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that. Stem and rugged of face he sat in the library
alone and waited for i Ian. He heard a distant screen-
door open and slam. Steps echoed through the lonely
house. Alan came and stood before him.
Alan was a man. Without being tall, he looked

tall. His shoulders were not broad till you noticed
the slimness of his hips. His neck looked too thin till

you saw the strong set of his small head. In a word
he had the perfect proportion that looks frail and is
strong. As he stood before his uncle, his eyes ^ew
dull. They were slightly blood-shot in the coraera
and with their dullness the clear-cut lines of his face
seemed to take on a perceptible blur.

J. Y. began to speak. He spoke fo- a long quarter
of an hour and then summed up all he had said in a
few words. " I Ve been no uncle to you, Alan, I Ve
been a father. I \e tried to win you but you were not
to be won. I 've tried to hold you but it takes more
than a Wayne to hold a Wayne. You have taken the
bit with a vengeance. You have left such a wreckage
behind you that we can trace your life back to the
cradle by your failures, all the greater for your many
successes. You 're the first Wayne that ever missed
his college degree. I never asked what they expelled
you for and I don't want to know. It must have been
bad, bad, for the old school is lenient, and proud of
men that stand as high as you stood in your classes
and on the field. Money— I won't talk of money,
for you thought it was your own."

For the first time Alan spoke. "What do you
mean, sir?" With the words his slight form
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