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Th e Ap p cal of W ea k n e sSi
A Case Where Science Came inb Conflict with Sentiment-and Lost

Hr rAD Robert Durant obeyed bis impulse, berj would bave aýsked Evelyn Hagtings to marry
bim ou the second day of their acquaintance.
Robert lu love was mucb like Robert in busi-

ness. He would brook no thougbt o! failure. Deter-
mined he was to sweep everythlug before hlm, by
the overwbelmlng strength of bis personaiity. fis
reason, bowever, saved him for the time being from
making the mistake. fie realized that she was toc
fine to be won easily. At the same time, bis master-
fulness created opportuaities to sese ber every day,
and be took advantage of these meetings to foster
a rapIdly-growing intimacy.

fis slender stock of patience lasted a week. At
the end o! it, bis feeling of unrest and dissatisfaction
became nmanageable. Wben a situation became.
irksome to Robert, be cbauged It.

Hie was on bis way to see Evelyn to tell ber that
life was impossible wltbout ber wbou be was
stopped by a pain In bis beart, se violent,
sO numbing, that be was forced to returu
to bis club. He bad felt similar. twinges
before; but tbey bad nover been severe
enougb to interfère witb the affaire of the 4
moment. This was the flrst time Iu bis
Ilfe that be had ever been direotly tbwarted,
and be resented it unreasonlngly.

The next afternoon, ho sauntered into the
office of bis friend, Doctor Searle, a man
wlth a national reputation.

'Il thougbt I'd drop in for a chat," he sald,
by way of Introduction.

"Glad to see you, Robert," sald the kludly
old man; "altbougb I'm a bit snrprlsed.
You don't speud your afteruoons cbatting,
as a rule; do you?"

"That shows yen baven't followed my
career; I'm a gentleman o! leisure now."

"Dou't yen find It tiresome ?"
"It was becomlng a bit trying," admitted

Robert; "but I've got another lnterest now,
aý lastiug one tbis time."

"More speculation, eh?"
Robert vouchsafed no answer. He sat

tapping the floor uervouely with bis stick.
After a moment, ho said, abruptly:

"lIt's about this uew Interest tbat I came
to ses you, You old cbarlatan. You know
wbat I thInk about yeur profession; you're
a lot o! bumabugs; and yen, personally, are-
the blggest fake o! all, because you've got
the gaudlest reputation."

Dochor Searle laugbed. "Rleally, Robert,"
ho protested, l'yen sbould sbow me more
respect. I'm old euougb to ho your father."

Robert's face softened. "1I've got respect
euough for you as a man," ho eaid, "respect
and affection, too. But your profession!
Weil, I can't go it.',

"Don't you believe lu anytblng?"
«Yes, myself," declared Robert, with a

frani< laugb. "But te get dowu to my new,
interest: Vve mnade it a practice, wbenever
1 weut to a venture, ho talle stock o! my
assets, to kuow exactly wbere I stood.
That's been the basis o! my success. Now
that I'm goiug to shoulder new respousi-
blitis-"

"I zoo," interrupted bis friend. "You're
worrlod about yonrself. Yeu turu to our
profession for comnfort, evon If you won't
admit it."

"Net a bit o! it," douied Robert, im-
patiently. "It's merely tbis: your word le
Iaw; and, if you gave me a free pas to
healhh, I shouldn't feel auy compunction about doiug
what 1 arn going to do."

"And yon'ro goig-"'
"To marry Evelyn Hastings."
"My doar boy!" crlod the Doetor, extendlng bis

baud.
"Congratulations areu't lu order yet. I have still

te propose."
"Failure would be Impossible lu your case, o!

course."
'¶Naturally," said Robert, ignorIng the sarcsm,

with a beautiful Ingenuousness.

D) URING tho pause that followed, ho hesitated
about unburdening himself. Presently, ho be-
gan with assuxned nonchalance:

"F'il tell you my symptema. Please remeniber that
1 won't believe anything yen say and that this Ilttle
gaxue lsn't for mi' benefittP

"Thon wUiy are you bore?" cried tho littleoeld mn.
"P'li ho good," laughed Robert. "To begin with:

r've had queor and marveflous pains around my
heart, extendiug do'wn my left arin. Aise a most
damnable dioklug sensation, whlch brouglit with 1h
a foar o! impendlng disaster, It lsu't ploasaut, sud
I'd like yen te &top It for me-if you can. ll
elaborate, If you wish, aud-"

"Never mmnd," said the Dector, hastily, reaching
for Robort's wrlst aud rolllng the artery botweu bis
finger-tips.

The. personal relation vanished lustantly. The
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Doctor becanEe a sciontist, and Robert a problem, at
once.

"Take off your coat," be said, brusquely.
Hie laid bis ear against Robert's chest and listened.

The problem was becoming interesting. The scien-
tist laid bare the flesb beneatb wbicb the heart was
bammering, fluttering, fainting; and, witb deft fin-
gers, ho examined for shape and size. Ho listeued
again and caugbt a murmur as o! defective
machinery, the sucking sound of a leaking valve.
Fie pressed bis fingers on tbe spot agaîn and studled-
the pulsations carefully. They were irregular,
tripping, like the workiugs o! a machine roady for
the scrap-boap. Once more, he felt the pulse, bopiug
that bis sense o! touch bad played bim false. This
time, be knew.

"ýHe laid his ear agalnst Rtobert's chest anid latened."1
Drawn by A. M.

The personal element returued, transformlfug the
cold sciontist into a friend again, a frlend with vory
bulnani symnpathies.

"Robert," ho said, "tell me fraukly bow far this
affiair witb Evelyn bas gene. I kuew ber when she
was a little girl; beuce my lnterest."

"She kuows tbat 1 care."
"And does she-czaro?"1 asked the Doctor, avoid-

ing Robert's glance.
"ýNe."
"Thon, dou't make ber-deu't, Robert."
"And wby 'not, p)ray?" Robert's shouldors

stralgbtened and bisi Jaws clesed wihh a snap.
"Because o! what 1 have fouud bore." The Dec-

ter tapped Robert's bared cbost wi1th bis finger. "It
wouldu't be rigbt," ho contIuued, oarneshly. "It
weuld ho criminal te gain her love, te marry ber
mereli' te desert ber in a day, or a week, or a month;
1 can't tell whlcb it would ho."

"Desort ber!"
"Don't you understaud? If yen live quietly, with-

ont excitemeut of auy kiud, an easy, restfnl, uneveut-
fui existence, yen may live fer years. Yen xnay, I
say; but I can't pr-omise It. On the ether baud, a
shock, a surprise, a snddeu fit of anger, or a strong
emotien woiild brlng on one of the attacks that yon
bave described. You may .pass safely tbrough eue,
porbaps twe; but, sooner or later-" the Docter
euded wlth a shrug.

"There speaks tbe charlatan," growled Robert. "I
told yen I wouldn'h belleve yen, aud ~I dou't. Ilerels

a case 0f acute indigestion, or perbaps a mere uer-
vous affection, and you tell me I'm going to die.
Psbaw! And as regards its being a crime to marry
1Evelyn-that's rot. I will marry ber and I won't
talle anybody's advlce in the matter."

"But you came to me, lntending -to be governed
'by au advice," sald the Doctor, struggliug to speak
calnily. "Why do yeu change your attitude now?
1 tell you tbat you are In no condition to assume tbe
responsibility of any woman's happiness."

"lWe won't argue the matter," said. Robert, curtiy.
"ls it impossible for you to consider any one ex-

cept yourself?" lmplored the Doctor.
"It's absurd!" crled Robert, vehemeutly. "I've

neyer knowu a slck day. Why shouid this thing
come upon me suddenly? It's notbing, I tell yofl.
I've overcome every obstacle ini my life, and I won'l
be thwarted now by a transient ache."

fl E walked rapdly the length of the rouIs
- and back again, stubbornly figbtlnE

«against the doubt tbutt was entEring
bis mind.

It'-s not a 'transient ache,' as you cail it,'
correctedl the Doctor; "it's angina, pectoris.>

"I don't care what you fakers calli t," crieÉ
Robert. "In a year's time, lu six montbs, 1'l
live it down." H1e strode toward the Doc
tor, excitedly. "I won't be browbeaten by 2
pain, and what I've planned I will execute
I'm going now to see Evelyn. I wiII ask-'
He stopped and pressed bis band to buý
heurt.

His face became livid, his lips a purpîlsI
blue. He staggered forward, and would havi
fallen If the Doctor had not caught him
He gasped for brea Lb, the fear o! death dis
torting his features. Ie heart was burst
ing. Eacb laboured tbrob was a sword
tbrust. Hlis pain was s0 acute that ho fan
cied be could see ItL In the blood-red flashe'
before bis eyes, he seemed to recognize th,
enemy that was robblng hlm of breatb
strangling hlm, burling hlm into a bell 0
torment.

The Doctor opeued a drawer lu hie desl
Ki% snatcbed a pearl of amyl ultrite, crushel

It lu bis bandkerchief, and held it to Robert'
nostrils. The volatile drug acted instaut3
The eweetlsh fumes raced through th
patient's body, opening the hardened, col
tracted arteries, and relleving the strain o0
the heart. In a moment, a flush sprea
over bis face, the velus stood out boldly o'
hie forebead, and bis breathing becam
easler.

He sat quite, still, apparently uursing hi
returniug strengtb. To the watcbful pbys
clan he seemed 'to be merely resting; bt
ho, bimself, knew that he was figbtlnl
flgbtiug deeperately, that bis uutamed spliri
was crossIug swords witb Fate.

Prosently, be rose uneteadily, reachiug f<c
bis coat. "I don't believe yen, at tbat," b
sald, sbaking bimoself llke a dog coming et
of the water.

The Doctor sbrugged bis shoulder
"There are some men -oc obstinat e" 1
stoppod short, bis eyes blazing. "Good-b«
Robert," ho contluued quietly; "you'd 'bettU
find'anôther physician."

Robert came out on the etreot thlrstir
for victory. He turued toward Evelyn

Wieikson. bouse. Not once duriug bis walk did 1
swerve from bis purpose. Theeffect of Ul

drug gave hirn a moxuentary sense of physIcal weI
being; thbe crisp air cleared his brain. Failuil
seemed f ar removed as ho entered the famillar roo'
and waited irnpatleutly for Evelyn te appear.

'I've had a bard day, Evelyu," he said, as she gre
ed hlm. "I've been badgered and worried, and
lost my texuper."

"I amn sorry for your bad day; but that 'baril
givos yon the rlght to cail me ¶Evelyn,"' sho replie
witb asperity.

"Perhaps, It doesn't; but I cau't propose te yen fro1
the standpolnt of 'Miss Hastings,' and that'e wll
Plm bere for."'

"Indeed ?" Her brows becaine supercillous sel]
circles.

"As tbougb you dldn't kuow it!" oxclaimed Robe
testily. . "I dou't uuderstand womon; they let a n
got te the point of proposlug; thon, when ho d
ask one te marri' hlm, she is insultod. Hasn't b
right?"

"Alter a weekr" she asked, frigidly.
"A wook or a montb or a day, what difference o

it make? l'd bave proposed te yen tho secondd
I kuew you, only I tbeugbt my chances would
better if I waitod. ,But this~ h about the limit o!
endurance."

"I must admit tbat 1 have nover boon mnade loe
quite lu this mauner beforo," she eaid, a humor

littie quInk relievlng the sevorlty of ber lips.
"ýThon, that's the reason you'vo nover beon O

suggosted Robert calinli. "0 dou't be offonde


