the mimister in frigid temes; T
ecame to—J'

“Oh, don't be umnsociable,” she answer-
ed, hastily. “Ceme and bhave a game.
“What Is it to be? Pool, pyramids, bil-
Kards? You choosa™

“Have a cigaretie?” drawled the youth-
Lul roue, wearily, holding out his case.

*Miss Chancellor, I have not come

ant

‘0——”

“Of course you haven't. No minister
does. Ha ha ha!™ end she laughed
‘agaln st the thought that entered her

Chancellor, |

ment.” sald one of the geweetest and most |

mind, and looked quirzically into the
stern face.

“l must have a talk with you alome,”
ha said, glancing toward the two young
men.

“Oh, but you are a funny man,"~ she
laughed, though this time there was 2
trace of nervousness In the tones. “You
are a funny man! Are ali—are all cler-
gymen like you?”

But the young man never flinched, only
his syes glowed sternly. “I have a right
—a sacred duty,” he said, calmly, “and
I insist upon it.”

Lucy Chancellor glanced quickly up at
the hard set face, and for a moment a
look of apprehension leaped into her eyes.
But it was gone on the instant, and once
more the hearty, joyous laugh pealed
forth.

“Tush, man,” she said qulckly, “don't
be a Pharisee! Come and choose your
cue,” and she turned to the two young
men at the fire. “We'll play you two
for a tenner.”

The eves of the young minister flashed
fire a8 he answered severely, ““Miss Chan-
cellor, I have higher things to think of
than the frivolity of the billlard-room.
Ang I do not intend that I shall be flouted
‘.by you in the exercise of my high calling.
I am here as one intrusted with the care
of your immortal soul, and I must speak
out. Again I demand a private Iinter-
i view with you.”

Somehow the words, uttered in a sol-
emn intensity, killed the laughter in her
face. With a gesture of annovance she
took up one of the ivories and sent it
spinning down the table.

“I thin she sald haughtily, “tha
{ you are an—an impertinent fellow, and I
resent this Intrusion! If you do not
leave, I shall ask one of my friends to
put you out,” and once more she looked
{ toward the fireplace.

By Gad, Lucy,” sald the younger man,

“we’ll soon put the Johnmie out, if that's
his little game,” and he- tried to look
brava,
{ The older man coolly alked his cue.
{ “You'll hold your own, Miss Chancellor,”
{ he sald, laughing. “The parson'll find
{that he has a ticklish filly to handle
{ Ha, ha!™
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brute to use words like t
ence of a2 lady,” hae said,
“Miss Chanceller,”

:se in the pres-
sternly. Then

th

he seid, with slow emphasis, “you are
ot beyond persuasion; I am assured of
But I did not come to bandy words

I have a message for yo
up to his full height
ed In solemn tones: *“Thou
itterness In
It hear the word
he mouth of His ser-

1self

this,

ity of his voice awed her for

| of shame flooded her
neck and face, and as quickly gave place
| pallor. With an almost im-
gasp she put her jJjeoweled
her side, and the young maan
couid see the agitation of her breathing.
As he looked, his eyes lost the fearless,

h places, and the look of ten

cau

new expression, It was, indeed, a
fair face on which his gaze
‘nder the wealth of aubu
fare of a Madonna and
Almost before he knew
if feasting greedy eyes
He looked at

drooping

1er of moonlit water

T
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;y the

eve-

the set of the long,

d
never known before. ned
alf for the moment of that look. He

the stern, inflexible serv

He conr

ant

h
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king imbeciles at the fireplace,

eat wave of self-contempt urged
through his soul, and he tried once more
to see in the girl who stood before him
only a human soul in deadly peril When

spoke again his words were

E

almost

God alone knows how strong

temptations, but I believe that

are your

‘I have been sent to stand by you—to
| pathize and to guide. Wi you not

me have a word with you?"
“By Gad, Harry,” said the rabblt-faced

youth in a loud whisper, “parson’s try-
ither tack. Cunning Johnnie, eh?”

u trust the clawth for that™ an-
swered the other, with a sneer.
} % you reptile!™ thundered the

r, making a qQuick step toward the
€ “But no,” he added, in his
fet voice, “you are utterly be-
neathk my contempt”

Lucy Chancellor fully expected that
biows would follow this speech, and she
stepped back. But when the stinging
words of the minister were received mere-
y with half-smothered guffaws, she turn-
ed to her companions,

“Will you allow tk
ingly.

“Aw=well m' dear,” drawled the Hon.
Reggle, “fact is, I'm wather sowwy for
the poor pa'son. All's fair In iove and
war, don't ¥ know. Deuced interesting
love scene.”
~Gilbert Rutherfurd’'s face grew ashen
in its palior, and a flerce anger corded
his brow at the sneering insinuation. He
did not stop to comsider that, but an
hour before, he had though of Lucy
Chancelior as little better than & wan-
ton, but in the moment of that look into
her clear, innocent eyes he had been
transformed from the denouncer of this
woman of the world to the champion of
her honor. So, with a face void of all ex-
pression, save that a curious smile was
on big lips, he walked sloWly toward the
young man.

“I do not mind what you say about
me,” he said, quietly, “but when you
treat thus lightly the character of Miss
Chancellop I must protest, and that vig-
orously,” and with his open hand he gave
the young scion of a nobie house a sting-
ing bilow on the cheek that caused him
to stagger and fall on one of the luxuri-
ous ottomens with which the billiard-
room was liberally furnished

But in a moment the Honorable Reg-
gle sprang to his feet, tears of pain and
passion in his eyes, 2nd on his sheek
glowed the livid weal of fingers threa
“By heavens, you shall suffer for this™
he hissed, “you coward, to make & beast

qu

slow,

o

she sald taunt-

1
jof yourself before a lady:” and along

Gilbert Rutherfurd looked toward the
two men, and in his ey here was a |
firs of contempt. “I think you are a|

saed the hard stern face to take !
1

urving lashes, ths pout |.

{ of another world.

aun ¢
urch, and, lo! at & look he had, |
is own eyes, sunk to the level of the |©

fex

with his companion he strede to the
door. ;

Gilbert Rutherfurd turned toward the
girl as soon as the door was shut, and
locked at the white, stricken face, She
stood™for a space, speechless, motion-
less. Behold, here was a strange thing:
It was the newest of sensations to her.
She who had been accustomed to move
a queen amid courtlers, surrounded by
adulation, flattery, love, was suddenly
confronted by a man of another clay—
a man not l'ke all those others who had
groveled before her in the passion of
thelr love, Thess were all so much alike,

their faith? Lucy Chancellor, thou art
in deadly peril of soul.”

But she only forced the ghost of her old
merriment into her face, and the young
man shuddered as the impious laugh
rang through the empty room. But he
knew not the struggle that was raging in
her soul.

“Lucy Chancellor,” he sald, wearlly, |
“am I to leave you with the anathemas |
of the church upon your immortal soul? |
Art thou so far sunk in sin? Then for|
thee walits the coming of that day of!
white angulsh,” and he slowly turned on |
his heel. !

In silence she stood watching him asi

!

broken accents, and without a word he
followed her to the docor.

No soomer had she entered her little
boudoir than she burst into passiondte
weeping, covering her face with her
hands.

But Gilbert Rutherfurd, the minister,
stood before her as one carved in stone,
and at last she looked at him drearily.
“Why don't you speak?” she said.

*1 am waiting for you to tell me what
is in your heart,” he answered with
forced calmness.

“But if I tell you all you won't—you
won't turn from me?” Her volice was
low and pathetic.

]
{epinirift. Your lot is a berd ome. I
pity you, I do.”

She stood up and locked inte his eyes
| with a Jook clear and innocent that had
| be had doubts, would have sent them
i whistling down the wind.

“Thank you for that word,” she sald
softly; “you beljeve in me. Now, listen
You do not know the struggles I have
had. I have no mother, no guide, no
strong support and stay. I am a weak
girl, I seem to myself to be two people
—Luey, daughter of poor Lucille de la
Valliere, driven helpless by every desire
of life, quivering in every fiber with the
pure joy of living; and I seem glso to
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XURIOUS OTTOMANS.”

“A STINGING BLOW THAT CAUSED HIM TO STAGGER AND FALL ON ONE OF THE LU

1

so commeonplace, so trivial that
and often she was filled with sickening

disgust of and contempt for them. Why |t

should they alwaye spoil the joy of life?
What was in her that always caused men
to and whimper in love, echoing
with wearicome Iiteration the old, stock

whine

She had

lly looked at her face In
nd to the answer writ large
in the reflection. Yet something in
har, some spark of a fire unquenchable, | ©
burned to have it so—the flattery, the|
galety, the diablerie—spite of periods of

ned satiety

now here was an entirely new sen-
Before her stood a man, erect,
unmoved by her charms—a man
She feit for the first
in her Iife that she was confronted

i that towered over and domi.

d her own.

Yet so far from feeling resentment or
anger, the thought brought with it an in-
pi thrill of joy. He had cham-
pioned her! How kingly
pared to her companions!

a

massive,

-

icable

She wondered

| how she had ever endured their contempt- |
As she glanced thmorously |

ible presence.
at the noble face there stirred within her
the trembling desire of womanhood to
throw herself under his protecting will—
to have done forever with the struggle—
and to her the feeling was wondrous
swaat,

Gilbert Rutherfurd stood silent for a
long ile, and he, too, was thinking
hard—praying hard. Once more he feit
gs of a new and strange pas-
s bounding heart beat a tat-
too of warning in his bre He feit
as though he were leaning over the brink
of a terrible precipice. He knew intuitive-
iy that he had come to one of those cen-
tral moments in existence to which great
and pregnant issues are linked. It mat-
tered not that he scorned himself—that
the surges of self-contempt swept tarough
his soul like g millrace. He was llke a
man In 2 maelstrom, borne slowly but
surely into its seething vortex, against
his will, his reason, and his conscience.
He ground his teeth In the awfulness df
the struggle. As a man standing alone
on some giddy height madly desires to
hurl himself headlong into the abyss be-
low. so a fierce accesg of desire took him
to fling himself at the girl's feet.
oHe felt himself swaying forward, and
as If the future were spread out before
him itke a map, he saw thet this would
be the end of Gilbert Rutherfurd, the
minister.

But Lucy Chancellor saw nothing of all
this. She only saw a man, Mmpassive,
stern, dominating. She longed for him
‘0 break the tense silence, for she was
theroughly frightened now.

“Miss Chancellor,” he sald at length,
in a husky voice, "I have avenged the
agpersiong of your friends. But—but art
thou not thyself to blame for the levity
of their speech?”

He tried to be angry with a righteous
indignation, but somehow he could not
hide the wistful tenderness that was in
his heart “TI want to speak kindly to
you,” ke said. “T think I have a right—
the right of one human soul to pluck an-
other from the burning. I speak as your
minfster. You called me a little while
ago your ‘spiritual sdviser.” Have you
forgotten the solemn time when you took
holy vows before the Session of the kirk?
Have you forgotten the dylng reqguest
of your father that you should make a
public profession of your faith?” and as
he spoke his face was lit by the enthu-
siasms that burned M his soul. “Do you
forget the end of those who trample om |

ast

ast.

often !

often wondered this, |T

he was <‘0m~!

ed toward

Triment

had

strong protection;

her wiil

and she was di

1 handle

t

It was enough.

the

As he

A soft, ¢ oring voice reached his
ears ; yack and help me,” an
wita ¢ v he turned at the plaint and
stood at r side once more {

* he replied, husk
ng to help yvou—to stand by |
Iter you—to be a father, coun-;

|

1 |

] 1ave bitten his tongue out at
the last word. He had not meant to|

[

use the expression, and he wondered if}
|she had noticed . He looked keenly |
li:lw her eyes, and he thought he saw af
k of ent in their U!‘:Dm:

K m

disappointm

depths.

Nor was he wrong. At the word the|
ed through her brain that|
another of those common |
scenes of love that sickened her. He was |
a commeon man after all—a hundred-
more dangerous that he cloaked
a mantle of religion and
hyprocr t instant she dectew
mined that she w¥ put his faith to the
test, and if he failed she would send him

i

tha

)
a

ik

j from its restraint
| giory on her shoulders. H
{in pity.

5 | Glant

|

n

O I can”

“I will belp you a

“My own heart is

i

speak while
eyes look so threatenicgly,”

on a couch and ma

her sife. “Won't you &it down,

But instead be moved off toward the
| fire, and leaned his eilbow on the mantie-
plece.

“What—what do you think I am?” she
ask2d, rising to her feet

Her wealth of auburn hair escaped

and fell in masses of

e Jooked at her

She was So ¥

‘ng,

an+

ly beautiful

and 8o ra- |

be Lucy Chancellor, the daughter of Sir
Anthony Chancellor, filled with unutter-

®

—
out

toward tragedy,
vat I em helpless.
‘hy a nsture not my owan—by the will of
another. Oh, I
Involuntarlly
| her.

“Do not come near me!” she shrisked,
not console me with hackneyed
words! Denounce me'! Upbrald me! But,
oh! do npt desert me!™

The intensity of

s

shall go mad!’

he made a step toward

“do

ner

and he knew not what to say.

anguish appalled

f e
i him,

“It matters not what I think TYou| “Have you no word for me?” she asked
must tell me what you are,” he sald | @rearily.

“Ch, but it matters,” she sobbed,! I nave this word™ he snswered. *1
fiioging herself down on the s0ft cush-|ghall never desert you
lons and burying her face in the cyeamy | ¢ thing of your fierce conflict against
stilk. “It matters to me. You think I|the flesh and the powers of evil, but"—
To—1 am that!” and his face was lit up with a radiant
He mede a step to go over and s00the | jygne hut I forsee that in His own time
the girl but checked himself. Onca more u wiit find the rest for which thy
is heart was beating out iis strange, 1 ia longing—the rest of the everlast-
ominous warning. He longed to lay a ing arme.”

gentie hand on ker shoulder, to say a
word of comfort—aye, even to draw that
Httie head to his breast. But by
force of wiil he kept his position by the
hearth.

She stinted her sobbing as she lay.
glad in her heart that he had not acted

sheer

as ail others would bave done. At length |

she looked up.

| “Oh, If only I kpew that at the end It
| would be so, I could endure cheerfully.”
 end there wag a fgint emile on her face
as she looked up at him.

| *“And so the end will certainly be.” he
i answered, “Do you think that all the
| powers of evil are too strong for that
mighty arm? Oh, no, no, no! but ‘you
will have to fight your battle and I,

from her with derisive scorn. And he! “Tell me,” she sald, with tense Iips, | charged with the care of your soul, will

knew #t not, or perhaps he had fled og | "d0 you think I am that?” always stand by, snd help and counsel

the instant. | “My girl,” he said, softly, “I bellevé |you Only I have this word for you:

She lzid her little hand on his arm, |in you with all my soul. I see before me | there can be no middle course. Your only

and at the soft touch he shivered. “Wijjjonly an innocent, lonely gir] tossed on safety lles in clean separation from the

you come with me?” she whispered in |the tempestuocus sea of this world “like | w and all its frivolity and sin. Re-
‘
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I seem to ba driven-

member the word, ‘If thine eye be evil
pluck it out.”™

The girl held out a trembling hand
“Tell me once again before you go that
you belleve in me; that I am—am—>

“You need not speak the word,” ke
said softly, and his face was Hiumined
by a great light of joy, “I call you with
every affection and trust by that sweet
name ‘sister.””™

“Thank you,” she sald stmply, grasp-
ing his hand, “I shall merit your trust.
Now go.”

He was about to Iift the trembling lit-
tle hand to his lips, but ere it was done
he started back as if smitten on the face.

“Good-by,” was 2al] he sald, and he
strode toward the door, nor did he onmce
look back toward the weeping girl by the
window,

CHAPTER IL

“Her Mother’s Child>»

It is not good for & man to take a wife
from the daughters of Bellal, and Sir
Anthony Chancellor bhad this seared on
kis heart in letters of fire defore the
angel of His presence came up the ave-
nue one wild March morning with beck-
oning finger which all must obey.

8o the old ancestral pile away up
among the brown moors of the Lowthers,
where the hills fold themseives In dusky
creases up above the pass of Dalveen,
hae now passed into the hands of stran-
'gers. and Sir Anthony, in bhis shroud,
lles quiet at last Dbeside his wife—this
witch of Providence—who, in life, had
wrung his heart with & torture too deep
for words.

Many s time he had cursed the day ha
had ever looked Into the dancing eyes
of Lucille de la Valliere; thrice bitteriy
{ he cursed the day when, by the waters
{of the Medlierranean, dancing blus in
| the sunlight, she had laid her head of
i shining gold on his arm, and whispersd
sweetly, “I love you,” to the immortal
question which burned in his soul

He was a young man then to whom
love was first and last and the sum of
! all things, and as he bore this fair daugh-
ghter of sunny France—his ange! bride—
home to the gaunt gray house, through
whose mullioped windows a long line of
Sir Anthonys had complacently locked
out at thelr miles of stretching heather
and bogiand, he thought that her divine
presence would make a new heaven and
a new earth of the dreary place, And so
it did—for herself, As for him, hope tar-
ried at the dcor till he saw as in a dream
the rosy cheeks flax-white and the liquid,
dancing eyes dulled forever. His fair
land of promise had been to him & v

garden of bitterness, and the luscious
fruit of the south, plucked bravely on

his first grand tour, bad turned to very
apples of Sodom in his mout!

For twice five weary
wind had blown upon
last he forgot the
calm which followed

rs this north

in his heart. But alas! t
feit so deliclously sweet after
tossing years was dist ad @

with a new terror.

LucHle the younger—Lucy
called—was a fair-hailre
aine years when her
| her troubied lifs of int

d,

|
j foily. She was amn omniy child
! gave promise of being not only

tiful as her mother, bu
wild blood of the Provencal
bad run riot in the veins of p

jde la Valliere. So she grew 1

{ tenfold the griefs her father ha red
a8 a husband. There was i f the
{ Chancellor solidity her nature to
‘arrt as & check to the mad passionateness

| of her maternal legacy.
| Sir Anthony d expedient
{ which an anxious father's hsart i
devise. He sent her to a boardin

| of the strictest sort, but In a few we

trie every

8

{ langhing merrily,
| father's arms,

| scions of tha
$
{ t-ied the rigor o

{the same wesult.

| white-faced th

very turmoil of excltement. she 1
i gay, smiilng, ag free as the wind in its
{ wand gs across the purple moor,
{ frresponsible as the snipa that ™
{in the eve ing sky. As a girl sk
untamable, yet adorable, and
tho dreaded the hour when the years
would awaken passions, now s} vering
like caged lions,

And with the years the dread hecame a
ghostly reality, every day knocki -
| Insistently at his heart, untll he felt th
ihe could bear it no longer. And so, when

nuns were

orin

emn

ny

umt?

the summong came, as for him ha
feit almost glad to lay his burden down

She was only seventeen, a1 it is to bas
feared she felt her father': death very
little. True, she shed s tears from
her dazzling eves, an wed she wouid
be miserabie for all life long. . But
she felt far more the grief at having to
lease the beautiful home to make room
for the usurper, Licmel Chancellor, her
father's nephew.

Lucy. however, quickly dried her dright
eyes when she remembered that her
dear, doting father had left her, not-
withstanding the loss of her ancestral
home, with sufficient of A this world's

goods and gear to dispel all thoughts of
economy, and If Daiveen House was not
=0 commodious as ths castle, it was at
Jeast, far more cozy and comfortable,
Being her mother's daughter she loved
everything to be bright and pretty, ana
the gaunt wainscoted rooms of Wan-
lock Castie had always Inspired In her
heart a fear and dread as if death lurked
behind every carved panel, or peered in
at every high muilioned window,

(CONTINUED NEXT SUNDAY)

The Irreparable Loss,
From the (ieveland Plain Desler,

*What has happened to me? aaked the
patient, when he had recovered from ths
effects of the ether.

“You wers in a trolley car accident,”™
sald the nurse, “and it has been found
necessary {0 amputate your right hand.”

He sank back on the pillow, sobbing
aloud.

“Cheer up,” sald tha nurse, patting him
on the head; "you'll soon learn to get
along all right with your left hand.”

“0Oh, it wasn't the joss of the hand itselt
that I was thinking of,” sighed the vie-
tim. “But on the forefinger was a sining
that my wife tied around it to rem!nd.ma
to get something for her this morning,
and now I'll never be abie to remember
what it was.”

“Sioux” Leather.
From the Philadelphia Times
Parisiang are taking up and New York
{mporters are showing “Sioux™ Jeather
trimmings in combination with all sorts
laf late dress materials.




