
h It Too Lato ?
Thtte are the "wonbthatgo with him—
rich and young still—gay and litht-

hearted no longer. For in hit mind he
sees the lonely, brave girl in Briekdust

Rov—and knovt that on his head arid
on the heads of his ancestors lies her
sorrow. And now it is too late—too
late. SHll—hut let die story be told

by O. Henry.

Finally JefF Peters prom-
ises to treat the Mayor
by "scientific demonstra-

tion." He proposes, he

says, to make use of the

"great doctrine of psychic

financiering—of the en-

lightening school of long-

distance subconscious

treatment of fallacies and
meningitis,—of that wonderful

in-door sport known as pers(5nal

magnetism." But he warns the Mayor
that the treatment is difficult. It uses up
great quantities of soul strength. It comes
high. It cannot be attempted under two hundred and fifty dollars.

The Mayor groans. But he yields. The treatment begins.

"You ain't sick," says Dr. Waugh-hoo, looking the patient

right in the eye. "You ain't got any pain. The right lobe of your
perihelion is subsided."

The result is surprising. The Mayor's system seems to respond
at once. "I do feel some better. Dor " he says, "darned if I don't."

Mr. Peters assumes a triumph. air. He promises to return

next day for a second and final treatment.

"I'll come back," he says to the young man, "at eleven. You
may give him eight drops of turpentine and three pounds of steak.
Good morning."

Next day the final treatment is given. The Mayor is completely
restored. Two hundred and fifty dollars, all in cash, is handed to
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