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pnvate retreat; but before he turned to read the con-
firmation of his suspicion, he had time for a swifter real-
ization stiU, that there had been no preliminary cUcHfthe outer door, and to gather hhnself for what, when hedid &ially wheel from the window out of which he blindly
gazed, confronted him.

"""uiy

"Father! You never listened!"
"M, when I saw what she had come for, what she

wouldprobablydotoyou
. . ." He was ashaix^ed, thougL

^nZ n^ eavesdroppmg, and there was a qu^rkmd of e«iltation mixed with his shame. He was pleasedasmen always are when by sheer force of her woman-hood a woman outwits them.

^^

"Well, then,"— Frank was rather high with him —
you are prepared to hear that she did 'do' me; that I'vepromised to use my mfluence with you to have this suitdropped . . . that it is to fte dropped?"

,. Z/^t'^'^u^ you promise- " The Old Man put upa protestmg hand. Oh, that 's all right ... I '11 go youI only meant that the promise was n't necessaiy " Hebrokemto a queer sort of chuckle, "To think of herhittmgon the one thing that you'd have to come to . the
courage of it . . . the damned courage ..."

"Father, if you please—

"

"All right -- all right
. .

." He looked speculatively atthe cigar which he had taken out of his mouth as if won-

onur^ Ttm r^^^ ^^ «°^ *° ^""^'^ his sense of that

iTw^r; ^1u°'^°"'^'"*^"^^'"*h^^*herearewomen

itY/k i: '^^ff^^^^^
o^ it! ... I'd mairy her myself

rf I thought she 'd have me! I don't know why men don'tmarry women hke that ... why in hell don't we " He
gave It up and restored his cigar to its accustomed' angle


