Your Uncle Benny, and he was trying
{0 hurt me with you.”

SHE bent toward him, her lips part-

ed, but now she did not speak. She
never had really known Henry until
this moment, she felt; she had thought
of him always as strong, almost brutal,
fighting down fiercely, mercilessly, his
ODponents and welcoming contest for
the joy of overwhelming others by his
OWn decisive strength and power. And
She had heen almost ready to marry
that man for his strength and domin-
ance from those qualities; and now
f‘he knew that he was merciful too—
1ndeed, more than merciful, In the
Yery contest where she had thought
of him ag most selfish and regardiess
of another, she had most completely
Misapprehended.

“I ought to have seen!” she rebuked
herself to him. “Surely, I should have
S€en that was it!” Her hand, in the
Yeproach of her feeling, reached to-
Ward him ‘across the table; he caught
it 3:11(1 held it in his large, strong hand
Which, in jts touch, was very tender
too. She had never allowed any such
‘:}?monstration as this before; but now

S let her hand remain in his.

B How could you see?’ he defended
s'en “He never showed to you the
lde he showed to me and—in these
s‘:st years, anyway—never to me the
de he showed to you. But after what
has happened this week, you can un-
Ie;Stand now; and you can see why
ave to distrust the young fellow
Who's come to claim Ben Corvet's
bPlace »
dr;‘CNlaim!” Constance repeated; she
5 h‘(‘er hand quietly away from his
- “Why, Henry, I did not know
¢ Claimed anything; he didn’t even
n“"W When he came here—"
Sai;{e seems, like Ben Corvet,” Henry
eofislY-, “to have the characteris-
e Showmg one side to you, another
” cle" Connie. With you, of course,
oural-med nothing; but at the office—

. father showed him this morning
ﬂeeml:stmuwnm of transfer that Ben

i to haYe left conveying to him all
nteread‘—hxs other properties and his
iy SIt 1}1 Corvet, Sherrill, and Spear-
eXec.‘ut" very naturally objected Fo the
Q(.)nsmlon of those transfers, without

orvet?r'able examination, in view of
B ths mental condition and of the

at they put the controlling stock
eoli"fvet, Sherrill, and Spearman in
eardands of a youth no one ever had
Story of—and one who, by his own
k. a»y'neVer had seen a ship until yes-
my bu‘. A And when I didn’t dismiss
°!‘ninsmess with a dgzen men this
8 to.take him into the company,

8 claj g
the..IMed occasion to see me alone to
"eaten me,»

“Thl‘eat

Whagom How? With

en you, Henry?

b Itﬁbuldn't quite make out myself,
an ‘exai Wwas his tone; he demanded
diqny 1’;1 anation’ of exactly what, he
i ake clear, He has been given
trol op éal.)parently, the technical con-
5 deaOI_Vet, Sherrill, and Spearman.
tp turn 1 if T oppose him, evidently is
e out and take the manage-
hilnself_n

Oon
A8 Stance leaned back, confused.

I~

e
"Heé:lan Conrad?” she questioned.

e Oan’n t have done that, Henry! Oh,

2 ay’;ehave meant that!”
e he didn’t; I said I couldn’t
A L what he did mean,” Spear-
hip,

Saiq,

U'Thin
With g3 have come upon

ather a rush, of course;

CANADIAN

and you couldn’t expect a country boy
to get so many things straight. He’s
acting, I suppose, only in the way one
might expect a boy to act who had
been brought up in poverty on a Kan-
sas prairie and was suddenly handed
the possible possession of a good many
millions of dollars. It’s better to be-
lieve that he’s only lost his head. I
haven’t had opportunity to tell your
father these things yet; but I wanted
you to understand why Conrad will
hardly consider me a friend.”

“Ill understand you now, Henry,”
she promised.

He gazed at her and started to
speak; then, as though postponing it
on account of the place, he glanced
around and took out his watch.

“You must go back?”’ she asked.

“No; I'm not going back to the of-
fice this afternoon, Connie; but I must
call up your father.”

He excused himself and went into
the nearest telephone booth..

CHAPTER IX.
Violence.

AT' half-past three, Alan left the
office. Sherrill had told him an
hour earlier that Spearman had tele-
phoned he would not be able to get
back for a conference that afternoon;
and Alan was certain now that in
Spearman’s absence Sherrill would do
nothing further with respect to his af-
fairs.

He halted on the ground floor of the
office building and bought copies of
each of the afternoon papers. A line
completely across the pink page of one
announced “Millionaire Ship Owner
Missing!” The other three papers,
printed at the same hour, did not dis-
play the story prominently; and even
the one which did failed to make it
the most conspicuous sensation. A
line of larger and blacker type told of
a change in the battle line on the west
front and, where the margin might
have been, was the bulletin of some
sensation in a local divorce suit. Alan
was some time in finding the small
print- which went with the millionaire
ship owner heading; and when he
found it, he discovered that most of
the space was devoted to the descrip-
tion of Corvet’s sharé in the develop-
ment of shipping on the lakes and the
peculiarity of his past life instead of
any definite announcement concerning
his fate. |

The other papers. printed almost
identical items under small head-type
at the bottom ' of their first pages;
these items stated that Benjamin Cor--
vet, the senior but inactive partner of
the great shipping firm of Corvet, Sher-
rill, and Spearman, whose ‘“disappear-
ance” had been made the subject of
sensational rumor, “is believed by his
partner, Mr. Henry Spearman, to have
simply gone away for a rest,” and that
no anxiety was felt concerning him.
Alan found no mention of himself nor
any of the circumstances connected
with Corvet's disappearance of which
Sherrill had told him.

Alan threw the papers away. There
was a car line two block west, Sher-
rill had said, which would take him
within a short distance of the house
on Astor Street; but that neighbor-
hood of fashion where the Sherrills—
and now Alan himself—Ilived was less
than a half hour’s walk from the down-
town district and, in the present tur-

moil of his thoughts, he wanted to be .

moving. '

COURIER

PEARMAN, he reflected as he
walked north along the avenue,
plainly had dictated the- paragraphs
he just had read in the papers. Sher-
rill, Alan knew, had desired to keep

the circumstances regarding Corvet
from becoming public; and withoui
Sherrill’s agreement concealment

would have been impossible, but it was
Spearman who had checked the sus-
picions of outsiders and determined
what they must believe; and, by so do-
ing, he had made it impossible for
Alan to enroll aid from the newspapers
or the police. Alan did not know

whether he might have found it ex-

pedient to seek publicity; but now he
had not a single proof of anything he
could tell. For Sherrill, naturally, had
retained the papers Corvet had left.
Alan could not hope to obtain credence
from Sherrill and, without Sherrill’s
aid, he could not obtain credence from
any one else.

Was there, then, no one whom Alan
could tell of his encounter with Spear-
man in Corvet’s house, with prob-
ability of receiving belief? 'Alan had
not been thinking directly of Con-
stance Sherrill, as he walked swiftly
north to the Drive; but she was, in a
way, present in all his thoughts. She
had shown interest in him, or at least
in the position he was in, and sym-
pathy; he had even begun to tell her
about these things when he had
spoken to her of some event in Cor-

2L

vet’s house which had given him the
name ‘“Miwaka,” and he had asked
her if it was a ship. And there could
be no possible consequent peril to her
in telling her; the peril, if there was
any, would be only to himself.

His step quickened. As he ap-
proached the Sherrill house, he saw
standing at the curb an open roadster
with a liveried chauffeur; he had seen
that roadster, he recognized with a
little start, in front of the office build-
ing that morning when Constance had
taken him down-town. He turned in-
to the walk and rang the bell.

The servant who opened the door
knew him and seemed to accept his
right of entry to the house, for he
drew back for Alan to enter. Alan
went into the hall and waited for the
servant 'to follow. “Is Miss Sherrill
in?” he asked.

“7]1 see, sir.” The man disappear-
ed. Alan, waiting, did not hear Coun-
stance’s voice in reply to the an-
nouncement of the servant, but Spear-
man’s vigorous tones. The servant re-
turned. “Miss Sherrill will see you
in a minute, sir.”

Through the wide doorway to the
drawing-room, Alan could see the
smaller, portiered entrance to the
room beyond—Sherrill’'s study. The
curtains parted, and Constance and
Spearman came into this inner door-
way; they stood an instant there in
talk. Az Constance started away,
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