
INTO THE MAELSTROM

stroke reverberated I stood with hat and overcoat 
on, my hand on the knob of my office door, hoping 
yet to hear my telephone ring. Impatiently I waited 
a minute and then dashed toward the elevator. The 
telephone, I learned afterward, rang almost the 
minute I was out of the room and Louise’s voice 
called frantically for me, but I was not there to hear.

It was only a short walk up Madison Avenue to 
the home of General Parrish, the father of Louise. 
With the doubt that possesses every lover on such 
a mission as this, I walked it now laggardly, as mis­
givings filled my heart, now quickening my pace as 
hope routed my fears. As I turned the corner into 
the street where the Parrish home is situated my 
steps were leaden. What right had I to ask Louise 
Parrish to be my wife? The daughter of a man 
worth many millions, a girl of exquisite beauty and 
of many accomplishments, one who could choose a 
husband where she willed—what right had I to hope 
that she would ever consent to become the wife of 
a struggling young lawyer such as I? To be sure, 
my family was of the best. With my earnings and 
the modest little fortune my father had left me I
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