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CHAPTER L

A Financier Dies.

ABRIE], WARDEN—capitalist, railroad direc-

tor, owner of mines and timber
lands, at twenty a cow-puncher,
at forty-eight one of the pre-
t l_ll‘en of the Northwest Coast
With quick, uneven steps the
his 3 .ckerfurnished living room of
Soung € Just above Seattle on Puget
hag u.Sed Wice within ten minutes he
ask 4 . 'he telephone in the hall to
W . S3me question and, apparently
traip ¢, Ve the same reply—that tne
inq’ﬂiredm Vancouver, for which he had
Zerg ’hhad come in and that the pas-
It ad left the station.
8h % Dot like Gabriel Warden to
the § ®IVousness of any sort; Kondo,
haq Panese doorman, who therefore
telep
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ﬁg‘;‘?d Something strange in this
mrﬁier%ng’ Wwatched him through the
Which shut off the living-room
' hall. Three times Kondo saw
outh in the careless fit of
4 €S, Dowerful and impressive in
of 8th of feature and the carriage
ow w:n‘s’haped head—go to the
0d, watch in hand, stand
i It was a Sunday evening
ande f}nd of TFebruary—cold,
% ‘Wlth a chill wind driving
City and across the Sound.
?V'l.'dently saw mo one as he
en K“lﬂ‘t’(‘) the murk; but each
Cheaondo observed, his nervous-
R Dreg, Sed. He turned suddenly
on r”e"d the bell to call a servant.
ha'll, a:dlvftl‘-Eating silently down the
hang lleuced. again and entered the
b@fd’ Whie}?otlced then that Warden"s
“0Te iy, v:"&s st‘ill.h»olding the watch
S OImé ;S shaking.
(Y . al} who may, or may not,
®, will ask for me in a few
He will say he called by
Take him at once to my
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he had come to her to discuss some serious subject.
“Cora,” he said, when he uad closed the door after
the maid, “I want your advice on a business question.”
“A business question!” She was greatly surprised.

WARNING:

The story ‘‘The Blind Man’s Eyes’’ is the most recent
produet of two writers, Edwin Balmer and William
MacHarg.

They are said to be good workmen.

Those who recommended the story to the editors of
the Courier appeared to be enthusiastic about it. This
may have been because they wished to sell the Canadian
serial copyright.

We have since read it, but reserve our opinion. The

real judges must be the readers of the Courier.

In asking for this judgment it is neecessary to warn
readers of one point,—mnecessary in the interests of fair-
ness.

The point is this:

If any reader objects to having his or her attention
taken off the war, even for twenty minutes at a time,
then ‘‘The Blind Man’s Eyes’’ is a bad story to read.

If any one is so busy that twenty minutes twice a week
means lost time and neglected work—then this story
should be avoided.

This is a good story. It is ingenious. It is almost
impossible to guess the ending. It is very possible that
you will not wish to miss any instalment.

She was a number of years younger than he; he was
one of those men who belisve all business matters
should be kept from their wives.

“] mean it ¢ame to me through some business—
discoveries.”

“And you cannot decide it for yourself?”

“] had decided it.” He looked again at his waten.
“] had quite decided it; but now— It may lead to

“All right,

after I've tal

"

some result which I have suddenly felt that I haven’t
the right to decide entirely for myself.”

Warden’s wife for the first time felt alarmed. She
could not well describe his manner; it did nof sug-

gest fear for himself; she could not
imagine his feeling such fear; but she
was frightened. She put her hand on
his arm.

“You mean it affects me directly?”

“It may. For that reason I feel I
must do what you would have me do.”

He seized both her hands in his and
held her before him; she waited for him
to go on.

“Cora,” he said, ‘“what would you
have me do if you knew I had found
out that a young man—a man who, four
or five years ago, had as much to live
for as any man might—had been out-
raged in every right by men who are
my friends? Would you have me fight
the outfit for him? Or would you have
me—lie down?”

IS fingers almost crushed hers in

his excitement. She stared at

him with only pride then; she was proud

of his strength, of his ability to fight,

of the power she knew he possessed to

force his way against opposition. “Why,
vou would fight them!”

“You mean you want me to?”

“Isn’t that what you had decided to
do?”

He only repeated.
fight them?”

“Of course.”

‘“No matter what it costs?”

She realized then that what he was
facing was very grave.

“Cora,” he said, “I didn’t come to ask
your -advice without putting this
squarely to you. If I go into this fight,
I shall be not oniy an opponent to some
of my present friends; I shall be a
threat to them—something they may
think it necessary to remove.”

“Remove?”

“Such things have happened—to bet-
ter men than I, over smaller matters.”

She cried out. “You mean some one
might kill you?”

“Should that keep me from going in?”

“You want me to

She hesitated. He went on: “Would you have me
afraid to do a thing that ought to be done, Cora?”
“No,” she said; “I would not.”

then. That’s all I had to know mnow.

The young man is coming to see me to-night, Cora.
Probably he’

s downstairs.
ked with him.”

I’ll tell you all [ can

Warden’s wife tried to hold him a moment more,



