“Yes, I know that, of course.”
; “Wel,” continued Curtiss; ‘I believe that by show-
ing Travers the proof 1 can force him to settle dam-
ages without a trial.”

“I know, but what kind of a story will you put up
1o your clients?” :

“wm
i

hat is comparatively an easy matter. 1 am con-
fident,” observed Curtiss ironically, “that if they can
get their money without having to pay the heavy
€osts of a trial, it will sufficiently soften any feeling
of revenge which they may entertain.”

“You are beyond me,” laughed Rogers. “] can't
8ay that I agree with your attitude. But I am will-
Ing to help you,” he added sincerely.

Curtiss went to the telephone and asked Evans to
€all with his colieagues immediately.

They came. The spokesman for the plaintiffs
_‘Podded sagely in acquiescence to the lawyer’s pro-
- Dosal. Whether they imagined there was an African
. In the fence or rot they said nothing. Their material

thoughts were concerned with the diminished law-

yer's fee,

When they had gone Curtiss poured out a glass
gf brandy and swallowed it at a gulp. . {1 am going
oW to have it out with Travers,” he said.

“Good luck to you, old man,” Rogers called after

him as he closed the door.

THE two men faced each other. The attitude of
the lawyer was one of strained courtesy; of the
Ou‘ler: scarcely concealed eagerness. ”

‘You have thought better of my proposal,” said
Travers blandly. “Have a seat,” he motioned cour-
tef’“SIY to a chair.

1 prefer to stand,” said Curtiss pointedly. “I do
10t propose to mince matters with you, Mr. Travers.

e}f us get to business.

What is your game?” asked the other coldly.

“No game about it. Our proof is so convincing that
My clients and I have concluded that provided you
Make complete settlement of all outstanding claims
We‘ will withdraw proceedings.”

‘Um-m,” mused Travers. He could attach no other
Meaning to such a proposal than lack of confidence.
*€ chuckled to himself. Then to Curtiss:

“You are obscure, sir. Pray be more explicit.”

1 assure you, sir,” replied Curtiss with consider-
;Ole’ asperity, “that I can make the matter clear to

u.”

“Wellt”

“I wouldn’t be here if I didn’t have convincing
§r°°f of your guilt. My motive in desiring you to
settle {s bocause 1 wish to avoul fnourring UUNOCER
a}‘y expense on my clients. Is that clear, s

,‘N"’" returned Travers with biting irony. ‘“You
Will pardon me if I observe that I have only your
Worq respecting’ the proof.” ;

Curtiss controlled himself with difficulty: Moving
floser to Travers’ desk, he gripped the sides and
00ked the man full in the face.

Ct;f ravers quailed slightly before the intensity O

Jer's gaze, but he only said:

You are quite dramatic, sir; proceed.
The lawyer was losing his temper.
Urled at the other, “if I show you the pr

yo}} agree to settle?”

“But you have no proof.”

I have, and J repeat, sir, will you agree to settle
I show it to you?”

e Travers bogan to realize that the lawyer was in
Mmest, but he said evenly, “Let me S€€ your—
yo,l,lr proof, as you call it.”

‘Do you agree to settle if 1 do?” weiihe
th Damn your impudence!” snarled Travers. ‘Wha
1€ devil do you take me for? Do you think me SO
Shorant as to suppose that you would seek a gettle-
meint if you had evidence enough to justify YO‘“"
; igmg ahead with this trial? This proof! Proof!

8 a lie, sir!”

o Lurtisg felt an insane desire to t
sai(;ur gray hairs stand “you in goo
e I give you one more chance.

U not agree to my proposal?”

b No! Do not presume to intimidate
uﬁ.”

"Ve 7 9 % . to

“Yo ry well.” Curtigs was moving

nt, U will have sufficient cause to re
erview,”

r('Jurtiss had held the proof intact for e drlis
i&Vers himself was well versed in Jegal techn 5

€8, angd he feared that if he showed the proof, W i

U Travers first agreeing to his proposal, T::ave é

®Ing forearmed as to the nature of the evidenc

f the

oof will

if

hrottle the man.
d stead, sir,” he
Do you or do
me with 2

ward the door-
member this

he knew ‘that

«Then!” he,

" he specified th
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brought against him, would have time before the trial
to find a loophole in the evidence, large enough to
make the outcome of the case doubtful. Moreover,
it was the trial which he wished to avoid.

In his anger Curtiss had almost forgotten the
cause of his coming, but as he opened the door to
jeave he paused. «Tell me—that you will do some-
thing.” The strange words were as clear to him as
though spoken. He closed the door and turned to

Travers.

«“you will have one more chance.”

Travers laughed garcastically. “Your generosity,
sir, is exceeded only by your—your anxiety.”

Curtiss paid no heed to the remark. “You are
aware, are you not, that one of your part-
ners has left the city.”

«Who? I do not catch your meaning.”

“The name,” said Curtiss, eyeing the
other intently, “is E. H. Bear.”

Travers shifted un-
easily in his chair.
“No, I did not know i

Curtiss knew the man
was telling the truth.

“Well, what has that
got to do with this
thing?”’ snarled Trav-
ers.

“Fverything! Let me
refreshen your mem-
ory. You may doubt-
less recollect that Bear
had a certain letter in
his  possession with
your signature affixed
to it. Something in
the nature of an agree-
ment or plan,” he added, pointedly.

«] don’t know what you mean,” hissed Travers.
He had paled visibly and was trembling.

«“The plan,” went on Curtiss, “was something
like this: You were to raise the price of shares
in your company and keep a gradual increase up
to a certain point. That point would be when all
shares were sold. Then there was to be a sudden
slump when the shares were to remain at so low a
figure that the buyers would be forced to sell. At
that point your agents were to again buy up the
shares—which they did.”

«proceed,” said Travers, huskily.

«we suspected something of the sort—in fact were
your, means, Hut we had no proof.

certain about ;
However, we made it worth the while of your late

secretary to give us any information if he had it to
give. He said you had written a letter to Bear, who
was then in Denver. We sent a man out there who
made the case out pretty strong to Bear and finally
persuaded him that if he would
and appear in court to verify your signature, he
would not be involved in the proceedings.” '

«What did he do?” gasped Travers, off his guard.

“J{e gave me the letter.” :

«The cur!” s
«wyou will also recollect, M. Travers, that the

letter was written and dated previous to the.placin g
of the shares on galb; AVgp TR AWATE b, that
fraudulent intent carried out constitutes fraud.”

«gpow me the letter,” said Travers sharply.

«will you agree to :

«yes.” Travers’ eyes gleamed cunningly.
by Curtiss, he reached under the desk.

I

Unseen

URTISS drew the letter from his pocket and held
C it up before Travers, only to ccnfront, cold iteel'
«prop that letter!” hissed Travers, or 1L
Curtiss regarded the man c(z?lly. Were we out
in the wilds,” he said, steadily, I should probably be
jged to comply with your request, but here you
oblige ery well, gir, that before the echo of a shot
knolv:; gie out, this room would be full of police. \I
zglxlrise you to put up your Weapo(;l.” ot
Travers complied doggedly an s.an ack in
. “] accept your teyms,” he said sullen}y_ .
e er then hastily drew up 2 paper in which
The lawy! e various claims to be settled, ending
at the bottorm of the document With the sworn pro-

i them within thirty days. )
mlsg-to nir:;tr name there,” Curtiss indicated the
“ lgn \

place. :
Travers signe
Curtiss returne

turned to g0
“Wait,” gaid Travers,

d his nmame gilently. :
d the document to his pocket and

«] gon’t yet understand why

s e i i b i e e L e B e

surrender the letter

”
“4Drop that let-
e hissed
Travers.
|
» !

you employ this means.
for me.
notoriety—the heroic display of disgracing me In

You certainly have no love
I should think you would have preferred the

public. Perhaps, though,” he added sarcastically,
“there may be some sinister reason of which I am
unaware. The unusualness of this—this interview
has thrown me cff my guard.”

“Mr. Travers,” replied Curtiss coldly, “I have al-
ready stated my reasons. You are at liberty to infer
what you please. Good day, sir,” and he was gone.

ON the cushioned carpet of the well-appointed

sitting room—just off the elegant parlor of the
Travers residence, a little boy and girl were building
castles out of blocks.

“Qister! Sister!” lisped the girl. “Look! Charies
is going to blow up the castle with his little cannon,”
and she danced about clapping her hands in ecstasy.

Jeanette Travers had not heard the childish prattle.
Her thoughts were far away. She wondered fear-
fully what would be the outcome of the interview.

“Why don’t you look?” shrieked the little miss,
tugging at the skirts of her elder sister.

“Aw, she don’t care about our fun,” volunteered
the hero of the cannon.

Jeanette turned from her gaze out the window.
“Torgive me, Charles, I didn’t know what you were

" doing.” .

But that worthy was deeply offended and gather-
ing his playthings under his arms, he said: “Come,
Helen,” and the two went into another room.

Mrs. Travers, a woman whose kindliness beamed
through the deep lines of suffering, turned in her
vheel chair. “What is the matter with you to-day,
Jeanette? You look ill.”

“I am not ill, mother.”

“you are not worrying about the trial, are you,
dear?”

“No,” said Jeanette weakly.

“That’s right, you shouldn’t,” went on the wife and
mother. “It is indeed unfortunate, but if you knew
your father as I have known him you would realize
the absurdity of the charges brought against him.”

“Yes, mother.”

The dgor bell rang.

Jeanette hurried to answer the summons. A mes-
senger boy handed her an unstamped letter addressed
to herself. Closing the door, she turned. - “It’s all

(Continued on page 22.)



