
"NO MATTER WHAT HAPPENS"

unnoticed by the Honorable Milton Waring, who
continued to lean over his desk completely ab-
sorbed in a litter of papers.

But for the heavy odor of stale cigar smoke it

would have been easy to suppose that the fog
without had crept into the library. The air was
blue. Phirs glance swept the disordered room.
Three empty whisky glasses stood on the library
table. The butts of cigars and innumerable cork-
tipped cigarettes lay smothered in gray ashes that
spilled untidily in sundry ash-trays. There was
a char of burned paper in the open grate where a
few coals still glowed redly. The desk was
covered with packets of folded papers, held to-
gether by rubber bands, and loose sheets upon
which much figuring had been done with the blue
pencil wh'ich his uncle favored. A slock certifi-

cate or two peeped from a closed account book.
Phil looked again at the bowed figure, struck

by a laxity of manner that was foreign to the
Honorable Milton Waring. His thick iron-gray
hair, usually so carefully brushed, was rumpled
on end where his fingers had plowed and held
his head while he figured with the other hand.
He had removed his collar and tossed it aside
impatiently; it lay on the floor behind the chair,

leaving the tie still hanging loosely around the
neck, the end of it twisted over one shoulder.
The door in front of which the intruder stood was
outside the older man's line of vision; but Phil
could see a flushed cheek, and there was an air of


