. of his attention to such things for about twenty
' years. Since I have known him, he has transformed
thimself from the rather rough, uncouth—though
always spi"ribually minded—man he was when I first
s mgt him into an educated gentleman whom anybody
. Woild be glad to know; but he has made very few
ACquaintances in that time, and has kept almost none
of his old friendships. He has lived alone in the
b Se on Astor Street with only ome servant—the
- Same one al] these years.

- %'T"HE only house he has visited with any fre-
quency has been mine, He has always liked
My wife; he had—he has a great affection for my
da‘“{ght»er, who, when she was a child, ran in and out
of his home as she pleased. He would take long
Walks 'with her; he’d come here sometimes in
the afternoon to have tea with her, on stormy
_daYS; he liked to have her play and sing to him.
» My daughter believes now that his present dis-
@bDearance—whatever has happened to him—is
< fonneeted in some way with herself. I do not
think that is so—"

Sherrill broke off and stood in thought for a
Moment; he gseemed to consider, and to decide
hat it was not necessary to say anything more

_‘ 90 that subject.
r. . Recently Corvet’s moroseness and irritability
' Very greatly increased; he had quarreled
b]f‘?‘lent-ly and bitterly with Spearman over
Siness affairs, He had seemed more than:

‘;:ually eager at times to see me or to see my

~av:§;_1‘te'l‘: and at other times he had seemed to

T us and keep away. I have had the feeling

| . ite’ though I could not give any actual reason
5 except Corvet’s manner and look, that the
] . Tbance which had oppressed him for twenty
é ~ 7®8I% was cylminating in some way. That cul-

] ;::::ned you were coming, had never heard of
: iou: Mr, Corvet’s servant had mever heard of

;l::@'tiﬂn seems to have been reached three days
“p » When he wrote summoning you here. Henry
®arman, whom I asked about you when I

| . lI:hthere anything in what I have told you
l “ ; Mmakes it possible for you to'recollect or
: €xplain 77 >

% llxi?ti? Shook his head, flushed, and then grew

éitéd :i DPale. What ‘sﬂhve‘rlrill told him had ex-

’ !';'i'vents 1;1 by the coincidences it offered between
2w b 0 Benjamin Corvet’s life and his own; ‘

R _‘n("t made him “recollect’” Corvet, but it

: 8lven definiteness and direction to his

lations as to Corvet’s relation to himself.

- A SH‘ER‘R*ILL drew one of the large chairs
He fziafel' to 'Alan and sat down facing him.
# 1.11 an inner pocket and brought out an
3 uresul’e: from the envelope he took three pic-
A Aiazud han'ded the smallest of them to Alan.
# : w0 took it, he saw that it was a tintype of
L “Dhat a,s a round-faced boy of seven.
R0 ey 1S you2” Sherrill asked.
s R; 1_t was taken by the photographer in
th da ~P‘§S: We all had our pictures taken on
g fings o) Vim, Betty, and I. Mr. Welton”—for the

% oy,

e
: 'v%mt';n’l,e Alan consciously avoided giving the title
Al T" to the man in Kansas—‘“sent one of me

B8 ‘general deli ,
Oh‘iﬁago_u delivery’ address of the person in

“Ang i 9

e g :

e t:l:e‘md picture, Alan saw, was one that had
~ Bhoy d e in front of the barn at the farm. It
G Jhﬂlding Alan. at twelve, in overalls and barefooted,
R qqg % & stick over his head at which a shepherd

- -"‘Ye:s Jumping, :
i 3110;-,-;.’ that is Shep and I—Jim’s and my dog, Mr.
S It was taken by a man who stopped at the
; 2;111!11%1‘ one day; he liked Shep and wanted
A he S5t o he got me to makg Shep jump,

- t0u dgop’ :
‘*Onlwdt‘;:_l t remember anything about the man?”
Shep »

el ot at he had a camgra and wanted a picture

,."de;:: it oceur to you that it was your picture
Anteq yo’u:nd that he had been sent to get it? I

6t o ‘vermcation that these earlier pictures
rill o, bu: this last one is easily recognizable.”
; ‘unfolded the third picture; it was larger,
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than the others and had been folded across the
middle to get it into the envelope. Alan leaned for-
ward to look at it. i

“That is the University of Kansas football team,”
he said. “I am the second one in the front row; I
played end my junior year and tackle when I was a
senior. Mr. Corvet—?”

“Yes; Mr. Corvet had these pictures. They came
into my possession day before yesterday, the day
after Corvet disappeared; I do not want to tell just
yvet how they did that.”

Alan’s face, which had been flushed at first with
excitement, had gone quite pale, and his hands, as
he clenched and unclenched them nervously, were
cold, and his lips were very dry. He could think

What lies under this is some great misadventure which
has changed and frustrated all your father’s life.

of no possible relationship between.Benjamin Corvet
and himself, except one, which could account for
Corvet’s obtaining and keeping these pictures of
him through the years. As Sherrill put the pictures
back into their envelope and the envelope back into
his pocket, and Alan watched him, Alan felt nearly
certain now that it had not been proof of the nature
of this relationship that Sherrill had been trying
to get from him, but only corroboration of some
knowledge, or partial knowledge, which had come
to Sherrill in some other way. The existence of
this knowledge was implied by Sherrill’s with-
holding of the way he had come into possession of
the pictures, and his manner showed now that he
had received from Alan the confirmation for which
he had been seeking.

“I think you know who I am,” Alan said.

Sherrill had risen and stood looking down at him.

“You have guessed, if T am not mistaken, that
you are Corvet's son.” '

The color flamed fo Alan’s face for an instant,
then left it paler than before. “I thought it must
be that way,” he answered; “but you said he had
no children.” e Y ‘

13

“Benjamin Corvet and his wife had no children.”

“] thought that was what you meant.” A twinge
twisted Alan’s face; he tried to comntrol it but for
a moment could not.

Sherrill suddenly put his hand on Alan’s shoulder;
there was something so friendly, so affectionate in
the quick; impulsive grasp of Sherrill’s fingers, that
Alan’s heart throbbed to it; for the first time some
one had touched him in full, unchecked feeling for
him; for the first time, the unknown about him had
failed to be a barrier and, instead, had drawn another.
to him.

“Do not misapprehend your father,” Sherrill said,
quietly. “I cannot prevent what other people may
think when they learn this; but I do not share such
thoughts with them. There is much in this I
cannot understand; but I know that it is not
merely the result of what others may think it—
of ‘a wife in more ports than one,” as you will
hear the lakemen put it.- What lies under this
is some great misadventure which had changed
and frustrated all your father’s life.”

Sherrill crossed the room and rang
servant.

“I am going to ask you to be my guest for a
short time,- Alan, he announced. “I have had
.your bag carried to your room; the man will
show you which one it is.”

for a

LAN hesitated; he felt that Sherrill had

not told him all he knew—that there were

some things Sherrill purposely was withholding

from him: but he could not force Sherrill to tell

more than he wished; so after an-instant’s irre-
solution, he accepted the dismissal.

Sherrill walked with him to the door, and gave
his directions to the servant; he stood watching,
as Alan and the man went up the stairs. Then
he went back and seated himself in the chair
Alan had occupied, and sat with hands grasping
the arms of the chair while he stared into the
fire.

Fifteen minutes later, he heard his daughter’s
footsteps and looked up. Constance halted in
the door to assure hereslf that he was now
alone; then she came to him and, seating her-
‘self on the arm of the chair, she put her hand
on his thin hair and smoothed it softly; he felt
for her other hand with his and found i*, and
held it clasped between his palms. "

“You've ‘' found out who he is, father?” she
asked. L oo |

“The facts have left me no doubt at all as to
that, little daughter.”

“No doubt that he is——who?”

Sherrill was silent for a moment—not from
uhcerta,inty, but because of the effect which
what he must say would have upon her; Lhen
he told her in almost the same words he had

used to Alan. Constance started, flushed, and
her hand stiffened convulsively between her
father’s.

They said nothing more to one another; Sher-
rill seemed considering and debating something
within himself; and presently he seemed to

come to a decision. He got up, stooped and touched
his daughter’s hand, and left the room. He went
up the stairs and on the second floor he went to a
front room and knocked. Alan’s voice told him to
come in. Sherrill went in and, when he had made
sure that the servant was not with Alan, he closed
the door carefully behind him.

HEN he turned back to Alan, and for an instant
stood indecisive as though he did not know how
to begin what he wanted to say. As he glanced down
at a key he took from his pocket, his indecision
seemed to receive direction and inspiration from it;
and he put it down on Alan’s dresser.
“I've brought you,” he said, evenly, ‘“the key to
your house.” A ;
Alan gazed at him, bewildered.
hquse?”
“To the house on Astor Street,” Sherrill confirmed.
“Your father deeded the house and its furniture and
{all its contents to you the day before he disappeared,.
I have not the deed here; it came into my hands the
day before yesterday at the same time I got posses-
gion of the pictures which might—or might not, for

“The key to my



