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THE INVERTED PYRAMID

They thump-
ir voices created a

”»

who says I'm a thief is
! Etc., etc. i
back, an onlooker at this
minor Bedlam. He was an outsider,
looking inlfrom the outside it me
him, figuratively speaking, just a
bit sick. Ifﬂﬁ:sortofthingwasfhe
accompaniment of big ' business and
finance when it fell on evil days—He
felt,a mild sort of disgust with these
yammering old men. .. He i
that most of them w i
on saving their financial hides, That

they were callously indifferent to what|®

happened,solongasitdi.dnothappen
to_them,

0 .
He marked also that Richston mani-
fested lm resentment at his father’s
himself. His face was
ston only sneered, |
chair. Of them all
mained unperturbed,
over his abdomen, blandl

Ni uaysemorrestedhisﬁngértips~
ono.'g:e table and looked at the sput-

t , the gesticulations, the commo-
They subsided into mutterings. Al
but Burrows., He rose on his stodgy

legs.

g‘sx shall not remain _here to be in-
sulted,”” he announced with a ludi-
crous simulation of dignity.

“8it down,’”’ Norquay senior’s voice
popped like a whiplash ~ And Burrows,
after an uncertain glance gbout him for
moral support, resumed his chair.

“I have not finished ’’ Rod’s father
continued. “I am not going to reason
with you. I am going to talk to you in
the only language such men as you can
understand, and be moved by. It is
nothing to you that a thousand inno-
cent people may be partially or wholly
ruined by your manipulations. But it
happens that my name is involved in
this as well as my son and my money.
I tell you flatly that if you proceed to
sink’ this financial galleon which you
built and launched and sailed on pro-
fitable voyages, and now propose to
scuttle since there is no more chance
for loot—I tell you if you do this, that
three of you sitting at this table face
the penitentiary, And, by God, I'll
see that you go there!”’

He stopped. A chilly silence, in which
Rod could hear the sharp intake and
slow exhalation of breath, seemed to
hold them all fast.

“There has been mismanagement.
Yes. There have also been illegal trans-
actions, criminal acts. They were well
covered, but I dug them up. I have
had 2'le men looking into the affairs
of this corporation for some time. 1
repeat, if you throw it into involun-
tary liquidation, I will put at least
three of you behind the bars.'’

To Rod it was like havirg a box seat
at a melodrama, Again the masks
failed these men. His father had stung
them twice. First with an insult, then
with a threat They looked furtive:
they seemed apprehensive, They re-
mained silent, glancing sidelong at each
other. All but John P, Wall. He took
out a cigar, lit it ver)f'dsllb«rate]y after
biting 0% the end, while his gaze travel-
ed slowly about the circle of perturbed
faces. His own remained placid

“What do ‘you propose then, Nor-
quay?’’ he asked casually,

“That we assess ourselves propor-
tionately to replace the funds which
have been—dissipated. Appoint a new
manager Replace this board of di-
rectors and carry on until such time
as this concern can be wound up with
every obligation discharged.’’

Wall shook his head,

“No,”” he said calmly,
concerned-—not a bean.
Let ’er crash.”’

Sheeplike they followeéd his
They seemed to gather courage.
money was their lifeblood,
not spill it lightly.
ey, perhaps. Not their own,

They gathered voice. They protested
that no sensible man would try to bol-
ster up a tottering business. Why should
they risk large sums when they could
avoid risk by merely stepping aside?

“1 can’t step aside,”’ Norquay senior
answered them quietly. “ You wouldn’t
understand if I told you why. So you
refuse, then? Very well. I have told
you what will follow an enforced re-
ceivership. I stand on that.”’

He kept the same position, finger-
tips resting on the polished wood, star-
ing at them with open hostility, frank
contempt, He remained silent after
reaching th’s impasse,

“We are no more anxious for a re-
ceivership and a public outery over a
whopping failure than you are,”’ Bart-
ley Richston declared,” “But neither
are we to be stampeded into sinking
more money. It would be lunacy. Most
of us see clearly that to go ahead sim-
ply means a bigger’ smash later on.
This is no matter for sentiment, We
are practical men and we see no sound
reason for making tremendous sacri-
fices. As an alternative I would sug-
gest—since you seem to think, con-
trary to our judgment, that the Nor-
quay Trust can be resuscitated—that
you take it over, lock, stock, and bar-
rel. yourself.  You can have my inter-
est. I'm gatisfied my shares aren’t
worth the,/ paper they're printed on.
Ahen vow can use your own resources
1o bolster it up, and if you succeed any

t or glory will be your own.’’

“Very well,”’ Norquay senior

“Far as I'm
I'm through.
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is father glanced at him. “God
forbid,”” he said quietly, and relapsed
into_silence.

“It is my fault,”” he sighed, “I should
have fathomed Grove long ago. Blind,
blind!  He’s eaten up with vanity.
Fancies himself a Napoleon on the
field of affairs. They've played shrewd-
ly on that. I can see it now. He does
not realize yet what they've done to
him, nor how. He's been bewildered
for weeks—and still confident that if
he could get enough money he could
carry it o%. A fool and his money!
Power in weak hands. They made a
tool of him, a common tool, And we've
got to pay through the nose, There'’s
ne_choice—unless we get down to their
level and run to cover like jackals.”’

“If you have proof of criminal acts,
why \dén’t you club them with that;
make them disgorge?’’ Rod asked.

The older man shook his head,

“Only as a last resort. I'm not real-
ly sure I could. Moral certainty is not
legal proof. There are moneys loaned
to companies that are really dummies,
It’s rather complicated, and they are
very clever. I hardly expected to make
them contribute funds. The most I
hoped for was to frighten them away
from a receivership, force them out of
the thing quietly. I shrink from a pub-
lic scandal. They wouldn’t, if they
felt personally safe. They could make
Grove a proper scapegoat. No, [’ve
done the best that can be done.’’
The machine stopped before the club
entrance, They went up to Norquay
senjor’s rooms, and he produced a de-
éantcr and glasses and a siphon of so-
a,

He drained his glass and set it down.
He leaned forward in his chair, his el-
bows on his knees, his face in-his hands,

“I have a strange feeling of some
crisis at hand,”’ he said gloomily. *“I
have taken the ultimate precaution,
Their game is ‘stopped, I’m sure. Still
—I have that uneasy feeli g. I'm not
a fanciful man. 1 never took much
stock in premonitions, Childish. Ney-
ertheless—I can depend on you ahso-
lutely, Rod? Eh? If anything happens
to me you’ll see this thing through?
Because there’s no one elge you under-
stand how I feel ahout it. don't you?’’

“Yes, pater,”’ Rod said quietly, *“I
understand, But nothing’s going to
happen to you.’’

“I'm an old man,’” his father said,
“I can’t stand much strain. What’s
the time? We’d better be getting back, ’’

Sometime during the Iuncheon hour
the original shareholders and directors
of the Norquay Trust Company com-
pleted the last task they would ever
perform in that capacity at that great
table. They took their scowling faces
one by one from the room. The final
exit was made by John P. Wall ro-
tund-bellied, imperturbable, unmoved to
the last.

He paused in the doorway to relight
his cigar,

“Well, Norquay senjor,”’ he gaid
casually, “1 have to admire your nerve
~but your judgment is damn poor,

man may lose his money. Only a
bloomin’ idiot gives it away."’

CHAPTER XXII

The three, father and two sons, re-
mained seated at the tahle without
speaking for a few seconds after Wall’s
parting shot.

Then Grove heaved a sigh,

“Well, that’s finished,”’ he said with
a return of his old briskness. *I ean’t
say that T like the idea of draining the
estate to protect this concern. But it
won’t take me long to pull it out of the
hole. It’s really better to have it entire-
ly in our own hands. I didn’t believe
that crowd would ever get cold feet
and leave me in the lurch. Good rid-

dance,

“No,"’ bis™ father answered slowly,
it is not finished. 1 want your for.
mal resignation as president, | want an
assignment of your entire holding in
this corporation. At once, When you
have done that, it will be finished, so
far as you're concerned,’’

“Pater!  For God’s sake! Have you
gone mad?"’ Grove’s eyes bulged. His
mouth opened roundly. *“You're not
ol

Nobody knows this

It won’t run without

, I tell you, The

his breast,
“You ought to give me a m‘;
he mumbled. “I’ve made i
Everybody does, But nobody can han-
without me.””

at the fixity of this|n

idea.

“No,”” his father repeated inflexibly.
“From now on you make your own
chances. Charlie Hale will “take full

charge here, Youwillbeatlmld(nrpa

a (z days to giveBh:.m such mfornu‘wm htaxon
as requires. But you ve
no authority. I want this attended to
thig afterfioon. At once. See that you
do it immediately.’’

doff{::" o hHeu;rightl'

y, all the ness

of him. Rod felt a sudden twinge of

i Grove had been broken on his
own wheel. Nmuay senjor sat staring
blankly at the table, A wistful sadness
shadowed his face. It pained Rod. He
was an old man and Grove was his son,
—and he had been proud of him. Rod
understood,

“Don’t take it to heart so, pater,’’
he tried to cheer him. “It’ll come out
all right.”’

“The limits of human. folly are only
exceeded by human blindness,”” his fath-
er answered moodily, “and sometimes it
is a little difficult to adjust one’s vision
to a merciless flash of light,”’

He sat t:g;)ing his fingertips on the
polished wood.

“I really wanted you with me for
moral support this afternoon, I think,
Rod," he confessed, with a faint smile.
“I'm sure it has been illuminating, if
somewhat disagreeable. I think all the
fireworks are touched off. Now I shall
be here all afternoon with my solicitor
attending to dry business matters. So
I' won’t keep you, There are certain
things I want to talk over with you,
but tomorrow or another day will do
as well,”’ ¥

Rod left the Trust building and walk-
ed along Hastings Street without a
definite aim. There was an uncomfort-
able heaviness 'in his breast, a physi-
cal discomfort, which drove him to mo-
tion, And his brain was busy in a de-
tached impersonal fashion. All the bat-
tles were not fought with guns and
poison gas. Struggle seemed inherent
in the very process of living, no mat-
ter how one lived, what precautions one
took. Struggle was all very well,—un-
till it became edged with pain and bit-
terness, Prides, ambitions, frantic striv-
ings for this and that,—and defeats, re-
prisals, disasters close in their wake. He
wondered what Grove would do now,
He wondered if this unstable edifice of
Grove’s creation would go down 4n
spite of all effort and bury the Norquay
family in its collapse, He ruminated
upon Grove's eagerly pursued career,
slipping away now into sordid futility,
A matter of dollars. No question of
honor or duty, no sacrifice for anything
resembling -an ideal. no vision of use.
fulness to his family, his friends, or his
country had ilmminated Grove's head-
wong way. Grove had made a bid for
neither respect nor affection in all his
dealings with men. '~ Only power, the
purely material aspect of power, was a
thing he valued. He had lost it. What
would be do without it? A brigadier re-
duced to a K, P.

Rod’s most conscious desire, as he
moved along a street sodden with a
drizzle of cold rain, was to ‘be on the
porch at Hawk's Nest, looking at high,
aloof mountains deep in winter £now,
hiding their heads in wisps of trost-
fog, hearing the woice of the rapids- lift
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WHERE YHE
RANCHER LIVES

After having enjoyed about as much privacy as

the proverbial goldfish during the international
polo games near New York, the Prince of Wales re-
tired to the quiet and seclusion of his Canadian “Lit-
tle Grey Home in the West,” 256 miles from High
River, Alberta, a station on the Canadian Pacific, to
rest (or a few days, recreate and work far from cu-
riouu' crowds, reporters, still photographers. and
"movle"' men. It is very pleasant, no doubt, to be
the moét popular young man in the world, but about
once a year the rolling hills and rich prairie land of
his “E. P, Ranch” eall the Prince of Wales, Baron
Renfrew or “Davy Windsor,” as they refer to H.R.H,
in Alberta, back fo the land.

% The prince {8 a real farmer and rancher, and is|k

honestly endeavoring to improve the breed of horses,
sheep and cattle in Western Canada, His pure-bred,
im&g:ted animals and their offspring have won many
pr in competition at live stock s ows in Western

da, not because they were from the royal ranch,
but because they were the very best exhibited. Since
be bought his 4,100 acre ranch in Alberta in 1919,

Your Public

Information Bureau!

Distributing signs around town and

hiring a brass band to drum up cus-
tomers for your bargains, Mr. Merchant, would
not bring one-third the results that could be obtain-
ed with a few dollars invested for advertising in

THE PRINCE'S THORDUGHBRE, SHEEP

the prince nas been sending to it the bes: stock he
could secure in Great Britain and every year he sells
at auction the surplus animals for ther{enelit of live
stock breeders in the western provinces, The Earl of
Minto, who has a b(if ranch near-by, does the same
thing. Algso, Kin eorge loans the prince some of
his best animals for the stud.

“He's a neighborly kid,” said one of the members
of the Alberta Shorthorn Breeders’ Association.
“When he comes out here we don’t chase him as they
do in other places. We llust. let him ride, and next
thing you know he has all of us nei hbors in as his
guests, and meets us just as a nei r. He wants
to meet all the ranchers who are his neighbors, and
there isn’t a thing about ranching he doesn’t want to

now.  His ranch is no fad, He is running it for
the benefit of Canada first, and second for the pur-
ose of making the “E. P, Banch” a business verigl’uo.
ust as any level-headed man would do. When he is
on_the ranch he wears a ‘tén gallon hat,’ the same
as all of the cowboys, and he does his work daily like
any other ranch hand.- ‘Ragulur feller,’ that's what
we call him, ‘regular feller,’ "
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