
CANADIAN COURIER.

THlE Golden Caf Mining Company had at last
corne ta terms. President Alfred Cleve,
ai the Interstate Consolidated, read with
satisfaction the letter frarn the G. C. Co.

(as it was universally called), which brouglit long
and tediaus bickering ta a close. It ran in part:

ce. . . and referring ta your tempting
off er . . -.. we have reconsidered the advisa-
bility of erecting a smelter at the mine and will
be glad ta consider yaur proposition ai shipping
are acrass the state, upan the condition that yau
-are prepared ta handie aur output in the early
spring-say April first. . ..

All ai which was eminently'gratifying and ad-
vantageaus ta the Road, but which involved the
immediate construction of a bridge across Stony
Creek

President Cleve was not the man ta, waste valu-
able moments; lie 'phoned at once for his Chief
Engineer.

"Morning, Newman," lie said, tersely, as the
yaung man entered. "This is a letter f rom, the
G. C. Co., announcing their intention ta abandon
tbe idea ai a smelter, and slip are via the Inter-
state if we can fill these conditions," lie tapped tlie
letter significantly, "by April firgt."

Lawrence Newman considered a moment.
"It will mean sorne taîl liustling, sir," hie replied.

"This is now nearly the end ai September; the ex-
cavations must lie -made and the concrete laid before
the frost"

"Cali for tenders, at once, then," advised the
President. "Cail for tenders ta be
in by the 29th."

Newman busied himself for tlie
rest ai the day getting out speci-
fications, which hie sent ta a num-
ber ai contractors, the most
prarninent among wbom were
George Gordon and Dave Kennedy
and emany

Gardon was a yaung man wliose
unflagging energy and conscîen-
tious fulfiliment ai bis obligations
had won him the esteem ai many
sucli men as Cleve. In discussing
the proposition with him, the
President liad oiten expressed tlie
hope that if the deal went thraugh
Gardon would get the contract, as
it would be such an impetus ta him
i bis career.

When lie received the specifica-
tions lie was fairly staggered by
the time lirnit allowed for the coin- . %You look e
pletion ai the work. Hie realized look Sweeter-in
tliat bridging Stony Creek (which
was, in reality, a turbulent, treacherous mountain
streamn) would be a day' and niglit job, but the
idea ai liard and constant work held no terrors for

hisa throwing aside the remainder ai bis cor-
respondence lie devated bis whole attention ta this
matter. Calllng bis assistant lie told bim of the
proposition. .-

Finding tlie specifications at the affice, liawever,
Moncton's errand was patent ta bath men.

"The early bird, eh ?" said Kennedy, con-
ternptuously, handing Newman's communication ta
his partner.

Barrett bit bis moustache and frowned.
"This proposition strikes us at the wrong timie,

now that Hudson lias cleared out. Hie could have
worked it up for us, but we have no ane else j ust
now, and as matters stand, Dave, it looks as tliough
we were up against it. We can't send in a coin-
prehensive tender by Friday."

"It's the devil's own luck," said the other. "We
have waited so long for this ta go through, and
naw-. But l'Il lie d--d if Gordon shall beat
me out!1"

Barrett slirugged bis shoulders; lie knew that bis
partner had other than business reasans for Wisliing
ta get the better ai Gordon and that in this line ai
competition lie liad made little progresý.

Dave Kennedy lit a fresh cigarette and closed
lis small green eyes ta mere slits.

"Do you think that Gardon could have bis quo-
tatians prepared by-er-say Thursday morning ?"

The manner in which the question was put caused
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pecially charrning to-day,"1 muttered the visitor. "In fact, I neyer saw y
fact, I don't care a d-er-hang whether Gordon cornes back or not."1

Barrett ta look keenly at bis partner's face. There
was no- need for furtlier explanation-these two
knew one another excellently well.

"Al-yes-Thrsday I Very likely 1 Only-
only-you see, Moncton sticks so d- close ta
him!"

"The noon bour?" suggested Kennedy.
"I[t is worth trying," answered the ather, aiter a

pause. "Leave it ta me, Dave, and in the rnean-'
time, let's have a drink ta the success ai tbe deal 1"

* W ELL, it's something ta have accomplished it,
YYeven we have nat had aur seven hours'

sleep for a couple ai niglits," announced Gardon,
stretching bis lean, muscular figure ta its f ul
length. sBetter go home ta lied, Arthur," lie urged,

time. "It is
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"XYJ AT you want?" ie* de-
VVmanded ai theman who

knocked. is manner, aided by
bis reputation and Miss Hunton's
story, forced the other to jurnp at
conclusions.

"I want yau ta get out-in a
liurry," 'as tlie intruder's retart,
"or I'il soon rnake you !»

"All right-jush you pleash-
came back again-give m'love ýt'the
lady !" called Barrett, swaggering
down the corridor.

One aiternoon early in the fol-
lo Iwing week Gardon and bis
young assistant sat smoking in
tbeir office; business was sus-
pended for the arternaan and dis-

appointment was writ large on the
faces ai the two men. The Stony
Bridge contract lad been awarded

ou ta Kennedy.
"I simply can't understand it,"

said Arthur Mancton, for the fifth
n't possible that lie could baye under-

bid us."
"Not only possible

don, slowly. "For t]
have got it. I hope I
when 1 say that Clev
dIon and Co."

"Oh, riglit you are,
answer. "I know if'
ta vou. lie would: but

certainty," replied Gor-
the only way lie could

latter the firm, Moncton,
nothinz azainst G. Gar-

lie cornes," said Barrett, thickly. "May I smoke ?"
The girl nodded assent. With something akin

to alarrn she noted his unmistakable condition and
tried to think of a way ta lie rid of him.

"You look especially charming to-day," muttered
the visitor; "in fact, I neyer saw you looking
sweeter-in fact, I don't care a d-er-hang
whether Gordon cornes back or not 1"

Hie pushed his chair from the desk and bent over
lier, but she rose quickly and ran ta the door before
he could prevent it. As lie lunged unsteadily toward
ber, the girl uttered a frightened cry and fled
swiftly down the corridor. Just then a gust of wind
blew the outer office door shut, the spring lock
caught-and Barrett was alone!

Instantly his manner changed. He made the dis-
tance between the desk and Gordon's private office
in one leap. His eye, losing its'indefinite, wavering
glance, swiftly took in the details af the room.
There were numbers of telegrams from cernent and
steel companies, there were pages covered with
colurnns of neat figures, there were several drawings.
But toward ail these the man gave only a passing
glance; lie put his hand seerningly by instinct upon
an envelope addressed ta Newman, which was un-
sealed, and spread out the papers it cantained.
jotting down some notes, hurriedly.

The liandle of the auter door turned, but refused
to unlack. Barrett stili wrote.

"She lias no key," lie muttered with satisfaction.
The door was rattled impatiently. "Let me in!1"

called a peremptory vaice.,
"Corne in," answered. the man inside, witb

maudlin affability. His head was bent low aver
the paper and bis fingers fiew.

The command was repeated
~~ angrily, accompaiiied by a jingling

ai keys.
Sliding the papers back inta

their envelope, Dave Kennedy's
partner moved ta the door and
opened it.


