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by, piUng the white foam of the clear waters on her
bow, bearing high on the side the gilded name of a man
who was once Bivens's associate in great ventures butwho was now wearing a suit of convict's stripes behind
the walls of a distant prison.

A long line of barges loaded with brick for new houses
came floating down the stream behind a busy little tugOn the soft morning breezes the young Southerner's
keen ear caught the twang of a banjo and the joyous
music of negro brickmen singing an old-fashioned melody

'

of his native state; while over all, like n eternal chorus,
came the dim muflled roar of the city's h'fe
He looked again at the lump of cold clay, and wondered

what was passing in the soul of the woman who was now
the heir of all his millions.

Why had she shown such strange and abject terror
over his death— an event she had foreseen and desired?
He recaUed the hoarse unnatural voice and the blind
fumbhng at her telephone.
A horrible suspicion suddenly flushed through his

mind

!

He determined to know at once. A few skilful
quesUons would reveal the truth. She might be able
to conceal it from the world, but not from him. He
called a servant and asked to see Mrs. Bivens im-
mediately.


