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“It's all a part of it,” she said to hersell. “Ii was very
conragecus of bim to marry a 1ady so many years younger than him-
self, and one, too, who knows the ! Cities of Miny People,' and, to take
a farther liberty with the Od. i, 3, tha minds of many men,"

It waa while reflecting on the many minds that had interested
her, both ancient and medern, that Mra Cudlip-Gaye thought there
might have possibly come within her circumference yet another
individualised soul, and that sou! the new Qanon. He bad preached
an extraordinary sermen st the Abbey before coming into residence
—a sermon which, for harmony of colour and sound, was abaclutely
perfect.

He had preached on ideals. He bed called idealism the new
mantle which was descending on a muterialistic age. He had waged
war, in g perfsct torrent of fiery words, againet prejudice, bigotry,
and all daring repremsion of the exquisite dreams which, when trane-
lated into realism, formed the new avenues which became the home
of new thoughts,

Mra Cadwallader bad come cut of the Abbey on that particular
morning with her lips twisted anyhow, and over her capacious fore
Lead a fine web of puckers suggestive of apiders at work,

# If we ean't repoae in our cathedrala and abbeys, where can wa?”
she said, gasping, and clatching at Mra Oudlip-Gaye's arm as she
gasped.,

It Mrs Cadlip-Gaye did not show as keen as senss of apprecia-

tion of Mrs Cadwullader’s honesty as that lady expectad, can you
blame her !

OHAPTER VI

There were a score of narrow streets, intercepted by little bye-
patha, which led away to the waler-meadows, aed beyond that to the
free expanse of dowans, in the respectable town of Bt Swithun’s, In
one of the narrowest of these crocked, deformed, yet quaintly sugges-
tive streets waaz an old curiosity shop, kept by an old art-collector
and his supposed daughter Angela. That Aungela was beantifal was
a fact nobody in 8t Bwithun’s, from the bishop with his mitre to the
cromaing-sweeper with his broom, would for one second have disputed.
Angela possessed beanty as incontrovertibly as Helen of Argos, Bhe
wag also surrounded with mystery, and it was this mystery—which
wap lelt, but searcely ever mentioned—that possessed the key 1o the
curiosity with which folks of high snd low degree approached the
shop of old Bartimens Megiddo.

The shop (if shop it conld be called) was dingy and dirty
enough to be suggestive of many a buried treasore. It was like
a city of the dead, HEverylhing bore the appearance of a chrysslis,
Ouly the lovers of art knew that many a wicged ebjet d'art would
emerge under the tender touch of the initiated ccllector.

Dirt is the eoil in which art is nutured. A dust-pan, a broow,
and a pail, would have been clements as destructive in the domestic
economy of Bartimens Megiddo as an army of locusts on the summer
fields.

Bartimeus was no exception to the rule of dirt in which be
elected to eet his gems. He was hideously dirly and uncom-
promisingly ugly, after the Jewish style. His lorg, hooked nose
caught his upper Lip, and geemed to hold it, ssif in disdain of ite
mean, strike-a-bargain outline, His eyes, with thetr bilious setting
for the small keen pupiis, were full of the fyriive shifta which are
the outcome of thoughts born of cupidily, for gain was the only eoil
konown to the soul of Barlimrus—gaimn, the ehiid of per cent.

It was Baturday, and it wae sunset. The greatdeep-toned Abbey
bells had just chimed tha three-quartess of another hour, Bartimeus
was standing in the doorway, and one of the ehutters which barri-
caded his windows was in bis hand. Conway Hope waa paseing
dowan the narrow sireet, As he crossed the road his eves fell on the
figure of Bartimeus, and for several seconds peemed to grow jnto
every detail of the sbufling form and Jewish contour of the Megiddo
profile.

Bartimeus bowed. Thia was the new Canon—the Abbsy set
patronised bim (Bartimeus) largely ; and the clerical mind was, when
Catholic, medizval—thia man, too, looked medimeal. Bartimens
bowed again. He thought he recognised a cuatomer.

# 1 have sheveral rare old bits, Canon,’ eard Bartimeus, * but
shundown meane Shabbath, and Bbabbath means light the oil of

other lamps., I am the *sheeing Bartimeus,’ not blind to the law of
rest.”

i T ought to know your face,” ssid Conway Hope ; *are youa
new-comer { "

“ Ten years makes an old reshident. Bartimeus Megaido is as
well-known in 5t Swithun'e as the verger in the Abbey.”

¢ Well, T have seen you somewhere."”

“ We have all met before, perbaps in Adawm,"” ¢aid Bartimens, and
he grinned. O that grin1 He dieplayed just the ruios of those
ivory temples which bouatiful nature givea but to despoil. It seems
hard that the grin should survive tts constitnent teeth.

+I will come in one day scon and have a talk,” eald Conway
Hope, and then be passed on.

4 Aceeshible,” said Bartimeus to himsell,

" Dignity without a
pound of cake and an orange all round.

Meet & man a3 & man,

Angela said he was more able to carry his starch than is naual
Angela is as 'cute as ’cate,]jClever enough to eit on top of my old
bita and cheap-Jack 'em round the country, and cunning encogh to
boy a pound of buiter with a smile instead of a coin.”

Again Bartimous grinned. After his best-loved child, ¢/ gaip,”
came Angela with her many-rivered soul, big enough to aspire to tha
mioarets, and small ecough to satisfy and manage Bartimens Meggido,

The shutters were closed, and Bartimeus had withdrawn into
the porch, when the dark shadow of a man was thrown forward at
his feet. The shadow remained stationary ; Bartimens thrust his
head oat and looked ronud the corner, As he locked he paled, and
on his wrinkled mouth grew an expression of misery, fright, and
rage, which seemed to add a score of years to his appearance, Tha
shadow moved, and the tall, gannt figure of a man darted forward,
and, betora Megidde could expostulate, & hand with a clanking chain
on the wrist had banged the dvor, and the mar confronted him,

“# Juat in time to share your Sabbath ! Come, ain't yoo glad to
see me, escaped agaia to your city of refuge? You will shelter me
for to-night, and by to-morrow I'il be off to Manitoba, That hole,
Dartmoor !  Here, get this chain off, and show me less of yonr
gums and more of your hospitality., Food—I'm bungry! Best bed
—I'm dog-tired! Loose my chain! Play the father to the
prodigal.”

“ Let the day be corsed I begot you!l " esid Megiddo slowly ;
he was brenthing hard, as those whose rage is pain.

' Well, must I go to the larder?” The man was busy with his
chain all the time he was speaking, sod had at lagt, by some inex-
plicable process, diveated bimselt of it and flang it from him with &
chuckle, Then heaaid, ** Eeep it and sell it. Thera are worss chains
even than that worn by many who come in here. I've learat that
bit of pbilosophy. Where's Angela! My—my—well, never mind
who she is, or what she is, or where she came from ; Angeia will do,
It bothers the old 'un, 1 know, when I mention Angela, Well, come
old man—as you won't own up to fatherhood. I brought you a dainty
bit of goods when 1 landed her on your greedy hands, For greedy
they ever were. Butcome, no recrimination, Food, food ; sleep;
and thea Manitoba."”

The man was laughing. He blew & kiss at hia chain as it lay in
& heap not far from his dusty, patched boots with their untied
strings.

“ Prison ia respectable enongh onow,” be eaid. © Why, thinge
have come to & metty pass in the houss where the makers and the
breakers of law meet Look np, old man,”

“ Carsed be the day I begot you!” said Megiddo again; and
then he moved away, bolding by the wall to support himself, '* How
long will you stay ! be said, turnirg at tbe door. ' Ob, till the
larder's empty and the moon roundt That means to-night, for your
larder was ever fit food for a mouse only, Well, the body revenges
iteelf on the mean fare afforded it. Wby, Pére Meggido, a mouse
would turn up bis nose at your larder—eing ¢ La-de-da’ atit! I
know it of old," and the man laughed,

“ Cursed be the day I begot you!" said Megiddo for the third
time, as if in the trinity of curses he found a valve for his hatred,
whether natural or unnatural,

With stumbling steps, as if stricken with a sodden blindness,
Megiddo got to the passage, Bot what was this ruoshing, surging,
ringing nowse, this rieing of the tides which hold the ebb and flow of
Iife at his vitals! With a crash Megiddo fell in the narrow door-
way, and lay insensible actoss it, while over his prostrate form
towered the fizure of the man with a villainous face and a sear
across his features from forehead to chin in one deep vertical line—
the man who called Bartimens Megiddo father )

1o be continued.)

THE MAORI MISSION,

e =
(London Universe, Oclober 31.)
Hra LorpsHIiP THE BIGHT REV BIsgOP LUCK, 0.8.B., last Bunday
morning, at 8t Dominic’s Priory, Haverstock Hill, eaid :—1 come to
plead the cauee of a very distant mission, Our Divine Master gave
His apostles a special and divice mission to go forth and preach Hia
name to every creature. I was a Benedictine mook. bappy and con-
tented in tbe solitude of the cloister, when I received a command
from the Supreme Pastor of the faithful to go to the utmost limits of
this globe to carry the name and the love of the faith of our Adorable
Maater and Saviour Jesus Christ. There is a very reasonable pre-
judice probably felt by many here present about which 1 would at the
ounteet speak, You may inguire, woy does the Bishop of Aockland
come here and dilate on bebu)f of a prosperous British colony ! That,
no doubt, is a reasonable objection to which I have & reasonable
anawer, I shall place it before you by informing you of the fact that
I am placed in the position of haviog two flocks—pne of them dis.
tinct for the European emigrants who have emigrated there during
the last ten years, Thete are men and women with generous hearts,
and whosa charity is oot slow in manifesting iteelf when called npon
by their pastor and bighop, but, however willing they may he, they



