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398 The Rcx)t of Evil

"Jim lea 't die! I haven't lived! I've got to «.i.tup rom here and do some things I've meant to do-'

,

hose sick people - I've got to do something for them

sick, the bhnd I m gomg to gather the great men of

to r.v'"'J^'
'"^' "^ '^' ^"^^ ^"d set them to workto lift this shadow from the world "

A sudden pain seized and convulsed his frail hoHvand Stuart called the doctors from the next rooi
"^

They stood by in helpless sympathy

n anger. What are you here for? Am I not ableto buy enough morphine to stop this helhsh agony?''His fa.-rily rioclor bent and said

:

^
Your heart action is too low just now, Mr Bivensyou can't stand it."

on ens,

t)!'^^' \'^K' '^"^ ^^''' ^^^^ it t«'°^e, I tell you
'

"

The doctor took a hypodermic syringe, filled it withwater and injected it into his arm
While Stuart watched the pitiful trick, his eye wan-dered over the magnificent trappings of the room^

hrel 4:tL,^^"'''''
he exclaimed, under hisbreath. Nota clod hopper m the field,nor a blacksmithat his anvil who would change places with him now-^cpoorest negro who sings at his plow is richer."

The sufferer stared and beckoned to Stuart

pilK'cr^d" ^ '^' "'^^' '^ '''^ ^^^"^ ^--th hi^

lil^^'^fh^
^'^' right-hand top-drawer of that safe.Jim - the door IS open. Hand me those bundles ost^ocks and bonds and ask those doctors to come I'n

the briman'tT l'"^
1'^ ^' ''^"^^'' ^"^ ^i^^"« spreadthe bnlhant coloured papers on the white covering ofhis bed, while the doctors drew near.

^"^^""g «»


