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this earth
!

If I could only have won a girl's heart when
I was poor; but I was rich, and I've always wondered
whether she really loved me for my own sake At least
I've always thanked God for you. You've oeen a real
friend. Our hearts were young together and you stood
by me when - I - was - a - poor - lonely

-

fnendless — dog "

His voice sank low and he gasped painfully for breath
Stuart knew the end had come. He bent low and
whispered:

"Give me your hand, Cal, old boy, we must say
goodbye. I must go in a minute."
To his surprise the hand was not extended.
An hour later when the covering was turned back

from the dead body he saw that the smooth Uttle cold
hand had gripped the key to his treasures in a last in-
stinctive gr?sp.

Stuart drew the curtains of scariet and gold, touched
a spring and raised the massive broad window The
death-chamber was flooded with fresh balmy air and
dazzling sunlight. All that was left of him who boasted
his mastery of the world lay on the magnificent bed,
a lump of white cold flesh and projecting bones. The
httle body looked stark and hideous in the sunlight
The reporters down stairs were prying into his affairs

hke so many ferrets to find out how much he left
One of them asked Stuart his opinion.
The lawyer gazed at the young reporter, thoughtfully,

w.'iile he slowly answered:
"There's only one thing sure, young man, he left it

all

!

Through the open window Stuart caught the perfume
of flowers on the lawn. The ItaUan gardeners were
working on the flower beds the Uitle man loved The
great swan-like form of a Hudson River steamer swept


