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help him," said John
"But why not? It would

bluntly.

TT>e colour wavered in Estelle's face.

i. E™"w '"j^ ^"^ '*'** "**' **" ^- Why. there

mditT"
"'»booki»a,ucceM.John. Have y^u

"No. But Dick says it is good stn«F."
And look at him! Hasn't he changed? Win h-

X^t'^Tit^S?'
"*"^ *•"-" '"°'' '"^""*^^'

"Success works wonders." said John Glid. and h,-
wondered whether Estelle was aware that Eik^. n^. to

.

loved her.
^ '

A variety of motives sends men to literature-or. a'
least, to voiang their thoughts upon paper. When Ut^
18 acute personal experience at the back, very often thepower to move and to grip is there with it.

Eugene Woods had written a powerful, moving book
in clear and simple language, so shorn of the flowers of
rhetoric that the critics were rather baffled by it. The
high«it praise that they could give it was that it did not
contain one superfluous word. And they gave that praise
without stint. Eugene had arrived I

His eyes glowed as he saw Estelle standing by John
Ulide and waiting for him to approach.

Estelle had changed but little, though refined sur-

h!T ,T.,*"^1°!f'' ''°*^*'' ^qo^itely cut and made,
had slightly added to the distinction of her looks Shewas a gracious, attractive woman. Many called her
beautiful because her soul's expressicm was in her face
because ter sympathy and her interest were all flowingm the vnde, gracious channels most calculated to deepcmand accmtuate them. Her mamier, so free from affecta.


