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’ "'Tee- This morning I came to the 
theater to get a letter I left In my 
dressing-room and raa Into a potiee- 
■aa who was looking for Alice Volk. 
I asked him what he wanted. They 
loend a letter addressed to her on a 
man who was killed last night down 
near the bridge. I've been with the 
dicer since 10 o'clock.”
Is there anything I can do?” 

ivr “No. I've looked after everything. 
But I want your advice on one point.

I* What do you think of not telling her 
' —till he is buried?"

“It's the best plan. I supposed he 
had fallen pretty low.”

“Low!” Merry shrugged his shoul
ders. “I did not know such dives ex
isted as the place where I found him. 
He had been lying there soaked to the 
point of insensibility for two weeks. 
He was too horrible a sight for the 
eyes of any woman.”

“What an end!” exclaimed Oswald. 
“The man once stood on a pinnacle 
that many an actor would give half a 
lifetime to win. He had—”

The Englishman and Merry both 
looked up quickly. Wentworth half 
dropped an armful of books noisily on 
his desk. He opened the door which 
led to the Inner office, passed through,

. then slammed it sharply behind him

CHAPTER XXIV.

The Yellow Envelope.
More than one “summer show” had 

begun to blazon an alluring sign over 
the door of a Broadway theater be
fore “The House of Esterbrook” closed , 
its season. The fame of the play had 
gone abroad through the country, and 
night after night, long after the resi
dence part of New York showed a 
labyrinth of boarded fronts, every seat 
in the Gotham was sold before the 
curtain went up.

The house was packed to the roof 
on the night the play closed. It was
the middle of June and the cUy had 
grown uncomfortably boL Wentvcrth 
had spent a restless day. It seemed 
to him as if the air was tilled with an
ticipation. He overheard the Preen» 
discuss their plans for the »u:rr::r in 
a Maine camp. Julie Vclk h id ap
proached him. half shy, hal! eager. :o 
tell of a shore cottage where they 
were to stay with Dorcas until the 
season opened. Telegrams came and 
went, everyone in the theater had 
plans except himself. lie felt Ccr- 
saken and isolated amid the excite
ment of a closing night. He had no 
ties—not a human being cared wheth
er he came or went. There was a 
house—he held the title deeds for it. j 
he paid taxes and hired servants to j 
care for it—but It was not a heme. 
Only a year ago the three of them had 1 
gone holidaying, as carefree as chil
dren. Ages had passed since last sum-1 
mer.

He wandered about the theater in : 
aimless, unseeing fashion. The world 
seemed to have grown intolerable. He j 
hated the gay laughter In the audi- ! 
ence, the rustling of fans, and the 
buzz of voices between the acts. The , 
orchestra had chosen airs that Jarred ! 
upon his inmost nerves. Ho stood! 
watching the throng when suddenly he j 
wondered how he should meet tomor-, 
row and every tomorrow of a long, 
lonely, inactive summer.

Before the curtain fell on the last 
act he strolled through the darkened 
house and opened a narrow door be
hind the lower boxes. A few shad
owed steps led to the stage. A man 
stood inside with his fingers moving 
over the buttons, which flooded the 
stage with light or shadow. Went
worth pushed past him and walked j 
swiftly behind the drops until he | 
reached a corner which was compara- j 
lively deserted. He stood Inside a 
wing, watching the company take their 
curtain calls. Last of all came Merry, 
alone. The Insistent applause Impor
tuned a speech. Wentworth smiled 
grimly. Andrew’a one terror was a 
speech. He saw the actor glance 
about him appealingly, then his eyes 
signaled to the man who controlled 
the curtain. It began to deecend with 
quiet deliberation. Merry paused for 
.a moment, then he came back.

“Ladies and gentlemen," he began, 
“I had hoped—”

While Wentworth stood listening he 
wondered why the descent of the cur
tain did not stop. He turned and whis
pered a command to the stagehand 
who stood beside him. The man’s face 
was deathly white, he looked para
lyzed with terror. In a second Enoch 
realized that something in the ma
chinery had lost Ita grip. The house 
had grown still, while Merry stood 
smiling and talking in his nonchalant 
fashion. A young man with a gleam
ing expanse of shirt front rose from 
a lower }>ox and set his foot upon the 
roiling. preparing to climb over to the 

.stage. A woman stood beside him 
clasping her bands and staring at 
Merry with horror-stricken eyes. Her 
lace grew ae white as the lace robe 
she wore. Then she shrieked, a long, 
sheering cry of terrer. Enoch sprang 
toward the footlights with one swift 
leap, holding his arm over his head 
ae If to ward off the heavy curtain, 
which was still descending. He seized 
Merry with a desperate grip and 
tbsaed the actor far back on the stage, 
then he fell with the ponderous cur
tain across hia Inert body. Hla closed 
«X®» were facing the glare of the foot
lights.

Dorcas snd Merry, In a swift motor, 
reached the Wavcrly Place home be
fore the ambulance, and a famous sur
geon came close at their heels. When 
the operation was over they laid 
Wentworth upon hie own bed. The 

jgrursreon stood looking down on the

raee. Blood was welling 
slowly froLA the wound on his .are- 
head and made a wide slain open the 
snowy bandage. The man turned to 
look at Dorcas: her make-up lay In 
smudges upon her face and she wore 
the blue cotton gown which belonged 
to “Cordelia” in the last act; her lin
gers clenched each other, while she 
turned an imploring gaze to the quiet 
lace of the surgeon.

“I do not know—yet,” he whispered, 
answering the question In her eyes; 
“It is too soon to telL He lived 
through It, and it Is one of those oper
ations when the patient does not al
ways live.”

Somebody led her sway. In a dazed 
fashion she knew that ALce Yolk 
bathed her face and braided her hair 
Into two long strands and changed her 
stage gown for a soft kimono. Then 
Merry took her hand and she followed 
him to the library. 8ho lay down upon 
a couch feeling as If every nerve in 
her body had an ear and It was listen
ing. The boose was perfectly still. 
Once in her mind she used that 
phrase, “Still as death.” Afterwards 
she fell into a shivering fit; the tears 
came, and she sobbed so fiercely that 
the agony seemed to tear at her 
throat.

From a shadowy corner near the 
fireside Merry rose and crept across 
the room. He dropped on his knees 
beside her and soothed her without a 
word, as one broods over an unhappy 
child. The warm grip In which ho 
held her hand between his own gave 
her courage and hope. She rose to 
her feet and he led her to the window 
where she eat down and looked out 
into the dark, quiet square. Out of her 
memory rose the thought of an early 
morning—it was only a year ago— 
when she had seen Andrew Merry for 
the first time, stretched listlessly on 
the park bench, with a gray, thin fog 
occasionally blotting him from her 
sight. It was here, too, she had sat 
watching children scuffle through 
wind-blown leaves, while she heard 
her brother read the manuscript of 
“The House of Frterbrook." Merrv 
•at silent at her side until the nurse 
entered the room.

“Miss Wentworth,” she said, “Dr. 
Mowbray wants you. Your brother has 
been conscious for a few minutes. He 
cannot speak, but he wants something. 
Will you come?*

They followed the woman swiftly. 
Enoch s eyes sought hers with piteous 
pleading which Was almost agony. She 
bent to kiss him. His gaze traveled 
to Merry and the agony seemed to 
change to peace.

“You saved his life, Enoch,” she 
whispered.

Andrew laid his fingers gently upon 
the nerveless hand which rested out
side the sheet. The eyes of the two 
men met: in those of one was a mute 
prayer for forgiveness, in the other’s 
shone gratitude and the old affection 
grown steadfast

Enoch’s lips moved. He was trying 
to speak. Dorcas laid her ear close 
to his mouth.

“He wants his keys," she said 
quickly.

The nurse left the bedside and re
turned with a bunch of small keys 
strung upon a steel ring. Dorcas laid 
them in her brother's hand. It was 
pitifully Inert! She lifted them and 
ran them through her fingers, one by 
one, as a Catholic tells her beads in a 
rosary. Her gaze was fixed upon his 
eager eyes. When she touched a shin- 
lug brass key a gleam of relief shone 
In the man's beseeching eyes. She 
rose to her feet

“I will go at once. Enoch, and find 
It 1 shall know what you want, what
ever It Is, and will bring it to you.”

The doctor followed Merry and Dor
cas to the door. “Don’t come back un
less I send for you. The exertion has 
been too much for him."

"This Is the key to a small drawer 
to Enoch’s desk," explained the girl. 
“I can probably guess what be wants. 
I ought to show It to him. If his 
mind Is set on something he may sleep 
quietly when he knows I have found 
It.”

“1 will call you if he does not sleep," 
said the doctor.

Merry walked to the window and 
stared vaguely Into the darkness. A 
little clock on the mantel struck three. 

b« looked over his shoulder at

||i

Dome. He t*e!4 beer I 
>tf I . JJ» %

I XXV. ; to ee 1
be mttî I felt

1 bare foend Eoocb'e will sod s 
somber of bostooss pipers. Here ere 
bis basbboobs snd the contract with 
Oswald for the play. There are bonds 
snd thlss» of that sort—tMip I do 
sot understand. 1 imagine." the girl's 
rolce broke into » nob. It meet be 
the will he wants -

-Probably. It Is. dear.- said Andrew 
gently. She laid the papers on the 
desk snd. lifted n yellow envelope.
There was no witting epos It; It was 
unsealed She took out a slip of ne
per and stood motionleea while she 
read It. Then her «agora moved In a 
groping way to turn oo a blaze of 
electricity under the green globe 
shore the desk.

" The room la so dark.- she mar 
mured.

She dropped the paper upon the 
blotter In front of her and leaned upon 
the desk with he face between her 
hands

"Andrew- cried Dorcas with a 
stifled moan, 'come here!”

He crossed the room and stood 
looking down over the girl's shoulder.

-See." she whispered, "see what I 
have found: Tell me what I» ItV Her 
Ungers pointed to the hood. She

stretched ont her hand sa if aearea- 
lng for protection and help. The w 
clasped It between hla own. then she 
raized her eyes to hi«was „ <L. Andrew. th,a that 1 ^

behind everything—that made you ***
give up your play and—" When the nurse beckoned Me stole

Merry’s lips parted, but he did not noiselessly across the floor. She point- 
speak. Dorcas glanced at the date, ed to a chair by the bedside. “He 
She withdrew her hands from his and has dozed off,” she explained to a low 
put her fingers across her eyes as If whisper. “He asked for you Just be- 
trytog desperately to remember some- fore be went to sleep. I told him I 
UünA- you were coming. Sit here so that he

“Why.” she cried suddenly, “the can see you when he wakes up.” 
date was May 29. last year; that was . Merry dropped Into the chair. He 
two days after 1 came home from the began to see perfectly through the ,

twilight when Many entered. The 
outer world lay white and breathless 
under a dazzling sum, and the sudden 
change to a darkened sickroom tor a 
■ornent made Andrew grope vaguely 
on the threehhold. As hla eyes be
came accustomed to the dusk he saw 
a white-gowned nurse knslilfi
the bed. Under the sheet lay the mo
tionless outline of the man'» long 
body, the heed wound with snowy 
bandages Merry's hands gripped to-' 
gather convulsively. The nails cut Into 
hie pelms and an ache which hurt 
tugged et hie heart. Wentworth1» 
chamber held memories tor Mm: he 
thonght of nights when he had lain 
helpless upon that same bed and 
Enoch had taken care of him to a 
lumbering fashion During them day» 
he had men the rugged torn grow wan 
toom want of sleep; still tor hlm s 
smile always lit the stern features. j 

Suddenly, as the last remnant of an 
old scab aloogha off, every fragment 
of hatred, of resentment at 
of pain and rebellion which tor ten 
months had been warping bis nature 
and clouding his life fell away from 
Merry's heart. The love, the implicit 
confidence, even the boyish depend
ence upon the older man, came flood
ing back into his soul like a high tide. 
All that had stood between him and 
kVcntworth seemed unimportant com-

a tone of |

, not yet. You've got thirty

convent” Her forehead knitted into 
a puzzled frown. “It must have been 
that night — that morning — when 
Enoch had a stag party, and I came 
to, after you had all gone. It was
the first Urne I saw you. I have told 
you about it—when you sat out there, 
waiting for a 'bus."

“Yes," he whispered.
“Then afterwards,” she raised her 

head with a quick gesture, “we went 
to Juniper Point There you told me ; 
about your play—and you went away 
to write it?”

She paused, waiting for Merry to 
answer. She did not raise her eyes. 
Her head was bent as if she took the 
shame of her brother upon her own j 
shoulders.

“Yes.” The man spoke to a slow j 
whisper.

"Then you came back, with the play j 
finished, and read It to Enoch, and he 
—he claimed it—because he held this 
against you?" She laid a tremblirj 
finger upon the sheet of paper.

“Yes.”
Dorcas sat perfectly still with her 

arms lying on the desk. Merry bent 
over and gently touched her cheek.

“Oh!” she shrank away from him 
with a shuddering cry. “Oh, how 
could you let him do such a thing! 
It was so cruel, so Inconceivably cruel, 
so shameful, and bo unjust! It was 
such a mistake! Why did you let my 
brother do such a thing?”

“I don't know.” Merry spoke ab
ruptly.

“Tell me why you let him do It,” 
persisted the girL

“I don’t believe I can explain—to 
you.” There was a hopeless tone to 
the man’s voice. “For a while It 
seepied to me like a poker debt 
Women cannot understand a poker 
debt."

“No, I cannot understand," con
fessed Dorcas. Then she went on hur
riedly: “Was that your only reason ?”

“No, I felt that w;y at first Then— 
It seemed foolish. One night I deter
mined for a minute to set myself free, 
to get, the play back, and to make you 
understand. It was the night—that 
night—when you took me home—when 
you found me in the—when you gave 
me new courage and a fresh outlook 
on life—when you made a man of 
me."

Dorcas rose and stood facing him 
with her eyes searching him. “Why 
didn’t you do it?” she asked.

gloom. Wentworth's grim, gaunt face 
had startled him for a minute. The 
eyelids were closed, with depths of 
shadow below them. The man’s domi
nating nose stood out like a silhouette 
against the white pillow. The mus
tache had been shaved away and lines.

► timed imperatively to the Bureau 
h bach the certains, won't yoeT 
i them away back. There’s a gio-

a curtain and flung hack the abutters. 
The room grew suddenly white and 
radiant,

“There!" cried Merry. “Talk of go
ing home to the dark? See how the 
sea la shining! Oo home in the dark;

the eyea of the man on the bed. The 
glare of the sunshine showed clearly 
the wanneae and ghastly shadows in 
the bandpged face.

“She saya.” the actor pointed over
Ms shoulder at the white-gowned 
nurse, “she saya you are out on the 
highroad—coming back to stay with 
us — indefinitely, you understand. 
Enoch? She knows Don’t you?” He 
looked into the woman’s face with ar
dent pleading to hi» eyes

She smiled and nodded. She was 
the embodiment of health and vigor. 
Her stalwart body and her wholesome 
rosy face were pleasant for sick eyes 
to look upon. “Yes. you're come 
back.” she said emphatically. “When 
the doctor left an hour ago he said we 
had pulled you safely around the cor
ner. Now all the job 1 have cut out 
tor me is to see you are kept quiet and 
patient and happy.”

“Yes, happy—that’s the biggest part 
of the prescription,” repeated Merry 
with a laugh.

The sick man looked up. The con
fession to his eyes was pathetic. “It 
seems ages since I was happy. Boy.”

“Well, you’re not going to be al
lowed to think, even to think of past 
ages. You’ve only to lie there and 
get welL It is our business—a sert of 
Job cut out for Dorcas and me—to 
keep you happy. See?"

"I see.” whispered Enoch. The flick
er of a smile stole into his face. It 
brought peace and a pale, eager hope
fulness, as If a thought of restitution 
and atonement was dawning In the 
man’s soul. The nurse lowered the 
curtain and blotted out the radiance 
which flooded the room.

“The doctor has ordered quiet,” she 
whispered, “and sleep—as much sleep 
as possible.”

Merry rose and laid his hand on 
Wentworth’s forehead. “You hear her 
orders, old man?” He laughed gaily. 
“It’s no use running full tilt against 
the nursing profession. Each one of 
them thinks she knows It all! But I’m 
not going to say ‘Good-by.’ I mean 
to hang around here from dawn to 
dark and drop In every time I can 
sneak past her—or the doctor!"

Dropped on His Knees Beside the Bed.

chiseled by days and nights of pain, 
wrinkled about the quiet mouth. Merry I 
sat staring at the haggard face with a ! 
dull, tugging hope In bis soul, which : 
he could not voice even to Dorcas. ; 
He wanted time—time enough to tell 
Enoch that the old enmity was dead, 
that the old love was alive, strength
ened by new ties. A spasm of pain ran 
through the sick man’s face, wrinkling 
the pallid forehead and twitching the 
lips. Merry looked up at the nurse. 
She read the question In his eyes.

“No,” she whispered, “he Is going to 
live. His brain Is clear now. He has 
a great constitution. That was the 
only thing that saved him.”

j The woman had a strong. Intelligent 
Because." said Merry unsteadily, face and her manner was full of calm 

“do you remember you-oo 1—I— | conriction She w«. not young end 
asked you—when a man had fallen

wWs II This That Laid Bshlnd Ev
ery Thing?"

as low as I had If he had anything 
left that wonld pull him to his feet. 
You said, ‘Yes, so long as he has hon- j 
or, there Is no end of a chance for I 
him.’" *

"Oh!” cried Dorcas aghast “Oh, to ! 
think that I should have put that to ! 
your way!”

“Put what In my way? Dearest, that 
night I came around the corner—I j 
had been wandering to the desert. 1 
Suddenly I found sunshine, I found 
love and hope, I found you. That ; 
night—when you went away—I began 
to understand that It was the most 
wonderful chance God ever put to a , 
man’s way."

An instant later his arms were about 
her and she felt his kiss upon her 
cheek.

"Don’t,” cried Dorcas. "Don't!” She 
freed herself from his clasp and held, 
him away from her. "Can't you un
derstand, don’t you see, Andrew, after 
what Enoch did to you, that I cannot 
be your wife?” |

"You cannot—be—my—” He stared 
at her In bewildered dismay.

“Yes, that Is what I mean,” she whis
pered tremuously. “Don’t you under
stand? How could I marry you with 
the thought of this horrible wrong 
constantly between us? I could never 
forget It. Remember It was Enoch, my 

‘brother—don’t you understand?—my ! 
brother—who did this! How could 
you go on loving me and—”

“Remember—it was your brother 
who saved my life,” said Merry pas
sionately. “How could I go on lov
ing you, dearest? How could I stop 
loving you? I could go through hell 
for you, and yet I confess I would 
rather be with you to heaven." He 
flushed and his face grew grave. “You 
are mine—all mine—and I am yours, 
go wholly and truly yours that I have 
grown to think of this world as mere
ly one spot—one little spot—where we 
can make a home and I can have you 
beside me—for the rest of my life.”

must have watched over many a bat
tle between life and death. She knew! 
Merry sighed with relief and peace 
of mind, even with a mad throb of 
Joy. The thought of Dorcas and the 
future came with the conviction that 
there was still time to take up the 
old bonds of love and to begin life 
again.

The face upon the pillow moved and 
Enoch’s eyes opened slowly. Recog
nition flashed Into them, then a smile 
crept about the lined mouth.

“Enoch!” The young man dropped 
on his knees beside the bed, his fin
gers stole under the sheet and caught 
to a strong grasp the hand which he 
had thought was slipping from bis 
reach.

Wentworth’s eyes held a breathless 
question. “You were not hurt?” he 
whispered.

“No, old man; no. I didn’t have a 
scratch. You took It all. You saved 
my life, as you have done more than 
once, and, Enoch, you understand— 
we are back where we stood in the 
old days, with everything forgotten, 
everything buried, burled so deep that 
neither of us will ever give it an
other thought."

The thrill of warmth over that 
strongest of all things human—a bro
ken friendship made warm and secure 
again—ran like the vigor of transfused 
blood through the veins of the sick 
man. Happiness flushed Into the wan 
face and hie feeble strength returned 
Merry’s grip.

Andrew laughed aloud. “You under
stand, Enoch, we are friends—friends 
that nothing can separate again as 
long as life lasts." %

The wlstfulnese of gratitude dimmed 
the eyea of the elck man. “Aa long as 
life lasts! That won’t be a great 
while, Boy,” he whispered huskily; 
"only now—it Is all right—and It 
■eeme different I felt like a coward 
a little while ago. You remember that 
writing chap who died lately? He said 
something Just before he wept I

CHAPTER XXVI.

A Moral Lesion.
Occasionally during Enoch's conva

lescence Dcrcas found him listening to 
common noises about the house with 
a feverish anxiety which was half-ter
ror.

“I don’t know what he wants,” said 
the nurse one day “1 wish I could 
find out. The doctor orders me not 
to bring up any subject that might 
disturb him. There’s something on 
his mind, something that harasses 
him. Yesterday ! stood on the stair 
speaking to Mrs. Volk and I left him 
asleep. When I went back he was 
leaning on his elbow and his eyes were 
fixed on the door as If be dreaded see
ing some one come In. He asked who 
the woman was I bad been talking to. 
His temperature had gone up. ! wish 
I knew what he is worrying about.”

“I think I understand,” said Dor
cas.

She returned to the sickroom carry
ing a bit of needlework. Aa eager 
smile came into her brother’s eyes 
when she opened the door. He lay 
propped up with pillows. She sat 
down beside his bed. “Shall 1 read?” 
she asked.

"No; go on with your sewing. I 
like to see your hands fly with that 
bright silk between your fingers. Men 
have an idea that women are one
sided creature». They are mistaken. 
You sew beautifully, and yet, while 
you stitch, 1 think of your ’Cordelia/ "

It was the first time since his acci
dent that Wentworth had mentioned 
the theater or business of any sort. 
Dorcas began to trace out the pattern 
she was embroidering with the point 
of her needle. Her fingers trembled 
She spoke without looking up.

“You haven't cared to hear about 
business, Enoch. There are senv 
things you may want to know, sine 
you are strong again. Mr Oswa-d 
sailed for England a fortnight age 
He hated to go, leaving you beta: 
the critical point was passed, but th< 
Strand Theater offered open time to 
August and it had to be attended tc 
He is rehearsing an Eiiriish com 
pany now for The House.’ "

“Didn’t he want you for It?" sake 
Wentworth.

“Yes; but I should not have gon* 
even if you had been well. He ho 
given ‘Cordelia’ to Miss Embury, ai 
English girl. He says she will pla; 
it beautifully. We are to open here 
on the twentieth of October. Toe 
whole company has been re-engaged. 
Mr. Oswald said he did not believe 
you would care to make any changes. 
There is only one new member— 
Helen Capron will play ’Mrs. Eater- 
brook/ Miss Paget went tc London 
three weeks, ago.”

Dorcas did not raise her eyes while 
she spoke. The silk thread had knotted 
and she sat disentangling It with her 
needle.

"As soon as you are able to travel 
we are going to take you away some
where. The city Is hot.”

Enoch stared out at the window. 
“Whq Is *we'?” be questioned.

A wave of scarlet crept across the 
girl’s face.

’’Andrew Merry t^a offered to help 
care for you until you are quite strong 
again,” she answered without railing 
her eyea

There atlll were gray ahadows In hla 
face and wan hollows and wrinkles

emeà et Ike temples. Physically the, 
mi had rhaaped. bet e new tree- 
quility bed began to amoofh away 
Unes of worry and care le the color-

life er he

“Yes,” said the girl ceetly.
A pathetic eagerness came lato his 

face; then it grow still with the grav
ity f>i a man who had almost touched 

with death. Into the wrinkles 
about hla moeth crept the old dogged 
determination, tempered by a humility 
which Dorcas had never seen before. 
She flung her work aside, dropped on 
her knees, end drew her brother's face 
close against her own.

“Dorry,” he said after a long silence, 
“when Andrew comes I want to see 
him alone.”

“He is downstairs now,” she an
swered.

"Send him up. won’t you—and do 
you mind if he cornea alone? After
wards I want you.”

The girl hesitated. “Of coarse. Bat 
do you think you are strong enough 
to visit much?"

“I spoke to the doctor this morn in-: 
and he said talking would not hurt un
less I got excited. Andrew Isn't ar. 
exciting fellow.”

“You’re looking uncommonly well 
for a elck man,” said Merry when he 
entered the room a few moments later.

“So do you. Boy!" Enoch’s eyes 
crinkled with a smile.- “You look hap
py—tremendously happy.”

“Of course. I am tremendously hap
py. Why shouldn’t I be tremendously 
happy? I never saw a more glorious 
day; I have you back, well and strong, 
the same stanch cld friend you always 
were; Fve signed a contract for next 
season to figures which would have 
given me dizzy spells five years age. 
and—”

“Anjjr—’’ A pathetic eagerness came 
into Enoch's face.

“Why; bless my soul. Isn’t that 
enough to set the average human on 
transcendental stilts?”

“Andrew, you're half angel!” cried 
Wentworth. There was a quaver to 
his voice.

“Half angel, you ridiculous old mud
dle head!” Merry smiied In his en
gaging way. “There’s no surplus of 
angel fiber in any man—angels are 
feminine.” The comedian’s eyes be
came grave for a moment. “StiU, I 
might have been gadding atout on 
wings today if it hadn’t been for you. 
Your courage—"

“Courage!” Wentworth started as 
If he had been struck. “Andrew, never 
use that word about me again! It 
wasn’t courage that made me snatch 
you from death. Oftentimes men who 
in cold blood are utter cowards leap 
forward and rescue some one from 
death. That Isn't courage!” He 
paused, as If a word had escaped him. 
“It Is blind, instinctive Impulse—the 
natural impulse yen find even in a 
savage."

“You’re too weak yet to argue." 
Merry’s voice was conclusive. “Only 
—one thing is certain,” he turned his 
thumb toward the fleor; “I am here 
instead of—there.”

“Andrew,” the elck man’s face 
flushed, “take these." He pulled a 
bunch of small keys, threaded upon a 
steel ring, from under his pillow. 
“Won’t you unlock the little drawer 
at the left of my desk and bring It 
to me?”

“Don’t go In for any sort of work 
now, Enoch. Your duty at present Is 
to lie there and get well."

“I want that drawer, now.”
Merry stared at him for a moment, 

then he obeyed, and returned to the 
room with the drawer to his hand. 
“Do you think,” the actor paused again 
and asked anxiously, “do you think 
that you are strong enough yet to at
tend to business?”

“This lsn t business.” Enoch’s face 
grew peremptory. “I’m strong enough 
for this. I’m not a praying man. An-
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“When Andrew Comes, I Want to See 
Him Alone.”

drew, but I lay to the dark last night 
thanking God that he had let me live 
lopg enough to—make restitution. I 
can’t make full restitution. It seems 
to me as If 1 had been living on the 
brink of hell for half a lifetime. Let 
me come back,” he pleaded, “back—so 
I can look decent people ia-the face 
again.”

Merry did not speak. He sat watch
ing Enoch’s wasted fingers search 
through a mass of papers In the little 
drawer. He lifted out a bankbook and 
a yellow envelhpe, then he set the 
drawer aside and laid the leather- 
covered booklet upon Merry's knee.

“That Is yours,” he explained. “You 
will find there every cent of royalties 
from ’The House/ It was banked apart 
from my private account It grew 
amazingly during the spring. Yoitare 

-a wealthy man.”
Andrew opened It and glanced 

(To be Continued)
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Synopsis of Canadian Northwest 
Land Regulations

Any person who Is the sole head 
of a family, or any male over 18 years 
old, may homestead a quarter section 
of available Dominion land to Mani
toba, Saskatchewan or Alberta. The 
applicant must appear to person at 
the Dominion Lands Agency or Sub
agency for district Entry by proxy 
may be made at any agency on cer
tain conditions, by father, mother, 
son, daughter, brother or sister of 
intending homesteader.

Duties: Six months’ residence
upon and cultivation of the land in 
each of three years. A homesteader 
may live within nine miles of his 
homestead on a farm of at least 80 
acres solely owned and occupied by 
him or by his father, mother, son, 
daughter, brother or sls*er.

In certain districts a homesteader 
in good standing may pre-empt a 
quarter section alongside his home
stead, Price S3 per aore.

Duties: Must reside upon the
homestead or pre-emption six months 
in each of six years from date of 
homestead entry (including the time 
required to earn homestead patent) 
and cultivate fifty acres extra.

A homesteader who has exhausted 
his homestead right and cannot ob
tain a pre-emption may enter for a 
purchased homestead in certain dis
tricts. Price S3 per acre. Duties. 
Must reside Vjx months in each of 
three years, cultivate fifty acres and 
erect a house worth S300.

W. W. CORY.
Deputy of the Minister of the In

terior.
N. B.—Unauthorized publication of 

this advertisment will not be paid 
for.

MAIL CONTRACT
SEALED TENDERS, addressed to 

the Postmaster General, will be re
ceived at Ottawa until Noon, on 
Friday, the 28th May, 1915, for the 
conveyance of His Majesty’s Mails, 
on a proposed Contract for four 
years, 6 times per week each way, 
between Newcastle and No. 1 Rural 
Mail Route, from the Pleasure P. 
M. General.

Printed notices containing further 
information as to cond'tiqps of pro
posed Contract may be seen and 
blank forms of Tender may be ob
tained at the Post Offices of New
castle and route offices, and at the of
fice of the Post Office Inspector.
Post Office Inspector’s Office,

St. John, N. B„ April 14, 1915.
N. R. COLTER,

17-3 Post Office Superintendent.

Eastern
Steamship Corporation

INTERNATIONAL LINE

THREE TRIPS SERVICE
Leaves St. John. Mondays, Wednes

days and Fridays 9.00 A. M.. for 
Lubec, Eastport, Portland and Bos
ton.

Returning leaves Central Wharf, 
Boston, Mondays, Wednesdays and 
Fridays. 9.00 A. M., for Portland, 
Eastport, Lubec an<| St. John. •

»t. John City Ticket Office,
47 King St.

A. C. CURRIE, Agent, St. John N. B. 
A. E. FLEMING, T. F. & P. A.,

St. John, N. B.

Wanted
A girl familiar with general house

work. Good wagee paid for one who 
Is thoroughly experienced. Apply to 
36-0 MRS. E. A. McCURDY

Keep Mlnard'e L'niment In the house

i


