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AComplete Story by Annie m. Stewart
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It wam ýa tny room mand Very sparsely
furished. The fleor, save for the
'»arthrug,.- was. carpetiesi, and tho
boards, -once stained brown, Bowed
white and rough in places. At one cor-
ner of the fireplaco stood an old desk,
ïn the other a.capaclous and shabby arma-
chair.

fTerê were books evorywhore, books
of aIl kinds, sizes, and conditions. A
anis.1 bookease was crammed full of

- them; they littered the #loor, the top of
tbe desk, the table by the window.

The mantelpioce bore au u-itidy array
of miscellaneous articles, from alman-
-ta, -tom -- envelopos, ,empt.y match-
boxes, and old pipes, to a child's broken
toy iln a dog's collar.

The whole room wore a, desolate,
dreary, lifeless look; the bare boards,

ib.u.ty furiiture, the tumbled books,aeemedte-watn - waiting hope-
lèsaly-for the ttoeh cf some quickening
pr esonce, some gracicus personality that
should make cf the dreary wbole a fit-
ting for its tenant.

Ovor the mantelpiece hung tbroe pie-
fures, the only beantiful things ia the
ru;om-ono, a copy cf Watts's "Love and
Death," the second a print cf Reynolds's
"ÂAge cf Innocence" and between these
an 'enlazged phutiogrspbcf a.womnan,
little more tiban a girl, not exacV1y
leautiful perhaps, but Bweeter in ber
gr-ace and youtb than the luster cf
flowers in ber band, she stood beside a
tmLll rose-bush bending a little-with haîf-
parted lips-as if to kisa ber sister roses.

Bebind, tbrough the leafy foliage cf
June, against which ber fair head and
white dress shone witb an almost radiant
clearneas, came a glimpse cf a statehy,
iv'y-covered, turreted bouse- ber home,
the home she had noverý re-entered after
lier wedding-day.

She had been Gilbert Evans's wife,
an~d she had been dead nearly one year.

At bis desk, beneath a glaribg fun-
shaded gas-jet, sat Gilbert' writing, or,
rather, alternately writing ind tearing
up what ho lad written. One or two
books, whicbho b ad pushed roughly
aside with bis elbow from the top cf the
desk, lay upon the floor, their pages
widespread, as if mutely appeiling
against snob ignominy. One, a cheap
edition cf "David Copperfeld" had
opened at a picture cf Dora, the "child-
wife.» It eaught Gilbert's oye at lengtl,
and ho picked it up and tbrust it hur-
riedly into A drawer cf the desk, i-ile
the memory cf another girl, another ah-
most child-wife, came vividly back to
bim. Involuntarily, ho glanced at the
picture above the mantelpiece, and as
quickly turned bis eyes away. For ber
ilame, also, bad boen Dora, and aIe, like
ber namesake, had faded early iu the
blossom-time cf life.

A clock somewhere in the hQuse struck
the hour, and ho looked up with a start.

He seemied n-vous, irritable.Pro'-
aently ho srose, and, witl a gesture of
disgust, threw down the pen and, push-
ing the desk aside, flung himself wearily
into the armchair. Ho sat still, very
stili, bis elbows on bis knees, bit hbead
buried in bis bands, gazing moodily into
the beart cf the dying lire. So silent
was ho, that the hurried, thin ticking cf
a smal dock on the mantelpiece seemed
to fil the air with its insistency.

Yet, li the silence, in that dreary,
commoxiplace, unlovely room, a duel wal
being fouglit, a duel which is eternal, thé
duellists the powers cf Rigît and Wrong,
the meeting-place the heart cf mani, and
the priz-a humaü Soul.

And the strife was keen and bitter, as
it ever is where the prize is worth the
winning.,

For Gilbert Evans had corne te a Part-
ing cf the ways, and as ho decided now,
as ho chose the bigher or the lower path,
so would bis future be. On the one hand,
bis old life, commopplace enough, per-
haps, witb its monotonous daily round
of work and sleep; on the other, a neW
career, an impreved position, wbere bis
talents, cramped 90 long, miglit find
fuller scope, where life would mean
something more than a constant strug-
gle to make ends meet.
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But gaining go much, what iias'théee
to forfeit? Oly bis self-respect, only
honor! And, to a man of bis staip,
these were nô empty words. Gilbert
Evans had been, from boyhod, employed
by a certain flrma of. manufacturers, 'the
head of whic'h had showwn bim innumer-
able kindnesses, and bad indeed, treated
him. more as a son than an, employ'ee. But
it was a small business, iately a decay-_

Ling one. Gilbert, however, liad, alm.ost
1by aecideut4, atumbled acrosua anew idea,
1which, if capable of practical fulfilment,-

would, he f elt sure, revolutionizo their
mode of manufacturing, and bring back
the prosperity go fast leaving them..

But, in some mysterious way, a rival
and- powerf-ul firm-had -caught air hxkling-

Lof the secret, and had begun experiment-
ing on theit own account. It soemed
only a question of time before the efforts
of the larger flrm, with their greater
facilities and more lavish outlay, would
be auccesaful. But one thing, the turu-
*ing-point of the whole idea, was lacking;
the shell the rival flrm had managed to
produce, but the kernel, thie very heart
of the invention, was known to one man
only, the man in whose braixi the idea
had flrst taken birth--Gilbert Evans.

The rival flrm stooped to bribery.
Gilbert -had. heard several hints of

what was impending, and -when the offer
came-an offer inluding a large salary
and a responisible position, as the prie
of ceming over te thé enemy - hie was

scarelysurrised. He despatchod bis re-
fusai promptly and considered th

Thon bis wife died, and, in the anxloty
of hier ilîness and the awful anguish of
lier death, ahl worldly concçerns were, for
à. time, as dust and ashr to bim.

.fter, when life beganslowly to as-
sume normal proportions once more,
when ho found himself we- ihtod -th the
heavy expenses which eillness always
bringa, and with the caro of a littie.son
of seven years, to whom he was to be,
hiencforth father and mother bath, some
sane, sweet influence seemed tQ baye gone
froin him, and ini a despergteýlefort to
make money more speedily hoe beganl to
speculate, with what, se far, had proved
disastrous resuits.

It was thon, when things at the fac-
tory were not geing on se well, when bis
employer, to wbose aid,- financial and
otherwise, ho owed go much, was losing
hope, and his experiments were oating up
more money than they seemed hlkely to
produce in the immediate future that a
second offer came to him, baited with
more glittering ures, a larger alary,
easy hors a slendid laboratory at bis

dposai wherein t bring bis ideas to funl
fruit ion! So much for bis work!

.And for bimself relief from the daily
drudgery Of work-a-day life, from the
deadly, droary round of labor and sleep
wbich was siowly but sure'ly.duiling al
bis finer faculties, bis nobler aspirations;
leisure to flnd himself, te féel himself
once more a man, and not mnereîy a
machine, to live bis life as ho had meant
to live it byr the light of bis lest ideals,
to rescue bis talents from disuse,.to do
something *ith bis self.

And for bis little son, what of bis pros-
pects? If hoe chose expediency instead of

0honor, ingratitude instead of gratitude,
bow would it be with the child? De was
a deicate, sensitive little mortal, and
Gilbert often feared that the life of the
conn cilshool, the only sehool ho could
afford, was becoming too bard and roughi
for bixn. From hie mxotiher, wbo ¶iad ad
gentie blood in ber veins, ho ba in-
herited many, dainty littie ways of
speech and manner, and these Gilbert-
dreaded hie must inevitably loge beneath

ithe ridicule of bis playmates, to niany of
,whom anythiiig that savored of gentle
blood was dubhed affectation, and to be
wel-mannered was to' be considered be-
neath contemipt. A better scbool, legsasor-
did surroundixigs, and more care and at-
tention than bie mas tlikely to receive
froin the roughbanded, if kind-hearted
"ýgeneral," of whicb the Evans household
considted, tfor the Child, were surely
worth seeking.

Or if--Cil-bert had of late often con-
gideIred this Iast possibilit.y, probably
becauCs in the vehemcnec of his grief
if e had l0est 'wat it had f or bim- SEND IN YOIUIL LNEWAL NOW
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