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By REBEGOA HARDING DAVIS.
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PART L

The managing edifor’s patiencs was al-
most exhausted. . ‘‘Positively, Maj. Stand-
ish, I don't sed that we ean find any room
for anything of ;yours in The Camera this
week, Or any week,” headded with #n in-’
ward oath to himself, glancing impatiently
at the heap of “revises” waiting upon his
desk. He did not take them up, however,
but stood outwardly respectful, for he was a
young fellow, and Standish, though a notori-
ous bore, was old and white headed.

The major patted him patronizingly on
the shoulder. ‘‘My dear fellow,” in his most
luscious, grandiloquent tone, “let me give
you a hint. I've been twenty years in the
very thich and beat of American journalism,

make The Camera weighty? I call it dall,
sir, dull. Too much respectability kills a
paper. It needs a different clas8 of articles
—something at once forcible and light.
Philosophic and vif, sparkling and—well,do
you take my meaning?

“Something like that in your hand, eh?’
laughed Stinger.

“Precisely. You've hit it,” complacently
twitching his white whiskers.

“No. Not today, major.”

“Suppose we try a short thing on fish

thoroughly.” -

¢The Timesdid that on Friday.”

The 'major stcod a moment anxious and
silent, < “This new asteroid, now? When I
was on The London ‘News, Griffin used al-
ways tosay: ‘For anything taking in the
scientific line, Dan Standish is our man.’
Don’t want it,eh? Who's doing that kang-
ing down in Delaware for you? I'll make
you a two column job of it for $5, and pay
my own expenses. That road always dead
heads me.”

Stinger took up his proofs.
stenographer reporter this morning.

“Wo sent a
We

‘| really have no use for you, Maj. Standish.”

“You never were more mistaken in your
life. Where you nesd meé, my dear boy, isto
take charge of your reportorial corps.- I'd
malke those lazy fellows toe the mark.” :

“Mr, Stinger!” It was the proprietor Mc-
Murray’s voice, which rasped through the
room like the filing of a saw. - He came to
the door of his office. A sandy, flat built
Scotchman, to whose making up nature had
grudged every atom of flesh save in the one
matter of a keen, red, tomahawk shaped
nose. “Have not those proofs gone up yet?
You encourage too many idlers in the office,
sir. ‘You here again, Standish?"

“You hereagain, Standish ™

“Ah, Mr. MoMurray!’ ' A delightful
morning, sir™ The major beamed on him
effulgent. Stinger and Withrow, the news
editor, both driving their pens furiously at
McMurray's cppearance, winked at each
other. The seedy major, with his grand
brawny build, his imperturbable suavity and
his dauntless lying, always came off first best
in these encounters, McMurray, in his fault-
less black clothes, with &l his backing of
wealth and consecientious religion, seemed to
feel himself thin and sour, and cowed before
him. e =

{“I wonder,” he said, with a sneer, “‘that
with ‘your higher literary occupations, you

do.”. ' . i

“'Pon my soul, I wonder, too. Now
that ' is ' precisely what ‘' my publishers
say to me,
say. ‘Take the public between the eyes with
a knock down blow.’ Then those magazine
fellows in New York and Boston are crying
out every month for me 'to come to their
help. But Ilike to see the old Camera suc-
ceed, that's the truth.” .

“The Camera is under obligation to you.”

“Not at all. I'm glad to help build it up.
I've a pride—Philadelphia enterprise, sir—&
pride in it,” backing to the door, ‘“What I
have here, sir,” touching his forehead, ‘‘was
meant for mankind, not to barter for fame

Iast little thing of mine in
ster?” : ’

“No, nor nobody else,” savagely. ’

“Ah,” you don't take the quarterlies? I'll
send it to you. I'll send itto you. Good
morning, Mr, MocMurray, good morning.” -

“Keep that liar and braggart ont of
office, Mr. Stinger,” said McMurray in his
coldest, civilest tones; for when ether men
would have raged, his sense of duty keps
him quietest. -He smoothed his face befers
going back intoe office.- Young John Froe-
tor was there, the clergyman to whom Me-
Murray’s church, through his influence, had
just given a call. He had just come from
the depot after two years' absence in the
west, and McMurray was striving to do him
honor in his hard, ungenial way. Proctor
had been a sort of ward of his, and it was
whispered about ia the office that McMurray
would be glad to have him now for a son-in-
law. This church was his idol, and to see
his only child the wife of one of its ministers
was, i his opinion, to inclose her in the
pearly gates of salvation while yet alive.
“The office” felt as if the delicate, bright
haired little heiress would be thrown away
on Proctor. “These penniless preachers
| know how to feather their nests,” Stinger
| had said but a few minutes before. b
{  Mr, McMurray could not forget Standish
when he went back to his office. ‘“‘Lazy eld
Bohemian!” he growled. “If you want the
most disreputable vices, Mr. Proctor, always
look for them in an old man who lives by his
wits.”

“Who was it?”

“Standish—the major. You know him.”
|  “What! There?’ Proctor dashed out into

the office without his hat, and down the

stairs, shouting, ‘Hillo, major!” leaving
| McMurray astonished behind him. He took

up his pen and began to write severely. The
| carnal flesh was stronger in the young man
| than he had thought. Withrow, out of cu-
| riosity. lounged down the stairs and found
{ John at the door looking anxiously up and

down the street. 2 |

“Ah, Mr. Withrow! do you remember me?

John Proctor,” wringing his hahd in a hearty
| fashion which he used to have when a boy.
i “I'm looking for a friend of mine, Maj.
| Standish.”

“Yes? Maj. Munchausen, we call him in

| the office,”

the Westmin-

and you are but a neophyte. ¥ou want ta

culture?, I've got myself up on fishes'

‘| and filléd ‘the pavement from wall
4| Proctor

can - sparo time to besiege this :office as

“Write a book, : Standish,’ - they'|"

or money. By the way, have you seen that-

- b5 grdinary svagey maaper. .

“He is & friend of mine,"” coolly. -“The
office dpes not know him as well as I do,
probably.”

Withrow felt himself rebuffed, but only
for a minute. “Theold fellow has a cockloft
oversa waro honse somewhere, where hecooks
for himself. How he lives, God knows, He
has nothing now but the odd jobs we give
him here in the office. He's had nothing from
us for two weeks.” i -

“Is he alone? There was a little girl, or
woman, rather? Proctor hesitated. The
story of the old major and Madeline was
something which he could notdrag out be-
fore this fellow. .

*‘Niece or something? She lives in some
country town now, I believe, and colors pho-
tographs. A great artist, the major says.
She's a dull girl, I fancy. Women without
brains have to scratch hard for a living now-
adays.”

Mr. Proctor did not care to enter into the
woman question. He stood whistling under
this breath, with some queer ideas in his cler-

fcal head, which Mr, Withrow would have:

bardly thoaght befitted it. They.gfe
of the remembrance of those Saturday after-

inoons “when, for year after year, he used to
escape- from boarding school and repair t8
that same cockloft over the warehouse, there
to feel himself a Gypsy or a Crusoe for a few

delicious hours. What a vagabond, uncer-

w out

i Withrow clapped his hahd fo ot pocket,
then to the other. *‘By tho way! Where the
deuce— Oh, here it is. 'Come ‘this way,
major,” drawing him into the ‘doorway, and’
opening & New York paper. ‘‘Here in the
Personals. ‘Richard Standish.'! . Youn seel.
No relation of ‘yours, eh?”

The major had the paper up before his
face. He took out his cracked eyeglasses and |
adjusted them on- his nose; -took them down
and wiped them leisurely; read the card
once, a sesond time. “‘No;d don't know the
man.” t

“From Vifginia, yon see,” Said Withrow,
putting the paper in his pocket again; ‘‘and
came bere about the same time you say you-
did. But your name’s Dan. Certainly. It
looks like a trick of the police to get hold of &
criminal to me.” !

“So it doss to me.”

“Going, eh? Proctor’s busy,” with a sig-
nificant wink. *‘He has no need of old fel-
lows like us, now.” S

*“No.” The major stood a moment wal
ing“Jokn's éager gestures, and the bright;
blushibg face bent over him.. “No: he has
no more meed of me,” he said quietly;nid

turned away with a bow. _as he passed the
carriage, though neither of them mw

Mr, McMurray, with the young clergyman
agaimin his office, safely trapped,-could’ nob
let liim: go without a word or. two of: rebuke,

tain lifeit was! the poverty, theshifts, the | . Shpuld you accept it” (they were talking of

fun, the inextinguishable' jollity and tender
love under it alll What a prince the major
. and Madeline made of him—saving all week
to compass the Saturday’s roast’ chicken and
cranberry tart! Proctor had never known
father or mother ;: his ideas of love or a home
were all drawn from poor Standish and his
crazy menage. . Sostrong was this boyish in-

stinct in him just now that he actually stood
breathless when anybody resembling the:{

major came in sight. If the old man should
not recognize him, or should meet him with
the formal deference of other respectable
people, why, then, good-by to that old boy-
hood, so horribly dear and disreputable! . ;
Now the major was in a restaurant a few
doors down the street.

bookkeeper.

%o through his brain. g
4] Belicve you've had a drop too much,

Standish,” said Sam.

“No; Pve had to stop drinking.' You |

can’t get a glass of champagne fit for a gen~
tleman in this accursed town. But about
the advertisement?” (The Camera paid him
a small percentage on this sort of ‘business,
and a few cents now would buy him his din-
ner.) y Ainit o
“No.” i
The major leaned on the glass counter for
& moment.
tasted food: The steam of savory dishes, be-
low was too much for him: A collapsed
stomach in a powerful frame like hisis &

deadly drag upon a man’s pluck. He'looked

at Sam. The fellow would give himhis din+
ner if he asked it, he knew. ... .

He gathered himself up with’an effort.
“1'd steal, but I can’t beg,” he said, silently.
He nodded affably to Sam, and filliped to thé
parrot: as he went ous. His: high featured,
usually florid face, had turned cold and blue
under the mustache and whiskers, but he
‘carried himself jauntily, ;

John Proctor sawhim as soon as he stepped

-} on the street. - There was the identical bread-

cloth suit cus twenty years ago, and the vast
expanse of shirt bosom, frayed in the plaits,
but immacuiately white.: -‘The major was a
propestyiofthe town, well known as the city

. |-clocks ;; With his -bushy, white .mene,-his im-

posing shoulders; his lofty bow, he. rgdiated
3 to ctirb.
ht 4h6 old ‘man would be glad
to see him, but be certainly had not expected
the strange effect which the sight of him pro-
duced, Standish stopped as though he had
been struck a blow, holding him off at arm’s
length. His pomposity seemed to suddenly
drop from him.

“Why, Jack! Jack!” he stammered, ‘I did
not look to see you. I beg your pardon, Mr.
Proctor. I forget”— drawing back, yet still
holding the young man's coat sleeve with
what would have beon very like. a caressin
a woman, g o rl :

“Forgot? You forget old friends, I think.”

“Prince’ Hal ‘has changed his state,” said’
the major, smiling, with/an /effort to be him-~
self, It is time he shook off old Falstaff.

How ill white hairs become .afool and jester!

So surfeit swelled, so old and so profane!

touching his big breast with a bitter laugh,
““You did not use to affect the cynic.”
“No. It is the sight of" you that reminds
msé of what, I-had better forget.” 7/ |

Proctor was; ashamed, as one man always
is of emotion in another. , *‘You had always
an unreasonable liking for me, vicious young
doz that I wasI"he said, lightly. “You're
at the old place, I suppose? T'll come round
at dusk. We'll broil a steak together, hey,
major? My hand Kas nof lost its cunning.”

Thé old man looked down at him steadily
with an inexplicable brightness in his keen
eyes, ' “‘I did not think you would go so far
as tha$, my boy,” he said quietly.

Mr. McMurray's carriage drew up at the
door at that moment. It was plain but rich,
the horses thoroughbred. ‘An innoeent look-
ing, delicate little blonde, dressed with
Quaker like plainness, looked out and blushed
crimson at the sight of John. At that the
blood mounted aiso iaito the fellow's tell tale
face, and he went down to the aaxrriage, lean-
ing on the deor to speak to her. 2

“A handsome pair, major,” whispered
Witkrow, who was still loitering near.

Standish nodded. “She looks like a good
religious weman. McMurray would raise his

ter cleaner than ether girls.”

*She's worth a eool half miilion; that's the

 way in which I'd think you would look at

her.”

480 I do, Mr. Withrow. Proctor is Jucky,
very lueky. Talents and education and re-
ligion, and now a good wife with money.
The boy could not ask for more.”

There was something in the old man's un-
usual quiet, and the look which he fastened
on Proctor, that roused Withrow's curiosity.

“There used to be some connection be-
tween you' and the young man, wasn
there! He was under your . guardianship
when he was a boy, I think I've heardf”

“Not at all, sir,” eagerly, “not at all It
was a mere business transaction. I held cer-
tain moneys for the lad’s use from his father,
and paid his bills; that was all. I placed
him under Mr. McMurray’s care when he
was entered here first at school. McMurray
has the entrance to the best society, and is
religious; those were the two things I looked
at.
father was one of the old blue bloods of Vir-
ginia. He would never have trusted his son
to the guardianship of an old scallawag like
Dan Standish.” The major was himself
again, his rolling voice and theatrical gest-
ures keeping time and apparently enjoying
each other thoroughly.

“Oh, that’s it? You were not one of the
blue bloods then?”

“My father was a butcher, sir.
by my wits; and an infernally poor capital
they are for any man. Illsay that. I've
dined with dukes and ragpickers in my day,
Mr. Withrow. But the smell of the slaughter
house followed me. A man is nothing with-
out family here in Philadelphia.” And again
his eyes rested on Proctor, with the anxious
thoughtfuluess so strangely at. variance with

“Try an advertise-
ment in Tho Camera, Sam,”he said to the
“I gwear it will pay you like
—like"— His talk halted; the ideas scemed '

It was two days since he had sald McMurray, not ill pleased: . :

Why, the boy’s blood is of the best. His |

I've lived |

the call), “you must be careful, my dear sir,
t6 avoid eveén ‘the ‘appearanteof - evil.' ‘You
are ‘young and impulsive,  fond -of 'your
friends. # The dignity of your position would
render improper many associates ‘'whom you
knew ds'a boy, unless, indeed, ¥t approach
therd’ officially, administering the Word as
the hope of salvation. This Maj. Standish
moyy, for example”— . ik
“I.am very uncertain about accepting this
' church at all,” broke out Jack: “There is &
-place in the west that suits my ways better.
But Ircould not marryon theirsalary. Its:
‘the merest pittance. I could barely live on
it . : s
Mr. McMurray paused, and answered with
‘deliberation: “In the matter. of. marriage,.
“mustyou ‘consult that point of salary .at all,
Mr. Pr ? The wife you may- select’may
will, in all probability—be ' independent. ’
A woman ‘ought to feel hersélf ‘Honored in
Beirig called to share. the spiritual work of a
Christian minister, and shonld rejoice if she
| can bear her part in his temporal burdens.”
_ “I'll never be supported by.a rich wife,”
‘gaid John, bluntly, “Ill'be frank with you,
Mr,'MeMurray. There i§ aiwoman whom 1.
have loved long and faithfully. I-will marry
her, if I can.  If she'has money, well and
good; but I'must be the provider in my own
househiold.” UL i
; “Tt is a natural" feelinig, and a manly one,”

“We differ, too, in this matter. of associ-
ates,” obstinately resumed Jack.: “I have
mnever felt'that ‘my ‘cloth,’ ‘as the: vulgar
phrase has it; placéd me one whit apar$ from
‘other men, * When I measure myself with a
princeor ruffian; in the dock by his courage
‘| 0r good sense” or’ faithfulness to his friend, I
touch a ‘brotherhood between us stronger
| than 'any<hurch bond. We got our naked

hands . together. . You  understand? . And
oftener then it is he who gives the Word to’
me than I to him,” he added, under his
breath.

Mr. McMurray checked the angry rebuke
on his lips. Al young men were flighty now-
adays, and given to this visionary talk. - He
remeémbered John Procter’s brilliant reputa-
tion in the church, the-crowds that -pressed
t0 hear him as he went from city to city. If
Clara were his wife, no womanin the church
would hold higher rank. ‘I cannot under-
stand,” he said, gently, ‘what bearing, this
has on your intimacy with Maj. Standish,
particularly”—raising his voice when Proc-
tor would have spoken—"when I have every

reason to believe the police are on his track
as a long escaped criminal.”

John'’s face burned as though he himself
had beenaccused. ‘‘What proof have you of
this?” he said, rising.

“There is a New York ‘detective here to
jdentify him now,” in a mysterious whisper.
“I could learn no more from him than that
Standish is living under an assumed name.
But I fear the worst, Mr. Proctor, the very
worst.”

“Bah!” muttered John to himself. ‘““Where
is this fellow? I'll go to him at once,” put-
ting on his cap.

McMurray rose and put out his hand. It
was high time that he became the mouth-
piece of the church and Clara.. ‘Mr. Proc-
tor, I beg that you will not espouse this dis-
reputable old man’s cause so vehemently.
His name is a public by-word of infamy
among newspaper men. A vaporing boaster
and liar.”

“Newspaper men know but one side of the
fellow,” retorted John, hotly. I could tell
you tales of him, of his unselfishness and his
noble .charity, that would put the lives of
many of our professors to shame. Besides,
he was kind to me when I wasa boy.. I'll
not turn by back on him now.”

McMurray’s sallow cheek began to burn.
“Then I regret to say, Mr. Proctor, that you
must make your choice between the church
and your very boyish impulse. A clergy-
man who makes an associate of so doubtful
a character is hardly suited to our society.
As for his good traits, I know nothing. Ido
not know that the righteousness of the carnal
flesh is filthy rags.”

“And I know that courage and self-sacri-
fice are proofs of as good mettle in poorjold
Standish as in a ehurch member, and come
as direct from the Masterof both. I must
judge for myself in these matters.”

‘“Assuredly. But if your judgment in
points so essential differs so widely from
ours, I must beg leave, as chairman of the
committee, to withdraw the call. Do not be
rash, my dear sir,” changing his voice and
laying his hand on John’s shoulder. ‘‘Therel
don’t answer me now. Think it over, and
by evening you'll see that I was right. ¥ou
are young and—pardon me—a little hot-
M‘” .

A friendly word disarmed Jack. He
laughed. ‘‘You're right there, anyhow.
Let the matter go till evening. But I will
not ehange my mind.” And, nodding a hasty
good-by, he ran down the office stairs,

Now the quality of loyalty to his friends
was exaggerated in Jokn Proctor. But yet
he was a young man, with all the ambition,
tastes and shrewd knowledge of the world be-
longing to young men of the present day.
‘When he reached the pavement he saw the
stately towers of the church in which he was
called to minister, and beyond, the exquisite
parsonage, its picturesque walls draped with
ivy. Mr. McMurray’s carriage rolled by
again, and soft, tender little Clara beckoned
smiling to him with her white jeweled hand.
It was a high path and a flowery one that
opened itself; before him. No wonder
that .the doubt suggested itself to him,
as bhe stood hesitating, whether it was
worth giving it up for a bit of quixotism—a
romantic fealty to a boyish fancy.

PART IL

Later in the afternoon the major stood
leaning against a pile of bales in front of the
ware house, loftily tapping his chin with his
pinchbeck headed cane and listening to Mr.
McMurray. That gentleman, in his anxiety
lest the church should actually lose Proctor,
1 had resorted to the desperate remedy of an
| appeal to Standish. The old man kept his
l malicious eyes fixed upon him, and grinning

with enjoyment of his embarrassment, bué
‘snder - the grin he looked haggard and
- anxious.
¢‘So the boy has a mind to take the parf of
his old friend? He'd stick by the hulk be-
.cause it's going downt! Tut! tut! - There's
stupidity for you.” Bl
“]I do not talk in metaphor about hulks.
I only thought it likely, from my knowledge
. of you, you might presume on your acquaint-
ance with the lad and his generous naturs to
drawdting ingo tseuble, and I warn you what
the resuit willibe to him.”
«Itavilk_ruin Bim to be known asevon my
friend. - I understand.” i’
McMurray, -hesitated. After all, why not
give Standisiahint of the defective on his
track? If he would escape, all dificulty
would bo ‘over.  “‘Inquiries of a significant
kind have béen made for you this week, Maj.
Standish,” he said.
48, | have been told.” .
“I'do not know to what part of your past
sareer they refer.”
“And you'd better not ask too closely, Mac.
'Dan, Standish has led a bot'1ife, I tell you,’
with a vicious wink that made the dedco!
shudder from hat to boots.

said, after an irresolute pause. “It is most
‘probable that young Proctor will come. to
seek you this afternoon.”

“And if he comes, I am not to see him?”
with an attempt ata jocular tone that had
‘more terrible force in iteven to the cold

“‘blooded ~hearef ‘than any painful outery.
“Why, man, I am pushed nearer to the wall
today than anybody knows. As for this boy
—well, no matter what he is to me. Igave
up something for him once. It seems asif I
had the right to ask his help now, when—
when death has me by the throat.” He
looked: vacantly, quickly about him, at the
boxes, the cars rattling by, at the head of his
cane.. M¢Murray thought he had been drink-
ing. “Iam sorry I troubled myself about
it,” he said, with dignity. ‘*‘Good day, Maj.
Standish.” '

““Good, day,” effecting a flourishing bow
with his unsteady hand. ‘‘Take old Dan fo
point your next sermon, will you? I've lived
by miy wits. I've made myself the compan-
jon of poets—of nobles, sir! And now when
the end comes, damn it, man, I haven't a
friend!”

Mr. McMurray hurried nervously away,
picking his steps among the boxes and bales.
Standish stood ‘a moment looking at the
ground, andthen tumed and stumped up the
narrow rickety stairs that led to the top of
the building. He did not know what especial
sin of old times was coming back tq give him
the last blow, nor did he care. That wasall
fair enough. It seemed to him sometimes,
©o! ing his life with that of other men,
that he had lived just like a beast from hour
to hour, out of whatever impulse was in him.
Hé was ready to ineet any old. abomination
of his past life and take the punishment.
“T've had the dance, and I'll pay the piper,”
he said, kicking open the door of his room
and going in.

“But—the boy?”

Now the major’s cockloft was in reality a

| garret room covering the wholé sixth story
of 'the warehouse. The. beams overhead; the
plastered walls, the half dozen squat dormer
windows, the pine floor, were as clean as
lime ‘and scrubbing could make them. It
looked, in fact like a big white plain witha
little camping ground at -one end, in which

. was a grate with a good fire, a tent bed
neatly made, a table with pens and paper
laid in exact order, the ‘““Men of our Day,”
out of which the major furnished obituaries
at ten minutes’ notice for The Camers, and
an odd volume of Appleton’s Cyclopedia,
out of which he drew its supplies of science.
Great decency of cleanliness everywhere, but
nothing to eat. - If there had been, perhaps
the major’s acts in the next hour would have
been less guilty in the eyes of religious
people. But when it comes to looking out in
the world from a starving body, a man is apt
to slip the orthodox leashes 'and follow his
own notions of right and wrong. .

He took off his black coat -carefully,
bung it up, threw his braces loose
down his back, and sat down in his shirt
sleeves before the fire, his hands on his fat
knees. He wished, dully, Madeline was here
to puzzleit out for him; remarking half aloud,
that if that girl undertook to write a leader
it would be bosh, but in every thing else she
never failed to ‘hit the nail plump on.the
head. There was a Tound roly-poly brown
crock in the window, in which bloomed a
buttony little rose, one of the Burgundy sort,
red, fresh and pungent. Madeline had left it.
1t was like her somehow, the major thought.
Do what he would, his thoughts would go
back to the girl and tothe yearsshe had lived
with him, instead of this question of life and
death which must be settled today.

There was the door to her little room ajar.
He always had contrived to pay the trifle of
rent for the room after she left him, liking to
think of it as hers. He remembered the day
he brought her thers first. He had had a
tough siege nursing old Durbrow, her father
(on The Camera like himself), When he
was dead, the major settled up the estate:
there were 8400 of debts, and for assets, one
trunk, empty; one suit of clothes, patched;
one watch, gold; a pretty lot of meerschaums;
and the little girl of 5, just over tiic measles.
The watch went to pay the debts, and the
little girl, of course, must go #o aa asylum.
But the major brought her home for a week,
to cheer her up » bis. He took her to the
theatre and eircuses every afternoon; he
bought her a gay little plaid silk suiti (it was
a flush time with him just then); he stuffed
her with oysters and caramels; and in
night, when she eried for her father, took
on his knee in: her white nightgown, made
her say over her prayers again, and then
rocked and eroaked over her some old ditty
about *‘Shepherds, have you sesn my love?”
till shedfell aslesp. The other men, who missed
him at billiards or over their stews and ale
when the papers were out toward morning,
used fo unearth old Standish at this sort of
work, and joked him about it roughly enough.
But they were pleased when he kept her wee.
after week, and used to be eoming in
petually with scraps of anxious advice abou
croup or nettle rash, and fell into the habit
of buying all sorts of expensive and useless
things for ‘‘poor Durbrow’s baby.”

So it went on for years. There was always
a strong smell of cigars and printer’s ink in
the air the child breathed, and no doubt
when she came to bea young lady she learned
to think in a scrappy, itemizing, newspaper
way; but Madeline’s life was in fact as
cleanly, and sweet, and tender among these
men, as if she had been one of any rosebud
garden of girls, perhaps more so. Whatever
garment of lics the major chose to puti on as
armor, or to perk and vaunt himself in out
among other men, he never wore it into ‘‘the
cockloft.” Nobody could account for the
almost pathetic tenderness of his love to the
girl. It was more than seemed due for her
father’s sake, or even her own.

Once, however, he had said to her, “You
came to take the place of a child that I lost.”
That was the only time he had hinted at the
secret of his former life. He kept it hidden
even from himself.

It came to him to-day, and would not be
thrust aside. In a few hours it would be
known to all the world.

John Proctor was his son.

He remembered well now the last day when
he had called the boy by that name. It was

“~

a dreary, rainy season in November, three

e

AL “Well; 1 bave discharged my duty,” he



