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“I revelled in this un-
accustomed luxury, and
allowed the past, with
its hardships and 1its
memories, to drift away

from me."”
—————R. COURTENAY speaking!"” said Lawyer
M Courtenay into the mouthpiece of his. tele-
hone. The efficiency note struck by his
|=——=|| invariable method of answering was re-
. markably up-to-date for an office wherein
an atmosphere of musty antiquitg held its

own against any grave encroachment of

modernism.

““This is Darrel Price!” said the voice on the wire.

“Yes, Mr. Price,” acknowledged Daniel P. Courtenay,
with no inflection to mark the fact that he was honored
by a call from the west-end candidate for the mayoralty.

‘1 have—er—discovered, Mr. Courtenay, that my
wife has an appointment for this morning with you.
Had there been time 1 should have dropped in to see
you rather than 'phoning. It is—er—a rather delicate
matter, you see. To be perfectly frank with you, Mrs.
Price and I have had a little unpleasantness, and I
have no doubt it is on this score she wishes to see you.
May I ask if she mentioned—""

“I am sorry, Mr, Price, but—""

“I anticipate your objections, Mr. Courtenay, but
this is a special matter, of a personal nature. She has
really no grounds—"’

I regret, Mr. Price, that—"'

“Besides, Mr. Courtenay, it would affect my interests
very seriously just at the chmax of my campaign to have
an‘y\})ublicity of this kind. I trust you will—"" .

“You may trust me,” interjected the lawyer tersely
“to look after the best interests of my client!”

“If you can do anything to protect my interests,’ in-
sisted the other, I shall not forget you, and—"

“‘Good morning!” said Daniel P., and rang off.

The lawyer sat back in his favorite attitude when
thinking, chair tilted, head a little on one side, finger
tips outspread and tapping each other. He looked a
trifle like a sparrow, and more like a pink-cheeked,
white-haired cherub. B

The telephone rang. Daniel P. answered promptly.

“Mr. Courtenay, it's Price speaking again. You will
forgive me bothering you furt[ﬁer, but I wished you to
know, in spite of anything that Gwennyth-—that my
wife may say—that I do care, Mr. Courtenay! I hope
you—understand?"’

“I will remember that, Mr. Price,” said the lawyer
quietly. “Good morning!” X

He picked up the morning paper from his desk. Its
headlines declared that Darrel Price would lead the poll
by a large majority. The election was twenty-four hours
ol¥. Courtenay paid less attention to the “Star-News”
forecast than to the pictures of the candidates: Darrel
Price, whose slogan was ‘‘Clean Civics”, and James Mc-
Ginnis, who was seeking re-election, bearing on his
banners the motto ‘‘The People’s Patriot'—with the
evident intention of indicating a fervid fealty to the
“common people,” of whom he proclaimed himself to
be one.

The cherub dismissed the familiar physiognomy of
McGinnis with a glance. He took longer with the rather
heavy-built, clean-shaven, determined-looking Price.

“We'll not judge you, friend,” said Lawyer Courtenay
“until we hear what the little lady has to say!” He
raised his voice to reach the ears of his prim, middle-

WITHOUT THE LAW

By LESLIE GORDON BARNARD

[llustrated by CYRIL BRADY

aged stenographer.  “Miss Calethorpe—some letters,

please!"”

it
SH(.)R"[‘LY aftg:r ten, his client was shown in by the

diminutive junior. Gwennyth Price was a dark
serious looking girl, medium in height as she was averagé
in features, a girl at whom men usually turned to look
a sec,m.ul time without being conscious of any outstand-
ing point of attraction. She entered with the ajr of one
who has a distressing task to perform, but is quite de-
termined to see it through. It would have taken more
than a casual observer to detect an undercurrent of
mental anguish.

“Mrs. Price?”’ greeted Daniel Courtenay.

“You remember me, Mr. Courtenay?”’
. '‘Perhaps I should not have, had you not ‘recalled
in ’phon_mg me, our once meeting at the Settlement'
M’rsl. I’r;lcc. You :verc su;;en'nlending, if I remember
aright, the games of as rowdy a looki
hng fuls asgl have seen!” 3 o v young

le wailed. for her, then, to speak.
~She said, impulsively, after a space of silence: “M
(_‘r:y{/}cnay, I anll in trou}ll)lc ~terrible trouble!"” -

any are, who come here, Mrs, Price. [ have been

l}nla!gpy to have been able to help some of them out of

“I suppose,” she said, with a queer little smil i
have no real business troubling you. You see 1 de'
know that any legal measures will help me, and [ (c)l <xs
know that I would care to use them if thc':y wouldoni:
came to you—well, because I—I liked your face, a d
the way you spoke to the boys that night, and bec s
everyone down there thinks you are—just a litt], Iause
th:;;l the ?r:ig(lalls, g’h. Courtenay!” - ol

e smiled his dissent. “Mrs. Price.” i ;

forward, “there are two bits of advigé Ih:lxx;ls, leaning
clients. The first is: ‘Keep within the lay ai'&’e }tlo
second is ‘Keep without the law.” I need not ex lt'e
the paradox to you, but there is good cil:izenshipa‘url
volved in the first and good sense in the second o
if you care to tell me—" NN i

A little flush ti
eyes lift;led éo m;:tlg}?g. i}iz‘;nckhlif:ksu but her rather fine
is Dar)l"ellgriigitﬁ/h' o urtenay, as you probably know,
ty. We have be € Citizens' candidate for the mayoral-
Jf'JWn to the Sef r; married just two years., He came
worker, to give tIEment, where I was an employed
Have you hg di'ecmm on civics to the older boys.
think, a Vereafrin im speak, Mr. Courtenay? He is, I
dominate a ylatfe speaker, and his personality seems to
im; ratherpim Of[‘." I was very much impressed with
afterwards on ]{m sively, perhaps, I congratulated him
T AbOTE T, Sls talk. e asked me if I would show
‘I should be el. ftt'elne“t House. Afterwards he said:
disposal oce . MBSS Bender, to put my car at your
A% g ats}:ondlly. At once my thoughts went to a
suggested Wedn first need, and I mentioned her. He
“That was t’;l?(:;y.aft?moon.—insisting that I go too.
his aid for jts own sagll:clsn_m%l of it. At first I welcomed
I was enthusiastic aboyt tﬁee\r\?o:l;as © Buchto Sy

up in g
W iy aom, myselt, Me' Courtenay, 0 o, an
own way. He l:uahe gmel‘untxl I was able to make my.
d":?Ct Way, told higm a little at me when I, in an in-
) TR S e 0

ey e blirtnw'lchli only brother—went wrong. He was
and it looked l'll< » and he got mixed up in some affair,

] 1¥€ a serious thing for him. Darrel manag-

ed to save hj i
¢ him, sending him away from the city. I tried

that nj

hirant, ?ri}]lifto ht:ll Dar;el how T wished I could thank

to marry him, ppened, Mr, Courtenay—he asked me
€ Wwere married quiet]

had no near relatives, an three months later. He

d I have thou i i
; 15 et 5 ght since he wish-
raise no questio hl? ffle"(_is,ln surroundings that would
in. T wrote Jril of his wife's humble origin. I had only
m and told him of it. He was working
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