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THE MIRACLE MAN





The Miracle

Man
THE "roost"

HE was a misshapen thing, bulking a
black blotch in the night at the en-
trance of the dark alleyway— like

,
some lurking creature in its lair. He

neither stood, nor kneeled, nor sat— no single
word would describe his posture— he combined
"

-rt"^!" * *°" "' repulsive, formless heap.
Ihe Flopper moved. He came out from the

alleyway onto the |)avement, into the lurid lights
of the Bowery, flopping along knee to toe on one
leg, draggmg the other leg behind him— and the
leg he dragged was limp and wobbled from the
knee. One hand sought the pavement to balance
himself and aid in locomotion; the other arm, the
right, was twisted out from his body in the shape
of an inverted V, the palm of his hand, with half
curled, contorted fingers, almost touching his chin,
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right ihoulder. Hair itraggled from the brim

SfjL"°"i""!P^
'*'* ••** '"'^ •"• «y««. «nd curled,

dir^ and unihom, around hit eari and the nape
of his neck. His face was covered with a stubble
of four days' growth, his body with rags— a
coat; a shirt, the button long since gone at the
neck; and trousers gaping in wide rents at the
knees, and torn at the ankles where they Bappedround miss-mattd socks and shoes.
A hundred, two hundred people passed him in

a block the populace of the Bowery awakening
into fullest life at midnight, men, women and
children— the dregs of the city's scum— the aris-
tocracy of upper Fifth Avenue, of Riverside
unye, aping Bohemianism, seeking the lure of the

r c ^
i,'"*'

transported from the Barbary Coast
of San Francisco. Rich and poor, squalor and
affluence, vice and near-vice surged by him, voic-
ing their diCjrent interests with laughter and sobs
and soft words and blasphemy, and, in a sort of
mocking chorus, the composite effect rose and feUm pitiful, jangling discords.
Few gave him heed— and these few but a

side of the sidewalk, in the shadow of the build-
ings, gave as little as he got, though his eyes were
fastened sharply, now ahead, now, screwing
around his body to look behind him, on the faces
of the pedestrians as they passed; or, rather, he
appeared to look through and beyond those in his
immediate vicinity to the ones that followed in
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*"
't". f^*""

^'*^" ^o«^ *e 'feet, or atf
proached him from the next comer.

Suddenly the Flopper shrank into a doorway,
l-rom amidst the crowd behind, the yeUow flare
ot a ^soline lamp, outhanging from a second'
Band shop, ghnted on brass buttons. An officer,
Jeisurely accommodating his pace to his own mo-
narchial pleasure, causing his hurrying fellow occu-
pants of the pavement to break and circle aroundmm, sauntered casually by. The Flopper'a black
eyes contracted with hate and a scowl setUed on
!ii» face, as he w- tched the policeman pass; then,
as the other was lost again in the crowd ahead, he

""xi-^ct'
'""'"^•^ ''» progress down the block.

,
^"'flopper crossed the intersecting street, his

Jeg trailing a helpless, sinuous path on its not over-
clean surface, and started along the next block.
Halfway down was a garishly lighted establish,
ment When near this the Flopper began to
hurry desperately, as from further along the street
agam his ear caught the peculiar raucous note of
an automobile horn accompanied by the rumbling
approach of a heavy motor vehicle. He edged
jus way now, wriggling, squirming and dodging
between the pedestrians, to the outer edge of the
sidewalk, and stopped in front of the music haU.
_
A sight-seeing car, crammed to capacity, reach-

uig Its momentary Mecca, drew up at the curb;
and the guide s voice rose over the screech of the
brakes

:

" Now, ladies and gentlemen, we will get out
here for a little while. This is Black Ike's fa-
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mou. Auditorium, the scene of hit week'i tenia.
^onal tr,p,, „„ d„, p,„,^ remember Artthere ii no charge for admiiiion to patroni of thecompany. Juit .how your couponi, ladiei and
gentlemen, and walk right ahead."
The passengeri began to pour from the lone

w. Cd. *'°""*^ '^' ^'°PP"'* '•" ^" '«

me by, he cried p.teouily. " I could work once,but look at me now-I was run over by a fire
truck. God bnng pity to yer hearts— yousehave money fer pleasure, spare somethinj fer

The first man down from the seat halted and
stared at the twisted, unsightly thing before him.and, w.th a little gasp, reached info his pocSand dropped a bill „to the Flopper's hat

Ood bless youl " stammered the Flopper—
and the tears sprang swimming to his eyes.

'£jTft- f'yf
'''' *" "''""P'' •''hind him

•f 4f, ,
' ^*"°^ passengers ignored.

11 ank you, mum," mumbled the Flopper. asthe money dropped into his hat. " God reward

r,",'
'""

.V
'^''' "'". may you never know a

nSt,' lady.-^"" """ ''°"«'* ^°" '"' ^
They passed, following the guide. The Flop-

per scooped the money into a pile in his hat, be-gan to tuck It away in some recess of his shirt—
when a hand was thrust suddenly under his nose.
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Wt'ear""
°"' "*"'' ^''^^" *"*??«<' » »^'« •«

It w«i the driver of the car, who had dropped
from h.i teat to the ground. A gleam of hate
replaced the tears in the Floppcr's eye.

. A u- \^'V ".''' •""'*'* ^ '"Kh tWn lip.-
and his hand closed automatically over the

" Come on, now, I ain't got no time to fool! "
prompted the man, with a leer. " I'm dead onto
your lay, and there's a bull comin' along now-
half or him, which ?

"

The Flopper's eyes caught the brass buttons of
tlie officer returning on his beat, and his face w-.s
White with an inhuman passion, as, clutching a
portion of what was left in the hat, he lifted his
hand from the rest.

" Thanks 1
" grinned the chauffeur, snatching at

the remainder. "
'Tain't half, but it'll do"—

»nd he hurried across the sidewalk, and disap.
peared inside a saloon.

Oaths, voicing a passion that rocked the Flop-
per to his soul, purled in a torrid stream from his
lips, and for a moment made him forget the prox-
unity of the brass buttons. He raised his fist,
that still clenched some of the money, and shook
It after the odier— and his fist, uplifted in mid-
air, was caught in a vicious grip— the harness
Dull was standing over him.

u^if* ''l
" ''^'P*'^ ^'^ °®"'" roughly. " or I'U— hullo, what you got here ? Open your hand I

"— he gave a sharp twist as he spoke, the Flop.
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Floppe'r.
'"'"'-»""'« Jt ••«<*." whined the

whi.pering he went on again. '
"'"

wr.'."r..°s*'.5""""™"- "*''""•»
The door before which he stoppsd on a UvMwith the street, might readily hJve "passed Tor

o irSn™: °'^f''
"''io'-nK'enltntslor It was mnocent to all appearances of any conl
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nection with the unlovely reiort of which it
• part— and it wai cloied.
The Flopper rang no bell. After a quick

glance around him to auure himself that he was
not observed, he reached up for the doorknob,

^'"^u \^^ "^ iurprising agility hopped ovec
the threshold and closed die door behind him.A 5ta»xase, making one side of a narrow and
dimly lighted hall, from down whose length came
muffled sounds from the barroom, was before him:
and this, without hesiution, die Flopper began
to mount, his knee thumping from step to step,
his dangling leg echoing the sound in a peculiar
quick double thump. He reached the first land-mg went along it, and started up the second flight— but now the thumping sound he made seemed
accenhjafed intentionally, and upon his face there
spread a grin of malicious humor.
He halted before the door opposite thr head

of the second flight of stairs, opened it, w iggled
inside and shut it behind him.

comi??»°*
"*''"•'" ''* 'nickered. "Pipe me

„.,'^'i"T r" /•'''y ''K« <">«' ««»*ly ap-
pointed with cheap furnishings, one of the Roost^
private pirlors— a girl on a couch in the comer
had raised herself on her elbow, and her dark
eyes were fixed uncompromisingly upon the Flop-
per, but she made no cnswer.
The Hopper laughed— then a spasm seemed

to run dirough him, a horrible boneless contort
tion of hmbs and body, a slippery, twitching
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dickinT!!fr\'K^-'"^!.*°"8h almost Inaudible

slot"il '''""'''^^ j°'"''- '"d the Floppy

Lan that stunt!" she cried angrily "Yougn^e me the sh versi Next time you th;ow vour
ft you throw it before you come around me or
^"jJ">'^i,you wish you had -see?"

'

Ihe Flopper was swinging lees and arm. *«
restore a normal channel of cfrculSion ""' *'

grin "It't P^I "'t.''' *°J*'"
'''^ ^'' ^i'h a

Ke's t^e Doc?'-
"^"^ ""'^ ^"""^ ^^'^

-'

.

" ^^''.'"d the axe under the table " said tt,-

1 anks, said the Flopper. " Sav H^l.n,

"HeleL"m"a]^'
'' ^°^ ''" «°* upS'sS '^

«eiena made no answer.

hnrf?"^^"" ^'°^^^ P*'"'"' y°" "o's yer tongue'shurt ? mqu,red the Flopper solicitously.
^

atill no answer.

pol'S'"' ^°'°"''^'''"""''^*'^J°PP«'

sounded outs.de in the hall and he turned expert-

A young man, thin, emaciated, with gaunt hoi

n7ered"' He"™''"^W ^^" -'^ -«-S
InrI h L

T^\^ell, but modestly, dressed'

flflA" T^g^.d a little now, as though the wofl<ghts chmb had overtaxed him -ft was aS
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man who had headed the subscription list to theHopper half an hour before in front of Black
Ike 8 Auditorium.

" "«="». Helena I "he greeted, nodding towardAe couch. "I shook the rubber-neck bunch at

M 'Lf°^T u ^k" ^" ' P"^** °f » haul, eh,
old pal— the boobs came to it as though they
couldn't get enough." '

A sudden and reminiscent scowl clouded the
Flopper s face. He stepped to the table, reached
his hand into his shirt, and flung down a single
one-dollar bill and a few coins.

"Dere's de haul, Harry— help yerself"-
Pis invitation was a snarl.

u^f'^^?? "»""y 'lad followed to the table.He looked first at the money, then at the Flopper— and a tinge of red dyed his cheek. He
coughed before he spoke.

vou7''heV°'"^ 'a

'"'" °".'"^' ^°PP"' "e
" c m ,r'"*"'^*'^'

'" »" ominous monotone.
Mail! —the word came away in a roar too

genume to leave any doubt of the Flopper's sin-
cerity or the turbulent state of the Flopper's soul.

Stall nothin'I De driver held me up fer some
ot It, an de cop pinched de rest."
"And you the king of Floppers!" breathed

Pale Face Harry sadly. "D'ye hear that.
Helena? Come over here and listen. Go
ahead, Flopper, tell us about it."

Helena rose from the couch and came over to
the table.

" Poor Flopper I
" said she sweetly.
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'•Shut up I » snapped the Flopper savagely.Go on, prompted Pale Face Harry. "Goon, Flopper— tell us about it."

T ?A^'i ^^'^ ' *^'^ ''''1 de cop comin', an

IJats aU —the Flopper's mouth was workinaagam W.A the rage that burned within him "^

.

filt I- ace Harry, with pointed forefinser

oX taSe
""'"'^ ^''^ *' '"•'" °"* '"' '°^'

"And you the king of FloppersI" he mur-mured softly. " Ifs a wonder yL didn't let Ae

tt' w^alongT"'"
*^ "^^ '-''^ ^-- ^- -

,»,!i'^^"'i
''"'«''«^-- but the Flopper didn't. Hestepped dose to Pale Face Harry, and shoved hisface within an inch of the other's.

You dose yer jaw," he snarled, " or I'll makeycr map look like wot's goin' ter happen te^da?
cross-eyed snitch of a guy dat did me- hhn a„' de

SnJ?''"^':,^)"'.'-"
The Flopper Ttojpcd

" HuC' n "'^f
** '.7^ ^™" P«J« Face HJ^

I.f^"""'II^''•?'''''."'^'
''™»d-shouldered, immacu-

late in weU-tailored tweeds, reliant in poise, leaned
nonchalantly against the door_i„side the roomHe was young not more than twenty-eight, withclean-shaven pleasant, open face-a handslme

wri'ntri:"'?
'"''^ '" *^ ^'°" observer by Aewnnkles beginmng to pudcer around bis eyes, and
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H« gray eyes travelled from one to another

STeXT"""' - "»'-. -<i caL°e'b"at tS

"T^, CT .
"*.'''y ^''° answered him.

A,. I %^ E?" ' «°* '* '"n for » couple of is

co^psj^preserver's business is'duU.^L Se' goS
SowShSseT""'^' ^° °''^"' """^ P«^ ^o-^
^Doc Madison shook his head and smiled a little

.„
"
^-'^'l'*' ^°PP" '

" he said crisply " TV-somedimg better for you to do. You fLe awavChsappear and lay low from this minute I dTJt

pl^rtJ^SireTj—S'af^
Siront..?°'^««°^"^°--^"^^^^^^^^^^

niceP^H^" «°* [« «» Doc?_something
A, Wi ''""" P"*''"*' P«Ie Face Harry and
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tinlde of glass and a shuffling footstep sounded
without.

A man, big, hulking, thick-set and slouching,
with shifty, cunning little black eyes and the face
of a bruiser, his nose bent over and almost flat-
tened down on one cheek, entered the room, car-
rying four glasses on a tin tray. He set down
the tray, and, as he lifted the glasses from it and
placed them on the table, he leered around at the
little group.

" ^*^
'

*'
•>« said, sucking in his breath. " De

Uoc, an Helena, an' Pale Face, an' de Flopperl
Ge«^_ dis looks like de real t'ing— dis looks like

ir»'
does—-fifty-cents* worth— ten for your-

self, said Doc Madison suavely, flipping the coin
into the tray. " Now, clear out I

"

* "J^^-.T' 9f?^ ?"' '''* forefinger significantly
to the side of his nose—" say, can't youse let a
sport m on—

"

"Clear out!" Doc Madison broke In quite
as suavely as before— but there was a sudden
glint of steel in the gray eyes as they held the
bruiser s, and Cleggy, hastily picking up the tiav,
scuffled from the room.

Madison watched the door close, then he be-
gan to pace slowly up and down the room.

Pull the chairs up to the table so we can
*a*f *'ng» comfortably," he directed.

j^^^^«« ain't but two," grinned Pale Face

"Oh, well, never mind," said Madison.
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"Slew the couch around and pull that up-^
Helena and I will sit on the head of it

"

Still pacing up and down the length of the room,
his hands in his pockets, Doc Madison watched
the others as they carried out his directions; and
then, suddenly, as he neared the door, his hand
shot out, wrenched the door open, and, quick as
a panther in its spring, he was in the hall without.

1 here was a yell, a scuffle, the rip and crash of
rending bannisters, an instant's silence, then a
heavy thud— and then Cleggy's voice from some-
where below m a choice and fervent flow of pro-

Doc Madison re-entered the room, closed thedoor dispassionately arranged a disordered cuff.

^ u ^J*""^
P'','^''^'" °^ '^"« f'-om his sleeves

and shoulder, and, this done, started toward the
table— and stopped.

Helena had swung herself to the table edge,
and, glass m hand, dangling her neatly shod little
teet, was smoking a cigarette, her brown hair with
a glint of amber in it, her dark eyes veiled now
.V l!}'''^

'^''^"' *"» the other side of the
table Pale Face Harry coughed, as, with sleeve
rolled back, he was intent on the hypodermic nee-
dle he was pushing into his arm; while the Flop-
per his eyes with a dog-like admiration in them
iixed on Madison, stood facing the door, a gro-
tesque, unpleasant figure, unkempt, unshaven, fur-
tive-taced, his rags hanging disreputably about
him his trousers with their frayed edges, now
that he stood upright, reaching far above his boot
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topi and flagrandy expoiing hit wretched subtt!-
tutei for locks.

Doc Madison reached thoughtfully into his
poclwt, brought out a silver cigarette case, and
carefuUy selected a cigarette from amongst its

_

" Yes; Cleggy was right," he said softly, tap.
pmg tile end of the cigarette on his thumb nail
Xou re the real thing— the real, real thing."
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DOC MADISON swung Helena lightly
down from the table to the head of
the couch, sat down beside her, one

tooned the Flopper to a chair— then he leaned
forward and watched Pale Face Harry critically.
as the latter carefully replaced the shining little
hypodermic in its case.

"Harry," said he abruptly, jerking his free
hand toward the hypodermic, "could you give
up that dope-needle?

"

' *

n!'^"' i~"'d— if I wanted to I" asserted
Pale Face Harry defiantly.

"That's good," said Madison cheerfully.
Because you'll have to."
"Eh?"— Pale Face Harry stared at Doc

madison in amazement.
"Because you'll have to— by and by," said

Madison coolly. "And how about that cough— can you quit coughmg?"

•'^Tn". ^^ dead— whicH won't be long,"
•niJFed Pale Face Harry. " D'ye think I cough
because I IJce it? How'm I going to quit cough-
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"I don't know," admitted Doc Madiwn,

frowning seriously. "I only know you'll have

Pale Face Harry, with jaw dropped, accentu-
ating the gaunt leanness of his hollow-cheeked,
emaciated face, gazed at Doc Madison with a
curioui mingling of incredulity and affront— and
coughed.

"Say," he inquired grimly, "what's the an-
swer?

"

Doc Madison took his arm from Helena's
waist, pulled a newspaper from his pocket, spread
It out on the table— and his manner changed
suddenly— enthusiasm was in his eyes, his voice,
his face.

" I've steered you three through g *ew deals,"
said he impressively, "that have sized up big
enough to keep you out of the raw vaudeville turn
you, Harry, and you, Flopper, are so fond of,
and that would have put Helena here on easy
street, if you hadn't blown in all you got about
ten minutes after you got your hands on it— but
I ve got one here that sizes up so big you wouldn't
be able to spend the money fast enough to close
out your bank account if you did your damnedest I

Get that? It's the greatest cinch that -^ver came
down from the gateway of heaven— and that's
where it came from— heaven. It couldn't have
come from anywhere else— it's too good. And
It's new, bran new— it's never had the string cut
or the wrapper taken off. It's got anything that
was ever run beaten by more laps than there are ia
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the track, and it's got a purse tied on to the end
of It thats the biggest ever ofifered since Adam.
But you ve got to worlc for it, and that's what I
brought you here for to-night— to learn your Uttle
pieces so s you can say 'em nice and cute when
y°^" "P on the platform before the audience."
The Flopper's tongue made a greedy circuit

of his upper and under lips, and he hitched his
chair closer to the table
A flush spread over Pale Face Harry's cheeks,

and his eyes, abnormally bright, grew brighter.
You re all right, Doc," he assured Doc Madi-

son anxiously. " You're all right."
" U-uu-mm

!
" cooed Helena excitedly. " Go

on, Doc— goon!"
" Listen," said Doc Madison, his voice lowered

a little. I found this tucked away as a filler
in a corner of the newspaper this evening. It's
headed, A New Cult,' with an interrogation mark
after it. Now listen, while I read it:

"

A NEW CULT?

,
Needley, Maine, offers no attraction for aspiring youne

medicJ men. One who tried it recently, and who pulled
down his shingle in disgust after a week says competition
is too strong, as the village is obsessed with the belief that
they have a sort of faith-healer in their midst to whom is
attnbuted cures of all descriptions stretching back for a
generation or more. The healer, he adds, who rejoices
in the name of the Patriarch and lives in solitude a mUe or
so from the village, is something of an anomaly in himself,
being both deaf a.id dumb. We— ^""^•4
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"But that'i all that intereiti ut," laid Doe

Madiion, at be stopped reading abruptly and
lifted bit bead to Krutinize bit companioni quiz-
zically.

Pale Face Harry'i eyei had lott their gleam
and dulled— he gaped reproachfully at Doc
Madison. Helena's small mouth drooped down-
ward in a disappointed moue. Only the Flopper
evidenced enthusiastic response.

"Sure I" he chortled. "Sure fingi I see.

De old geezer'll have a pile of shekels hid away,
an' he lives by his lonesome a mile from de town.
We sneaks down dere, croaks de guy wid de queer
monaker, an' beats it wid de shekels— sure I

"

Doc Madison turned a sad gray rye on the
Flopper.

" Flopper," said he pathetically, " your soul,
like your bones, runs to rank realism. No; we
don't ' croak de guy '— we cherish him, we nurse
him, we fondle him. He's our one best bet, and
we fold him to our breasts tenderly, and we pro-
tect him from all harm and danger and sudden
death."

The Flopper blinked a little helplessly.
" Mabbe," said the Flopper, " I got de wrong

dope. Some of dem words you read I ain't hip
to. Wot's anymaly mean?"
"Anomaly?"— Doc Madison reached for his

glass, tossed off the contents and set it down. " It

means, Flopper, in this particular instance," he
said gravely, " that there shouldn't be any inter-

rogation point after the heading."
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Again the Flopper blinked helpleuly— and
hi* fingeri picked uncertainly at the ttubble on hit

J « .
***" ^° «"<* diiconiolately—

.

and Helena « little pityingly ai well— at Doc
Maditon.
Doc Madijon flung out hit armt tuddenly.
Whatt the matter with you all?" he de>

manded tarcastically. " You look as though your
Ucet pained you I What't the matter with you ?
You re bright enough ordinarily, Helena, and,
Harey, youre no dub— what't the matter with
you ? Can t you tee it— can't you tee it 1 Why,
itt tticking out a mile— it't waiting for uti
The whole plant't there and all we've got to do
It get tteam under the boilers. We'll have 'em
coining for the cure from every State in the Union,
and begging ut to let them throw their diamond
tiarat at ut for a look-in at the shrine. Don't
you see it— can't you get it— can't you get

Helena bent suddenly over Doc Maditon't
ahoulder, her eyei opening wide witii dawnipg
comprehension.

''The cure? "she breathed.
"Sure— the cure," said Doc Madison ear-

nestly. 'The new cult— that's us. Get the
people talking, show 'em something, and you'll
have to put up fences and ' keep off the grass

'

signs to stop the lame and the halt and the blind
and the neurasthenics from crowding and suffocat-
ing to death for want of air. We'll start a shrine
down there that'll be a winner, and the railroads
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will be running excunion-rate pilgrimagei iniide
of two months."

Pale Face Han^'i chair creaked, at, like the
Flopper, he now crowded it in toward the table.

" I get you I
" taid he feverishly. " I get you I

I've read about them ihrines— only you gotter
have churches, and a carload of crutches, and that
sort of thing laying around."
Doc Madison smiled pleasantly.

"Yes; you've got me, Harry— only we'll do
the stage setting a little differently. Mostly what
is required is— faith. Get them going on that,

and everybody that's sick or near-sick in this great
United States, that's got the swellest collection of
boobs and millionaires on earth, will swarm thith-
erward like tees— there won't be any one left

in the sanatoriums throughout the Itfiig.f of this
broad land of freedom but the bell boys and the
elevator men. Get them going, and all we've got
to do is look out we don't let anything get by
us in the crush— a snowball rolling down hill

will size up like a plugged nickel alongside of a
twenty-dollar gold piece „hen it gets to the bot-
tom, compared with what we start rolling."

"I've got you, too," said Helena. "But I
don't see where the faith is coming from, or how
you're going to get them coming. You've got
to show them— you said so yourself— even the
boobs. How are you going to do that ?

"

"Well," said Doc Madison placidly, "we'll
•tart the show with— a miracle. I haven't
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I

diought of anything more effective than that 10
far."

"A what?" inquired Pale Face Harry, with
a grin.

"A miracle," repeated Doc Madison imper-
turbably. "A miracle— with the Flopper here
in the star role. The Flopper goes down there
all tied up in knots, the high priest, alias the deaf
and dumb healer, alias the Patriarch, lays his
soothing hands upon him, the Flopper uncoils into
something that looks like a human being— and
the trumpets blow, the band plays, and the box
office opens for receipts."

Helena slid from her seat, and, with hands on
the edge of the table, advanced her piquant little
face dose to Doc Madison's, staring at him,
breathing hard.

"Say that again," she ga-jed. "Say that
again— say it just once more."

Pale Face Harry's hand, trembling visibly with

"".?D°"'
^^' *''™** °"' ^*^'"°*' *e table.

Put it there. Doc," he whispered hoarsely.

_
Ihe Flopper, practical, earnestly so, lifted his

right arm, wriggled it a little and began to twist
"/"""""d, as though it were on a pivot at the
elbow, preparatory to drawing it in, a crippled
thing, toward his chin.

Doc Madison reached out hurriedly and stopped

'Here, that'll do, Flopper," he said quietly,
lou don t need any rehearsal to hold your job
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— you're down for the number and your check's
written out."

..
7?'^'^' ?,"

l" '?''* *« ^°PP" to the universe.
/
can smell de pine woods of Maine in me no*.

tnls now. When does I beat it. Doc- to-mor-

Doc Madison laughed.
"No, Flopper, not to-morrow— nor for sev-e«l to-morrows -not till the bill-posters getthrough, and the stage is dark, and you can hhra pin drop m the house. I don't want you camp-ng out and catching cold and missing any of the

luxuries you're accustomed to, so I'U start along
ahead m a day or so myself and see what kind of
accommodations I can secure "

tn "fh^i^T"' '
" "'^ .'^' ^'°PP" "K*'"- " An*

fleets^ ^^
^ "' *'^*"' °" ™bber-neck

^^
A puzzled Uttle frown puckered Helena's fore-

" I was thinking about the deaf and dumbman, she suid slowly. " How about him, when

Mi^do?"'-"'" '^ '^''"^ ^" '*--<^

"Awl" said Pale Face Harry impatiently.He don t count I He'U have bats m his belfAran^ay and if he am't he'U go off his chump for

S **»f"i'."^u."?"? .°" '*™"'^ ^hen he sees the
stunt he'U think he's done. He'll be looking for
the winjp between his shoulder blades, and hunt-wg for the halo around his head."

Harry is waking up," observed Dk Madison



A NEW CULT 31

affably. "Th?.t-s about the idea, Helena. I
haven t seen the Patriarch -..t, but I don't imagine
from his descr.ption that it U be very hard to make
him beheve m hL-.-'f. He doesn't stand for
anything— we don't deal him any cards— he's
just the kitty that circles around with the jackpots
while we annex the chips."
Doc Madison reached into his vest pocket, took

out a penknife whose handle was gold-chased,
opened it, and very carefully cut the article he had
read from the paper.

" Flopper," said he, " you've heard of gold
bonds, haven't you?"
The Flopper's eyes gleamed an eloquent re-

sponsc.

Dj;air'""""'''^"^'^'*'''^"pp«^«*
"Where'd I get 'em?" inquired the Flopper.

with some bitterness.

"Right here," smiled Doc Madison, handing
him the dipping. " Here's a trainload and 1
tank vault full of them combined. Put it away
Flopper, and don't lose it. Lose anything you've
got first -lose your life. It's worth a private
car to you with a buffet full of fizz, and Sambo to
v^it on you for the rest of your life. Get that?
JJon t lose It I

The Flopper tucked the clipping into the mys-
tenous recess of his shirt.

vi'i'u'l'"
**' ."''* earnestly, " if you say so. Doc.

It 11 be here when dey plant me."
J'

>

"<«=.

"All right, Flopper," nodded Doc Madison.
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f I

And now let's get down to cases. I've been abl"
to pay my club dues lately, and there's money
enough on deck to buy the costumes and put the
show on the road. I start for Needley as soon
as I can get away. When I'm ready for the sup-
port, you three will hear from me— and in the
meantime you lay low. Nothing doing— under-
stand? You'll get all the lime-light you want
before you're through, and it's just as well not to
show up so familiar when they throw the spot
on you that even the school kids will know the date
of your birth, and the population will start in
squabbling over the choice of reserved niches for
you in the Hall of Fame. See? "

The Flopper, Pale Face Harry and Helena
nodded their heads with one accord.

" Give us the whole lay. Doc," urged Pale Face
Harry. "And give it to us quick."
"Me mouth's waterin'," observed the Flop-

per, licking his lips again.
Helena lighted another cigarette, and swung

herself back to her perch on the head of the
couch.

Doc Madison surveyed the three with mingled
admiration and delight.

",^he world is ours! " he murmured softly.
Oh, hurry up and give us the rest of it,"

purred Helena. "We know we're an all-star
cast, all right."

"Very good," said Doc Madison— and
laughed. " Well then, the order of your stage
cues will depend on circumstances and what turn*
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up down there, but we'll start with the Flopper
now. First of all, Flopper, you've got to have
a name. Whats your real name— what did
they decorate you with at the baptismal font back
in the dark ages?"
The Flopper scrubbed at his very dirty chin

with a very dirty thumb and forefinger.
" I dunno," said the Flopper anxiously
'Well, never mind," said Doc Madison reas-

suringly. Maybe you are blessed above most

w&ntT?"'" "''^ °"' °"* ^°' y°""*'^-

The Flopper's thumb and forefinger scratched
desperately for a moment, then his face lighted
with inspiration.

" Swipe me I " said he excitedly. " I cot it—
Jimmy de Squirm."
Doc Madison shook his head gravely

_^

"No, Flopper, I'm afraid not," he said gently,
ihat s another weak point in your interpreta-

tion of the role, that I'll come to in a minute.

• -ii^L^'
'"'" '" ^"^^ """= ^y way of charity— itU help to make your classical English sound

like brogue. We'll call you Coogan- Michael
t-oogan— that lets you off with plain Mike in
times of stress."

"Swipe mel" said the Flopper, with perfect
complacence.

"Glad it pleases you," smiled Doc Madison.
Here s your lay then. You've got to remem^

oer that you were bom crooked and "
Helena giggled.
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" I didn't mean it "— Doc Madison's gray eyes

twinkled. "You are waking up, too, Helena.
I mean, Flopper, you've got to remember that you
were bom twisted up into the same shape you
are in when you hit Needley. You come from— let's see— we'll have to have a big city where
the next door neighbors pass each other with a
vacant stare. Ever been in Chicago ?

"

"Nawl Wot fer?" said the Flopper, with
withering spontaneity. "Noo Yoik fer mine."

"Well, all right— New York it is, then,"
agreed Doc Madison. "You're poor, but re-
spectable— and that brings us to the other point.
Before you go down there, Helena's going to
start a little night-school with a grammar, and
teach you to paddle along the fringe of the great
American language so's you won't fall in and
get wet all over every time you open your mouth."

" My I " exclaimed Helena. " Won't that be
nice 1

"

" I hope so," said Doc Madison drily. " And
don't run away with the idea that I'm joking about
this— that goes. I don't expect to make a silver-
tongued orator out of you, Flopper, and perhaps
not even a purist— bat I hope to eradicate a few
minor touches of Bad Land vernacular from your
vocabulary."

" I've gotcher— swipe me I
" grinned the Eop-

per. "Me at school 1 Say, wouldn't that put a
smile on de maps of de harness bulls, an' de dips^
an' de lags doin' spaces up de river !

"

" Quite so," admitted Doc Madison pleasantly.
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"You won't laugh when I get through with
you, remarked Helena, her eyes on the curl of
tmoke from her cigarette.

»*'
P'"'*'* ^"'* °"* *"""* thing," went on Doc

Madison, and I'm through with you, Flopper.
Don t come down there looking like a skate
that's too raw. Get new clothes and a shave—
and keep shaved. And from the minute you buy
your ticket, you keep your bones, or whatever a
beneficent nature has given you in place of them,
out of joint— see ?

"

"I'm hip," declared the Flopper— and the
dog-like admiration for Doc Madison burned in
his eyes. " Say, Doc, youse are de—

"

"Never mind, Flopper," Madison cut in
brightly. "It's getting late. Now, Harry, about
you. You ve got a name, I believe. Evans, isn't
it? Yes— well, that will do. Now, don't kill
yourself at it, but the more you work your dope
needle overtime before you start, and the harder
you^ cough when you first land there the better.
We ye got to have variety, you know. You're a
physical wreck with the folks back home sending
the casket and trimmings after you on the next
tram in care of the station agent."

.
,".^ 2U"''" coughed Pale Face Harry, with a

sickly smile, " I look the part."
"You certainly do," said Helena cheerfully,

beating a tattoo with her heels on the end of the
couch.

Pale Face Harry scowled.
" I ain't no artist with the paint," he sniffed.
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p«nenny. Because, jf you are I'll an «„
Whenthe train whistle. JNeedTy, Har?; yo„put the soft pedal on the dope-d^at ought to

ena innocently.
'"jHscsrea nei-

"You dose your trap!" exclaimed Pale FaceHarry savagely; then, to Madison: " Go onDoc— It's up to you."
"" on,

" No," said Doc Madison coolly, "
it's ud toyou. You've got to try, and if /«„ can't sto°

el'he fiZr
"" "^'"= ^°""'f scLce whenSteez the fit coming on— you won't have to climh

L^you?
.f-'J«-d -d cough in pe^^f^Ts!

^ "
?v ?!«''» carry a screen around with him and^ough behind that," volunteered Helena " Tha"senough about the Flopper and Pale Face-whaabout muh? Where do I get off?"

"""*

".a:d1"dVrasX,f"''''-''-«^"<^-

^cal?he!Kim*S^2^^-^'^--
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". It*» .'^hat we need to keep up the standard of

^oman'^s " '
'^' '"''' "''"''" "'* ^''^ ^^^ing

miS*;!'
'° ^

'^"^

"
"""'""'^ ™^"'' "°«-^°™-

" OoJ " «hoed Doc Madison. " Why, you godown there like a whole parade and a gorgeous
pageant rolled into one, in feathers and paint anddiamond boulders in your ears— and you come
out of It in a gingham apron and coy sunbonnet as
sweet sixteen.

" Ohl •' said Helena— and her eyes were on
the oirl of smoke from her cigarette again.

Say, said Pale Face Harry suddenly, evi-
dently still worried about his cough, " we ain't
going to have no easy cinch of this."

^

"No," said Doc Madison, with a grim smile;
you re not I It's going to be the hardest work

any of you have ever done— you've got to lead
decent lives for awhile."

_

"Sure— dat's right," said the loyal Flopper;
but we stands fer anyt'ing dat de Doc says-!

an dat goes I
"

" It'll come hard on some of us," remarked
i-ale I'ace Harry, with a sly glance at Helena,
wnich met with contemptuous silence
Doc Madison leaned back, felt carefully at

his^ carefully adjusted tie— and smiled engag-

"

,^^"^Well? " he asked. " Can you see them com-
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P«le Face Harry stared at him with a faraway

expretiion in his eyes.

"When we get through with this, if I ain't
handed in my chedis before," he said dreamily,

It • mine for a brownstone on the Avenue, and
one of them life-size landscapes with a shack on
It for the season down to Pa'm Beach that they
call country cottages. I'U dress the ginks that
scrub the horses down in solid gold braid, and put
the corpse of chamber ladies in Irish lace—

I

bust into society, marry a duke's one and only,
and swipe her coronet for my manly brow. Did
you ask me anything. Doc? "

" Swipe me I " said the Flopper, " Me in me
private Pullman in a plush seat an' anndder to put
me feet in, an' me thumbs in de armholes of me
vest. I wears a high polished lid an' a red tie,
an' scatters simoleans outer de window in me
travels to the gazaboes on de platforms as I pass— an' den I joins Tammany Hall so's I can stick
me fingers to me nose every time I sees a cop."

"Flopper," said Doc Madison in an awed
voice, " the honor is all mine."

Helena went off into a peal of rippling, silveiy,
contagious laughter, and her little heels again beat
an exuberant tattoo on the end of the couch.

II

Yes?" invited Doc Madison, smiling at her.
" I'm seeing them coming," said Helena— and

one heel went through the cretonne upholstery of
the couch.

_
"Good

I
" said Doc Madison— and from the

inside pocket of his coat he pulled out a package
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of crijp, new, yellow-backed billt. " You under-
•land that down *'.ere none of you ever heard of
each other or of me before, and you drop the
' doc '— bury it I My name is John G. Madison— G. for Carlleld." His fingers passed deftly
oyer the edges of the bills. He pushed a little

pile toward the Flopper, another toward Pale
Face Harry, and tucked the remainder into his
coat pocket again. " That'll do for expenses," he
said. " And now, if you understand everything,
principally that you're to go to church Sundays
till you hear from me, and you're quite satisfied
with the lay, we'll adjourn, sine die, to Needlcy."

Helena was holding out a very dainty hand,
with pink, wiggling fingers.

_ " I'll need, oh, ever so much more than they
will," she declared, with a bewitching pout.
" And, please, I'm waiting very patiently."
Doc Madison laughed.

"By and by Helena," he saia, patting her
hand. "Well, Flopper, well, Harry— what do
you say?"
The Flopper pushed back his chair and stood

up hesitantly like a man unexpectedly called upon
for an after-dinner speech. He stood there awk-
wardly a moment gazing at Doc Madison, his
tongue slowly circling his lips; then, with a gulp,
as though words to express his feelings were ut-
terly beyond him, he turned and started for the
door.

Pale Face Harry, as he rose, shoved out his
hand.
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I don t deserve my luck to be in on thit," he

•«id modestly " Only, Doc, push it .long on the
High gear, will you— I ain't going to be able to
•leep thmking about it." He looked at Helena

'L f.

,""^«'dedly— and compromised on brej^
'«y;.' Night, Helena," he flung out.

On- pod-night, Harry," she smiled.
The Flopper turned at the door and came back

a few steps mto the room.
" Say, Doc," he said, blinking furiously,
vouse can wipe yer feet on me any time youse

like— dat s wot

!

"AH right, Flopper," said Doc Madison
gravely When you've joined Tammany Hall— goodoifht. He followed across the room,
and from the doorway watched the two descend
the stairs. " Good-night," he said again, then

"w ii'^" ,.»1^ "'"" ^""^ '"*« *•»« room-
Well, Helena ? " he remarked tentatively
"Well -Garfield? "-Helena clasped her

hands around one knee and rocked gently.

u".^"?'* I''
^".'n'"". Helena," Doc Madison

chuckled. Is that all you've got to say? "
" I'm busy thinking about The Great American

Play^ she said pertly. " There's one thing you

'I

What's that?" he asked, still smiling.
The curiam on the last act," she said. " The

getaway."

Doc Madison shook his head.
" Nothing doing

!
" he returned. " There's no

getaway. It's safe— so safe that there's nothing



A NEW CULT 4r

to it We don't guarantee anything, and there's
no entrance fee to the pavilion— all contribution*
are strictly voluntary."

"That's all right," said Helena. 'But of
course we can't really cure them. We can get
them going hard enough to make them think they
are for awhile, but after they've thrown away
their crutches and got back home— what then ?

"

"Well, what then?" inquired Doc Madison
easily.

" They'll yell ' fake I ' and swear out warrants,"
said Helena, her dark eyes studying Doc Madi-
son.

" Not according to statistics," replied Doc Mad-
ison, and his lips twitched quizzically at the cor-
ners. " According to statistics they'll buy another
crutch and come back to buck the tiger again.
Say, Helena, to-morrow, you go up to the public
library and read up on shrines— they've been
running since the ark— and they're running still.

You never heard any howl about them, did you?
What's the answer to those cures ?

"

" That's different," said Helena. " That's re-
ligion, and they've got relics and things."

" It's faith," said Doc Madison, " and it doesn't
matter what the basis of it is. Faith, Helena,
faith— get that? And we're going to imbue
them with a faith that'll set them crazy and send
them into hysterics. And talk about relics!

Haven't we got one? Look at the Patriarch I

Can't you see the whole town yelling ' I told you
so

!

' and swopping testimonials hard enough to
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crowd the print down lo line, if you tried to get
It «U into the paper*, that you'd have to uk a
magnifying gl«M to read it, once we've pulled off
the miracle ? Don't you worry about the getaway.
If there t any lign of anything like that, you and I,
Helena, will be taking moonlight ride* in the gon-
dola* of Venice long before it break*."

Helena choked— and began to laugh deli-
Cloudy.

Doc Madi*on *tared at her for a moment whim-
wcally—-then he, too, burst into a laugh.

• ^',P\ ^''"" •" ^"'K'''^- "!''» rich, iw't
It I- And sweeping Helena off the couch and
into hi* arm*, he began to dance around and
around the table. " Ring-around-a-rojy I

" he
cned. " We haven't done *o bad in the misty
pa*t, but here'* where we cro«* to the enchanted
*hore and play on jewelled harp* with golden
*trings and—

"

"I* that all?" gasped Helena, laughing and
breathle**, a* at la*t (he pulled herself away.

.
,
"No," panted Doc Madison. " There'* a ta-

We I ve reserved up at die Rivoli that'* waiting
for us now. We're about to part for day* and
day*, lady mine, that'* the tough luck of it, but
**" roake a night of it to-night anyway—
"You bet I" *aid Helena, doing a cake-walk

toward* the door. " Come on I
"
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NEEDLEY

EEDLEY?"
It wasn't wholly an interrogation— it seemed to Madison that there

was even sympathy in the parlor-car
voice, as the other took his seat

conductor's

check.

"Health," said Madison meekly, "Perfect
rest and quiet— been overdoing it, you know."

' NeedUy/ "—the train conductor of the Bar
Harbor Express, collecting the transportation,
threw the word at Madison as though it were a
personal affront.

"ITie tone seemed to demand an apology from
Madison— and Madison apologized.

" Health," he said apologetically. " Perfect
rest and quiet— been overdoing it, you know."
,

We're five minutes late now," grunted the
conductor uncompromisingly and, to Madison,
quite irrelevantly, as he passed on down the aisle.

Somehow, this inspired Madison to consult hit
timetable. He drew it from his pocket, ran his
eye down the long list of stations— and stopped
at ' Needley." Needley had an asterisk after
It. By consulting a block of small type at the

«
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bottom of the page, he found a corresponding
asterisk with the words: " Flag station. Stops
only on signal, or to discharge eastbound passen-
gers from Portland."

John Garfield Madison went into the smoking
compartment of the car for a cigar— several ci-

gars— until Needley was reached some two hours
later, when the dusky attendant, as he pocketed
Madison's dollar, set down his little rubber-topped
footstool with a flourish on a desolate and for-

bidding-looking platform,

Madison was neither surprised nor dismayed— the parlor-car conductor, the train conductor
and the timetable had in no way attempted to de-
ceive him— he was only cold. He turned up
his coat collar— and blew on his kid-gloved fin-

gers.

As far as he could see everything was white
with a thin layer of snow— he kicked some of it

off his toes onto the unshovelled platform. The
landscape was disconsolately void of even a ves-
tige of life, there was not a sign of habitation—
just woods of bare trees, except the firs, whose
green seemed out of place.

" I have arrived," said John Garfield Madison
to himself, " at a cemetery."

There was a very small station, and through the
window he caught sight of a harassed-faced, red-
haired man. There was a thump, another one, a
very vicious one— and Madison stirred uneasily
'— the train, with its five minutes' delinquency
hanging over it, was already moving out, as his
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trunks, from the baggage car ahead, shot uncere-
moiuously to the platform. Madison watched a
man, the sole occupant of the platform apart from
himself, save the trunks from rolling under the
wheels of the train; then his eyes fastened on a
rickety, two-seated wagon, drawn by a horse that
at lirst glance appeared to earn all it got.
The train left the platform— and left quite

as uninviting a perspective on the other side of the
track as had previously greeted Madison's re-
stncted view. But now the man who had sal-
^

J u-"
''^^^age came down the platform to-

ward him. Madison inspected the approaching
hgure with interest. The man ambled along with-
out haste, his jaws wagging industriously upon his
tobacco, his iron-p-ay chin whiskers, from the
wagging, flapping like a burgee in a breeze. He
wore a round fur cap, quite bare of fur at the
edges where the pelt showed shiny, and a red
woollen tippet was tied round his neck and
knotted at the back with the ends dangling down
over his coat The coat itself, a long one of
some fuzzy material, with huge side pockets into
which the man's hands were plunged, reached to
the cavernous tops of jackboots where the nether
ends of his trousers were stowed away.
The man halted before Madison, and, reaching

a mittened hand under his chin, reflectively lifted
his whiskers to an acute angle, while his blue eyes
over the nms of steel-bowed spectacles wandered
from Madison to Madison's dress-suit case and
back to Madison again.
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"Be you goin' to g!t off here? " he inquireAMadison smiled at him engaginely

J^f " h'
''"^ "^ woulctoRe to have itknown, but .f you can keep a secret-"

Hee-hee !

" tittered the other. " Now that'.

Iflir'^ *"* ^-
,
W-ren't expectKotSy

Se*?:WofffoTvLti^^^^^^^^
^"'^ °' "- °5

th:tJS';SK'5:'- "«-^«'-Hoteli„
"Two of -em," said the other. " The Waal-

a sfr ofl^?"«'""^
^"* '^^ Waalderf ain't done

Sta f an?!?"!'"']'
""" ^« 8ot pro'bition in theMate an has kmder got run down. I reckon theCongress'll suit you best if you ain't again« p,yh^^

« m.tc more, which I reckon you ain't for I seeyou come down in the parler car " "' * '"

grl'^htrle?'"
"'"' ^"•"'°"' "''°" *« ^on-

"Weir said the other, " ordinary, it's a dollar

.on L^'n^K ?"r " ":"'^' ^"* ""»•'"•>' off
"-

wait ud kmd of shade the price for you— Waal-

un'fh *^'!/"
*,''\l^ » ^"'^ Them your dud.

"MP„r2^ 7" '* y°" ""^ y°" ««"»« was?-'
i- orty cents js a most disinterested offer, andI accept 't heartily." said Madison affably «^3

"rKY^S''"-^^'"' ^''^^•^ ^«<^'-'

H.ram Higgms, an' I'm postmaster an' town
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kinder rambunctiou. forZv Jr?'"
^' «'""»

seat, and they bumped off alo^e ic'^.*'
'**

served Mr"hK Si„"?^' '"'°^l'"^'"
«"-

as he settledhS'SS v"' "r 5" "''?•
oned we'd got rid of If /„, „ ^* •„

^""^" "<*-
thb come lltC'youVtt:^ ff

^»" ^'«

-s .t you said brought ,ou doSrVt.S
Madison smiled.

"oSs'' LooS,"'"':'". ^'l'' "»».*«.
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you ain't in no way obliged to join in if you don't
feel up to it. I'll explain matters to 'em, an'

"

Hirani Higgins stopped, excitedly gathered reins
and whip into one hand, and with the other smote
his knee a resounding whack. " Well, I swan I

"
he exclaimed. " An' I never thought of it until
this minute 1 I reckon you've come to just the
nght place, and just as soon as you get settled
you go right out an' see the Patriarch— you won't
need no more doctor, an' folks up your way won't
know when you go back."
"The Patriarch?" inquired Madison, with a,

puzzled air. "Who is he?"
"Why," said Mr. Higgins, "he's— he's die

Patriarch. Been curin' us folks around here
longer'n any one can remember— just does it bv
faidi, too."

'

Madison shook his.head slowly.
" I might just as well be frank with you, Mr.

Higgins," he said. " I've never taken much stockm faith cure and that sort of thing."

^^
"Mabbe," suggested Mr. Higgins deeply,
you ain't had much experience."
"No," confessed Madison reflectively; "I

haven't— I haven't had any."
" Well then, you just wait an' see," said Mr.

Higgins, waving his mittened hand as though the
whole matter were conclusively settled. "You
just wait an' see."

"But I'm afraid I don't quite understand,"
prodded Madison innocently. "What kmd of
cures does he perform? "
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They turned a right-angled bend in the road.

and^farthcr away in the distance, a .wec!, of

" Moft any kind," said Mr. Higgias. « There'tNeedley now. All you've got to do i, a,k ^e
first person you see about him."

"*'

Yes," said Madison, " but take vonMi-lf */,-
.nuance. Did this Patriarch ever dor/thfng Jor'

«.c. For two nighri"::L't"let''Hadte
earache powerful. Poured hot oil Jn' laud'nummto ,t, an- kept a hot brick rolled up in flannSagamst it, but didn't do no good. Then MrsSgins says, 'Hiram, why in the land's sak?'d^^;you go out an' ,ee the Patriarch /'^"uitthedr^ht up, an every step that horse ^ok I coJd

the PatSch IT' f ' """'* «- minutesS
.
." ^ certainly looks as though there were some,thmg m that," admitted Madifon cautiousty.

'-Tjr„'?**'"u
"""'^ ' ^"^J'J °f t°l"ance.

th, »;* ?'°'* mentionin' alongside some of

^YoSf ^'t '^T" ^'^ said deprecaSigly
"^ '^f"

about 'em fast enough."
^^

Madison"
' ^°"' '^°"°'' "^ a^out it? " asked

hJl^i"* u
"'' "'°"«'' P'^'''"'" to keep a doctorhere, though some of 'em's tried," chudded Mr!
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Higgint. " Have to have *em for some thingi,
of courie— an' then he drivei over from Bar-
ton's Mills, seven miles from here."

" And do all the people in Needley believe in
the Patriarch?"— Madison's voice was full of
grave interest.

" Well," said Mr. Higgins, " to be plumb down-
right honest widi you, they don't. Folks as was
bom here an' are old inhabitants do, but the
Holmes, bein' newcomers, is kinder set in their

ways. They come down here eight years ago last

August with new-fangled notions, which they ain't

got rid of yet. You can see the consequences for
yourself— got a little boy, twelve year old, walk-
ing around lame on a crutch— an' I reckon he
always will. Doctor looks at him every time he
comes over from Barton's Mills, but it don't do
no good. Folks tried to get the Hohnes to take
him out to the Patriarch's till they got discour-
aged. 'Pears old man Holmes kinder got around
to a common sense view of it, but the women folks
say Mrs. Holmes is stubbomer than all git-out,

an' that old man Holmes' voice ain't loud enough
to be heerd when she gets goln'. 'Tain't but fair

to mention 'em, as I dunno of any one else tiiat's

an exception." Mr. Higgins pointed ahead with
his whip. " See them woods over there beyond
the town?"

" Yes," said Madison.
" That's where the Patriarch lives," said Mr.

Higgins. " On the other side of 'em, down by
the seashore. An' here we be most home.
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FoUu'll be sJad to tee you, Mr. Madison, and
now you're here I hope you'll make a real smart
sUy— we'U try to make you feel to home."
"Thank you," said Madison cordially. "I

haven't any idea, of course, how long I'll be here— it all depends on circumstances."
No," said Mr. Higgins; " I don't suppose you

have. Anyway, I hope you'll take a notion to
go out an' see what the Patriarch can do for you.
An' now you ain't told me yet which hotel you're
goin' to."

'

" Oh! " said Madison gravely. " Well, since
you recommend it, I guess we'd better make it the
Congress."
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THE PATRIAKCH

,
ET you a cookie," shrilled Hiram
Higgins, in what he meant to be a
breathless whisper, "that there's
where he's goin' now— only he don't

want us to know he's give in."

"Shet your fool mouth, Hiram I" cautioned
Walt Perkins, the proprietor of the Congress Ho-
tel. " He kin hear you."

'I

Get outl " retorted Mr. Higgins. " No, he
can't neithei. He ain't feelin' no ways perky,
any one can see that, an' I'm tickled most to pieces
that he's come 'round— I've took up with him
consid'rable, I have. Patriarch'll just make »
new-born crifer outer him— you watch through
the window where he goes. Bet you a quarter
that's what he's up to I

"

John Garfield Madison, outside on the veranda
of the Congress Hotel, smiled at the words, as
he lighted his cigar and turned up his coat collar.
He stepped off the veranda, crossed the little lawn
to the village street, and began to saunter non-
chalantly and indifferently oceanwards. He did
not look around— he had no desire to bring con-
sternation to the massed faces of the leading citi-

5»



THE PATRIAKCH
53

'^'i.?*?''"^
"*'•"* *' window panet—-but he

chucUed inwardly as he pictured them. There
would be Hiram Higgins, postmaster and town
constable, Walt Perkins, hotel man and town mod-
erator, Lem Hodges, selectman, assessor and
overseer of the poor, Nathan Elmes, likewise se-
tectman, assessor and overseer of the poor, and
tale Rodgers, school committee-man and propri-
etor of the general store.

Madison sauntered slowly along.

but at an E Dorado and a land flowing with milk
and honey.

There was a humorous pucker around the cor-
ners of Madison's eyes, as he reviewed his two
days sojourn in Needley- spent mostly in the
ottce of the Congress Hotel beside the stove

with his feet up on the woodbox. He had never
Jacked company— the office stove and the spit-
box filled with sawdust was the admitted rendez-
vous of the chosen spirits who were stiU gazina
after him from the window. Morning, afternoon
and evening they congregated there, and he had
been promptly admitted to membership in the
select circle. At each sitting they had discussed
the spring planting and the weather, and then
inevitably, led by Hiram Higgins. had resolved
themselves into an "experience" meeting on the
Patriarch— he, Madison, as a minority leader of
one, grudgingly conceding an occasional point.
The sessions had invariably ended the same way— Hiram Higgms, with the back of his hand
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underneath hit chin, would itroke earnestly at hia
chin-whiikert, and remark:

" Well, now, Mr. Madiion, 'twon't do you a
mite of harm to go out there an' see for youridf.
We've kinder got to look on you at one of
ui, an' there ain't no use in you lufferin' around
with what ails you when there am't no need of
it."

Madison's replies had been equally void of ver-
satility— he would shake his head doubtfully,

while his cigar-case circulated around the group.
Madison sniffed luxuriously at his thorough-

bred Havana. He had passed out of sight of the
hotel window now, and he sailing into a brisk walk.
It was a mile to the Patriarch's by a wagon track
through the woods, that led off from the road to
the left just across the bridge. He had not
needed to ask directions. With magnificent inad-
vertence Hiram Hig^ns had mentioned die exact
way to reach the Patriarch's a dozen times, if he
had once. Also, by now, Madison had learned
all that the town knew about the Patriarch—
which after all, he reflected with some satisfaction,

wasn't much. The Patriarch was over eighty
years of age, and he had come, deaf and dumb, to
Needley sixty years ago— nobody knew from
where, nor 's previous history, nor his name.
They had called him the Hermit at first, for im-
mediately on his arrival he had gone out to the
shore of the ocean, away from the village, and
built a crude hut there for himself— which, in the
after years, he had made into a more pretentious
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dwelling. The curei had come " kinder gndual.
like an' took the folki mabbe forty yean to get
around to believin' in him real teriom," at Hiram
Higpni put it; and then, ai the Hermit grew old,
and the local reverence for him had become more
deep-ieated, they had changed hit name to the
fttriarch. That wat about all— but it teemed
to tuit Madiion, for hit tmile broadened.

" I wonder," taid he to himielf, at he ttepped
onto the bridge to crest the little river, "

if I'm

??*o ^"'"K— *•»» '» J*e being let loote in the
U. S. Treasuiy widi nobody looking! "

"Hullo, mister!" piped a young voice tud-
denly out of the dutk.
" Hullo

!
" responded Madison mechanically—

and turned to watch a small figure, going in the
opposite direction, thump by him on a crutch.
Maditon itopped and stared after the cripple—
f"4t""°'?**

'•'* "«"' ^^'y •'*"^'y from !>•» lipi.
That 8 that Hobnes boy," he muttered, "I

don t know as he'd look weU on the platform when
tte occursion trains get to running. Wonder if
I ran t get a job for his fadier somewhere about
a thousand miles from here and have the familv
move I

"

'

The cripple disappeared down the road, and
Madison, with a tort of tpeculative flip to the
ash of hit cigar, resumed his way. Just across
the bridge he found the wagon track, and turned
into It. It ran through a thick wood of fir and
spruce, and here, apart from now being able to
tee but little before him— he had elected to
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" iteal " away in the darkneti after nipper— ht
found the going far from good.
Half curiously, half whimiically, he tried to

visualize the Patriarch from the word pictures

that had been painted around the stove in the hotel
office. The man would be old— of course.

And to have lived alone for sixty years, to have
shunned human companionship he must have been
either mildly or violently insane to begin with,

which would account for his belief in himself as a
healer— he would unquestionably, in some form
or other, " haVe bats in his belfry," at Pale Face
Harry had put it.

Madison's brows contracted as he went along.

A man living by himself under such conditions,

with no incentive for the care of his person, not
even the pride engendered by the association of
others, erudite as the standard might be in his

vicinity, was apt to grow very shortly into a some-
what sorry spectacle. Give him sixty years of this

and add an unbalanced mind, and— Madison did
not like the picture that now rose up suddenly
before him— a creature, bent, vapid of face, deaf
and dumb, frowsy of dress, and a world removed
from the thought of a morning bath. It might
be picturesque in a way— but it wasn't a way
Madison liked. Somehow, he'd have to jerk the
old chap out of his rut and get him rigged up a
little more becomingly, before the trusting public,

simple as they were, were invited down to see
the exhibit. Madison's dramatic instinct, which
was developed to a keen sense of what the public
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icen c effecti. He fell to designing , co.tume that
wouJd more appropriately expound the role.

Got to give 'em lomething for their monev "
murmured John Garfield Madiion. " Some .ort
Of long, flowing robe now, waihed every day, tort

..„5.7""" '*'"* ""*? " ™P^ S'^'^'*' b"e feet and
•andals— um-m— dunno about the .andaU—
don t want to slop over, and besides "— Madison
grinned a little to himself-" he might kick! "

n.1, ;i,"T""*' ^!" "^'"^^ *t no conclusion
other than first to size up the Patriarch and seehow best to handle him, Madison reached the endof the wagon track— and halted.

It was a little lighter here, now that he had left
the woods, and what appeared to be a sweep of
snow-covered lawn was before him. Around this,
forming a perfect square, was a row of full-grown,
magnificent maples-a regal hedge, as it were

Ja^l J!f i^' f""'
«d"- planted sixty years

ago I Madison's imagination fired exhilarantly atAe mspirmg thought of these in leaf_ in another

Sr" He shook hands with himself cor-

" Behold the amphitheater 1 " he said. " Thisw where we stage the greatest act of the cen-

loi.'^'"^
** JIT "^ *""' *«rt'y awoss thelawn m front of him, loomed the dark shadow of

ir^'i'T' ^""'K^-J'ke building, and from a win-dow a light twinkled out between the tree trunks;
wniie from beyond again came the roll of surf,
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low, rhythmic, like the soft accompaniment of
orchestral music.

" Wonderful I " breathed Madison. " I feel,"
said he, " as though I had just had a drink! "

He walked across the lawn, passed between the
trees, and reached the end of the cottage away
from where the light showed in the window.
"The Patriarch being deaf," he remarked, " I

might as well explore."

From the row of trees to the cottage was per-
haps twenty feet. The door of the cottage,
porticoed with' trellis-work, was in the center of
the cottage itself. Everywhere Madison turned
were trellis-work frames for flowers— the walls
of the cottage were covered, literally covered, with
bare, slumbering shoots of Virginia creeper. In
a httle while now the place would be a veritable
paradise. Madison raised his hat reverently.

" Fancy this on a New York stage I
" said he

esthetically, invoking the universe. " Could you
beat itt I could play the Patriarch myself with
MIS setting, and everybody would fall for it.

There's nothing to it, nothing to it, but his
make-up—

- and I'll guarantee to take care of that
And now we'll have a look at Aladdin's lamp and
see just what kind of rubbing up will invoke the
genii I

"

Madison walked along the length of the cot-
tage, past the door, and, as he reached the lighted
window, drew well away from the wall— and
stared inside. Surprise and incredulity swept
aaoss his features, and then his face beamed and



I

THE PATRIARCH
j,

^J2l T-^'«^''^
"''^ *» fire of an artist whosees the elusive unagery of the Great Picture atL^st transferred to canvas, vivid, actual, transcending his wildest hopes. He was gazing upon Aesweetest and most venerable fafe he^aTeveJ•ecu*

Here and there within upon the floor were

enrapture a connoisseur, and the floor where ^showed between the mats was scrubbedMa gliltenmg white. The furnishings were few Indhomemade, but full of simple artistry-a cha"ror two, and a table, upon which burned a lamj

the stones mto uniformity, a log fire glowed, spu^tered, and now and then leaped cheerily into flame.
17,"^.'*'* ^''^^^ «"d ^^ fire, half turned to^ward Madison sat the Patriarch He was reatng. his head bent forward, his book Teld ve^dose to his eyes. Hair, a wealdi of it, soft,Sand snow^hite. reached just below his coat cS

ButTL'Ar'^.''"-'^^^" ^" ^'^°^ his book.Hut It was the face itself, no single distinsuishini?

nor the broad, fine forehead, that held MadisoS'sgaze— It seemed to combine something that he

k i«T'.!."J?
•" " ^" '"^°"' ""d t° look upon

It was to be drawn instantly to the man— therewas purity of thought and act stamTeS up^n iwith a seal ineffaceable, and there was gentCssthere, and sj-mpathy, and trust, and a sfmp e?^!
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•Mumrng dignity and self-posseMion— and, too,
there was a shadow there, a little of sadness, a
little of weariness, a background, a relief, as it
were, a touch such as a genius might conceive to
hft the picture with his brush into wondrous, lin-
gering, haunting consonance.

Madison's eyes, slowly, as though loath to
leave the Patriarch's face, travelled over the gray
homespun suit that clothed the man, the white
wristbands of the home-washed shirt, unstarched,
but spotlessly dean— and his fancy of flowing,
Grecian robes With rope girdles seemed to hold
him up to modiery as a crude and paltry bungler
before the perfect, unostentatious harmony of re-
ality.

" There's nothing to it I
" whispered Madison

softly to himself. " Nothing to it! There isn't
a thing left to do— not even a chance of making
a bluff at earning the money— it's just like steal-
w^ It. Why, say, it would get me if I weren't
behind the scenes— honest now, it would 1

"

Madison drew back from the window and
walked toward the door of the cottage.

"It should take me about fifteen minutes to
establish myself on the basis of a long-lost son
with the Patriarch clinging confidingly around my
neck," he observed. " If it takes me any longer
than that I'd feel depressed every time I met my-
self in the looking-glass."

He reached the cottage door, and, lifting the
brass knodccr that shone dimly in the darkneie.
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y^^A"""^' "^1*^ '* *" ^"'^ again -and hishand feU away as he smiled a little foolishly.

mLighSr-^'"^ '°"" '"^P""*^ *° ''«''

TTie door swung suddenly wide open, and uponMadison's face, usually so perfectly'at its own??!
ronfrol, came a look of stunned surprise. The
Patriarch was standing on the threshold, and, with
* gesture of welcome, was motioning him to enter
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A STRANGE CONVERSATION

MADISON, quite in command of him-

self again in an instant, stepped,

smiling, into the cottage. He took

the Patriarch's extended hand in a

cordial grip aiid nodded understandingly as the

other, with quick, rapid motions, touched lips and

ears to signify that he could neither hear nor

speak. But, inwardly puzzled, Madison searched

the Patriarch's face— was the other playing a

part? Could he hear, after all— and perhaps

speak as well, if he wanted to I There was cer-

tainly no guile in the venerable, gentle face— or

was it guile of a very high order?

The Patriarch closed the door, and drawing his

own armchair to the table offered it to Madison

with a courteous smile.

Madison refused by gently forcing the old man
into it himself, pulled another up to face the Pa-

triarch, sat down— and his eyes fixed suddenly

on the ceiling above his head. Swaying slowly

back and forth was a sort of miniature punkah of

waving white canvas. He studied thii for a mo-

ment, then his eyes shifted to the Patriarch, who
was regarding him humorously.

The Patriarch rose from his chair, walked to
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die door, opened it, moved the knocker up anddown— and pointed to the ceiling. The ^nvaswa. waving violently now, and Madison traced
the cord attachment, on little pulleys, across the

Va A 1°IT '*."" ""°"8'' *« '^°°' and was
•fixed to the knocker without. It was very sim-&T P'™""'*- every time the knocker wai
lifted the cord was pulled and the canvas waved
back and forth. Madison nodded his head and
smiJed approvmgly, as the Patriarch once more

x5
*"*^ resumed his seat

Madison leaned back in his chair and allowed
ft" eyes to stray, not impertinently but with
pleased endorsement, around the room, to permit
an unhampered opportunity for die scrutiny of thebk s eyes which he felt upon him.

" And to think," he mused reproachfully, " that
I could have doubted him for a single instant—
"^ "rtainly hung one on me that time."

. ti l^?i""f5^''
reached into the drawer of the

table beside him, took out a slate and pencU,
scratched a few words on the slate and handed
both penal and slate to Madison.

r«'/°"i/"""' XT
M'i^o"' "n't it?" Madison

riyou"^""
"""" ''"'' "^»'" »°»** -

" Hiram," said Madison to himself, "
is a man

of many parts, and the most useful man I have
ever known. Hiram, by reHected glory, will
some day become famous." On die slate he re-
plied

:
Yes

; that is my name— John Madison.
It was good of Mr. Higgins to speak of me "
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The Patriarch held the slate within a bare inch

or two of his face, and moved it back and forth

before his eyes to follow the lines. As he low*

ered it, Madison reached for it politely.

" I am afraid you do not see very well," he
scribbled. " Shall I write larger?

"

Again the Patriarch deciphered the words la-

boriously; then he wrote, and handed the slate to

Madison.
" I am going blind," he had written. " Please

write as large as possible."
" Blind I

"—iMadison's attitude and expression

were eloquent enough not only to be a perfect in-

terpretation of his exclamation, but to convey his

shocked and pained surprise as well.

The Patriarch bowed his head affirmatively,

smiling a little wistfully.

Madison impetuously drew his chair closer

to the other, laid his hand sympathetically upon
the Patriarch's sleeve, and, with the slate

upon his knee, wrote with the other hand impul-

sively:

" I am sorry— very, very sorry. Would you
care to tell me about it?

"

The Patriarch's face lighted up while reading

the slate, but he shook his head slowly as he smiled

again.
" By and by, if you wish," he wrote. " But

first about yourself. You are sick— and you
have'come to me for help ?

"

The slate now passed from hand to hand quite

rapidly.
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wrote Madison. "Can you cure

not !n your

"Yei,"
me?"
"No," replied the Patriarch;

present mental condition."
" What do you mean? " asked Madison.

tical. While that state of mind exists, I can donothmg— ,t depends entirely on yourself."

n,n.V!i
jP,"' skepticism aside?" Madison's

pencd demanded. " Can you cure me then ? "

Unquestionably," wrote the Patriarch, "ifyou really put it aside. Faith is the simplest
thing m the world and the most complex— but itM fundamental. Without faith nothing is possi-
Die; with faith nothing is impossible "

»h«\i'i?iT'' /"''u,"^" '"*«'^' """gnificently
thoughtful and troubled, upon the Patriarch.

I have never thought much about it," he re-
plied 'ipon the slate, after a tactful moment's

LT K ?"k*
^ ^'"'^^that. There is sometSJg

here, about the place, about you that inspires con-
hdence— I was prepared to cling to my skepticism
when I came m, but I do not feel that way now.
If only I knew you a little better, were with you a
little more, I believe I could have the faith you
speak of." '

" How long do you remain in Needier? " the
Patriarch wrote.

Madison got up from his chair, went slowly to
the hreplace, and, with his back to the Patriarch
stood watching the crackling logs.

*

• The old chap's no fool," he informed himself,
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" even if he it gone a litde in one particular. He
certainly doei believe in himself for fair I Won-
der where he got his education— notice the Eng.
lish he writes? And, say— going blind/ Fancy
that I Santa Claus, you overwhelm me, you are
too bountiful, you are too generous— you'll have
nothing left for the next chimney I Deaf and
dumb— and blind. Really, I do not deserve this— I really don't— let me at least tip the hat-bov.
or I'll feel mean."

'

He turned gravely to the Patriarch; resuming
his chair with an expression on his face as one ar-
rived at a weighty decision after a mental battle
with one's self.

" I will stay here until I am cured. I put my-
telf in your hands. What am I to do ? " he wrote
quickly— and held out his hand almost anxiously
for the other's assent.

The Patriarch smiled seriously as, after peer-
ing at the slate, he took the outstretched hand and
laid his other one unaffectedly upon Madison's
shoulder.

" Be sure then that I can help you," wrote the
Patriarch cheerfully. "There is no course of
treatment such as you may, perhaps, imagine.
My power lies in a perfect faith to help you once
you, in turn, have faith yourself— that is all. It
is but the practical application of the old dogma
that mind is superior to matter. You must come
and see me every day, and we will talk together."

" I will come— gladly," Madison replied ; and,
taking the slate, carefully wiped off the writing—



A STRANGE CONVERSATION 67

«me into his hands— with a damp rag that the

""is' produced the .late and pencil.

tohi^Ii?/'"'!"''"*;'."''
'™'''" "id Madiion

hU v«t y«."
"' *°* '° «'* » ""•' *^«P" "»der

we«^h^"trd?;
''''' ^^ '•^ ^''^'"^''' •"«' - '*

" Won't you teU me something of yourself, howyou came to hve here alone, and your name pZ
Jc'S/y intetted?.

""""''"'"•"'• ''-i -

name and story is buried in the past-perhaMwhen I am gone those who care' to know m?^

.weH''"
' "°* ''"' 5'°" '•y «^"""8 to ,1;

.elf ^°!il^'i^
" '"^, M''«J"°" Politely to him-

driwi„„
^V''T"* °f "ystery '» one of the best

.tor* p"'''/ J^oTt'*'" 8ot Needley going

.t^ong. Far, far be it from me to tear ihe veilasimaer. l mentioned it only as a feeler "
But upon the slate he wrote

:

Far from being hurt, I respect your silence.Butyour eyes- you were to tell me about them"

read'tL'^^rd? ' '"' ''''''''' '''''^"y " "«

" I have made no secret of it," he wrote. "
Ihave been going blind for nearly a year now. The
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end, I am afraid, is very near— within a few dayi,
perhapa rven to-morrow. I think I should not mind
It much myself, for I am very old and have not a
great while longer to live in any case, but for die
tmie that is left it will mar my usefulness. I have
been able to help the people here and they have
come to depend upon me— that is my life. I
trust I am not boastful if I say my greatest iov
has been in helping others."
He had come to the bottom of the slate and

held It out for Madison to read; d»en wiped it off,
and went on

:

"I have dreamed often of a wider field, of
reachmg out to help the thousands beyond this
little town— but I have realized that it could be
no more than a dream. I have been successful
here because the people believe in me and have
unquestioning faith in me— to go outside
amongst strangers would only have been to be re-
ceived as a charlatan and faker, or a* a poor deaf
and dumb fool at best."

Madison took the slate.

" But if these thousands of others came to vou— what then?"
The Patriarch's face glowed.

«T^*
^""'"^ *" * wondrous joy," he wrote.

Too wondrous to dwell upon— because it could
never be. If they came I could help them, for
their very coming would be an evidsnce of faith—
and faith alone is necessary. Think of the joy of
helping so many others— it is the fulness of life.
But let us not dream any more, friend Madison."
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i."n' ^"i;**'"
communed Maditon, itudyin*

the .Hummed f.ce, "he'. .lightly touched^rh"?
upper .tory on the f.ith .tunt; but he'. T„ de.de.me.t, .nd he's got the brotherhood-of-man bugbad. Come to thmk of it, Hiram did lay .ome-thing about h., sight failing,' but I didn'tS
^imas well to postpone the opening night until he

Madison took the slate.

writ?" •?r„?'"*l'^''5 "V"
'••^^ happened," he

1 i .u u'^" ^'"'^ °^ y°" before, yet I amone of the thousands beyond this little town and
-K. n'~ '^'*y "<" *•>« others ?

"

The Patriarch shook his head sadly.
It IS but a dream," he wrote.

I„n„ ?• u
)'^'^ '^ *''** '" '''» '""'ds for quite a

of sympathetic hesitancy as his eyes played over

stnlr./ V ^"'•\''°'' '1™' '^'^''^ 'he Paii^rc"

Zl^ ^ J-*" T"^ 8*"''«' P«!"t resignation.Back m Madison's fertile brain the germ of an in.pimion was developing into fuller lifT

JKr ?' "''*^-»"d h" f«e wa, disturbedand johctous as he passed the Patriarch the slate
I need very little," the Patriarch wrote back.You must not worry about me. My gardS

•upplies nearly all my wants, and there are manj

Aal^h"^ T- ^ '""•™"' ^^° ^'" help me withthat when the snow is gone."
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" I am quite certain of that," Madiion'i pencil

agreed. " But here in the house you cannot be
alone— there are lo many things to do, little

things that I am sure you have not thought of—
some one must cook for you, for instance. You
will need a woman's hand here— have you no
one, no relative that you can call upon ?

"

The Patriarch lowered the slate from his eyes,
shook his head a little pathetically, and began to
write.

" I do not think they would have cared to come,
even if they were still alive; but they are all gone
many years ago— except perhaps a grand-niece,
and I do not know what has become of her."

" Why, that's just the thing," wrote Madison.
" Suppose we try to find her? "

Again the Patriarch shook his head.
" I am afraid that would be impossible. I do

not even know that she is alive. I know only
of her birth, and that is twenty years ago."
"Even that is not hopeless," wrote Madison

optimistically, and his face as he looked at the Pa-
triarch was seriously thoughtful. "Where was
the bom?"

" New Yoric," the Patriarch answered.
"And I never half appreciated the old town

nor the fulness thereof until I came to Needley I

"

said Madison plaintively to the toe of his boot,
while his hand scrawled the inquiry: "What is

her name ?
"

" Vail," wrote the Patriarch. " That was her
father's name. She is my grand-niece on her
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.1. '^i'l'"" -?"'* ,
"*"'• "PP'rently deep inAought, .ought refuge .t the firepUci, hi. hand,

plunged in hi. pocket., hi. .ho.-' u.s drawn a lit.
tie forward, hi. back to the Pafr.v h

twZ'S."'"/' "T"" "' "'
•

*'^<= f^'"^ 't he.tween two .tone., "wa. r,-. cr. accr J,kt tl ^
It Mem. to me that I rememh. . , he o.cun cao>. Ithad grown a little dim wil the an., f r.,,,, it
li true; but now that I recai; h. i- ,0,. e. back withremarkable dearne... I am ^u .. .u, . t}..,cSened her -Helena. Helena Vai'f KowMtdjat. perfectly lovely name for . -ovell ^•he 11 be .0 good to the dear old chap too— waah-ing and ironing and cooking for him— and .teal.«g out mto the woodshed for a drag on her dg..rette-.,o/. No. my dear, not even thatl
tni. I. leriou. bu.ine..."
He turned, came back to his chair, picked upthe .late, and wrote: ^

" I have the fortune, or misfortune perhaps, tobe what 1, commonly called a rich man^ Mone^
they My, will do anything, and if it wiU I'U findthi. niece for you."

«tVid thesr"''^ " "«'' ^'^ -°''--

"vi ?""°* ^'\y°^ ^° *»^-" '^ protested.

Aough you had been brought to me provide"
t-Oll « the end of long year, of loneline.J for J
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purpose, when my hour of helplessneit wa« near;
but, indeed, I have no right to allow you to do
this."

" They tell me in the village," wrote Madison
in reply, " that you have always refused to accept
a penny for anything you have ever done for them.
I have no doubt you would equally refuse to ac-
cept anything from me for what you may do, and
I should hesitate to offer it however much I felt
indebted, but this is something that you must let
me do. It will make me feel more— how shall
I say it?— more as though I had a right to the
privilege of coming here."

The Patriarch wiped his still moist eyes before
fae answered.

"What can I say to you? It does not seem
right that I should let a stranger do so much, and
yet it seems that I should not say no because "

Madison was bending over the slate, reai^ing
as the other wrote, and he took the pencil gently
from the Patriarch's hand.

" You must not look on me any longer as a
stranger," he wrote. " Let us just consider that
it is all arranged— only I would strongly advise
making no mention of it until we make sure that
she is alive."

" I think nothing should be said," agreed the
Patriarch. " For even if you found her she might
not care to come— I have little here to offer a
young girl— few comforts— the care of a blind
man who is deaf and dumb."

" We'll see about that when we find her "
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wrote.
^ ..

^°^ *''« » »«ded for the time being,

o«t?o M"to!i''
'"°"' '"'^ ''°* ''-'^^ "-J^'d

fmnrinn I K
•"' ^8" '" » sort of playfullyemoftonal embarrassment, excellently well done

^ItlTJ^^^r'"^!^/''^"^ "P the slate agab

tire you ou Ti"*''
^^'"°''' " »"<! ^ '""'fnonre you out. I am afraid you w 11 think I am farinore mqu.sitive than I have any righrto be but

-may H ""°" ''""*"" '^''* ^ ^^''^ «^e to ask

SonTte'i:';"" ' ^'^''^ '" '^ '^"'''''^> ''''»-* «f-

use such perfect English."
'^ **

"The answer is very simple," replied the Patoarch on the slate. " Until within Se la t year'

Madison, promptly and full of interest ros^

hX/b f^""'
P""*^ """"'^ *e See, andhajjed before a row of shelves set in against the

" I pass," Madison admitted to himself after a
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moment, during which his eyes roved over the
well chosen classics. " I've heard of one or two
of tbcse before— casually. I've an idea that if
the Patriarch's got all this inside his gray mat-
ter, it's just as well for the Flopper, for Pale Face
Harry, ior Helena and yours truly that he's deaf
and dumb— and will be blind."

_
Madison came back to the Patriarch with beara-

mg face, aad picked up the slate.
" I read a great deal myself," he wrote. " It

is a pleasure to find real books here. May I, dur-
ing my stay in Needley, look upon them in a little

way as my own library? "

" You are very welcome indeed," the Patriarch
answered.

" Thank you,'» wrote Madison. " And now,
•urely, I must go"— he smiled at the Patriarch.

" Come to-morrow," invited the Patriarch. " I
would like to show you all around my little place
here."

" Indeed, I will," Madison scratched upon the
slate, " and do you know that somehow, since I
came here to-night, I feel a sense of relief, a sort
of guarantee that everything is going to be all
right with me in the future."

The Patriarch smiled quietly, almost tolerantly.
"I know that," he wrote. " Keep your mind

free of doubt, be optimistic and cheerful as re-
gards yourself, nourish the faith that has already
taken root and that I feel responds to mine; keep
in the open air and take plenty of exercise."
Slowly, with an apparently abstracted air. Mad-
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ison read tfie slate, wiped it carefully, laid it down,
and then held out his hand.

"Good-night I " he nodded warmly.
The Patriarch, still with the quiet smile upon

his lips, rose from his armchair, and, keeping hisdasp on Madison's hand, led Madison to Ac
door, opened it, and with a gesture at once courtly
and affectionate bade his guest good-night
Madison crossed the lawn at a thoughtful pace.

turned into the wagon track, and, in the shelter of
the woods now, whimsically felt his pulse; then,
lighting a cigar, tramped on with a buoyant stride.

Iheres only one answer, of course," he

TZ -.^k'
P'*""^'''' got a brain ki^k on

laitn— Its the natural outcome of living alone
for sixty years. Outside of that and his books,
he s as simp e and innocent and trusting as a babe.
I suppose the thing's kind of grown on him-
W.'??.^ff"^

"1'"*^ *''"' ^°'^ years -which
isn t sudden unless you say it quick. Hanged if
I don t like the old sport though, snd if Helena
isn t the best ever to him I'll stop her chewing gum
aUowance." Madison looked up through die
arched, leafless branches overhead. "Beautiful
night, isn't it? " said he pleasantly.
A little later he reached the main road and

paused a moment on the bridge, as though to sum
up the thoughts and imaginings that had occupiedmm on the way along.

.
" It's a queer world," said John Garfield Mad-

ison profoundly to the turbid little stream that
flowed beneath his feet. " I wonder why some
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of U8 are born widi brains— and some are bom
just plain damned fools I

"

f,i"' J"^-
°" "*•''"•

t'"'''^ »* *« Congress Ho-
teJ and, discovering through the window that theleading citizens of Needley were still in session!
negotiated the back entrance. On the way Sstairs he stumbled— quite inadvertently -_ andstopped to listen.

'

"There he be now," announced Hiram Hig-
gins voice excitedly. " Coin' up to his room to
meditate.^ Knew he'd come back feelin' like Sat

m seff
"* °"*

' to-morrow to see the Patriarch

Madison smildd, mounted the remaining stairs,
entered his room, and lighted his lamp.

Having got my hand in at writing," he re-

fia'-VaT"'''''^"^'''"'''*"^-*^-*'
He extracted a pad of writing paper and an

envelope from the tray of his trunk, hi, fountain

fJi?i A ^"
P""''/*' '"'^' ^""^'"e his chair to the

table and laying down his cigar reluctantly at hiselbow began to write. At the end of fifteen min-
utes, he tilted back his chair, relighted the stub of
his cjgar, and critically read over his epistle.

Dear Kid," ,t ran. "Do not be anxious
about me -I am feeling better already. Havehad my first treatment, and am now eating fried
eggs and ham regularly three times a day. A
iunday-school picnic taking to washboilers full of
thin coffee and the left-over cakes kindly contrib-
uted by Deacon Jones' household, is nothing to
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iLVJ l^'J^"^'
'''" ^'l'" to Ae Patriarch

-

ThoJtl ^u^^
""""*«'' '° 80 Wind to make ourthorny path, as smooth as possible for us

.

Do you get that, Helena~ he's goini, hV,nA I

««NI„ T**' nieteorological bureau is a
'W I'. / ^'* "1*^' '"« '^"^ o' the total ediisebut Its due o happen any minute. Now lE'Your name is Helena Vail. You're thT pS'
tiS l^""^?'"*'.*"'^

y°"'« coming oJve done

slate You** /.."^.'"^ ''""''°"» O" J*''* littk

com1;..on .K
^' ^r" ''"y ''"itation about

U Derfer.?
*~" of propriety, I assure you"t

re't^ta'/aS-hllt'' Lr^f' ^t""''''
is con^erned. apart'f^*. ,^'0! hat^;; Vr

^
grand-niece, orphaned, you don't have to tnnianythmg about yourselfEither1 hat's LrtJfthe Patriarch's dark, mysterious past wherrth.hght. go put and the fiddles get„£ " *"

.nm. p* "''"u*
'"• ^'" ^<=t yo" know when tocome Remember me to Mr. Coogan and Harrl

^L^Z^,''""'' ""'^^^ your'pillow'^Ev?;

oth^rtneT
'"'''''

"" ^'' ^^ '«="" '""» ''^^'^ «"

u^'f'.j^f"" ''"y ^ cook-book."
He folded the pages, inserted them in the envelope, sealed the envelope and addressed it to
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MiM Helena Smith— itreet and number not far
from thr tenderloin district of New York.
Then Madison yawned pleasantly, tucked the

letter in hit pocket ^-^ and prepared for bed.



—VI—
OFFICIALLY END0«8ED

T^li^^\^^
P"»ed. bringing with themmany changei. The snow was gone

had brought the buds upon the tre«almost to leaf. It seemed indeed a new land a„Hone now fdl of charm and delight- t^e desdC
.trarelmg hamlet, once so barren, frozen aShopeless looking, was now a quaint, allurfnglitde
village nesthng pitturesquely in its hollow framedm green fields and majestic woods. Qu etr^Sfd peaceful U was-like a dream place, uk^olbled. Upon the farms about men plowed the^?furrows, calling to each other and to the7r horle

'

!r„.^V M™"-^ ''°°" '"'1 ^'«<J°ws were fhrown

deanhjg.
^ ''°»«w.ve, were busy at thei;

fJ^'f h'^^^^ •"*" °^^" changes, too. Theten days had found Madison more ind more .

rtfe?ar;n'.''"'
''"'"y * """^ intimaTe "nc!

Ae h„rr«'^f-'°"''.8'-^''''« to *«= circle inAe hotel office h,8 voice no longer rose in ev«feeble protest, he was one of them And ^^
iT;''' ^""""^^ °' =•"• the Patrt?h "^a"nearly bl«d-so nearly blind that conversatbn

79
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i
I

I' i

now wat limited to but Kh^i.
word at . time uZ £ it ""''' *'"" " ""'I'

.ni MSirtf'.i^J •''"?'"''''• •'«•"^^™om.
the table facinTthe?thel" p"*"' P''« '^^^^^^^

hour it had taken himlS W^T'TI? °' '"
««ged, havir^ decid^ that Ih ^I-^'

'"*' ••«" en-
telling the i-alriarch tha?h .

*?'• ^" "P«. ™
found and tl.a "w it "a. oni""*"'"* ^^ •>««
-d ask her . come to^eei""""'^ '° -'»«

was beyond him now, a£ of .l,

^"'" ^"'^^
the slate he scrawled:

* * P"'' *" "?<">
" You write."

PatS «plt:5 St'S -'^.'«-",-h gentle
if the letter came fromS"'" " T."" •« '"tter
cial position irtL vi'arratrr^th^'^ "" ««•
who, even in an abstract^,v f^/*

^'°'» ""e
to her -the postmasTe? T„?T^'^ "^ "^°wn
And the P,i;- L •

'""^ '"Stance.

erS^tuUyMZ"'''- "'"'"« M'*^-"'' sleeve

for'^hVlsftiSt^>''T'^ '''
r'^'''

-»>-
he done by othTr hand, "hf''" H-"^'-

"""'^ ""»»
nnteer for the mom^n. ' u'™ "'««'"»• the vol-

Madison steSTnVr!,''"'^ "' *'» " »PeM-"
" Mr. HiSs •• t,'i°°' V"^

""^'J him i„.

just told mSt hh *^' *' P^trhrch ha.
New York an? he waSt/vou^r*'?"" «^'"« '"

ask her to come to Wm •'
''"'' '° '^^ ""d

lii
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g,

W«u. ™e to w7tcf 3Se.r;"^ '° ''«^« '"^ ""e.

matter, a"well « th^ ?^ '^
r*

J"""' " ">e poat-

j^„ r """— nd I quite agree with

the Poni^i^'^^.'ZJtV'^f.'r"' '""
mind that it's any of Thl K

''°"^' '" ''«'•

lurin- of youns LmL '""'« games or the

g™™ of hi. Li,s f-^^'z;™ 'iTT

°* ^'- "'««""• and. reaching down the
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Bible from the topmoit thelf, e«r«cted from In.

A^ ^''^'. T^ yellows; of papTuS
«Ji~ ^ft""«d .there when he h.d entered Ae

ilnJT "r'u'"'^^
"'**''" •" " 'tiff. Old-ftih-

ShX^oSu.J?'''""
'"'' '"^^ "P Wf the

.t wa, here- we^U make lure though "Jand hehanded it to the Patriarch.

.„^"^ «"d. painfully the Patriarch studied it.

Madiion'i .mile modestly disavowed anv

Reckon that be it," Mr. Higgins agreed.

wnte It— I allow that the sooner we get her downhere the better Folks'll be glad to* ear Ais!^

helpm out m the house same as the meS in diegrden -'pears now there won't be no need of

heJSXS^r^^^^^'"' ''"*"''«-«»

«„'i^A^ ''"!.' W'- Madison," said Hiram Hig-gins, as he made ready to go and climbed into thedemocrat, " would you allow that the Patria^J
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to the tow?;?it do2!"
^' " •" • P'"'"'"' "«"'

"w of compensation."
—

t^ h, . " PO'tmaster an' writin' ffidaUy; iSto be conscjenfou. and pretty partic'lar'- *

"AnnlV. ™""e-- naturally," ,aid Madison.And what are you going to say to him p v!""°"-
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" Why," returned Mr. Hiegins " th<.r^ ,;„'.

no trouble about it now. GoK teU Wm t^aIf the Patriarch can't help him there ah't n^bodvcm earth can- thought of mentionin' yo^rtme!

"I'feellL?*"''"
"''".*''' ^''''"°" "rdially.

n„I„ » u
* "'"^ •"'" "'"=« I'^e come here. Ionly wish more people knew about the Patriarch-.t makes your heart ache to think of the suf

S:biT"- *^* P^°P'^ endurfso ho'ptlessly when there isn't any need of it."
res, so It do," said Mr. Higglns. He oick-H

""m.V""'- "^V' '^°'" ^' ^^'d heanily.P
Madison watched the democrat as it started offbehind the amUing horse- watched with a sortof fascination at the inebriate, sideways stagge"of the wheels, a sort of wonder that the rear onesdidn t shut up like a Jack-knife under the body o

£ tan h
'
''f t'

'^''"°"« P«""PtJy «t down on

ine cottage The Patriarch was still sitting in

tehe'itr'*' ''' '''''' ^^'^'-" '^ '-3

•' .L!5^'"'" f!,^
'"' confidentially to the Patriarchthats settled and I don't mind admitting that

we'd hf °5 ""^
""'^u^-

^ *«= *° think of what

far. .V^
1.*^°"' '"*°"* "'""» Higgins-in

fact, It distresses me to think of it. Let us thinkof something else Day after to-morrow h5«
you'll fi„°H^;H

."'''"? " *^* ""* «"d only -butyou II hnd that out for yourself T /!«„'* • j
telling you though that s^wet a'numVer'To'
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ho^ !L'f ^Tu""" ^"' '^' "'' '^'''>°"t any helpfrom me. Then a day or so later the Flopper andPale Face Harry '11 be along -you'll enRS-things aren't going to be a bit slow from nowon I expect the Flopper will bring some WendTw.th h.m. too so's to make a nice litfle house-part— 1 wrote him about it, and—" Madison
stopped abruptly.

iviaaison

J^A,^ F^^^l""^' «^'dently catching a movementof Madison's lips, was gesticulating violendrto

pTotes';!:^'
'" '' "^''' ''''' 'lerantKf

in| ifrTtu™.''^'
''"'"''^ '"'' ''"''^'^ 'J^P-"*-

"By Jovel" he said apologetically. "I al-ways keep forgetting that you can't hear. I was
suggesting that perhaps you might like to go fora walk-Mr. Higgins says it's a fine day."Madison picked up the slate and in huge letters
that sprawled from one end of the slale to theother wrote the word: "WALK?"
The Patriarch rose from his chair with a pleased

toEdoor"
^'^^"^ ^™ '°^^^°^4

for the beach -the Patriarch, erect and strong,
guiding himself with his hand on Madison's arm

turned his face toward the ocean, while he drew
in great breaths of the invigorating air -andMadison mvoluntarily stepped a little aside to
look at the other critically, as one might seek a
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vantage ground from which to view a n,r*,„. •

all Its variant lights and shadei a/' /'l"

S;wri"ta1lT.',°"^ ' -afestic. air.

=n^«^c.r;iRrSa£r

and Ae Flopper couldn't help it if ic '^^Ztl^
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extreme of fashion, was demureVsuSj.^^£surroundings; whUe Mr. HiggJns waV le^* «,•

tnmk and two sraaUer ones occupied the reS

ttoXSS*''''--*'-'^'''*^'-

aoL™TttaSiroS:^"
''''*• "''-'» ^" -'ed

.o< 1' Sd'^iidfaiir^Mr-i^Sn^^^^^
been telling me about /ou, and kow^ Jo^'have been to my— my grand-undc."

** ° 5^°"
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" You are very kind to say so, Miss Vail

"

rordot'?'^*'*""
"''''"''' "mTi 4

t:t '^zf'
- ''- -'-'' -'^ i-ped^Ct?;

for'Mr' H,w "''' 'J^'^i'Jy'nd » li«le anxiously

"ft,,.
^* "'«8'ns' ears, indicating the Patriarch,

that IS my grand-uncle there, I am sure."

Patriarch
"' A^'f°k

' ^^'^'"8, ^" '"''"^ *heratnarch. And he has been ooking forward

as^though the afternoon would never come for

u j9i."''\**'*?
Helena under her breath. "I

ttf"^ k""^"
'"' ^^ ^'"'8« °" *« run -you

along.""
'"" "" ''"' " *•"= ^"'°' drove

"tJ
*^°"**

Y"""^"" s«i<l Madison softly.The sun s rather strong down here, Helena, and^you re not careful you'll scorch your neck wSthose burnmg-glasses youVe got in your ears."

a poS
"'"^ demanded Helena, with

. "J,°"
''«* yo" do!" said Madison earnestly.Youve got the swellest thing on Broadway

beaten from Forty-Second Street^o the Batt^

^\'^:rr "'""''' '^''^'^^''^^^^

.Ji!'
^f^n«-able face was turned toward them,as though by instmct the Patriarch knew that
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they were there— and his hands were held out in
greeting.

Helena clasped them firmly, and submitted
sweetly as the Patriarch drew her into his arms.me Patriarch released her aftei an instant,
and his hands, in lieu of eyes, reaching out to
search her face, came bewilderingly in contact
with the picture hat.

Helena, a little uncertainly, looked at Madi.
ton.

.'.'

}i
**' "" ''^''"^''

" •••* whispered.
Quite blind," said Madison sadly.

Helena's face clouded a little, and into the

bolT"
'''" "*^* ' """^^' *"''^^"' *>""P»*"'c

"Doc," she said, "it— it isr.'t fair. It's a
shame— he can't fight back."

" One error to you, Miss Vail," said Madison
pleasantly. Eliminate the ' Doc.' Don't shed
tears, you're down here to be sweet to him, aren't
you— well, get into the game."

Helena turned from Madison, and, impulsively
taking the Patriarch's groping hancfs, guided them
to her cheeks and held them fhere.
"Lucky dogl " observed Madison; then, rais>

ing his voice: " I am sure you would like to b«
alone together. Miss Vail— perhaps you will tako
him into the cottage. If you will excuse me, I'B
help Mr. Higgins with the trunks."
Madison turned and walked over to where Mr.

Higgins, beside the democrat with a handful r,r
chin whiskers, was observing the scene.
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•he wore must have cost a pile R^rtnJT

1 was thinking about that myself" ...MMajson gravely, knotting his browsTst^'nodde'd

51'angrt he^tri .^"a^'lhe hTd"
'' " "'«

of an IH^o »,i,-I .
"uagine slie had some sort

enough to see it through." * * *"*

"A,V.,?'
be," said Mr. Higgin, heartilyAm t every one 'ud do it -not by a heap l"'^'

111 give you a hand with the trunk. ".,:^
Madison thoughtfully '' "''^

the next door, which was open. Madison remV^

?hTpa*u/cKdl" "^"'^r weerarnow'tne Patriarch had shown him through the cottage,
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Mr'l?l°^
itore-room full of odd. >nd endi.

A.; ^TT T' 'r!'^^""y
^*^ ^^^'^ ^^ only?«

Patnarchl he exclaimed. "Real set he mu.th.ve been on makm' you feel to home, Mi„ V, [

.fY. T' •^"U 7°"^ »° "o o«. neither."

A-Au ' „'"'? "''*"»• "•»"'* 't pretty? Andd.d he really fix this up for me all by iSmsei?? "-she was looking at Madison, as she stood in

"Mutt h *f. '°r h"'^'
*»•« P»'"«'ch

room '
'""^ ^"*'°"' •""''yi'^K *e

fhilT."*"'* ''«V"°"> *"« little chamber, nor wai

rh,.\i.*i^
order -there was a bed with a red-checkered crazy^uilt; a washstand with severe

of hickory; a rag mat. round, many-colored; andwhite muslin curtams on the windows. It wasn't

-j;""". t ""'^ ^'"nber-it was fresHnd
sweet and clean.

Upon the Patriarch's face was a sort of pleased
expectancy and Helena promptly took W amand pressed it affectionately.

Mi Z; ^° *"* of him going to aU this trou-

"w n* " *" *^°"'^ scarcely seel
"

Mr V;*:^'
.*»"»'* no more'n you deserve," saidMn Higgins gallantly, as he slewed the trunl«round against the waU. "I'U kg themS
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ful tlut Madiion might secure . Agre i„ the hon-

" I guesf you've made a hit with Mr. Higmn.Helena," ob.erved Madison, with a grin
** *

abruSr "Vhi'.T""'^ ,"''T •''""'y A"oruptiy ihi. I, a real nice ay you've steeredme mto, John Madison."
"

"Br:I^"
"°*

'"f".
"''^ Madison complacently.Br ng your uncle into the front room, Helena

l«i %""
'^u "1 «''."'"'" '« 'how yoi Se well

Aem .h, '"i;''*'"'^',
"«. h« knows more about

b/Slnt-" ^ 1°~ " ' .P"«y "'" *'"« for you to
., i"*""*

about getting supper."

Heletyrdy.*""*
'** ""'^ '"' ''?" -<J-«d

wiZrwt ?.?«."««; Kt^ jjj'^Tsjust convalescing from a serious iCs.''
"

. x;r Kar^h^^trrha^^^^^^^^^^

" D'ye know, old chap," he said and U<„y,A
.cross the table to toucE' the Pa^tr'^^s 'h^d^I feel like a blooming philanthropist. An out«der might think I was playing you pre^ Lwand takuig advantage of you, and even Hdena^

thmk of the mes, you'd have been in if it wasn't
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for me, jutt think of the good you're goinir to do

a;yo:
•

-o-^r
'"'' ""^ •« howtt?.n°d

upo^hirtid:'
"""'' "'""""^^'y '" ''"« ^""'h

"Of course you are," said Madison affably

SiXttote'roor^"' '"" "^'- "-

Jl^iS'^r^T?^";^^'^
wound his neclc. " Aren't you goinK to tell^.

"Oh%t'h*° T '^''" '"« whKd'coy7;
-.hll M "" '""«'"« '" '«»• y°"' Kiss me"- Je held out tempting little red lips, invit^y

finii^« h?H-'''*'" ft ^'"^''°"' »™'«8 butftjm, as he disengaged her arms. " Soft pedalHelena, my dear."
pca»i,

irasD " B^ ''" "°*'. "''* M'^J""". with agasp. But you never know who else might or

risks"-:rerJ'-/t''«'" "«'''• «""-' "o

drnnn~ ^/"PI" '"'^« » charming habit of

at hom"e^"°""^
'"^"''"''"y here- everybody".

''Dr,'t you love me any more?" inquiredHelena, unconvinced, and still routing ^
ing a° her""" D

"^

V K
''""^'^ ^'"^'»°"' ^h-

tpm.,!.K u
Don't be a goose, Helena. You

Jou WeU V h '"''^.T
'"

i!^
'^' «^«'"' don'tyou I- Well, I haven't been living in a Main*
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village ten day. or two weekt for nothing, and
what I said then goea now more than ever. Now,
don't get tore, kid— there'i a big itake up, and
if we re going to play the game we've got to play
It to the limit. We live perfectly, ultra-proper,
decent hvei, mentally, morally, phytically, till we
beat It out of here for keepi."

"Ain't we going to have a nice time! " mur-
mured Helena sarcastically.

" Oh, cheer up I " said Madison. " It may be
quiet for a day or two— but not much longer
ttan that. Now tell me about the Flopper and
Pale Face before Higgins gets back— have they
got thmgs straight? And pat your uncle's hand
while you talk, Helena— get the habit."

" I don't have to get the habit," said Helena a
httle crossly, perching herself on the arm of the
Patriarch's chair and taking his hand. " I think
he s a perfect dear, and for us to sit here and
take advantage of hun when he trusts us is "

" TT.^"^
"* '''** **"''" ***** Madison cheerfully.

Think of those gondolas in Venice when we get
through with this— that'll make you feel better.
Go on about the Flopper and Pale Face— can
the Flopper speak any English yet?"

Helena laughed in spite of herself.
" I've had a dream of a time with him," she

said. " He's broken his neck trying, at any rate;
and he's not so bad as he was— quite."

" Good I
" said Madison. " And ?

"

" I read them your last letter saying they were
to come together and work the train on the way
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^L^ciifi'^
'''" ^'*^"^ '^'^ «mu.ement

.
Oh, no, said Helena, " not if you have faith

iome of them would be curiou. enough to get off

S^ev'utf"
?"'•• ^"t'y''>'"K i. aU fifeS-tney 11 be here to-r )rrow.

'

"We^iln*!.iri'"« "l^
^'*»°" approvingly.We U pull It off out there on the lawn where allthe multitude can see -you'll have to lead hinibs out and guide him to the riopper while ^lhu.h fall, and you look kind .f .cared_ youknow the lay. There', no one can touch youwhen .t come, to playing up to the house. Snow, there, just one thing more— you'll ne^d

WeU thaST'irT'''"
*«y •''gin *» come in.

•Well, that, the Flopper's role in the Mcond act— see? Overwhelmed with gratitude at hi.

.S? And3'~
""''^"' thought! -get the

"Hush I "cautioned Helena. "Here's MrHiggms coming."
•

to the door. I'm gomg now, then— gues. you
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understand. See you in the morning for the final
touches. Tell Mr. Higgins I'm waiting outside
for him to drive me home." He raised his voice.
Good afternoon, Miss Vail," he said, and

stepped out onto the lawn.

:\



— VIII—
IN WHICH THE BAIT IS NIBBLED

THERE was a group around the Flopper
on the Portland platform beside the
Bar Harbor express; some wore pity-

*«i I
'"?. ^.*P«"ions. others smiled a little

'°^ "O! ""ght to look after him."

feed PauT" » "'PP'^1 '^"« °" *« S^^nd.feed Pale Face Harry with a pointed forefinger

to Jj^ f
*^°''

*J°?''Ji''e you had many weeps
to spare for anybody but yerself— yer fallin' to
pieces " said the Flopper. " I didn't ask you norany of youse to butt in— I was talkin' to dis lady

a wheeled, invalid chair, who, between a trained
nurse on one side and a gentleman on the other,

her eTs"
"* ""'* * ^^'^^^ expression m

sldX^"""^
"""^ ""'^ "P"''* *° *' gentleman be-

S ^u^f^K "'"' ".''^' '" ' '<"^' "«'0"» tone, " doyou think that-that there can be anything i^
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t "?V' X ~.'°'* y*""" ''"'J' Naida? " the man
laughed. 'The age of miracles has passed."

^^
But he is so sure," she whispered.

"Poppycock! " said her companion contempt*

The Flopper, in good, if unfashionable and
ready-made clothes, fresh linen, and a clean shave
turned a bright, intelligent face on the man at thi*
remark.

"I guess youse are de kind," he said, with a
grmi smile, dat ain't had to kiU yerself worryin'
much about any kind of trouble, an' it ain't nothin'
to you to cut de ground of hope out from another
ffjys feet an' let him slide. Mabbe you think
I m nutty too, because I know I'm goin' to be
cured— but it don't hurt you none to have me
think so, does it? Mabbe someday you might
like to hope a little yerself, an' if

"

"'Board! All aboard!"— the conductor's
voice boomed down the platform.
The young woman leaned forward in her chair

toward the Flopper.

Will you come back into our car after awhile?
Id like to have you tell me more about this.
Please do."

"Sure," said the Flopper amiably. "Sure,
mum, I will, if youse wants me to."
The crowd broke up, hurrying for the train;

and the Flopper, dragging a valise along beside
him, jerked himself toward the steps.

" Swipe me, if I ain't got a bite already! " said



THE BAIT IS NIBBLED
99

the Flopper to himself. "An' outer a privatecar too -wouldn't dat bump youl A^> ^
J^'LtlTo'm 'h

'';^*''°'^ "p ''» ^"'^ -S
lishl

» '" °"* "* sterilized Eng.

The brakeman and a kindly-hearted fellow oa*.senger helped the Flopper into the tiJTIanS
thereafter for an hour or more, in a fi«t classcoach, the Flopper held undisputed sway The

ST/' ^""^'T
^^°'" '^' «*'•" ^='". filled theaisle and seriously interfered with the lorSymovements of the train crew, challenging the con^durtor's authority with passive indifferfnce untilthat functionary, exasperated beyond endurance

threatened to curtail the ride the Flopper had pa?dfor and put h.m off at the next station -whereat

nol}t A^ P"''''? " "•'"'y' interested in a

thTi^ " °"
"ur"'""" " "°* *° I'e gainsaid-

the American public, as represented by the pa-

atXl?' ^"- "r'S!;
^^'"''' -" '"tlrest'ed

at the momrnt m the Flopper, and they passedthe conductor from hand to hand -it was theonly way he could have got through the car
"

and
deposited him outside in the vestibule to teU his
troubles to the buffer-plate.

Acre was no doubt, no possible room for doubton that score— one had but to look at the flushupon hi, cheeks and note the ring of conviction Shis voice. Even Pale Face Harry's gibes and
«.eers melted before the unshakable a«urance
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and he became, with reservations, noticeably W
preued.

A metropolitan newspaper man was struck with
me idea of a humorous series of articles to pay
for his vacation, entitled, " Characters I Have
Met In Maine "— and forthwith, perched on the
back of the seat behind the Flopper, proceeded
to sketch out the first one, with the mental de-
termmation to get off at Needley for the local
color necessary to its climax.

A soap drummer nudged a fellow drummer
whose line was ilingerie.

" Ever do Needley? " he grinned.
The lingerie exponent had a sense of humor

he grinned back.
" My house is everlastingly rubbing it into me

.0 open up new territory," said the soap sales-
man.

."
X***

'°°'" "*P°"<^ed the white-goods man.

^^
Needley," said he of the soap persuasion,

would be virgin soil for any drummer."
" I'd like to see the finish," said the lingerie

•nan— still grinning.

"Well?" inquired the soap man— still grin-
nmg. "What do you say?"

c i'i'^°?
•''^'' " "'"^ ** '"^" ^'* eight trunks

full of damtmess in the baggage car ahead. "
It's

Needley for ours— you're en I

"

The Flopper was an artist— and he was in his
glory. Where his position was indubitably weak,
he side-stepped with the frank admission that he
knew no more than they. He knew only one
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thing, and that was the only thing he cared about,
the rest made no odds to him, he was going down

Mr. Higgins' letter.

A porter from the rear car squirmed and wrig-

Flo er
^*^

" *° "*' '"* occupied by the

t, 'ii^
«'*''

Ti?'^'!'*°"'
"•'•" *•« "nnounced impor-

tantly, would like to see you in his private car.
If you could done make it convenient, sah."

Sure I " said the Flopper.
The passengers crowded up, standing on the

seats and arm-rests, to make room for the Flop,
pe: to crawl down the aisle, while the porter
preceded him to open the doors.
Through the car in the rear of the one he had

occupied, the regular parlor car, the Flopper. a
piteous spectacle, made his way— chairs turned,
the occupants craned their necks after the de-
formed and broken creature, while smothered ex-
damations and little cries of sympathy from the
women followed him along. The Hopper's eves
never lifted from the strip of carpet before him.
but his lips moved.
"Geel" he muttered. " Di- has de gape,

wagon skun a mile. Wish I cou'd pass de hat

—

Id make de kiUin' of me young life. Pipe de
hydrogen hair on de gran'mother wid de sparkler
on her thumb an' weeps in her eyes, an* look at
de guy wid de yellow gloves rolled back on his
wrists to heighten de intelligint look on his face,
dat shes kiddin'— I could play dem to a fare!



loa THE MIRACLE MAN
thee-well if I only hsd de chan$t. Oh, geel "—

•

the Flopper sighed—" an' I got to let it gol "

Widi regret still poignantly affecting him, the
Flopper passed on into the private car, and 'he
porter ushered him into a sort of combination ob-
servation and sitting-room compartment. The
Flopper's eyes lifted and made a quick, compre-
hensive tour of his surroundings. The young
woman who had spoken to him on the platform
was reclining on a couch; the nurse sat on the foot
of the couch; and the man was tilted back in an
armchair against the window.
The young woman raised herself to a sitting

posture and held out her hand.

•• ^- *™ ^"' Thornton." *•>« said, with a smile.
This IS my husband, and this is Miss Harvey,

my nurse. It was very good of you to come,
Mr.— ? " she paused invitingly.

" Coogan," supplied the Flopper. " Michael
Coogan."

" Let me offer you a chair, Mr. Coogan," said
Thornton, a little ironically, pushing one toward
the Flopper. " Or would you be more comforta-
ble on the floor? "

The Flopper's eyelids fell— covering a quick,
ugly glint.

"T'anksl" he said— and swung himself, by
his arms, into the chair.

" I want you to tell me all about this strange
man in Needley, and how you came to hear of
him and b'lieve in him," said Mrs. Thornton.
" I was only able to get just the barest outline of
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it out there on the platfonn with the crowd
around."

'•Dat's easy," laid the Flopper eameitly.
ban, 111 tell you. I saw a piece about dii

Patriarch m one of de Noo Yoik papers, so I
writes to de postmaster of de town to find out if he
was on de level— see?"

" Yes," said Mrs. Thornton. " And what did
the postmaster say? "

The Flopper took Hiram Higgins' letter from
his pocket and handed it to Mrs. Thornton.

' Youse can read it fer yerself, mum," he said,
with an air of one delivering a final and irrefuta-
Die argument.

Mrs. Thornton read die letter carefully, al-
most anxiously.

" If only a part of this is true," she said wist-
fully, passing it to her husband, " it is perfectly
wonderful." '

Mr. Thornton read it— with a grin.
"

\ f,**"'*
^°'^> I am sure." he observtd

caustically, handing die letter to Miss Harvey,
how the medical profession would stand on diia

'— would your school endorse it, nurse ? "

Miss Harvey read it with her back to die odiera
--then she glanced at Mrs. Thornton— and
checked herself as she was about to speak. She
folded the letter slowly and returned it to die
Flopper without comment.

Robert Thornton, master of millions, hard-
headed and practical for all his youth, leaned
forward in his chair toward the Flopper.
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" Look here," he uid blundy, " you don't mMitto ..y that you believe thi, .eriou.rdo you

?"^
Oh, no 1 said the Flopper softly " NoAm'

hkedat, Ofcourseldon'^bclieveil iXy
£"~"?. 'P*:'"'"' «»« l"t red to get dere.

lYm.7n'y:a;T"
""^P^'^-'"-' ^o yfu.e fink

"Itt'^A
Robert," said Mrs. Thornton gently,itis evident enough that he believes it."

ITxomton did not look at her— he was stillgazing at die Flopper, his brows knitted.

mand^d'hSy''" '°" '"" ''' *''''" ""' '^

dai'wiy."'
''^"'" "''^ '*" ^'"PP'"- " ^ ^" •">"•

" And you etpect to go down here and by somen-arj, which I must confess is quite beyond my

«c~ ""''*'^ tolerandy.

" Uh"'} ''°-' '' "«rted die Flopper doggedly.
If he s done it fer de crowd dere, why «„'t he

t°J I'
'"'•^

^^t"'*
'^^ PO't^^ter sly aU yer

I c^fvrV ^"*V
Well, I got de faidi-a"

1 got It hard enough to stake aU I got on it. Dis

wn.fu w"*"^T"y' ^' *™« to-morrow Iwouldn t change places wid any man in de United

Thornton's tolerant smile deepened.
I guess you're sincere enough," he said; " andI m not trying to cut the ground of hope out fromunder your feet, as you put it out on the platforS
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Ain'l"*JV""" *° "' **"* •» i» only the kindly

ent mufortune the more unbearable."
^

.7 15 r'fPP"' 'Jiook his head.

^

If he 8 done it fer other,, he can do it fer

"An.tr^1.1?C^'^-conviJ"

Needlt"''*"'''"''"'°"'^''''"''"**''«°P"

nJi," 'k""*
'"«* °^ Thornton's chair came downon the heavy carpet with a dull thud, and Z

«thJ ?°"* """.V" "y- Naida," he gaspedthat you've got faith in this thing, too! " '^ '

" T hlrAI
"^* *'." '•"= """wered pathetically.

lnpXt:i:,'3- ^'•^ hoped so muc^h

"But this is sheer nonsense 1" Thornton

sriHnn v '"'"','^,"<=' '" " way-he has the super-stihon, f you hke to caU it that, due to lack of

stock b itl'' •

''"''• ™"'^ ^°" ""'^ ^'^^ »ny

She smiled at him a little wanly.
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I have told you that I didn't even dare to

nope, the taid. " But I want to »ee— I want
to aee. I have tried tanatoriumt and consulted
•peaalwti until it hat aU become a nightmare to
me and I am no better— I sometimes think I
never shall be any better."

i."-^"*/l"P'°''1'? Thornton, rising from his
chair, thats nodimg to do with this— this is
rank foolishness 1 Nurse, you "

x,^'^.?^*"''^' *°°' ''"^ """i "nd was regarding
Mrs. Thornton anxiously.

It is better to humor her than to excite her,"
the said in a low voice.

Mrs. Thorrton had dropped back on the couch
and her face was turned away from the others,
but^ she stretched out her hand to her husband.

J
"™ "o' ""Jting very much, Robert, dear—

am I? she said. "Not very much. Won't
you do this for me?"

Thornton bit his lipi and scowled at the Flop,
per. ^
"WeU, I'll be damned I" he muttered— and

moving to the side of the car pushed a bell-button
viciously. "Sam," he snapped, as his colored
man appeared, " go and tell the conductor that I
want my car put o£f on the siding at Needley."

" Yes, sah," said Sam.
'

Thornton sat down again heavily.

« "^"''t'j'!.
"""""need the Flopper tactfully,

mabbe I d better be gettin' back to me valise—
we re most dere, ain't we ?

"

Mrs. Thor.. ;on turned toward him.
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"No; please don't go, Mr. Coogwi— it', toth.rd for you to get through the traiT slNSu

•' N?diJWt "? """'' T «" '^ Ne.dley.°

no™?o„X% '""*• ""'• '^*'°«""'" "'«*

pe Flopper looked at Mrs. Thornton arate.

'"^fe'^'l'f .^^'•.J*!"'"'"" 'houghtfuny

wri»i/'!f if- '.r'*^
** ^'''PP" pleasantly_ and

Half an hour later, the train, that stopped only

Portland, drew up at Needley- and Hiram HiSW "> "^^ PJ'tfonn. ?tared at a scene never blfore witnessed in the history of the town

alliLTn' "°i°"'
P"«enger, or two, or three, thatalighted_ they streamed in a bewildering fashionfrom every vestibule of every car. It isfrueX"

the majority got back into the tr=l„ later, but tiStdid no lessen the effect any on Mr. HiminsMr. Higgm,. jaw dropped, and he grabbSIfSchm whiskers for support
"Merciful daylights I" he breathed heavily.Now wha m the land's sakes be it all about? "

Mis eye,, followmg the hurrying passengers, fixedon Ae twisted shape of the Flopper, being helpedto the platform from the private car.

citable passenger.

TTie cheers were given with a will.
Good luck to you, Coogan I

" shouted another
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— and the crowd took it up in chorus : " Good
luck to you, Coogtnl " ^^
"Coogjn/"-.MT. Higgini* face paled, and

He took a firmer gnp on hit whiikert. " Now if
TOu am t gone an' put your fool foot in it, Hiram
Higgini, he laid miferably. "If that there's
tlie fellow that you writ to, you've just laid out
to make a plumb fool of the Patriarch, 'cause I
reckon the Almighty knew His own mind whenHe made a critter like that, an' didn't calculate to
nave His work upsot much this side of die gravt— not even by the Patriarch."



—IX—
THE PILOUMAOl

FAITH it an inheritince common to the

«. daily life. ,„ it, daily dealings

\t-hut f^!k •
"'"• ""''>"'« 80 on without

it— but faith It a matter of degree. Faith in

2'ul a'Kht h""'"*
*" •'• '• -I'om in eve^

•oul; and while dormant, until put to a crucial

lunited— a wrt of tacitly a-.-epted, existing
«ate. unque.tloned. Faith in n;any i. a .tLrd/

S^prte?.- *° " "'^-'" P"'"^-
^' » '^^ fi«

Needley had faith in the Patriarch-a faithAat never before had been questioned. bSNeedley had more than that -Needley held the

•acredly almost as an idol. Faith the simple
people of Needley had always had -to a cemn
point -but it faltered before this grotesque, ii"

S;i?'.r"?''*
»''»P« *•««* »q««tted in the ;oadbefore the Congress Hotel like a hideous carica-

bridge the span that gave the Patriarch powerover such as this, and they saw their idol shattered
109
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in their own eyes, and held up to mockery before
the eyes of these strangers who had so suddenly
and tempestuously swarmed upon them.
Hiram Higgins, seeking out Doc Madison in-

side the hotel, was in a state bordering on distrac*
tion.

" I druve him over from the station 'cause he
couldn't walk, him an' a man, an' two women, an'
a wheel-chair," Mr. Higgins explained. "But
what's to be done now? He wants me to drive
him out to the Patriarch's. I got faith in the
Patriarch, but I never said he could work miracles— there ain't no one on earth could straighten
that critter out. Don't stand to reason that the
Patriarch's to be made a fool of."

^^
"Certainly not," agreed Madison emphatically.

" It's most unfortunate. I suppose all of us here
in Needley "— he looked around at the assembled
group of leading citizens—" feel the same way,
too?"

•'

"Of course we do," said Mr. Higgins help-
lessly. " Couldn't feel no ways else."

Madison laid his hand suddenly, impressively,
upon Mr. Higgins' shoulder and looked mean-
ingly into Mr. Higgins' eyes— and into the eyes
of the selectmen, the overseers of the poor, the
general-store proprietor, and the school com-
mittee.

" Don't drive him over, then," he said signif-
icantly. "Don't any of the rest of you do it

either— and tell everybody else not to. Make
him crawl. If he's determined to go, let him get
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there by himself if he can, make him crawl— he'll

never be able to do it."

"That's so," said Mr. Higgins, brightening,
while the others nodded; then, dubiously: " But
s'pose he does get there— how be we goin' to
stop him ?

"

" If he can get there by himself you can't stop
him," said Madison seriously. " You can't do
anything like that. To use force would be car-
rying things too far, and would only place the
Patriarch in a worse light. If this fellow—
what's his name ?— Coogan ?— can crawl there,
let him— that's his own business. None of us
are encouraging him, the Patriarch didn't ask him
to come, and no one has a right to expect miracles— so it can't hurt the Patriarch seriously under
those cond.'.ions. Besides, if this Coogan has got
faith enough to crawl that mile, who knows what
might happen— make him crawl."

Mr. Higgins, with a grim nod, headed a de-
termined exodus from the hotel office— and
Madison strolled out onto the veranda.

Needley was in a furor. The news spread like

an oil-fed conflagration. The farmers left their
work in the fields and hurried into the village;

from the houses and cottages came the women
and children to cluster around the Congress Hotel;
from the station, scarcely of less interest to the
inhabitants than the Flopper himself, straggled in

those curious enough to have left the train, nearly
a dozen of them— and amongst them Pale Face
Harry coughed, as he trudged laboriously along.
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Flif„?"«n"'^
larger grew the circle around theFlopper, filhng and blocking the road, overflow!

awn n^i'T ^rf''
'"'^ '""»'"8 °« the little

fiZ "/ A I
^°''^ '•"' "P '° *« veranda_ until

fn/ tv
'^

>T°"*,?
^"^ '^"''rted, and to the la,tinhabitant Needley was there.

Upon the ground squatted the Flopper, his eyes

l7oundV^' T °^^''^" *''** warlike Saround h.ai— the grinning faces of his fdlowpassengers from the train; the stony, concernedand rather sullen faces of the men of Needley theanxious, exc.ted faces of the women; the bewu!

thertM
''°"''

f"^
somewhat frightened faces ofthe chddren, who pushed and shoved their eldersfor better vantage ground.

>Jh^t rT^'J'"^'^ •''* ^'P"' '•"'^ renewed theappeal he had been making for nearly five mia

Pai'ruS's"? •'
°"' *""' *° ^"""^ "^^ -' *° <J«

unZrm'is" gi?!
'"^^ '" *^ '''''" -^ ^ --.

"Hr-".'"
'?'''''«' Flopper, with bitter irony,dnvm each other around, while youse are herestann- at me an' won't help."

"^ are nere

raiJl'
«y" ""ght Doc Madison's from the ve-randa and held an instant to read a message and

interpret the almost imperceptible, but significant
movement of Madison's head.

'"«""'"«,

.v-1^"'" l"'^
'•"= ^°PP" t" Wmself, as hiseyes swept the faces around him again. " Dis s

« nice game de Doc's planted on me -he wan ,
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me to do de wiggle out dere fer de rubes I Ain't
dey a peachy lot— look at de saucer eyes on de
kids I

'

Mrs. Thornton, in her wheel-chair on the
inner edge of the circle, turned to her husband.

Its very strange that no one seems willing
to dnv^ him," she said.

" Oh, not very," responded Thornton, with a
short laugh. " I don't blame them— they don't
want this healer of theirs made a monkey of."

" If no one will drive him, he shall have my
wheel-chair," announced Mrs. Thornton impul-
sively. " I think it is a perfect shame— the poor
man I

"

" Nonsense I " said Thornton gruffly. " You'll
do nothing of the kind."

" Yes, Robert, I will," declared Mrs. Thorn-
ton with determination. She leaned forward and
called to the Flopper. " Mr. Coogan," she said
anxiously, " if you can't find any other way of
getting out there, I want you to take this chair of
mine— you'll be able to manage with it, I am
sure."

The Flopper looked at her with gratitude
but shook his head— mindful of Doc Madison.

" Tanks, mum," he said, " but I couldn't t'ink
of it— you needs it more'n me."

" Please do," she insisted.
" T'anks, mum," said the Flopper again, " but

I couldn't You needs it, an' I can get along
widout it. Dey're stallin' on me, but I can get
dere by myself if any one'll show me de way."
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" I'll show you, mister," piped a shrill voice—

and young Holmes on his crutch hopped into the

ne?dier"
'"'"' """"—»"' 't»'n't fur,

veyed the lad. " Dis is de limit fer fair I
" Perl

turbed and uncertain what to do, he tried to catch

^^AuiT/^ '^Xf^'""'
•'"* * movement in thecrowd had hidden Madison.

ao^fnT*
"' '" "j." "'""'^i

"•*' ""8^"« dru.nmer,
gettmg the gnm humor of the situation, laughed— and the laugh came like a challenge, taunting
the quick-tempered, turbulent soul of the Flcf^

" 't5!v *^
°"'

"JmI^J
" ""'^^^ *'»•= ^°y excitedly,ram t fur— I'll show you."

h."S.^i
""? you son," said the Flopper, while

I I. / ^1 ^"^"^ """ "t *e man who had
laughed. "Son, God bless you fer yer good
heart— go ahead— I'll stick to you."

^JuA^Z^ "P'^""*^' '""'''"K " '"ne through

J^f?^ 4
"'^ """"P"*^ °" *>•» c^Jtch. '"* face -

flushed and eager, and through which the Flopper
followed, slowly, rocking from side to side as hehelped himself along with the palm of his lefthand flat m the dust of the road, trailing his wob-Wmg leg behind him.
The crowd closed in behind and moved for-

ward.

Mrs. Thornton's face was fever-flushed, her
eyes bright; m her weak state she was on the
verge of nervous hysteria.
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1 1 want to go, Robert," she cried. " I must

..
,!'.^"*' "!y ^,'"'" protested Thornton harshly,
this IS simply the height of absurdity. For

Heaven s sake be sensible, Naida. Just imagine
what people would say if they saw us here with
Ais^ outfit of idiots— they'd think we'd gone

"
\ t"?"Va''e what they'd think," she returned

teverishly, her frail fingers plucking nervously at
the arms of her chair. " I must go— I must—
I must.

Thornton glanced at the nurse, then stared at
his wife— Miss Harvey's meaning look was

tf N'!f""4?u"^ *° ^'""^ ^°"'^ *° ''''" *«: fact
that Mrs. Thornton was in no condition to be de-
nied anything.

Red-faced, Thornton strode to the back of the
chair and began to push it along.
"Of all the damned foolishness that ever I

heard of,'' he gritted savagely, " this is the
worst

1 His face went redder still with mortifi-
cation. If this ever leaks out I'll never hear
the last of it. Look at us— bringing up the rear
of a gibbering mob of yokels! We're fit for a
padded cell!

"

In the crowd, Madison rubbed shoulders for a
moment wit.' Pale Face Harry.
.. ''^,^°'« ^'^^ party with the wheel-chair be-
hind?" he asked.

"Millionaire — Chicago — private car —
Flopper's got the wife going hard— rode down
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with them," coughed Pale Face Harry behind hit
hand.

„1^ 8"«»» I'" get acquainted," said Madison.
Circulate, Harry, and cough your head oil—

don t hide your light under a bushel— circulate."
And Madison fell back to scrape acquaintance
with the man of millions.

Close-packed upon the road, the procession
spread out for a hundred yards behind the Flop,
per— bare-footed children; women in multi-col-
°"<1 8"18ham and calico; men in the uncouth dress
of the fields, the uncouthness accentuated by the
sprinkling of more pretentious clothing worn by
those who had come from the train. And slowly,
very slowly, this conglomerate human rosmorama
moved on, undulating queerly with the variant
movements of its component parts, snail-like, for
the Flopper's pace was slow— as strange a spec-
tacle, perhaps, as the human eye had ever wit-
nessed, somethinij of grimness, something of
humor, something of awe, something of fear ex- -

udmg from it— it seemed to contain within itself
the range, and to express, the gamut of all human
emotion.

On the procession went— so slowly as to be
almost sinister in its movement. And a strange
sound rose from it and seemed to float and hover
over it like a weird, invisible, acoustic canopy.
Three hundred voices, men's, women's and chil-
dren's, rose and fell, rose and fell— at first in a
medley of scoffings, laughter, sullen murmurs,
earnest dispute and children's prattle— a strange
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composite sound indeed I But as the minutes
passed and the mass moved on and stopped as the
I'lopper paused to rest, and moved on and stopped
and moved on again, gradually this changed, very
graduaUy, not abruptly, but as though the scoffing
and the laughter were dying away almost imper-
ceptibly m the distance. For as the Flopper
stopped to rest, those near him gazed upon his
face, distorted, full of muscular distressj sweatpounng from his forehead, pain and sufferina
written in every lineament— and drew back whi

*

pering into the crowd, giving place to others until
all had seen. And so the strange sound from this
strange congregation grew lower, until it was a
sort of breatnless, long-sustained and wavering
note, a prescience, a premonition of something to
come, a ghastly mockery or a tragedy to befaU,
unbl it was an awe-struck murmuring thing.
Some spoke to him now and in pity offered to

get him a horse and wagon, offered even to carry
«;:;:''"* *" Flopper shook his head.

Tain't goin' to be but a few minutes now."
he panted m an exalted voice, " before I'm cured— 1 got de faith to know dat— I got de faith

"
And the crippled lad upon the crutch beside

him urged him on. The boy's face was strained
and eager, fuU of mingled emotions— pride in
the leading part he played, wonder and expect-
ancy.

_
" Come on, mister, come on I

" he kept sayinjr.
impatiently accommodating his own restricted pace
to the Flopper's still slower one.
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Through the wagon track, through the woodi

beneath the trees, the dead, slow, shuffling tread
went on— and now even the murmuring sound
was hushed. Men and women stared into each
others faces— children sought their elders'
hands. What did it mean? Faith— yes, they
had had faith— but never faith like this. They
looked at the awfj1 deformity over one another's
heads, crawling inch by inch along before them—
watched the stubborn, bitter struggle of pain and
suffering of the wretched man who led them,
spurred on by a faith cast in a heroic mold such
as none there had ever dreamed of before and
they spoke no more. There wzs only the sound
of movement now— and that curiously subdued.
Men seemed to choose their footing, seeking to
tread noiselessly, as though in some solemn pres-
ence that awed them and held them in an in-
tangible, heart-quickening suspense.
Onward they went— following the lurching,

wriggling, reeling, broken thing before them—

"

following the Flopper, his right hand and arm
curved piteously inward to his chin, his neck
thrown sideways, his sagging lejj -.eeming to hold
only to his body by spasmodic 'jerks to catch up
with the body itself, like the steel when detached
from the magnet that bounds forward to re-attach
Itself again, his eyes starting from his head, his
face bloodless with exertion and twisted as fear-
fully as were his limbs, but upon his lips a smile of
resolution, of indomitable assurance.
Onward they went— a huddled mass of hu-
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mnity, literate and illiterate, of all ages, of all
condition., and none laughed, none grimed, none
•miled, none tpoke— all that wai past. Thev
•topped, they moved again— as the Flopper
Stopped and moved Occasionally a child cried
put— occasionally there came a discordant, rack-
ing cough— that was all.

Tenser grew the very atmosphere they breathed-heavier upon them fell the sense of something
almost supernatural, beyond the human and the
finite. Skepuc and faint believer, sinner, Chris-
tian and jco«fer, they were all alike now in the
presence of a faith whose evidence was beforethem m harrowing vividness, in the torment and
agony of a fellow creature who sought again
through faith a restoration to the image of his
kind. There was no creed, no school of ethical
belief, no conflictmg orthodoxy to quibble over,no ground on which atheist and theologian even
might stand apart— there was only faith— a.
faith whose trappings none might take issue with,
for It Tws naked faith and the trappings were
stripped from it— it was faith in its very essence,
boundless, utter, simple, limiUess, staggering, apl
palling them.

*^

Its consummation? That was another thing--a thing that in the presence of such faith as
this brought human pity, sympathy and sorrow to
Its iull, brought dread and terror. Faith such as
this they had never conceived; faith such as this.
It It was to prove a shattered thing, was for its
exponent to drink the very dregs of misery and
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detptir— ind yet, rising above that poMibility,
flinging grim challenge at their doubti, stood this
very faith, mighty in itself, perfect in its confi-
dence, heroic in it< agony, that aU might gaze
upon from a common standpoint and know— as
faith.

No whispering breeze stirred the young leaves
in the trees; in the stillness of the afternoon came
only the heavy, pulsing throb of Nature's breath-
ing. One hundred, two, three hundred, they
moved along, slow, sinuous, troubled, their eyes
straight before them or upon the ground at their
feet— only the children looked with frightened.

^Tihsn"
'"*° '""'""' ^""' '"*^ '•""«

Out upon the wagon track they debouched and
spread in a long, thin line beneath the maples on
either side of the Flopper— and waited.
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THE MIRACLE

THERE was utter silence now— the
tread of shuffling feet was gone— no
man moved— it seemed as though no
mzn breathed— they stood as carven

thmgs, inanimate, men, women and children
strained forward, their faces drawn, tense and
rigid. In the very air, around them, everywhere,
imprisoning them, clutching like an icy hand at
the heart, something unseen, a dread, intangible
presence weighed them down and lay heavy upon
them. What was to come? What drear tragedy
was to be enacted ? What awful mockery was to
tall upon this maimed and mutilated creature
within whose deformed and pitiful body there too
was a human soul ?

From the cottage door across the lawn came
two figures— a girl in simple, clinging white, her
head bowed, the sun itself seeming to caress the
dark brown wealth of hair upon her head, chang-
«ng It to glinting strands of burnished copper; and
beside her walked the Patriarch, his hand resting
lightly upon her arm, a wondrous figure of a man'
majestic, simple, grand, his silvered-haii bared to
the sun, his face illumined.
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There he ii, miitwl" whispered youna

Holmei hoiriely. "There he ii I Go on, miiT
ter, go on— tee what he can do for you 1

"

There came a lound that wai like a great,
gaipmg intake of breath, ai men and women
watched. Out toward the Patriarch, alone now,
the Hopper began to wriggle and writhe hit way
along. God in Heaven have pityl What wat
thit tight they looked upon— this poor, dittorted,
mangled thing that grovelled in the earth— that
figjire towering there in the tunlight with vener-
able white beard and hair, erect, tymbolic of tome
itrangr, mystic power that awed them, hit head
turned tlightly in a curious listcVng attitude, th«
sightless eyes closed, upon the face a great calm
like a solemn benediction.

Fell a stillness that was as the stillness of death;
came a hush until in men's ears was the quick, fierce
pound and throb of their own hearts. On, on
toward the Patri:.ch tlithered and twitted that
frightful deformity that they had followed over
that long, torturing mile-— on, on he went, and
they watched tcarce drawing breath, their faces
white, their very limbs held as in a palsied, fear-
some spell— and then, sudden, abrupt, terrifying,
there rose a shriek, wild, hysterical, prolonged, in
a woman s voice, the cadence wavering from gut-
tural to shrill and ending in a high-pitched, broken
scream.

J^\P°PP" Ji'lted and turned himself about,
while his left hand swept his livid face, brushing
from It the spurting drops, sweeping back die
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dtmp, tangled hair from hii eyei— faced them
Wi they law an agony on human countenance
that itruck, ttabbing, to their louli— faced
them while hi« eyes traversed the long, long line
of ghastly white faces before him, out of which
eyes everywhere, row on row of them, straining,
fixed, fascinated, seemed to bum like living fires
at they held him m their focus.
He had not gone far, perhaps ten yards— no

more. • By die group around the wheel-chair, al-
most m the center of the line, stood Madison, hit
chin in his hand in a meditative, thoughtful atti.
tude, the single soul who watched die scene from
under lowered lids; Thornton had involuntarily
edged a little forwaru from behind the chair until
he stood now at its side in a strange, abashed way
at though his own personality were over-ruled,
obliterated, his face with a white sternness upon it,
hit eyet, like all other eyes, agleam widi an un-
natural fire; Mrs. Thornton had pulled herself
forward in the chair, one hand clutching at her
breast, the frail fingers of the other woven in a
grasp so tight around the arm of die chair that
the flesh was bloodless; a little way off, a group of
three, the two salesmen and the metropolitan news-
paper man, seemed as though stricken into t)ne,
stripped of all assi.rance, all complacence, «wed,
tense, palpitant, as ^he patched, bare-legged tat-
terdemalion of ten from the fields, that stood be-
side them, was awed and tense and palpitant.
And away on either side stretched the line "f

White, rigid faces, the never-ending, burning e/e

;
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— but the silence with that shriek was gone now.
tor another woman and another, overwrought.
needing but that sudden shock to unnerve them
utterly shrieked in turn— and through the line
seemed to run a shudder, and it moved a little
though no foot stirred, moved with a strange, sinu-
ous, rocking, swaying movement, from the hips,
backward and forward and to either side. Men
^I'nt

"!''': ?y"'.''f°l« frightened, questioning
glances at the.r neighbors- and fixed their eyes
on the Flopp^r again— on the Flopper and that
majestic figure in the center of the lawn, so calm
ot mien, of attitude and pose.

Once again the Flapper's eyes swept the scene.A tew feet m advance of the crowd, as though
drawnirresistibly fo.-ward, young Holmes hung
upon his crutch. The boy's soul seemed in his
lace— hope, a world of it, as he gazed at the Pa-
triarch, sickening fear as he looked at the Flopper-
his lips moving without sound, his body tremblina
with emotional excitement. Still once again theHopper s eyes swept the line of men and women
and children, fast reaching toward a common un-
governable hysteria— and then he turned with an.
unbalanced, impotent, broken movement, flung out
hjs good arm toward the Patriarch in piteous sup-
plication, and, jerking himseF forward, went om

Mowly, very slowly at firsn hf. resumed his way.
crawling It seemed by no more chan a painful indhon inch m mortal pain, in mortal agony and strug-
gle— then gradually his movements began to
quicken, as though growing upon him were a mad,
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elattH has^, that he could not control— quicker
and quicker he went, pitching and lurching wildly
from a pace that was beyond him.
A strange, low, moaning sound rose from be-

Iimd him, fluttermg, inarticulate, that voiceless ut-
terance that seeks to find some vent for human
emotion when human emotion sweeps with mightv
surge to engulf the soul. It rose and died away
and rose agam— and died away— and children
began to whimper with a fear and terror that they
did not understand, and seeking solace in their
efders faces found added cause for fear instead.

Nearer to that saintly figure who stood so calm,
so quiet, the massive white-locked head still turned
a little in that curious listening attitude, beside
whom, close drawn now, was that white-clad girl,
ish form, whose eyes were lowered, whose sweet
face seemed to hold a heaven of pity and infinite
compassion, upon whose lips there was a smile of
divine tenderness, drew that piteous mockery of
the image of a man, whose every movement ap.
peared one of agony beyond human power to en-
dure— and the agony found echo in the watchers'
souls, and a low, muffled groan as of men in pain
and hurt, ran tremulously along the line.

Still nearer to the Patriarch drew the Flopper.
More heart-rending was his every movement, for
with his quickened pace he sought to move without
the aid of the only member that was as other
men s, his left hand and arm that, in pleading
yearnmg supplication, was stretched out before
him to the Patriarch.
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The extreme ends of the long line of watchers

curled a little inward, almost imperceptibly, a half

step taken without volition. The crippled boy,

swaying upon his crutch, his lips parted, trembling

in every limb, edged forward hesitantly, fearfully,

now a foot, now another, now the bare space of a

single inch. And now down the entire length of

the line from end to end that wavering, rocking

movement in swaying, pregnant unison grew

stronger— men knew not what they did— it

seemed the very air they breathed must smother

them— and, in that dull, weird, lingering note,

rose again the sound of moaning that seemed to

beat in consonance with the distant mournful

rhythm of the endless beat of surf on shore.

Women clutched at their breasts now; men's

knuckles went white beneath the tight-drawn skin;

the children drew behind their mothers' skirts and,

terror-stricken, cried aloud. Surcharged, on the

edge, the bare and ragged edge of frenzy now
was every man and woman in the crowd.

It was a sight, a spectacle that racked them

in every fibre of their beings, that stirred

them to pity, to hope, to fear, until the aw-

ful misery of this blighted and crawling thing

was their own in its every twitch of agony— that

struck them with a terror, the greater because it

was indefinable, a prescience, a reaching out beyond

human realm, the invoking of a supernal power—
the thought of which very power, once loosed,

chilled them with panic-dread.

Yet still they watched'— it was beyond their
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power to turn their eyes— enthralled, a moaning,
swaying, rocking mob, they watched. MadneSwas creeping upon them rampant. Like a mighty
tide, the ocean weight behind it, hurling hsdf
against eood-gates that could never stfnd,
mounted higher and higher; and already, as the
water first seeps between the gates, grim forecast
of what was to come, it showed itself now in that
long, sobbing, convulsive inhalation, in that
strange, sinuous, restless movement.
On went the Flopper. There was still a yard

to go— two feet— o«f. Stopped in a sudden
deathless hush was all sound. The Flopper flung
himself forward upon his face at the Patriarch's
teet. btopped was all movement, haggard and
tense every face, strained every ey.. For a mo-
ment that seemed to span eternity, in a huddled
heap, that crippled, twisted thing lay there before
them motionless, without sign of life— the ven-
erable face above it, still intent, still listening,
turned slowly downwards. Then there was a
movement, a movement that blanched the watch-mg faces to a more pallid white— that dangling,
wobbling leg drew inward slowly, very slowly, and
hip and knee, as though guided by some mighty
power immutable, supreme, came deliberately bto
normal form.

A shriek, a cry, a wail, a sob, a prayer— itcame now unrestrained— hysteria was loosed in
a mad ungovernable orgasm— men clutched at
each other and cowered, hiding their faces with
their hands— women dropped to their knees and.
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sobbing, screaming, prayed. Loud it rose, the

turmoil of human souls aghast and quailing before

a manifestation that seemed to fling them face to

face, uncovered, naked, before the awful power

and majesty and might of Heaven itself.

They looked again— fearfully. The twisted

thing was standing now, standing but still de-

formed— with crooked neck, with curved, bent,

palsied arm. And nearer had drawn little

Holmes, his head thrust forward, shaking as with

the ague as he gSzed on the group before him, ob-

livious to all else around him.

A twinge of frightful torture swept the Hop-
per's face— and with that same slow, awful de-

liberation the misshapen arm straightened out.

Men cried aloud again and again— a woman
fainted, another here, another there— children

wailed and ran, some shrieking, some whimper-

ing, for the woods.

Again the spasm crossed the Flopper's face, a

shuddering, muscular contortion— and from the

shoulder rose his head.

Inward drew the ends of the line of paroxysm-

stricken people— not far, not near to that hal-

lowed group for something held them back; but

inward gradually until the line, no longer straight,

was half a circle, crescent shaped. Louder came

that harrowing medley of sounds, its component

parts voicing the uttermost depths of the soul of

each separate individual man and woman there —

•

some moaned in terror; some prayed, mumbling,

still upon their knees; some laughed hoarsely,
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wildly, their senses for the moment gone; and some
were dumb; and some shrieked their prayers in
frenzy. Louder it grew— the end had come—
that deformed thing stood erect, a perfect man—
he turned his face toward them— he stretched out
his arms— and they answered him with their
wails, tlieir sobs, their moans, their cries they
answered him in their terror, in their shaken senses,
clutching at each other again— answered him
from their knees, their voices hoarse— answered
him with trembhng lips and tongues that would not
move.

And then suddenly, as though riven where they
•tood and kneeled and crouched, all movement
ceased— and every heart stood still as ringing
dear above all else, shocking all else to stunned,
petrified silence, there came a cry— a cry in a
young voice. It rang again and again, trembling
with glad, new life, vibrant, a cry that seemed to
thrill with chords of happiness and ecstasy im-
measurable. Again it came, again, exultant, puis-
ing with a mighty joy— young Holmes had flung
His crutch from him, and, with outstretched arms,
was running toward the Patriarch across the lawn.

t. 1 J
"^

!i"i
'""*"* '"°" ^^^^ stunned, awed silence

held. All eyes were riveted and fixed upon the
scene— nore looked at Madison— if any had
they would have seen that his face had gone an
ivory white.
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THE AFTERMATH

AM cured, Robert! Robert I Robert I

See, I too am cured I Oh, Robert, whrt
wondrous joy!"— Mrs. Thornton had
Jeft her wheel-chair and was standing be-

side her husband, standing alone, unaided for the
first time in many months.

"
^1'l* '

"~
'' ^** ' hoarse cry from Thorn-

ton. Then his hand passed heavily across his faceM though to force his brain to coherent action, to
lift the spell of what seemed a wild phantasm in all
around him. " Naida !

"— he sought now to con-
trol his voice—" Naida, get back into your chair
again."

She laughed— a little hysterically— but in the
laugh too was the uplift of a soul enraptured.

But I am cured, Robert. See, dear, can't you
understand?" She shook his arm. "See—

I

am cured. I can walk just as I could before I was
111. Oh, Robert, Robert! See! See!"— she
went from him, walking a little, running a little - -

and laughing in a low, rippling, glorious laugh that
was hke the music of silver chimes ringing out in
glad acclaim.

He stared at her, both hands now to his tem-
ISO
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chair *'"?,!|''.f'""'''
t° '°°k strangely at the emptychair— but it was not empty. Miss Harvev the

with buried head, was sobbing um-estrainedly.

able T^r 1*'°"
*r'

^*^" ^" » »«« ind^'crib.Die. The long line was broken. Men and

S«l"" '11!''"^'^'^ '^^'^"' ^°r *« ""O" partaimlessly as though in some strange state of cornwhere the m „d refused its functions Ktalked and cried and shouted at each other Sfrenzy without knowing what they said -some
wLl "."'"'"« '^°'^" "»'''• ^«". others wUhb ank countenances, no sign of emotion upon themother than in their wild, dilated eyes. Here andthere they rushed without volition, the" throat-
noises rising above them, floating through Ac
sti 1 air ,„ a sound that no ear had ever hefrd hi
cZlrJi'u^""^"''^' '^'*°"* ^'""«. beyond

oth r ; Jr^A "If
d creatures rushing against eachother in the dark they were, stupified by a sight

that was no morta sight, a sight that blinded thim
mentally bewuse it was no human sight.

Ortl !^'!''\»„''.'n»«" of degree, is it not?

WhnIu\Y'"^"^r'°'^'"' '^ "^t its height?Who shall define faith? Who shall say whit it
IS, and who shall place its limitations upon it?Out in the center of the lawn young Holmeswas in his mother's arms, the father pfthetiSty

Around them, attracted m that strange uncertainway, the crowd constantly grew larger. Further
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out again, Helena was leading the Patriarch to.
ward the cottage, the Flopper close behind her—
the Patriarch walking with a slow tread, his head
still turned a little in that listening attitude— and
at a distance followed a straggling crowd. Then
^e cottage door was shut— and Helena, the
Patriarch and the Flopper disappeared from
view.

A dozen yards from the wheel-chair stood Mad-
ison, riveted to the spot, motionless save for a
nervous twitching of the lips, his eyes, now upon
the invalid who walked about, now on the little
lad who had thrown away his crutch. Some one
plucked at his sleeve, but Madison gave no heed~ again his arm was pulled, and he turned to look
into Pale Face Harry's face. The other's counte-
nance was gray, the eyes full of a shrinking, ter-
rmed light.

" Doc, for God's sake. Doc, what's it mean? "

whispered Pale Face Harry shakily, moistening
his dry lips with his tongue. " Doc, this ain't no
bunk—there's something in it."

The words seemed to rouse Madison— to lead
ership. He stared at Pale Face Harry for a mo-
ment, then a grim smile flickered across his face.

" Something in it I " he repeated with an ironic
laugh— and suddenly grabbed Pale Face Harry's
arm and shook him. " There's so much in it that
I'm drunk with it, crazy with it— but I'm trying
to make myself believe it isn't too good to be true.
Get that? Get a grip on that, and hang on.
Don't lose your nerve, Harry I

"
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b sd Pale Face Harry. "You're whiter than a
thect.

^
''You're right," admitted Madison frankly.Im queer, but I'm coming around. Helena

•eenis to be the only one who never lost her grip— she s got the Patriarch and the Flopper out of
the way and under cover. Brace up, Harry—
what I thought we'd get in the Roost that night is
counterfeit money to what'U come from this"
His eyes fastened on a figure that, separating it-
self from the group around young Holmes, now
dashed frantically, hatless, and with dishevelled
hair to Mr. and Mrs. Thornton. " Who's that,
Harry? He came down on the train with you—
know him ?

"

" ^*'» °"'y some newspaper guy or other," an-
swered Pale Face Harry mechanically, his eyes
still roving wildly over the scene around him.

Oh, is that all! " ejaculated Madison with a
little gasp " I've already exhausted my thanks
to Santa Claus and here he comes with another
package done up in dinky pink paper tied with
baby ribbon— and the gold platter it's on goes
With It I"

"What d'ye mean?" asked Pale Face Harry
heavily. '

The newspaper man, the instinct of his calling
now rising paramount to all else, had left the
Thorntons and was tearing for the wagon track
on his way to the station and the telegraph office
like one possessed.
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u L
^yy^J^o""^ morning," taid Madison loftly,

the miisionaries will be explaining this to the Es-
quimaux at Oo-lou-lou, the near-invalids in Cali-
forma will be packing their trunks, likewise thosem die languid shade of the Florida palms; they'll
be listmg it on the stock exchange in New York,
and the breath of Eden will waft itself o'er plain
and valley until—" he stopped suddenly, as Mrs.
Thornton's voice reached him.

" I am going to walk back, Robert."
"Yes; but, Naida," Thornton protested,
you're not strong enough yet."

"Don't you understand?" she cried, half
laughmg, half sobbing. " There is no ' yet '—
I am cured, dear— a// cured. I'm well and
strong. Try to understand, Robert— oh, I'm so
happy, so— so thankful. I know it's miraculous,
that It s almost impossible to believe— but try to
understand."

_
" I am trying to," said Thornton numbly, watch-

ins her as she moved about. " And it seems as
though I were in a dream~ that this isn't real—
that you're not real."

" It's not a dream," she said. " Oh, I'm so
strong again. Why, Robert, it would be just as
absurd for me to be wheeled back in that chair as
for you to be— and besides I have no right to do
that now. It would be a sacrilege, profaning the
gratitude in my heart— I am cured and these poor
people here must see that I am cured— Robert,
we must leave that wheel-chair here that others,
poor sufferers who will come now, will see and be-
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lieve «nd be cured too. And, Robert, in lome
way, I do not know ju»t how, we who are rich

"".?M -i"??""iTiJ" ''*'P P«°P'« **> 8« here."

^^
Naida, .aid Thornton, his voice low, .halcen,

1 feel as though I were in another world. I

»if?T*l'"
'^'"'* ^ "" ''"'^'y "«'''« 'nyeJf believe

that I have seen. I can't explain- I am speak-
ing, but my very voice seems strange to me I
feel as you do about helping others— how could
I feel otherwise? What we could do I do notknow as yet, either— but I will do anything. Iwas a scoffing fool— and you were cured beforemy eyes— a boy was cured— and that other,
deformed as no creature was ever deformed be-

tl'J"
"'"d"- Thornton's lip, quivered, and

ne hid his face in his hands.

mL^*"''' t"
'™"

!f
hot— strike," murmured

Madison. He gazed a moment longer at the

fT~K^,''J-
Thornton's hand wa, on her hus-bands shoulder now— then his eyes roved over

the frenzied scenes still being enacted everywhere
upon the lawn. "I wonder?" he metered!
ITie frown on hi, forehead cleared suddenly.Of course I " said he to Pale Face Harry "

It'$
a cmch— it's as good as done I

"

Pale Face Harry stared at him queerly.

,
No, Harry," smiled Madison, " my pulse is

quite normal now, thank you. Listen. This i,where we call the first showdown on cold hands—
and the dealer slips himself an ace." He drew akey from his pocket and put it in Pale Face Harry',
hand. That's the key of the smaU trunk in my
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i*- (I

'nT!^ "k n' ''i:i«lT ^""' '°*""' "«'>' hind tide
of the hall. There'. . check-book in the tray-
and 1 11 give you twenty minute, to get back here
wi h It. You U find me .omewhere around here,
but you needn't let the whole earth in on the prel
.entation—-see? Now beat it 1"

As Pale Face Harry hurried away, Madi.on.
.eemmgly as aimless, as hysterical as the hundred,
abou him moved here and there, but unostenta-
tiously lie kept nc„g ^^^^ ^^^^^ ^^^ ^^ ^j^^
and, finally, hidden by the woodshed at the fur-
ther end of the cottage, he slipped quickly around
to the rear. Here the garden stretched almost to

Ihf *'
"^""u 'V"^^

beach -not a soul wa. in
sight—and the beat of the surf deadened the
sound from the front lawn to little more than a
low, indistinct murmur.

Quickly now, Madison stepped to where one of
tte old-fashioned windows, that swung inward
from the center like double doors, wa. open, and.
reaching in h.s hand, tapped sharply twice in suc-
cession with his knuckles on the pane. The .illwas not quite on a level with his shoulder, and he

door to the hall was open. Again he knocked.Came then the sound of footstep.— and from the
hall the Flopper s face peered cautiously around
the jamb of the door.

"Tell Helena to come here," called Madison
.ortly.

The Flopper turned his head, called obediently,
and in a dazed sort of way came himself to the
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"I pulled de ttunt," (aid the Flopper in •cro«k.„g voice "but de kid- Doc-'Sd yo".;

gone batty, an'— pipe her, dere she i»."

-.Illw""".""" "''"»• •>" '«" "ko 'h'lk

« the w „H *°"k ^-r r'?,''" "P»- She clutched" the window beside the Flopper for support.im frightened," she whispered. "We've
fStred!!^'-"'-^^''-J°'^Madi,orr™
Madison did not speak for a moment— Mad-son was a consummate leader. He looked, smil-ng reassuringly from one to the other -".^dthen leaned soothingly, confidentially, in over the

self \tlVl°^ ^^^ u"'- ^*'' J"»» *" »«•"« my.Mlf for a bit," said he quietly. " But now lookhere, youVe got to pull yourselves together-
there s nothing to be afraid of. It's natural
enough. If, faith, Helena -and that's wha

TLri-H J"n5 "":;:: °"'y "»' q"'*' »«> hard.That kid and Mrs. Thornton annexed the realbrand that's .11 -and when the genuine thing
on tap I o-oss my fingers and yell for faith—
Si'/wrt"* *" '*°P /'; ^"'^ ">«'* 'he way it's

fu!«™,°/h^°"r*'' 'V. '^""' A«t only makespur pme the safer and the more certain, doesn't

.. T J
'?"" °" "°^' P"" yourselves together."

In de last act when I was gettin' me head into
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> I

joint," mumbled the Hopper, " was when de kidyeUed— Icanhearityet, an'—

"

"Forget iti" Madison broke in a litdc
sharply; then, tartfu ly, his voice full of unbounded
admiration: "You're an artist, Flopper-a

Il?r n„'".f, r Pf"^^' «'"t"t act that wa.
ever on the boards, and you pulled it as no otherman on earth could have pulled it. Flopper, youmake me feel humble when I look at you."

"D'vJr.rv n"''' '^ ^^°PP^'"' brightening.
iJ ye mean It, Doc— honest?"

*i,"^T i.'.'"
«=i''cul«ed Madison. "You'reAe whole thing, Flopper -you win. Come onnow, Helena bu^ up -we've got another little

act due in about fifteen minutes— don't let a lot

^n/r ? ?^l' «" y^" 8o«- Why, say, we've
got the whole show on the stampede— and we've
got to rush our luck."

Jir
^7

'

" "''"^ *'=,Flopper. " Dat's de way to

/ Tu^^r. " *" ^^ ^°^ '^•^n^ time^ I ain't
feazed half de way I was."

I

"/''" »«,['«''''" ^''"^ ^«'''n* a J'«le tremu-
lously. "What is it we're to do?"

GoodI" said Madison, smiling at her ap-

ll7\-?^\
/'^"'"'""ds better. Nowlisteni-

and listen hard. From this minute this cottage i,
the Shrine. Get that ?— Shrine. You've got tokeep the hush falling here, and keep it falling allthe time- a sort of holy, hallowed silence, under-
stand ? Lay ,t on thick— make the crowd stand

.u
~ '"*''" ,*''e 8"y that comes in here feel as

though he ought to come in on his knees and as if
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he'd be struck dead if he didn't. Get the slowmusic and the low lights working. And keepZ
Patnarch well back of the drop except when hi'

J

on for a turn Get me? He's no side-show witha barker in front of the tent -don't forget thSfor a minute. The harder it is to see the Patri-
arch and the less he's seen, the bigger he plays upwhen he's on. He goes to no man under an/con-
ditions, and the on y man or woman that gets toh m IS through faith and supplication, and a dou°
ble order of it at that. Keep the solemn, breath-
less tap turned on all the time."

Helena looked at him with a strange little smile
quivering on her lips.

.U
"

^^'a % ^°f
"^

^l"'"^
^'^* 8"* a «"" of humor,"

« XT
*'°'^'^' *" «'"'= I '*>'nk I'd— I'd —

"

No, you wouldn't," said Madison cheerfully.
But time's Hying. You're going to have visSors in a few minutes, and here's where the Patri-

arch gets tucked away out of sight behind the veil

fhliv n'
'"""".« •*'' P*""**"" hovering and

Sm S^n ""T^'" *•= '''-y°" ***y ^i*

h rL„7^ wi" "
^-"f

'°°'" «°'n«=where and hold
nis hand. Where is he now? "

" In his armchair in the sitting-room," saidHelena "And he^s still listening in dxai queerw^he did out on the lawn. I d,i„k he knows ina Jittle way what's happened."

'2'*' W^rf-'VH'-'*
Madison; " it'll make himmv. W,ll '-ad him gently into retirement. Inow hurry."

t's coming? " interposed Helena

happy,

guess
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quickly, as Madison started away from the win.
dow.

Madison grinned.

nT'^lli;
^''*"*^' °^ *« Flopper's. Mr. and

Mrs. Thankoffering— you'U like them im-
mensely, Helena. The lady walks quite weU now.
and—

"

'

" Walks 1" exclaimed the Flopper, who evi-
dently had not assimilated Madison's previous
reference to Mrs. Thornton. " De lady dat I
come wid in de private car— walksf "

" Of course," said Madison pleasantly.

II

Cured? AU cured? " gasped the Flopper.
Of course,' said Madison again— compla-

cently.

" Say," said the Flopper, " say, I'm goin' dippy.
Another one de same as de kid, Doc? "

" Same as the kid, Flopper— faith."
" Swipe mel " said the Flopper helplessly.
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" SAID THE SPIDER TO THE FLY "

BY ths wheel-chair, Mrs. Thornton, her
husband and Doc "ladison were in ear-
nest conversation— and around them
^'* ' "*" °^ people. The crowd had

divided into two, or, rather, was constantly com-
ing and going between two points— young
Holmes and Mrs. Thornton— and still the hys-
teria was upon men and women, still that waver-
ing, moanlike sound floated over the lawn.
"I am stunned and stupified," Madison was

•aying, and his hand trembled visibly in its out-
flung gesture. " I am not, I am afraid, a man of
deep sensibilities, but I cannot help feeling that
I have been permitted, been chosen even, to wit-
ness Ais sight, a sight that will stay with me till I
die, for some great, ulterior purpose. It's as
though this place were hallowed, set apart; that
here, if only one has faith, that man's miraculous
power IS boundless— that I should help someway.

« *^'*'^ ^ *^°"'* ^^l*'" myself well."
" I know what you mean," Mrs. Thornton re-

turned eagerly. " It is what I was saying to mt
husband— to make this place known, to help ta
bring suffering people here."

>4«
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Madison nodded silently.

' And if you, who have no personal cause f<»r

gratitude, feel like that, how much more should
we who— who— oh, there are no words to tell

it— my heart is too full"— Mrs. Thornton
miled through tears. " Robert, you said you
would do anything."

"Yes, dear," Thornton answered gravely.
" But what? We cannot do things in a moment.
If money—

"

Madison shook his head.
" It's beyond money," he said. " Money is

only a secondary consideration. It's the needs of
the place that are paramount. It's not so much
the bringing of people here— they will hear of
what has taken place and will come of their own
accord, they will flock here in numbers as time
goes on. But then— what ? What can be done
with them in this little village? For a time per.
haps they could be accommodated— but after
that they must be turned away."

" Turned away I " exclaimed Mrs. Thornton, in
a hurt cry. " Turned away from hope— to bit-

terness and misery again I No, no, they must not I

Why"— she grasped her husband's arm agitat-
edly—" why couldn't we buy land and put little'

houses upon it where they could stay?
"

Madison leaned suddenly toward her.
" I believe you've hit on the idea. Mi s. Thorn-

ton," he said excitedly. "Why not? It would
be the finest thing that was ever done in the world.
But why not go further— this should not be »
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private enterprise with the burden on the few."
He turned abruptly to Mr. Thornton. " What a
monument from grateful hearts, what a tribute to
that samtly soul a huge sanatorium, built and prop,
erly endowed, would bel And it is feasible—
purely from the voluntary contributions of those
who come here and have money— free as the air
to the poor who are sick— free to all, for that
matter— no one asked to give— but the poorest
would gladly lay down their mites."

"
J«»
— °^> yes 1 " cried Mrs. Thornton raptly.

res, admitted Mr. Thornton thoughtfully;
" diat might be done."
"There is no doubt of it," asserted Madison

enthusiastically. " It needs but the initiative on
the part of some one, on our part, and the rest will
take care of itself. But we must, of course, have
the endorsement of the Patriarch— why not go
to die cottage now, at onc» and talk it over? "

^
.'.' ^^1.^^. "* *""^ " "*''e«l Mrs. Thornton wist-

fully. Oh, I would like to kneel at his feet and
pour out my gratitude. But see how all these
people go no nearer than that row of trees, as
though love or fear or reverence kept them from
gomg further, as though it were almost forbidden,
holy ground, as though they were held back by an
invisible barrier in spite of themselves."

" True," said Madison; " and I sense that very
thing myself— all men must sense it after what
has taken place, all must feel the presence of a
power too majestic, too full of awe for the mind
to grasp. This faith "— he threw out his hands
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fai an impotent gesture—" we can only accept it
unquestioningly, as a mighty thing, an actual, llv-
mg, existent thing, even if we cannot fully under^
stand. But I feel that with what we have in mind
we have a right to go there now— and we should
take that little lad who was cured as well— and
his parents, they should come too."
"And shall wc see himf" Mrs. Thornton

asked again tensely.

" Why, I do not know," Madison replied; " but
at least we shall see his niece. Miss Vail, and it is
with her in any case that we would have to discuss
the plan, for the Patriarch, you know, is deaf and
dumb and blind."

"You know them, don't you?" Thornton in-
quired.

Madison smiled, a little strangely, a little deore-
catingly.

"^

" If one can speak of ' knowing ' such as Aey— yes,
'
he answered. " When I came two weeks

ago, the Patriarch was not wholly blind, and he
was very kind to me. I learned to love the gentle
soul of the man, and in a way, skeptical though I
was, I felt his power— but I never realized until
this afternoon how stupendous, how immeasur-
•Die It was."

.
"
H'xt" .?° *? *•** '^''"''g*' *''«." said Thorn-

ton. Naida, dear, let me help youj it is quite a
little distance and—

"

i
«^
•

She put out her hands in a happy, intimate way
to hold him off.

'

" You can't realize it, Robert, can you? That

LK
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dear, practical business head of yours makes it
even harder for you than it is for me— and I can
hardly realize it myself. But I am cured, dear,
and I m well and strong, and I don't need any help— why. Robert, I am going to help you now, 'l
•tead of always bemg a source of worry and anx-
lety to you. Come, let us go."
"If you will walk slowly," suggested Madison,
1 11 speak to the little Holmes boy and his pari

ents, and bring them with us."
He moved away as he spoke— in the direction

of a radcing cough, that rose above the confused,
murmuring, whispering, shaken voices on every
hand; and in a little knot of people he was, for a
moment, pressed dose against Pale Face Harry.AU right, whispered Pale Face Harry, "

it'sm your pocket now_ but, say, no more runs like
that for me, I'm all in. I thought sure I was cured
myself— I hadn't coughed for "

, "f^^^"»T''^ '*''?"* **•" "'"^" "'d Madison
rapidly I want the crowd kept away from the
doors of the bank vault if they show any tendency
to get too close, though I don't think that'D hap-
pen— they re too numbed and scared yet. But
you know the game. Keep the awe going and the
holy ground' signs up. Anybody that steps

across that stretch between the trees and the cot-
tage on and after the present date of writing does
It with bowed head and his shoes oil— get the
idea ?

"

ft «ic

Pale Face Harry grinned.
"That's easy," he said. "Anything'd steer



146 THE MIRACLE MAN
'era now— they're like iheep. Leave it to me^
keep the soft pedal on."

With a nod, Madison turned away, the tense
expression on his face assumed again— and pres-
ently he was talking to Mr. and Mrs. Holmes, and
patting the boy's head in a clumsy, overwrou^t
way.

" I— I don't dar'st to go," said Mrs. Holmes,
clutching wildly at the boy, still sobbing, still be-
yond control of herself.

" But Mrs. Thornton is going," said Madison
gently, " and I know your gratitude is no less than
hers— it couldn't be less with this little lad re-

stored to you. I am sure you want to show it—
don't you?"

" I think we'd orter go, ma," said Mr. Holmes
uneasily

The boy put his hand in Madison's.
" I want to go, mister," he choked. " Take

me, mister, won't you ?
"

" Yes, I think we'd orter go," repeated Mr.
H.^lmes. " Come along, ma," he said, taking his
wife's arm.

It was a strange group— the Thorntons, rich,

refined, to whom luxury was necessity ; the Holmes,
poor, uncultured, coarsely dressed; and Madison,
who walked with set face, head lowered a little,

his pace slowing perceptibly, humbly it seemed, the
nearer he came to the cottage door. Neither
Thornton, nor Holmes, nor Holmes' wife spoke.
Mrs. Thornton's arm was flung around the boy's
shoulder, and he kept looking up into her tearful
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f«ce— there wat a bond between them that,young a, he wa., held him in its thrall. Out•croM the lawn, dotted here and there, in knots

stopped where they stood and watched, making no

dS« nt J?"'"^-^'"*
"'"«• «t *« renewed evi-

dence of the miraculous, once more so vividly be-
fore their eyes, dropped again to their knees.

. U^7 '? 'u ^^^ '^T' """^ M'''^""" drew back

had knocked. Then the door opened slowly, and
Helena, shm and girlish in her simple white dress,
appeared upon the threshold. Her sreat dark
eyes travelled slowly from one to another, and
then her face lighted with a gentle smile.

Miss Vail," said Madison diffidently, "
this isM«. rhornton and her husband, and the little lad.

with his parents, who owes so much to the Patril
arch, and diey have come to "

h."J° ^^J"^ '^l " ''""^ °^ ^^^ '» "> their

fo™L~^u";j^''T*°" **'PP«''l i'npu'sively
forward and held out her hands to Helena— and
then, breakmg down suddenly, she began to sob,
and the two were in each other's arms, Mrs.
Thorntons head buried on Helena's shoulder,

^utt *
,!

'owered, her brown hair mingling
with the gold of the other's, her arms about th*
rraii form that shook convulsively.
Doc Madison shot a covert glance at die three

behind him— Thornton, and Holmes, and Mrs.Holmes Holmes, with downcast eyes, was shuf-amg awkwardly from foot to foot; Mrs. Holmes
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her woman'i instinct touched, wai watching die
•cene with face aglow, her eye* moi«t anew;
Thornton waa staring fascinated at Helena, a
sort of breathless, wondering admiration in his
eyes.

Madison involuntarily followed Thornton's
look; then stole a glance back at Thornton again— Thornton was still gazing intently at Helena.

"Say," observed Madison to himself, "the
longer you live the more you learn, don't you?
That's the kind of stuff Helena wears from now
on, the clinging white with the bare throat effect
and all that. Why, say, like that she's what the
poets call radiantly divine— eh, what?"

Mrs. Thornton raised her head, and her hands
creeping to Helena's face brushed the brown hair
tenderly back from the white forehead.

" Oh, how good and sweet and pure you are 1

"

she murmured brokenly.

A quick, sudden flush, passing to all but Madi-
son as one of demure and startled modesty, swept
in a crimson tide to Helena's face.

You— you must not say that," she faltered,
ahakmg her head. "I— you must not say that."

Mrs. Thornton smiled at her— and slipped
her arm affectionately around Helena's waist.
"I could not help it, dear," she whispered.

^ came spontaneously. And it makes me so
happy to find you like this, and it makes it so much
more a joy in doing what we have come to talk to
you about."

" What you have come to talk to me about? "
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,
"Oh, ye.," Mid Mm. Thornton, >n eagemenm he^yoice .gain. " But-m.y wc coLTn"

«!?• ^5"'* ~;'"^7" •"« Thornton', fixed

«deT.b™pdT ' '"" "'"""™ '"•" •"«
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THE two women passed inside the cot-

tage, Mrs. Thornton holding out her
hand again to the little lad; while
Holmes and his wife followed hesi-

tantly, awed. In the rear, Thornton grasped
Madison's arm suddenly.

" I never saw such a beautiful face," he whit-
pered tensely. " It's wonderful."

" Yes," assented Madison. " But everything
here seems full of a rare, strange beauty, a hal-

lowed something— it lifts one beyond material
things. You feel it— a great, cabn solemnity all

about you."

He closed the door softly behind him.
Mrs. Thornton's eyes swept questioningly, anx-

iously and a little timidly about the plain, simple,
quiet room; and then she spoke, her voice uncon-
sciously hushed

:

"He— he is not here?"
Helena shook her head, as she led Mrs. Thorn-

ton to a chair.

"Not now," she said in a low voice. " The
strain of this afternoon has left him very weary
and very tired— much has gone out of him in re-

sponse to the faith he felt but could not see."
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"But he knowi? " laid Mri. Thornton eafferlr

ret, Helena replied quietly, "he knowi

otLir'''^°'"" .^' n'dd'd gravely toThe

hU -S"""*
''"'"'y

*.?°!^ *•>« **«'' ""«« the ta.We, rhomton one a little in front of Madison andnearer h.. wife and Helena, who were clo.e by the
big, open fireplace; the two Holme, ,at down onthe edges of chain a little behind Madison: while

Jn^i""'/ ^'\^^' '""' '" Mr.. Thomon'!

ii'*- "'^
'"u™'^ » "«'« •''l«'^*y». his chin

Shr"''""''"'^'''-^''-*"""^

lenie.''"
*' '"''' ^^° ^'°^' *' momentary ,i.

folllw?^.***
other fellow here, neither -thefeUow that was worse'n me? " he whispered.

nelena leaned toward him.
"^"' ^tJ' ^"^'" »he answered, smilinirKt u^: '? ,*'"* *« Patriarch." Sf

lifted her head to include the others in her words.

I«vi*rV"*^"/"'' 'L"
8"t!t"de. He will not

h^ .^'"''n'^-:''* "y» he will not leave

i^«^"lV*?*/"u'" 'I" *° 8'^« ^^ 'he debt heZ "i^ ''^'•n''f-*
*' ^"""^h 8«^« hack to

him, and he will listen to nothing but that heshould devote that life to the Palriarch's seir!

"I'd like to, too," said "oung Hohnes with a
quick flush on his face. "Can I. mS-can
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" Perhaps," said Helena gently, " Who knows

what there may be that you can do? "

" Dear boy," said Mrs. Thornton, stroking the
lad's head. She looked quickly at Helena. "We,
too, are grateful, more than there are words to
tell, and we, too, would like to show our gratitude.
We are rich and money—

"

" Money 1 " the word came in shocked, hurt in-

terniption from Helena, as a signal flashed from
Madison's eyes. "The Patriarch does not do
these things for money— it would be a bitter
grief to him to be misjudged in that way, even in

thought. It is the love in his heart for the suf-
fering ones, and his power goes out to all who ask
it freely, with no thought of recompense or gain,
and his joy and happiness is the joy and happiness
of others."

" And right off the bat too I
" said Madison ad-

miringly to himself. "Now, wouldn't that get
you! Say, could you beat it— could you beat
it!"

" Oh, I did not mean that," said Mrs. Thornton
almost piteously. " Please, please do not think
so, for I know so well that money in a personal
sense could have no place here, that it would in-

deed be sacrilege. It is in quite another way—
Robert, Mr. Madison, you explain what we would
like to do."

It was Madison who explained.
" It is Mrs. Thornton's idea, Miss Vail," he

•aid earnestly; " and it is one that I know will
realize the Patriarch's dearest wish— to extend
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Jhff'^r
"^ helpfulness to other,, to reach out

to all who are stricken and have faith to come. Iremember his writing that on the slate, which he

Xii f ^""''r"''?'?
^'^°« ^'' »'«ht was com.

pletely taken from him. I remember the word,
as though they were before me now: *

I have
dreamed often of a wider field, of reaching out to
help the thousands beyond this little town— itwould be wondrous joy.'

"
'' Yes? " said Helena in a suppressed voice.
In a way, Madison went on gravely, "

hisdream ,8 ah-eady realized. What has happened

?«"I l*f''™M°" ?" '" " ^*^ ''°"" be known
to the whole civilized world, and there will be noroom for incredulity or doubt— on whatever
ground people see fit to base their belief, they must
still believe; and, believing, they will come here
in ever increasing numbers— but this little village
IS totally inadequate to accommodate them. At
first, yes, as I said to Mrs. Thornton; but after-wards—no. Mrs. Thornton'- idea, Mr. Thorn-
ton s idea and my own, if may say so, is to buildand endow a great sanatorium that, in consonance
with the Patriarch's ideals, shall be free to all—
and we feel that the money for this purpose willcome glad y and spontaneously, as it so appropri-
ately should come, from those who find joy and
peace and health again at the Patriarch's hands."

Helena half rose from her chair, as she stole
a veiled glance at Madison.

" It would be wonderful," she said, with a lit-
tie catch m her voice. " And he— it would be
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the one thing in the world for him. But but
it would take a great deal of money."

" Yes," said Madison slowly; " at least half a
million."

Thornton turned toward Madison.
''As much as that?" he asked tentatively.
" I should say so," replied Madison thought-

fiilly. "You see, it's the endowment after all
that IS the most important. Say that the build-
mg and equipment cost only a hundred thousand,
tiiat would only leave an income, from the other
four hundred thousand at six per cent., of twenty,
four thousand dollars— not enough in itself even,
but it would be augmented of course by the con-
tributions that would still go on."

Thornton nodded his head.
"That is so," he agreed; "but there is the

time to consider— it would take a long time to
raise that amount."
"No," said Madison. " A few months at the

outside. Thornton "— he reached out and laid
his hand impressively on the other's sleeve .

" we are not dealing with ordinary things here— we have witnessed this afternoon a sight that
should teach us that. Here, in this very room,
beside us now, your wife, that little boy, is evi-
dence of power beyond anything we have ever
known before. Have we not that same power to
count on still? It would be an ingratc heart in-
deed that, owing all, returned nothing."

"Yes," murmured Mrs. Thornton. "Mr.
Madison is right. I know it, I feel it— the
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money will come faster than we have any idea

Madison smiled at her quietly.
" It will come," he said. " People wiU give

tiieir money, their jewels, anything, and give joy.fuUy-_and until the amount in hand is larjw

\^^U°^r"f^t ''.'8'""'"8 operations. Miss
..T,

»"""'' ^'" ^* "* guardian."
I? ' said Helena hesitatingly. "I— I am

only a girl, I would not know what to do."

Vail" J,°H-''^
""'• !?'''' *? ^° ''"y*'"«- Miss

"WL„^ 1?°" '"^°™/*^ ^" reassuringly.When the time comes for advice, the making
of plans and the carrying of them out, the bright-
est mmds in this country will be offered freely
and voluntarily, you will see."

"Arid meanwhile." inquired Thornton— he

"wo..u""
'""^'""« ¥'''"»'» P™'5''= intently.

^
would you propose keeping the contributions

"Of course!" said Madison. "And notonly here, but openly displayed as an added in-
centive for others to give- if added incentive be
needed. Here, for instance "—he rose as he

tl .1?" °« \ ^'."l"
^'''' ^^''^ he placed upon

foot!??' •^1'' ^T' '°° "-''« ""'"d to the
bookshelves in the alcove, and took down a veryold flexible-covered book. "Once." he saiZthe Patriarch showed me this. It was a blankbook origmally, half of it is blank still; but in
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the front, in the Patriarch's own writing, !s an
essay he wrote in the years gone by on 'The
Power of Faith'— what could be more fitting
than that the remaining pages should be filled
with a record of the contributions to that faith?

"
He laid the book on the table beside the little
chest, and sat down again. " There is no dis-
play, no ornamentation, no attempt at anything
of that kind— it is simplicity, those things
serving which are first at hand— as it seems to
me It should be— those who give record their
names and gifts in this book— the little chest to
hold the gifts is open, free to the inspection of

.cc"^"* " *''" wise?" demurred Thornton.
So large a sum of money as must accumulate to

be left openly about ? Would it not be a tempta-
tion to some to steal? Might it not even endan-
ger Miss Vail and the Patriarch himself—
•ubject them, indeed, to attack?"
"I get your idea," said Madison to himself—

While he gazed at Thornton in pained surprise;
but there 11 never be more than the day's catchm the box at a time, though of course you don't

know that. You see, we'll empty it every night,
and start it o£F fresh every morning, with a trinket
or two put back for bait. I'm glad you men-
tioned It though, it's a little detail I mustn't forget
to speak to the Hopper about." But aloud he
said, and there was a sort of thocked awe in his
wice: "Steal— A*r<f/ In this sacred place I

No man would dare— the most hardened crimi.
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nal would draw back. Why do even we who «t

enceunseen-oS^s/iSKer^^^^^^^^^

U «f-i ij
»e.««l.barred vaults of anv bank

evelTo
'"".""J"/! to P™fane our ownS

^4':;j^:i!r'h:^tdis:.p;£^d
power a, compassionate as it is miX" '

EaS^ seeme^^r'^
abruptly -and a silence fell.

About thZt "*''• """^ *"' °^ thoughts

was fat Ti ""'"*; '''"""*• P"ce-twi«ghtwa^s^allmg, and a soft, mellow light was in L
Mrl^^^Zr"" '^T

"-*'•' ^"^'J' """ from

tlo^ P T*°r 'u
.'''"°" breathless corrobora-tion, almost of their own accord it seemed a,

.triinS^
"'"" "" ''' *' -lemnity-'oth:;

Madison's han<l went to his pocket— slowlvhj. drew out his check-book and Ld l! upS
" I am not a rich man "—his voice was vervW very earnest -"but I feel that thisT J^Zaung deeper, grander, bigger than anything the

Eher':'d'''ab'"
'^".''"°'^" before,ShSg

Ihf 1 l^ *''*"'' ""«
»

o'^" »elf; it seems asthough here were the cl.rysalis tha't, onceTvel
sorrli f

' P"'«<*. state, would sweep pain Indsorrow from suffering humanity; it is „ tho^
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> new, glad era had dawned for all mankind. I
am glad to give and humbly proud to have a part
in this." He took out his fountain pen, opened
the check-book, and began to write.

Thornton leaned forward a little, watching
him.

Silence fell again— there was no sound save
the almost inaudible scratching of Madison's pen.
Upon Mrs. Thornton's face was a happy, radiant
smile; Helena's face was impassive, but in the
dark eyes lurked a puzzled light; the two Holmes
sat awkwardly, still upon the edges of their chairs,
gazing at their son across the room, incredulously,
as though they still could not believe— and oc-
casionally Mrs. Holmes wiped her eyes.

Madison's pen moved on :
" Pay to the order

of Miss Helena Vail the sum of ten thousand
dollars." He carefully inscribed the amount in
numerals in the lower left-hand corner. " Hon-
est," he confided to himself, as he signed the
check, "I feel so philanthropic I could almost
make myself believe I had this money in the bank."
He tore the check from its stub, and, standing
up, handed it to Helena. " I am not a rich man.
Miss Vail, as I said," he smiled gravely, " but I
can give this, and I give it with great joy in my

Helena took the check, glanced at it, gasped a
little, lifted her eyes, an instant's mocking glint
in them, and veiled them quickly with her long
lashes.

" No "— Madison's hand, pahn up, went out
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Patriarch', hl,„ri ? ^°''" "^ain, drew the

ended h.,c,,ay with the word,, " LchS Jotj

"&« h^ *"""'
•'"l^'y *° her htsbSKobert, have you your check-book here? "

Thornton shook his head.

" Well'^'S
'"' "'*'• " ^'^ "^"'d I haven't."

ton brightli '• Yn
"""''• ''•''* ^"- Thorn.

«nn'. oif .

'^^
^ ." "" "« °ne of Mr. Madi-

:«"; -t«ve'or„' ?' "T °' y°"^ °- b«^
I. A ' " '^'. °"^" aone that, you know "

"for 1"*^/'°^" *'•''' MadisJn tnTmselffor which I thank you, Mrs ThnLt^T -l

Mn. Thornton „J ],„ fc„,t j ^ ^ ^
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" Eeny-meeny-mmy-mo," said Maditon to hinw

sdf. " The suipente is awful. How much don
he raise the ante? Next to the miracle, this is

the first real thrill I've had— I feel like an ele-

vator starting down quick."

As Madison had done, Thornton tore out the
check and handed it to Helena. Helena stared
at it, lifted her eyes to Thornton, flushed— and
looked down at the check again.

"
Fifty thousand" she murmured breathlessly.

" Splendid I " cried Madison enthusiastically,

rising from his chair and pushing the newly estab-
lished record of contributions toward Thornton.
"Splendid! There's sixty thousand of the five

hundred already. Splendid I

"

Young Holmes ran toward his parents.
" I want to give too, dad," he whispered. " I

want to give too."
' Reckon so," said Holmes, getting up heavily.

" Reckon so— an' I was a-goin' to. I ain't got
much though," he added timorously, as his hand
went into his pocket.

There was a little exclamation from Helena,
and she moved a step forward as though to in-

ter;jose. Madison looked at her qu-ckly— and
quietly stepped around the table, placing himself
between her and Holmes; and, facing Holmes,
leaned over the table from the far side toward the
other.

" It's not the amount, Hobnes," he said kindly.
" In the broad, true sense the amount counts foi
nothing— all cannot give the same."
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I feel. He counted the biUs in hit hand, and

*o^^ .Jh! r™' '" *' ^*'°'' •>""* Thorn-on t, adding the amount— eight dollars.

^I^l^t"^ rT/u""" ^"'"P benignantly.

-, L ^ they ihould know out there what!

\.L 'l^T' ^^ "!^ pointing toward the

nir-i. K
/'•"' «° "".^ *'" *''""• "ot in any .et

'peech, but just simply—each of us speakinK
^o a few-the few will teU others. Sh'aH wf

tell'S" *ii i:^"-
Thoniton. "Yes; let u.

"T^ZU • *?™''' '° "''"» ""I kissed her.Iry and come often to see me, dear— we shaUbe here now for a little while at least. iTit ask-

forth from the viUage. And perhaps, if I may,
I will come out here to see you-ma^ I?"

'^'

«st." «L tI''^
glad to do as my wife sug-

gests, sa,d Thornton, holding out his handYou will come, Miss Vail?"
" You are very good, both of you," Helena an-

- he'r hS'- ^\ '-'''^^ """ «y" '° Tho™ton-her hand was stUI m his. " Yes, I wiU try to

JL?^' ''"»'^.?^»y'" muttered Madison impa-tiently-but silently. He stepped to the Z)rand opened it " Will you lead the way! MmThornton? " he said cahnly.
^

Thornton and his wife passed out; and theHolmes, with clumsy, earnest words .iportheir
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lipi to Helena, followed. Madiion hung back— then stepped quickly to Helena.

" Tear up that check of mine to small you can't
find the pieces, Helena," he said hurriedly; " and
send Thornton's right off to any old bank you likem New York. Endorse it, and write them a note
saymg you wish to open an account. Enclose
your signature, and tell them to mail back the
bank-book, a check-book, deposit slips and all that.
J hey 11 know by the newspapers that Thornton's
subscribed fifty thousand before they get the check,
and they U feel honored to be your depository.Do It to-night, understand? "

" Yes," said Helena, nodding her head, "
I'll

»ee to it aU right." Then, a little perturbed:
But those poor Hohnes and their eight dollars.

Doc, I—."

"Now don't be greedy, Helena," said Madi-
son cheerfully. You mustn't expect everybody
to hand out ten and fifty thousand, just because
ITiornton and I did— try and appreciate the lit-
tle things of life too."

.,''9**''' exclaimed Helena angrily. "Doc
Madison, I'd like to

—"
" Yes, all right, of course," interrupted Madi-

son, grinning. " Good-by, that's all— I'm off~
see, they're waiting for me"— and leaving
Helena widi an outraged little flush upon her
cheek, be hurried through the door after the
others.
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I^r
'f«! ^'7 °W »«y'ng. and therefore of

c. Jne indisputably true, that lome have
greatnei, thrust upon them. True of men.
It IS, m one instance at least, true of places

ou. and unassuming little hamlet, leaped in a flash

?„«1^h/r' °^^' ''°^''^'» 'y"- I" huge head.

Sit on^i^-"/"
'^''>' "'y °^ '^'^ State car.

r.f«„^i° f" '™« P'8". And while the firstastounding despatch from the metropolitan new"paper man was being copied by leading daiUes

hat Robert Tr^p''"*u"*y °' '^°"»'»> *« «w:
!n,^L- ir

T*'°™t«''. the well known Chicago
multi-miUionaire, had given fifty thousand dotars to the cause. A man, much less a multi-mil-

huhhT''
'^°1 "" «*" ^^'y "'""'""'d dollars or abubble, so the managing editors of the leading

dailies rushed for their star reporter,- andthfstar reporters rushed for Needley_ and the reihaired, sorrowful-faced man in Ac NeecUey sta-tion grew haggard, tottered on the verge of
collapse, and, between the sheaf, of fli^srh°the reporters fought for the opportunity of pu2^mg at him, wired desperately for a relief

*<»



I<4 THE MIRACLE MAN
Needier awoke tnd came to life— at from die

dead. There wat buttle, activity, and luppretied

and untuppreued excitement on every hand—
the Waldorf Hotel once more opened itt doors— the Congrctt Hotel was already full.

The reporters interviewed everybody with but

one exception— the Patriarch.

They interviewed Madison— and Madison
talked to them gravely, quietly, a little self-dep-

recatingly, a little abashed at the thought of
personal exploitage.

"I wouldn't be interviewed at all," he told

them, " if it were not that mankind at large is

entitled to every bit of evidence that can be ob-

tained. Yes; I gave what I could afford, but it

was Holmes, a poor man, who gave most oif all—
have you seen him? Myself? What does that

matter? I am unknown, my personality, unlike

Mr. Thornton's, can carry no weight. I am, I

suppose, what you might call a rolling stone, a

world wanderer. My parents left me a moderate
fortune, and I have travelled pretty well and
pretty constantly all over the world during the

last twelve or fifteen years. How did I come to

Needley? Well, you can call it luck, or some-
thing more than that, whichever way it appeals

to you. I was feeling seedy, a little off-color,

and I started down for a rest and lay-off in Maine.
I happened to ask a man in Portland if he knew
of a quiet place. He meant to be humorous, I

imagine. He said Needley was the quietest

glace he knew of. I took him at his word."
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" ^1"
""u
" ^°. ^°^ '"°"°* '°' *•»«« mirtculou*

curei?"they «ike4
"You h«ve wen them~ the reiulti," Mtdi-

T.l"^^'i\ M ^°" """^ *« ™«» »° *»« Jiving,
vital, irrefutable facts— don't vou ? "

" Yei." they agr ..i.

'^

an.wer— faitb r.,e.v 1, ,0 other— faith.
Are we not, ,r Wrw -jf -.vh. t i. happened, of

r^tlAt '^- ", ' '*''-'='^' ''^"K- the nioit
potential factor r.-, t'i.- v» orlJ i"

"

"And do you beLev. the ; tl,at aU who come
here will be cured ?

"

Maditon ihoolc his liead.
" Ah, no," he .aid; " far from it. Many wiUcome with but the semblance of faith, and for

tho.e there can be no cure— that is evident on
the face of It, is it not?"

*.DZ •"''"'iewed Thornton-and Thornton,
too, talked to them, but the very presence of Mrs,
Ihornton was weightier far than words.

• /^^^V'^'^'i *''* Holmes, and they inter-
viewed Needley individually and collectively; and
they mterviewed Helena -but they did not in-
terview the Patriarch. Here Helena barred theirway— they were free to enter the cottage, tocopy the names, the record of gifts inscribed in
the book, already a long list for Needley had re-

21!!?h .1° Tu" '""""? *° «'^' ">»" the e«m.
pie that had been set— but that was all. Quietlv
witb demure simplicity, Helena, prompted by
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Madltoii; like a priestess who guards some holy,

inner shrine, told them that sensational notoriety

had no place there— and the notoriety for that

very cause became the greater! Not that they
were driied a sight of the Patriarch's venerable
and saintly form— they were permitted to catch

glimpses of him on the beach, on the lawn, walk-
ing with bowed head in meditation, a figure whose
simple majesty inspired words and columns of
glowing tribute— but from personal contact,

Helena and the Flopper, always in attendance,

warded them off; retreating always to the privacy
of the cottage, to the inner rooms.

All this had taken four days; and now, on the

fourth day, there came to Needley the vanguard
of those who sought this new healing power—

•

just a few of them, two or three, like far, out.

flung skirmishers evident.':ng the presence of the

array corps to follow. With the reporters, as

far as Madison was concerned, it was simple

enough; he had but to let them go tlieir way, to

let them revel in the stories that were on every
tongue, to let them view with their own eyes facts,

while he, modestly and diffidently, full of quiet

earnestness, effaced himself, never thrusting him-

self forward, talking to them only when they

pressed him— but the handling of the sufferers

who would flock to Needley in response to a news-
paper publicity and endorsement that had been
beyond his wildest dreams, was quite another mat-
ter. Madison viewed the first arrivals—
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brought in from the station on cot beds to the
Waldorf Hotel— and retired to his room in the
Congress Hotel to wrestle with the niceties and
mmutix of the problem.
"You see," said Madison to the tip of his cigar,

as he tilted back his chair and extended his legs
njU length with his heels comfortably up on the
table edge, "you see, I believe in f.:th aU right— and that's no josh. But the trouble with faith
IS that It's about the scarcest article on earth—
and I haven't got any more Floppers to lead the
way. Madison adroitly sent the cigar ash
through the window with a tap of his forefinger
on the body of the cigar- he frowned, and for
a long time sat musingly silent. Then he spoke

^irl l"
*'™' *<l<l»"e"'n« the toes of his boots:

Widi the house sold out for the season, the box-
office doing itself proud and the audience crazy
over the first two acts, how about Act Threes
h m ?— how about Act Three ? Kind of a deli-
cate proposition, the staging of Act Three— and
It s time for the curtain to go up. I can hear 'em
stamping out front now. I can't pull off any more
orgies like last Monday afternoon, even if I
wanted to— but everybody's got to have a run

»i
!"" """^y- ^*y' ^°'^ "hout Act Three? "

^
Madison burned up quite a little tobacco in the

interval before supper, and quite a little more aft-

f/^- J a'^'J."
** ""'"8 for his perplexing

•I il r
«PPeared to unfold itself satisfacto-

nly before his mind— indeed, it was close onto
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half past ten when, by a roundabout way, he very
cautiously and silently approached the Patriarch's
cottage.

In the front of the cottage, the Shrine-room, as
he christened it, and the Patriarch's sleeping room
were both dark. Madison passed around to the
beach side— here, Helena's room was dark too,
but in the Flopper's window, the end room next
to the kitchen and woodshed, there was a light.

The night was warm, and, though the shade was
drawn, the window was open. Madison whistled
softly, and the Flopper stuck out his head.

"Hello, Flopper," said Madison; "come out
here— I want to have a talk with you. Helena
in bed?"

" No; she's out," replied the Flopper.
"Well, hurry upl" said Madison. "Come

around in front by the trellis where we can see the
other fellow first if anybody happens to be stroll-

ing about."

Madison withdrew from the window and
walked around to the front of the cottage. Here,
a few yards from the porch, by the trellis, already
beginning to be leafy green, was a rustic bench
on which he seated himself. The moon was not
full, but there was light enough to enable him to
•ee across the lawn through the interposing row
of maples, and, hidden by the shadows himself,
the seat strategetically met his requirements.

Presently, the Flopper came out of the front
door and joined him.

" Say, Doc," announced the Flopper abruptly,
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•n^'tJSf'""''*'-
**"" **'"' ^" ^°'"^ yesterday

' Asking? " repeated Madison.

he ., blind, can't he? He scrawls yer name onde slate. We can't tell him nothin', an' he'skmder got de fidgets like he t'inks youse had flown

H;ffl3i*!''
"'" "'^ M'dison. "It is rather

to commumcate with him, isn't it? I

*""'wT . V' ?• «" '»™ '"""e raised letters."

.. r5"*,'
™*'"'^ inquired the Flopper.

_

I dont know exactly," Madison answered.
1 never saw any, but I believe they have wch

Uimgs. Been asking for me, has he? Well, I'U
hx It to see him to-morrow. Where did you sav
Helena had gone ?

"

' ^
" I said she was out," said the Flopper. " If

night Mde mght before— down to dat private
car w,d his mbs. Say, dere's some class to dat
giy^all right, an' I guess Helena ain't got her eyes

"Hey I" ejaculated Madison. "What do
you mean?"

.u "i^'"'
'**'* sot de rocks, ain't he? " declared

tt^Tr- .

Why shouldn't she be after him ?Dat s wot we re here fer, ain't it, de whole bunch
of us?— an" she ain't t'rowin' us, is she, if she
sees a chanst to pick up somet'ing on her own?

"

Madison turned quickly on the Flopper.
You mean," he said sharply, " that there'.

rPsw ^FEs^-'-^wiL-- .n' •;.
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•omething going on between Helena and Thorri<

ton— already?"
" Aw, stop kiddin' I

" said the Flopper. " Al-
ready I Wot's * already ' got to do wid it ? We
ain't none of us church members, are we? Say,

where'd you pick up Helena yerself— and how
long did it take youse? I don't know whether
dere's anyt'ing goin' on or not— mabbe she's

only gettin' lonely— youse ain't hung around her
much lately. Doc."

Madison laughed suddenly.
" You're talking through your hat, Flopper,"

he said shortly. " You don't know Helena."
" It's a wise guy dat knows skirts," said the

Flopper profoundly; then, with something ap>
proaching a sigh :

" Say, Doc, dere's a lalapazoo-
zoo, a peach down here."

" Hullo I " exclaimed Madison, shooting a hur-
ried and critical glance at the Flopper in the moon-
light. "What's this, Flopper— what's diis?

What have you been up to ? You're supposed to
be attending strictly to business."

" An' you needn't t'ink I ain't," asserted the
Flopper. " But I can't stop de town fallin' over
itself to bring de whole farmyard, an' eggs, an'

butter, an' flour, an' everyt'ing else out here every
momin', can I ? She's blown in twice wid cream
fer de Patriarch."

"What's her name?" inquired Madison
quizzically.

" Mamie Rodgers," said the Flopper. " She
•ays her old man keeps a store in de village."

mAm:sm^sx^^cMm!rit-mm:as^' ^'^S?*®,-
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"I know her," nodded Madison. "Pretty
girl and aU right, Flopper. But mind what you're
doing, that s all. I don't want any complicationt
to queer thing* around here— understand ? But
lets get down to the business that I came out
about— the lay from now on. You can put
Helena wise."

" Sure," said the Flopper earnestly.
" Well then, listen," said Madison. " The pa-

tients have begun to arrive— there were three of
them in to-day. There's no more circus parades— everything's under the tent after this. I want
you to wean the Patriarch entirely from that front
room— diat's to be free for anybody to enter
so s they can drink in atmosphere— and see the
contribution box. But they don't see the Patri-
arch. Get his armchair into his own room, make
him comfortable there- get the idea? Now,
there s no consultation hours— the Patriarch
can't be seen just by asking for him— the only
chance they get at the Patriarch is by an exercise
•f patience that'll work their faith up to a pitch
that 11 do them some good. The harder it is to
get a Amg, the more it's worth and the more you
want it— that's die principle. See ?

"
'' Sure," said the Flopper, licking his lips.

"Sometimes," Madison went on, "you're to
keep t!.e Patriarch under cover for two or three
days, while they hang around working themselves
into a frenzy. And when they do see him they
have to scramble for it. You don't lead him out
to them— ever. Make them waylay him when
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jrou take hun for a walk— make them crawl and
hop and ihow they've got faith, make them be-
lieve they've got faith themselves— we'll get
some more cures, or near-cures anyway, that way,
and we won't get them any other way,
and '^e've got to have some sort of cures coming
along fairly regularly. Do you get me, Flopper?
If there's a party on a cot a hundred yards away
and he begs you to bring the Patriarch to him,
say him nay. Everybody has got to get into the
reserved paddock by themselves— tell them that
no man can be cured who has not got the faith to
reach the Patriarch by himself— tell them to get
up and walk to him— tell them what you did."

" Swipe me I
" said die Flopper. " Say, Doc,

youse are de one an' only. I gotcher— put it up
to dem everytime."

" Exactly," said Madison. " It's their move
every minute— make them feel that if they don't
get what they're after it's their own fault— that
It's their own lack of faith that's to blame. And
the longer they have to wait to see the Patriarch,
the more they become impressed that faith is nec-
essary, and— oh, well, psychology is the greatest
jollier of them all."

"Eh?" inquired the Flopper. "I ain't on
dere, Doc."

" It's very simple," smiled Madison. " They'll
want to convince themselves that they have got
faith, that it's all bottled up and ready to have
the cork drawn when called for, and they'll prove
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ihri!,*"""!)'" ''yi*y'"8
an offering upon the

Why .ay, Doc, daf. de way I'd do meself-.
•wipe me, if I wouldn't I

"

.-;!! m"!'*
^'.^'y n"rfy everybody would do,"•aid Madwon, laughing. " There's at least a few.imilar kinks common to our noble race— we'rTbusy most of the time trying to fool ourselveroneway or another. Well, that's about all. I can't

- vou l^^r^T""',!"'
'^'^ ""•""'« °f -he day

IT/t
«"d Helena have got to use your head,•nd work along that general idea. You play udyour gratitude strong. And, oh yes-keeo the

.Itar box well baited. Let Helena put som^tf

coUect some genume ones -and then keep thegenume ones going -change every day for va-
riety^ you know. And take the silVer m'oney out
eveo- time you see any in -not that we scorn"m the great aggregate, far from it-it's ju tpsychology again Flopper. I went to church

Z\T "k-'I""^'
\'^"^' '^'^ « ^hite waistcoatand chop whiskers, who wore the dollar sign stick-mg out so thick all over him that you couS't sVe

riofh"* '"J '"v?.7'"="
'* came time for collect

tion he peeled a bill off a roll the size of a houseand waited for the collection plate to come Ing!

ahead and it was full of coppers and chicken feec^
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and he did the pabning act with the bill alidur

than a faro dealer— and whispered to me to

change a quarter for him."
" And did you ? " asked the Flopper anxiously.
" Oh, wake up, Flopper I

" grinned Madisoif\
t'n ', suddenly : " Hullo I Who's that ?

"

\cross the lawn, coming through the row of
maples from the direction of the wagon track,

appeared two figures.

" Dat's who," said the Flopper, after gazing an
instant. " It's Helena an' Thornton."

" So it is," agreed Madison. " Get behind the
trellis here then— it wouldn't do for him to see

me out here at diis time of night."

They rose noiselessly from the bench, and
slipped quickly behind the trellis. Toward them,
walking slowly came the two figures, Helena lean-

ing on Thornton's arm. Thornton was talking

but in too low a tone to be overheard. Then a
silence appeared to fall between the two, and it

was not until they reached the porch, dose to
Madison and the Flopper, that eithci spoke again.

Then Thornton held out his hand.

"Good-night, Miss Vail— and good-by tem-
porarily," he said. " I suppose I ^all be gone
four or five days; I'm going up on the morning
train, you know. I wish you'd go as often as you
can to see Naida in the car while I'm away— will

you? Her condition worries me, though she in-

sists that she is completely cured, and she will not
listen to any advice. I have an idea that she has
overtaxed herself— apart from her hip disease,
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her heart wii in a very critical state. You'U so
to her, won't you ?

" •

"Yea," said Helena, " of course, I will."
Their voices dropped lower, and for a moment

TS^^u
Good-night, Miss Vail," Thornton

started back across the lawn.

r'nJJ",*^T ~Il'^
•"." "*''"» '"«""•"« ^A the

ooor latch, and by the time she had succeeded inopenmg the door the retreating figure of Thorn-
ton was a safe distance away. Madison caUed
in a whisper:

"Here, Helena 1 Wait a minute I
"

*, S^'T" " "'"•'''• "*"'*'* ""Je exclamation
from the doomay, and Helena came out hurriedly
rrom the porch. '

'•Who's there?" she cried in a low voice.

J ..";,?' "*y stepped into view—"you, Doc.

Sa'SS?^' What were you doin'g behind

" ^!fP'"8 °"* °^ Thornton's road," said Madi-
son io hes going away, eh? What for?"

Business," replied Helena. " Has to go tosome meeting in Chicago— he's leaving his wife

Ss terr""'
'"" '^'" '"^ y°" ^°™» «

"Lines for the next act," said Madison; " but
ftc Flopper's got it all, and he'U put you on."He stepped toward Helena and slipped his arm
around her waist. " Come on, it's early yet, let's
go for a little walk. The Flopper'Il excuse us.
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" I thought you said," Helena interrupted, dit-

engaging herself quietly, " that we had to play

the game to the limit and take no chance*."
" Well, to I did," admitted Maditon, and hit

arm crept around her again; " but I gueta we've

earned a little holiday and—

"

"
' Nix on that,' I think wai what you said,"

aaid Helena with a queer little laug^, drawing

away again. " And I really think you were right,

Doc— we ought to play the game without break-

ing the rules, and so— good-ni^t"— and the

turned and ran from him into the cottage.

Madison stared after her in a sort of helpless

state of chagrin.

"Mabbe," said the Flopper, "mabbe she's

knely."



•xv—
A MIRACLE OVEKOONK

HELENA tat in the Palriarch't room,
and her piquant little face was purted
up into a scowl so daintily grim as to
be almost ludicrous. The Patriarch,

in hit armchair, had been scrawling words upon
the slate all evening— and she had been wiping
them off 1 He scrawled another now— and me-
•:hanically, without looking at it, by way of answer
the pressed his arm to appease him.

She had been restless all day, and she was
restless now. What had induced her to treat
Madison the way she had the night before?
Pique, probably. No ; it wasn't pique. It was just
getting back at him— and he deserved it. He
hadn't seemed to mind it much, though— he had
only laughed and teased her about it that morn-
ing when he had joined the Patriarch and herself
in their walk along the beach.

With her chin in her hands, she began to study
the Patriarch through half closed eyes— deaf
and dumb and blind— and somehow it all seemed
excruciatingly funny and she wanted to laugh hys-
terically. He seemed to sense the fact that she
wat looking at him, and, with quick, inttant in-

»77
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tuition, he smiled and reached out his hand t»
ward her.

Unconsciously, involuntarily, she drew back—
then, recovering herself the next instant, she took
his hand. Now, why had she done that ? What
was the matter with her? Again she felt that

sudden impulse to scream, or laugh, or shout, or
make some noise— it seemed as though she were
penned in, smothered somehow, imprisoned.

What oifli the matter? Nerves? She had never
known what nerves were in all her life I Couldn't
she play the game and act her part without making
a fool of herself? She had played a part all her
life, hadn't she? Maybe it was quite a shock
to her system to take a place amongst really good
and simple folk!

She laughed a little shortly— then rose ab-

ruptly from her chair, and began to walk up and
down the room. The trouble was that the soft

pedal was getting unbearable. That air of awed
hush and solemnity, morning, noon and night,

without anything to relieve it, was just a trifle too
drastic and sudden a change in life for her to ac-

cept calmly and swallow in one dose without feel-

ing any effects from it! If she could be
transported now for an hour, say, to the Roost,

or Heligman's and the turkey trot, or the Rivoli,

or any old place— except Needley, Maine I

" Geel " said Helena to herself. " If I don't
break loose and kick the traces over for a minute
or two, I'll be clawing the bars of a dippy asylum
before I'm through— and just listen to the sweet,
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girlish language I'm using— I'd like to bite some-
thing 1

'

She turned impulsively to the door, stepped out
mto the hall, and called <:he Flopper from his
room.

" Flopper, you go in there and stay with die
fatriarch for awhile," she ordered curtly. " I'm
going down on the beach to yell."
"Yell?" inquired the Flopper, blinking help-

" I'm going outside to yell— yell. You know
what yell

' means, don't you? " she snapped.
' Swipe me I " observed the Flopper, gazing at

her anxiously. "Skirts is all dc same— youse
never know wot dey'll do next. Wot you wanter
yell fer?"

'' You mind your own business and do as you're
told I said Helena tartly. " Go in there and stay
with the Patriarch."

'

„ 5' ^"'*:" **''^ *'*^ Flopper, grinning a little now.
Sure ting— but youse needn't get on yer ear

about It. Cheer up, mabbe de Doc '11 be out to-
night, an' if he don't hear youse yellin' himself
will I tell him youse are out on de beach t'rowin'
a fit?"

"No," Helena answered sharply; "tell him
nodiing— I'm out." Then, quite as quickly,
changing her mind: "Yes; tell him I'm down
there— or come and get me yourself "— and she
walked abruptly into her own room.

" Now wot do youse t'ink of dat? " demanded
the Flopper of the universe. He blinked at the
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door she had closed in his face. " Say," he as.
serted, with sublime inconsistency, " if Mamie
Rodgers was like all de rest of dem, I'd t'row up
me dukes before de gong rang." The Flopper
went into the Patriarch's room, and took the chair
beside the other that Helena had vacated.
" Swipe me, if I wouldn't! " he addeC fervently,
by way of confirmation.

Helena, in h jwn room, opened one of her
trunks, lifted out the tray, worked somewhat im-
patiently down through several layers of yellow,
paper-covered literature, that would have made
the classics on the Patriarch's bookshelves shrivel
up and draw their skirts hurriedly around them in

righteous horror could they but have known or
been capable of such intensely human character-
istics, and finally produced a daintily jewelled lit-

tle cigarette case and match box. She slammed
the tray back, slammed the cover of the trunk
down, snatched up a wrap, flung it over her head
and shoulders— and left the cottage.

She ran down to the beach at top speed, as if

she couldn't get there fast enough.
" And now I'm just go-r.^ to yell and go crazy

as much as ever I like I
" panted Helena to the

rollers.

Instead, she sat down with her back to r. rock,
and opened her cigarette case. She took, out a
cigarette, extracted a match from the match box,
lighted the match— and flung both cigarette and
match from her.

" I don't want to be crazy— I don't know what
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I want," said Helena petulantly. Her chin went
into her hands, and she stared wide-eyed at the
breaking surf. " I wonder what it all means? "
•he murmured, with a mirthless little laugh.
Her thoughts began to run riot. What did it

all mean? What was this faith? There was,
there must be something in it. There was the
Holmes boy— suppose it was only some nervous
disorder— well, something had ri' -rior to
whatever it was and had cured hin. . :,ere was
Naida Thornton— true, she waf, iU again— her
heart, Mr. Thornton had said— but she could
still walk, a thing she had not been able to do for
a long time until she came to Needley.

Helena laughed again— oh, it was a good
game I The Doc had made no mistake about
that— but then, when it came to planting any-
tiling the Doc rarely did make a mistake. Fanqr
hfty thousand dollars in one haul! Fifty thou-
sand in one haul! The bank had sent her a pass-
book with that amount to her credit. And that
was only the beginning— hardly anybody had
come yet, and already there was several hundred
dollars more m real money that she had handed
over to Madison from the offering box.
Money! They'd have more money than they'd

know what to do with before they got through— there was nothing the matter with the game—
all there was to do was to play it to a finish. And
there wasnt the slightest risk about it— every,
thing was given voluntarily. Oh, the game was
tU right— but somehow she wasn't happy— not
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nearly so happy as she had been in New York,
even in lean periods when she and the Doc had
been pressed for money. But, anyway, then they

had been together, and fought, and laughed, and
loved, and quarrelled through flush times and
bad.

Maybe that was it! The Doc! Of course,

she loved him— she had loved him ever since

she had known him. There was no secret about

that— she loved him fiercely, passionately, more
than she loved anything else in the world, with

all the love she was capable of— more than he
loved her— he seemed to accept her, too often,

«o casually, so indifferently, so much as a matter
of course. He was so confidently and compla-
cently sure of her— and she was not at all sure

of htm. She was only sure that he was quite

right in being sure— she couldn't help loving him
if she tried.

She had hardly seen anything of him since that

night in the Roost before he had left for Needley— and he hadn't seemed to care much whether
she did or not. That talk about playing the game
and taking nc chances was all bosh— there had
been plenty of chances where it wouldn't have hurt
the game any. Perhaps the little jolt she had
given him last night, turning the tables a little,

would wake him up a bit. Perhaps, as the Flop-

per had said, he would come out to-night, and—

>

"Helena! Helena I"

Helena sat suddenly uprig^— the noise of the

aurf muffled the sound of the voice, but that was
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probabljr Doc now— she could hear footstep*
running from the direction of the cottage. De-
liberately, Helena leaned back again against the
rock, took out a cigarette and with no attempt to
shade the flame of the match, rather to u.ie it as
a challenging beacon, held it to the cigarette
but for the second time she flung both match and
cigarette hurriedly away. It wasn't Madison at
all— it was only the Flopper.

^^
"Say!" gasped the Flopper, blowing hard.

" Why can't youse answer when yer called ? Wot
you tryin' ter do— light a bonfire ter save yer
voice? Say, youse wanter get a wiggle on
beat it— quick I Dey're after you."
"What?" cried Helena sharply, jumping to

her feet. "After me? Who? What do you
mean?"

" I dunno," said the Flopper with sudden im-
perturbability— and evidently quite pleased with
the agitation he had caused. " He talks like his
mouth was full, an' he's got a scare t'rown inter
him so's his teeth have got de jiggles."

Helena caught the Flopper's arm ?nd shook
him angrily.

"What are you talking about— what is it?"
she demanded fiercely.

" It's de porter from de private car," said the
Flopper, wriggling away from her. " He drove
out here. De lady's on de toboggan— sick.
She's askin' fer youse an'

—

"

Helena waited for no more. She raced to the
cottage and around to the front. A wagon was
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standing before Jie porch; the negro porter on the
teat.

"What is it, Sam?" the called anxioutly, at
the came up. " It Mrs. Thornton teriously ill ?

"

"Yas— yas'um, miss," Sam answered excit-
edly. " I done feel in mah bones she's gwine to
die. Miss Harvey she done tole me to get a
team an* drive foh you-all like de debbil."

Without waste of words, Helena clambered in
beside him.

"Then drive," she said shortly. "Drive at
fast as you can."

At first, as they drove along, Helena plied Sam
with questions— and then lapsed into silence.
The man did not know very much— only that
Mrs. Thornton had been taken suddenly ill, and
that the nurse had sent him on the errand that
had brought him to the cottage. A turmoil of
conflicting emotions filled Helena's mind, obtrud-
ing upon her anxiety, for she had grown to care a
great deal for Naida Thornton— this was a com-
plication that Doc Madison must know about
Thornton had left that morning and was already
far away— the newspaper men, or some of them
at least, were still in the town— and there were
to many things else— they all came crowding
upon her, as she clung to her seat in the jolting
wagon. But Doc must know— that rose a para-
mount consideration. It seemed an age, an eter-
nity before they stopped finally at the station.

She sprang out and turned to Sam.
" Sam," she directed hurriedly, " you go back
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M,*Mw- "*''•" ¥*"'' """^ 8«' Mr- MadisonMr Mad,.on « a friend of Mr. Thornton',, youknow Go about it quietly- you needn'i le anyone know what you came for. You can tell MrMad..on what the trouble i,_and tell him SatW you. and that I am here. Do you unS*

"Yas'um. mum," said Sam impressively.
Just you done leab all that to me, n,issy." ^

!i-",'*'f.
*."<='' **" ">« siding, the private carwas d.mly hghted, the window curtains Tow"Helena crossed the track and mounted the step"As she reached the platform, Miss Harvey, who

Jnd d«l7''' ^'-i ^" ""'"K' °P««d the d^orand drew her quietly inside.

chiU fo'HL*„*,*V""''/l!^'
^^°"8ht a sudden

cniii to Helena s heart. M ss Harvev caoahle
controlled, grave, smiled at her a littTe s;d? ''

ton* 'T ''
x"; ^i* ^''''" '^' "id in « lowtone, because Mrs. Thornton has been askingfor you mcessantly ever since the attack came "nthree-quarters of an hour ago "

" You mean," said Helena, " that -that thereIt

.t"^°u^°'^'" *^ """« completed. "I amafraid there is none_ it is her heart. The co^-Ation has been aggravated by her activity durTng

-. tin
17.'''^%'""" "'"= ••" ^"" "ble to walk-though I have done everything within my power

n HeTen'a" a^' " T^f
'" ^"""^y^' »>- ^-"

I feel tW iT' .
^"*'"°n«t'"ng. Miss Vail,

1 teel that I must say to you, in justice both to
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you and to myielf, before you see her. Whatever
my personal ideas may be of what has taken place
here, my professional duty as a nurse demanded
that I send for a doctor at once, and I want you
to know that is what I did, though I have not been
successful in getting one. There is no doctor
here, so I telegraphed; but the doctor at Barton's
Mills is away."

" Yes," said Helena mechanically.
"I just wanted you to understand," said Miss

Harvey. " Will you come and see Mrs. Thorn-
ton now?"

" Does she know," whispered Helena, as she
followed the nurse down the corridor of the car,
" does she know that— how ill she is ?

"

"Yes," Miss Harvey answered simply. She
stopped before a compartment door, opened it

softly, and, stepping aside, motioned Helena to
enter.

A little cry rose to Helena's lips that she choked
back somehow, and a mist for a moment blinded
her eyes— then she was kneeling beside the brass
bed, and was holding in both her own the hand that
was stretched out to her.

" Helena— dear— I am so glad you came,"
said Mrs. Thornton faintly. " I— I am not go-
ing to get better, and there are some things I
want to say to you."

" Oh, but you are," returned Helena quickly,
smiling bravely now. " You mustn't say that."

Mrs. Thornton shook her head.
" Dear," she said, " I know. And I know that
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what I have to say I must say quickly." Her
vo.ce seemed t. - row suddenly stronger with agreat earne.tne,^ "Listen, dear. This must

Thl^T •'"^*^'^"'"" '° *•>" wonderful workthat has just begun here. I was cured of my
?W ?."~P"'"*'y cured -no one can denythat-thw IS my own fault, I have overdone it— I would not listen to reason— to do what I

and a half I nad never moved a step, was morethan my heart could stand I should have bee"

TZl TTr^t^ ^ ""^ »° 8lad. so happy -anS
Lhh .

1,'°
''" «verybody-I wanted all the

ra??haVfZd.'?
''" '"''" ^""'"^ ''^' ^'^ i°^

She paused-and Helena sought for words
that, somehow, would not come.
The nurse was bending over the bed on the

tottr7M'""H^"-
'^'"'"'""' »"™«d her headtoward Miss Harvey now. She smiled gently,as though to rob her words of any possible hurt!

fnr ;„.»""' ^'"^r *° •"= "''">« ^i* Miss Vaillor just a moment."

.^A",
^""'^y- doubtful, hesitated.

^,
Only for a moment," pleaded Mrs. Thornton.You can stay just outside the door."

the room*'"''''
^'" """''^ '°"'^^''^' '"'^ ''^

Mrs. Thornton pressed Helena's nand tightly.
Listen, dear— this must not make any dif.

ZZL ^'~'* '* ^ °"^ "^'"« *h« will makemc happy now— to know that. I— I have writ-
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ten a little note to Robert about it, to be given \o
him. Oh, if I could only have lived to help—
I should have tried to hard to be worthy to have
a part in it. Not like you, dear, with your iweet-
neit and nobleness, for God seems to have tingled
you out for this— but just to have had a little

part. How wonderful it would have been, bring-
ing peace and health and gladness where only sor*
row and misery was before, and— and—

"

Mrs. Thornton's eyes closed, and she lay for
a moment quiet.

A blackness seemed to settle upon Helena—
and how cold it was I She shivered. Her dark
eyes, wide, tearless now, stared, startled, dazed,
at the white face on the pillow crowned with its

mats of golden hair. Her sweetness I Her no-
bleness I Helena's lips half parted and her breath
came in quick, fierce, little gasps— it seemed at
though she had been struck a blow that she could
not quite understand because somehow it had
numbed her senses— only there was a hurt that
curiously, strangely seemed to mock as it stabbed
with pain.

"There is Robert"— Mrs. Thornton spoke
again—" I am sure he will do as I have asked
him to do about this, but— you can have a great
deal of influence with him. It— it perhaps may
seem a strange thing to say, but I pray that you
two may be brought very close to each other.
Robert needs a good, true woman so much in his
life— and I— we— we— my illness— we
have never had a home in itt truett sense. Yes,



A MIRACLE OVERDONE ,89

It !• •twnge for me perhap, to talk like this- but
It

. m my heart I would like to think of you

A«7"^t^ '"
*u'' ^r '^'^^"' *°^'' together."

.toD^H T^^ exhaustion, Mr,. ThorntonS ~ ""'^ "''"" ^''"" Razing at the other'"pallid countenance in a .ort of involuntary frid^t

the bedT"T • '^JT/t '•" ''"'^ sudden yufon'"«^ed-»pread and hid her face.

re,ud"up?n°r"''
'"' '"""'^ "^'^"''•» ''"^ «"«»

" I would like to see Robert happy," she mur.

make happiness- they are so sad and empty .A.ng when the heart is er pty. I know he wSld

youlately -- perhaps— perhaps—

"

Mrs. Thornton's voice was very faint _tt,»
word, reached Helena plainly JnoVlT^or'^s
but they seemed to reach her conscio . essTn an

naTiV"-""^""''
^'""'^'^ ^'y' coma.h.e-ireg"

eSv? SnTh:;.^^'
"'* '•'^ *'«"'«-« '^"^

1 nave tried to be a good woman— but— but

d«r-a„7. ''^ "'y" ^'"^" ^''^^ things.

. t^7 ° ^°" '" J"«' " God made you—
fJZirT' '°-P""' '° '^°"'l"f"J in yout

been ,o\ ''°" '""°"""- ^^hert's life habeen so barren— so barren. I would like to

If .t could only be that you and he should carry on
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this great, glad work together— and love should
come into his life— and yours— and sunshine—
promise me, dear, that—

"

The voice died away. Helena, with head still

buried, waited for Mrs. Thornton to speak again.
It seemed she waited for a great length of time— and yet there was no such thing as time. It
seemed as though she were transported to a place
of great and intense blackness where it was mis-
erably cold and chill, and she stood alone and lost,

and strove to find her way— and there was ho
^^^~ ""'y blackness everywhere, immeasurable.
She lifted her head suddenly, desperately, to shake
the unreality from her— and her eyes fell upon
the gentle face, peaceful, smiling, calm, and so
still— and a startled, frightened cry rang from
her lips.

There was the quick, hurried rush of some one
coming into the room, and the nurse brushed by
her and bent instantly over the bed— after that,
quite soon after that it seemed, and yet it might
have been quite a little while, she found herself
outside in the corridor and the nurse was speakinsr
to her.

*

" Sam is still out there," said Miss Harvey
gently. " I told him to keep the team. You can-
not help me, and I want you to go home, dear.
And will you ask Sam to go for Mr. Madison at
the hotel on the way back— I do not know who
else I can call upon for advice."

"I've sent for him already," said Helena
numbly.
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^"Have you, dear?" M-ss Harvey .aid.

hJh^h^' """^ thoughtful of you-Pn, surehell be here presently then. And now, dear, it
18 much better that you should go "

« I Tj'^"*/" *"" '" Helena's eyes as shestepped down from the car vestibule to the traS"— only a drawn misery in her face. That was

form m the darkness— wasn't it weird the way

thJT Kjr^'l''^'^'" »"d *«=" went out Ind

She was across the tracks before he saw herthe^ hurrying forward, he helped her to thlplat

" WeU?" he asked quicUy.
Helena did not answer.

foiJrr'!i'°" 'f°^ *''! "«" fr*"" »»" JiP'. leanedforward, and peered into Helena's face -thendrew back with a low whistle.
"Dead? "he said.

Helena nodded.

;; ^Jf.H'Vey wants to see you," she said,
iay, said Madison slowly, "

first crack outof the box this looks bad, don^ it? f thU geSaround here without a muffler on it, it might m^k^Ae ra, road companies hang fire 'with tfose cSculars for excursion rates to Needley- what ? »

.„^/7 '^ ^ '''"* y°"' " Helena cried outsuddenly, passionately. "She's -she's dead-and that's all you think about I
"

Madison stared at Helena for a moment calmlyNow, look here, Helena," said he quiSy,
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" don't get excited. Of course I'm sorry— I'lil

not a brute and I've got feelings— but I can't

afford to lose my head. Something's got to be
done, and done quick. We don't want this head-
lined in every paper in the United States to-mor-

row morning— Thornton wouldn't want it either.

You say Miss Harvey wants to see me? Well,
that'll help some— she'll probably do as she's

told, and—"
Madison paused abruptly, gazed abstractedly at

the private car across the tracks on the siding, and
pulled at his cigar.

Helena watched him in silence— a little bit-

terly. That quick, clever, cunning brain of his

was at work again— scheming— scheming— al-

ways scheming— and Naida Thornton was dead.
" I'll tell you," said Madison, speaking again

as abruptly as he had stopped. " It's simple

enough. There's a westbound train due in an
hour or so— we'll couple the private car onto
that <(nd send it right along to Chicago. What
the authorities don't know won't hurt them.
There's no reason for anybody except Thornton
to know what's happened till she gets there— I'll

wire him. The main thing is that the car won't
be here in the morning, and that'll take a little of
the intimate touch of Needley off. It might well
have happened on her way home— journey too
much for her— left too soon— see? Thorn-
ton'U see it in the right light because he's got
fifty thousand dollars worth of faith in what's go.
ing on here— get that ? He won't want to harm
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the • cause.' There'll be some publicity of course,
we rant help that— but it won't hurt much—
and Thornton can gag a whole lot of it— he'd
want to anyway for his own sake. Now then,
kid, there a Sam over there— you pile into the
wagon and go home, while I get busy— and don't
you say a word about this, even to the Flopper."
And so Helena drove back to the Patriarch's

cottage that night, a little silent figure in the back
seat of the wagon— and her hands were locked
tightly together in her lap— and to her, as she
drove over the peaceful, moonlit road, and under
the still, arched branches of the trees in the wood
that hid the starlight, came again and again the
words of one who had gone, who perhaps knew
better now—" you are as God made you."

i



— XVI—
A FLY IN THE OINTMENT

THE days passed. And with the days,
morning, noon and night, they came by
almost every train, the sick and suffer-

_
ing, the lame, the paralytics and the

maimed— a steady influx by twos and threes and
tours— from north over the Canadian boundary
line, from the far west, and from the southern-
most tip of the Florida coast. No longer on the
company s schedule was Needley a flag station—
It was a regular stop, and its passenger traflic re-
hirns were benign and pleasing things in the au-
ditors ofEce. And it was an accustomed sight
now, many times a day— what had once been a
strange, rare spectacle— that slow procession
wending its way from the station to the town, some
earned, some limping upon crutches, all snatching
at hope of life and health and happiness again
Needley, perfo.ce, had become a vast boarding

.^I'Va
'* ^\"— Aere were few homes indeed

that did not harbor their quota of those who
sought the cure."

But there were others too who came— who
were not sick— who had not faith— who came
to laugh and peer and peek. Pleasure yachts
dropped their anchors in the cove around the head-

194
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Und from xhs Patriarch's cottage— and their
^f\««y»^,'»fO"«''-t women decked out de rigeur in
middy blouses and sailor collars, and nattily at-
tired gentlemen whose only claim to seamanship
was the clothes, or rather, the costumes that they
wore. '

They came laughing, supercilious, tolerant, con-
temptuous, pitying the inanity of those they held
less strongly-minded than themselves who should
be taken in by so apparent, glaring and monstrous
a take. They came because it was the rage, the
thing to do, quite the thing to do, quite a necessary
part of the summer's itinerary. But that they,
should they have been sick, would ever have
dreamed o. coming there was too perfectly ridic-
ulous an idea for words. How strange a thing is
the human animal I

They came in their rather cruel, merciless gaiety— and they left sobered and impressed; the ladies
holding their embroidered parasols at a less jaunty
angle

;
the men with lightened pockets, dieir names

enro led m the contribution book in that quiet,
simple room, whose door was open, whose cash-
box was unguarded, where none asked them to
either enter or withdraw. They came and found
no air of chariatanism such as they had looked
tor— only a peaceful, unostentatious, patient air
of smcerity that left them remorseful and abashed.
Ihey came and went, a source of revenue not
counted on or thought of before by Madison; but
a source that swelled the coffers, brimming fuller
day by day, to overflowing.
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In Aree weeks from the night of Mrs Them.

S r J!«f
"y- N"dley was metamorphosed

"

e^e^ mZ° "^"^^
f?

'° •P"''- that astoundedeven Madison h.mself— into something that at^

n,'H f^ ^'"^
-'^"r'y

'" '""ty the wo^riptJtur^

•on looked upon h.s work and saw that it wa,

tHZ ^'°?^u' \'"^'- Money was pouring

!ii7 Wm ^F ^"'u^
°^ '"spicion came to Zquiet him. Even the cures were working satiHfactonly-even Pale Face Harry, who had hl^

in tKld,'
"'"'

T''"
"°'" 'P"' "'°« °f his timem the fields, was showing an improvement- PaleFace -larry coughed less. The Flopper warashappy a, a lark -and Mamie Rod«rs bhishednow at mention of the name of Coogan! Helena

iT/^' 't"^ ^^ "" ^''« "^ hfr, went dailyabout her housework in the cottage, and waSr P,t-
^*""*.7'th gentle ten*d;rness; 3ethe Patriarch, docile, full of supreme trust andconfidence in every one, radiant i„ Helen™ com

MaZ^'?' r/' P"''^ '" *^^' hands. And
^"

W •.l°°u'1."P°/'
'"* '^°^'' "nd «w no flaw-but with the day, he grew ill at ease.

tt,,f! V
*°° '"y- he told himself. "I gu„s£ f w/' u"" .""y- The whole show^uns

it wa"'^HeleL?' H^f'**
^' ^V *''" ^""'t '"t-it was Helena. Helena was beginning to trouble

iiw
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him a little. She was playing the game all right— Playmg It to the limit— and making a hit at
every performance. Her name was on every
tongue, and men and women alilce spoke of her
sweemess, her goodness, her loveliness. Well,
that was aU right, Helena was a star no matter
where you put her -but something was the mat-
ter. Helena wasn't the Helena of a month ago
back m httle old New York. He hadn't managed
to get a dozen words with her since that night on
the station platform, without taking chances and
gaining admission to the cottage through the Flop-
per 8 window after dark— and then she had held
nim at arm s length.

"The matter with me? "she had said. "There
isnt anything the matter with me— is there?
1 m— I m playing the game."

It certainly couldn't be grief over Mrs. Thorn-
ton s death— she had begun to act that way be-
fore Mrs. Thornton died -that night when she
came home with Thornton, and he and the Flop,
per were behind the trellis. Thornton I Had
Ihornton anything to do with it, after all? No— Madison had laughed at it then, and he hadmuch more reason to laugh at it now. Thornton

Needle '" '*°' ""* ^^'*^ ''"" ^*<^ *<>

For three weeks this sort of thing occupied a
considerably larger share of Madison's thought,
than he was wont to allow even the most vexing
problems to disturb his usually imperturbable and
complacent self— and then one afternoon, he
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.*S?H IJ^X '^'"^ ""* '"^"8 *« hotel.lUrted along the road toward the Patriarch't cot!

.nl' l^^u^ HfJen«
need, is- a jolt I

" said Madi-•on to himself. < I guess her trouble is one ofthose everlasting feminine kinks that all women
.ince Adam's wife have patted themselves on theback over, because they think it's a dark veil ofmystery tha.' ,s beyond the acumen of brute man
to understand. That's what the novelist. wT'te

S- fem?„?„r"''V'>'*
'" "P '° ^''^ «""P^"i«

rt— feminine psychology~ great 1 And thewomen smile commiseratingly at the novelist—
th^ ufnH Jrr m" Pretending to understandthem-- kind of a blooming merry-go-round andeverybody happy 1 Feminine psychology 1 I

SolV ^i'.T"'}'''' '^^"P " '•'""^ *e right

fXl? ^1^' *?^'''"" '*'"'' ^ •»"" "tending for
It for? I don't have to— I don't have to boaround making sheep's-eyes at her_ what r Shewants grabbing up and being rushed right off her
feet i la Roost and -hello. Mr. Ma^n^in how•re you to-day 1 "- he had halted beside a midt
roadside'"

^" """"^ °" *' «"" *' *«

"Better, Mr. Madison, better," returned theman. heartUy. " Really very much better"'
"Fine I" said Madison.

I.-
",^*' *?l'?7

^^'^ Patriarch to-day— God bless£ l""i ^''"''": " We've been waiting o"

baH h^° ^T' ^°^ ^"°«'- Aat woman with thebad back got up off her stretcher."
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"Splendid I" exclaimed Madiion enthuiiittic-
ally.

^
And the gloriou* thing about it is that

there » no reason why everybody can't be cured if
they U only come here in the right spirit."

That's so I " agreed Marvin. " None are so
blmd as those who won't see— they're in utter
blackness compared with the physical blindness of
that grand and marvelous man. I'm going home
myself in another week— better than ever I was
in my life. It was stomach with me, you know—
doctors said there wasn't any chance except to
operate, and that an operation was too slim a
chance to be worth risking it." He got up and
laughed, carefree, joyous. "God-given placedown here, isn't It? Clean— that's it. Clean
air, dean-souled people, clean everything you see
or do or hear. Say, it kind of opens your eyes to
real livmg doesn't it— it's the luxuries and the

^?r" w* n T^*
P'"' "",'' *' damn-fooleries that

«i M d' \'^ ^°'"« "'""S •"* "°^ to 8« some
of Mrs. Perkins' cream— clean, rich cream—
and home-made bread and butter— imagine me
with an appetite and able to eatl

"

•« ^^
laughed again— and Madison joined him

/P the laugh, slapping him a cordial good-by on
the shoulder. '

Madison started on once more— but now his
progress was slow, frequently interrupted, for he
stopped a score of times to chat and exchange a

;^L''%u
""'* *''•"? ''*'*"" •>« P«"ed on the

I^-n'*
^''*^';\'«'ere cheery faces everywhere—

even those of the sufferers who straggled out along
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the road coming back from the Patriarch'a cotta«.It wa. a cheery afternoon, warm andbalmTaSbr^ht-eyerythmg was cheery. The f«me«heir vocation, for the momenT ch.n«d"S
their whip, at him and shouted friendly Dlea..„»ne, a. they drove by with thofe who ^^P'Se
MadLnV"''

^^^ ^'^ P«""ch'."u„aided '
Madijon began to experience a atranae exh 1.ratmg ,en,e of uplift upon him. aTort of ^i,

dean-wholesomene,, " idea— it kinA J* j
one feel good to be a part of ft M,H?. * ""l'

Young girl,, youn5 men. middle-aged men el

--he had turned into the wood, now, and he could
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deinneii, that wholetotneneM that had so ap-
pealed to Marvin— that somehow Madison
foiuid he was taking a delighr in responding to,
and, because it afforded him 'whimsical pleasure,
chose to pretend that he wa quite a genuine ex-
ponent of it himself.

He reached the end of the wagon track, and
paused mvoluntarily on the edge of the Patriarch's
lawn as he came out from the trees. Like low,
lulling music came the distant, mellowed noise of
waters, the breaking surf. And the cottage was a
bower of green now, clothed in ivy and vine
upon the trellises the early roses were buddin^;—
fragrance of growing things blended with the salt,
invigorating breeze from the ocean. And upon
the lawn, flanked with its sturdy maples, all in
leaf, that toned the sunshine in soft-falling shad-
ows, stood, or sat, or reclined on cots, the suppli-
cants who still tarried though the Patriarch had
gone. And now one came reverently out of the
cottage door from that room that was never
dosed,- now another went in— and still another.

Madison smiled suddenly, broadly, with im-
mense satisfaction and contentment— and then
his eyes fixed quite as suddenly on the single-seated
buggy that was coming toward him on the drive-
way across the lawn. That was Mamie Rodgers
driving— and that was Helena beside her.

Madison recalled instantly the object of his

r "i*
~ *"*^ instantly he whistled a rather surprised

httle whistle under his breadi. How alluringly
Helena's brown hair coiled in wavy wealth upon
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deep tnd IloriouV. VnJ .K
^

''"l'
""« '"^^ «"«!

• milter', bwih. ^ medtllion from

" Say," laid iVfadiion to himielf '< ..» r
quite got it before. Say S_ .hA'^^'o T"•nd that'f mv HeW. i». .

* lovely—.

•tared at S 3^-?: ' * "" T""**" Thornton

lifted hi, hat^fM."ie RoH- "7'.""'' '"

horie.
' Rodgeri pulled up the

"Good afternoon, Miss Rodgers " he ..iHGood aftemocn. Miss Vail i^^ ' u ^.
arch to^ay ? " " ~~ "*"^ '» ''»e Patri-

for a drive— and afri^, ^ *"'"« "* *»•« ">«

house for tea."
""*"'"-'^» ^^^ «'« going to her

hS^I" *"'^. ^''l'*°". a little blankly.

;^-cnlyout;oVi^SaTrett«itK

aay «nd he s coming bade to-morrow."
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IN WHICH HELENA TAKES A RIDB

THE wind kitsed Helena'i face, bring-
ing dainty color to her cheeks, tosiing
truant wispi of hair this way and that,
as the car swept onward. But she sat

•trangely silent now beside Thornton at the steer-
ing wheel.

It seemed to her that she was living, not her
own life, not life as she had known and looked
upon It in the years before, but living, as it were,m a strange, suspended state that was neither real
nor unreal, as in a dream that led her, no-; through
cool, deep forests, beside clear sparkling streams
where all was a great peace and the soul was at
rest, serene, untroubled, now into desolate places
where misery had its birth and shame was, where
there was fear, and the mind stood staggered and
appalled and lost and knew not how to guide her
that she might flee from it all.

At moments most unexpected, as now when mo.
tormg with Thornton in the car that he had
brought back with him on his return to Needley,
when laughing at the Flopper's determined pur-
suit of Mamie Rodgers, when engaged in the
homely, practical details of housekeeping about
the cottage, there came flashing suddenly upon her
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the picture of Mrs. Thornton lying on the br.Mb d m the car compartment that nijht. every S."of the pale, gentle face as vivid, as ac^l «hough .t were once more before he; in rea£ andm her ears rang again, stabbing her withS u.Jmeant condemnation, those words of sweelsrlove and purity that held her up to gaze upon her'self m ghastly, terrifying mockery.^ ^ ^'"

|fe ^he was „o^ leading compared wiK oW

a mmmal scheme for a criminal endl M"?somehow, ,t did not all seem sham, this wrt^he

uLtJ^IJ''' '* "°^ that Madison's oft-at.
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month had slipped away since Thornton had re-

cLlTl Pu*"r''f'' ^" K""'"'- She hadcome to love that httle room of hers, love it for

rag mat, the patch-qu.lt on the bed; those daily

?h,i .h ..T"/"' ?"*.' '•*' ^^*^ "«^" done before,
that she had at first looked at askance, brought now

t-JnTJlu^'S"' ^"^'r^'^y
pride; the gentle pa-

trust m her had found a quick and instant responsem her own heart, and daily her affection for himhad grown; and there was Thornton_ this man
..,^.^* '' °f companionship somehow she

Imess seemed a so.c of mspiration to her, who

a^ThJV ""Tt "^7 '° 'PP"^'''^ " "^^ hunger

2Jk it I''
\^" ^°' association, for contact

w^"" thoughts and better ideals.
What was it? Environment? Yes; theremust be something 1„ that. It was having its ef!

What
"
Zu^^l/'"'' ^"^y '•"d the Flopper.What was It that Harry, a surprisingly lusty farm

iay, Helena, do you ever feel that while vou wastrymg to k.d the crowd about this living'onThe
square, you was kind of getting kidded yourse f ?I dunno I I am't coughed for a month- honestBut .tam't only that Say-I dunno! £0 youever feel that way? " '
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ThInW*fr'u"!i"" •** something in environmentThe old Jife had never brought her thouifhtTsuch
..these, thought, that had been with hefnow atmost .nee tlje first day she had come to Needlev- this disquiet, this selfHiuestioning. these suddenfloods of condemnatory confusion; and, m nXaw. h them, a startled thrill, a strs^nge, hSdhalf-premomtory awakening, a vague pronounce

Her fingers closed with a quick, fierce oressur*.on the arm-rest of her seat-and sheThif[ed herpo«jonw.thasudden, involuntary movlmlit'
ifiomton, a road-map tacked on a piece of

t^dJf P''°PPf1:."P »* Ws feet, raised his headS h 1nX^''T"' V' »PP«entIy not ntneed her silence, for he spoke irrelevantly.

,„ 1 ?* ^°" "^"^ * "'"d if the road is a bitrougher than usual for a few miles," he said "butyou know we decided we didn't like the oik, of

Sr.' k','
?V*"-t™e, and according to the map

htJ.^U°P ?^ "^""t *<=" miles and take usback to Needley through Barton's Mills."Of course, I don't mind," Helena answered.How far are we from Needley ? "

plied '"lv'"^f' """f r ""'" Thornton re-piled. Say, an hour and a half with any kind ofgomg at all. We ought to be back by nine ''

Helena nodded brightly and leaned back 'in her
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Thornfi"l!'!i ^'"' °''J'"'"« *° ''•^ "hort cut that^TJ u'^" '°."«8°ti«e. the road, nowthat she gave her attention to it, she found to bequae the prettiest bit she had seen inTe wholeafternoon's run, where, in the rough, sp^sely set-

Ztrtr'''7' '," ^'\''°* Prett/and a d^light— miles and miles without the sign of even a

jestic and grand in their solitude, bordering theroad hat undulated with the counti^, now to f risewith Its magnficent sweep of scen7rV now to thecool, fresh vaUeys full of the sweet pine-scent of

Sthr° ;. 1^7 ^"^ "P'°«d much ofT,^gether m die little ' run-about,' nearly everv da^a short spin somewhere; to-day a little morT am^bitious run- the whole afternoon, and t™a a p^

bTsiS;^^5rb^ror^^-^''-^-^^^

lifted her out of her seat: " It frough-S
Thornton laughed and slowed down.

1 don t fancy it's used much, except in the win-ter for logging. But if the map sayVwe can «tthrough, I guess we're all right- AeTe'sabouan eight mile stretch of it."

.n? ^" 8'°^'"S ^'''^' and the shadows, fanciful

Now'^lTho"""/' Ti ''"P'="'"« ^-""d themJNow It showed a solid mass of green ahead andIke a sylvan path, the road, con^rging bthe dttance, lost itself in a wall of folia|e; now ii
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swerved rapidly, this way and that, in short curvet,
as though, like one lost, it sought its way.
A half hour passed. Thornton stopped the car,

got down and lighted his lamps, then started on
again. The going had seemed to be growing
steadily worse— the road, as Thornton had said,
was little more mdeed than a logging trail through
the heart of the woods; and now, deeper in, with
increasing frequency, the tires slipped and skidded
on damp, moist earth that at times approached
very nearly to being oozy mud.

Silence for a long while had held between them.
It was taking Thornton all his time now to guide
the car, that, negotiating fallen branches strewn
across the way, bad holes and ruts, was crawling
at a snail's pace.

"'Rough but passable M" he laughed once,
clambering back to his seat after clearing away
a dead tree-trunk from in front of them. " But
there's no use trying to go back, as we must be
halfway through, and it can't be any worse ahead
than It's been behind. I'd like to tell the fellow
that made this map something I

"

And then upon Helena, just why she could no:
tell, began to steal an uneasiness that frighteni.d
her a little. It had grown suddenly, intensely
dark— quicker than the slow, creeping change of
dusk blending softly into night. Sort of eerie, it
seemed— and a wind springing up and rustling
through the branches made strange noises all
about. They seemed to be shut in by a wall of
blackness on every hand, except ahead where, like

!i i
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So?!..!.*?.."^'"*
'''".?^ ^"' *« Po^^ful lamps.hot out their rays makmg weird color effect, in theforest— huge tree-trunks loomed a dead drabIke mute sentme s, grim and ominous, that ba "edthe.r way; now in the full glare, the foliage took

off t!, •
"' ^"7 '^.^^' °^ 8^""! "°^. tapering

tLt '/ "?
^'r-.''

"""ged into impenetrablf
black; and, with the jouncing of the car, the iLht

semblance as of moving, animate things beforeAem a mynad of them, ever retreatingf but evermarshallmg their forces again as though threaten-

'"Vh 'f* " '^"8'* '° °PP°« the caf'sSee
(auSt iT" fr" •'" •'^ '^"'l °^? She tried to

around hl'°"^ '""v" ^-^ ^°'"* 'J'"' ^^e lovedaround her— even if it was very dark. Thevwould come out eventually somewhere on the

i
to It. Meanwhile, it was quite an experience

».d she had every confidence I ThornX SheJlanced at him now. It was too dark to get morethan an indistinct outline of the clean-cufprSbut there was something inspiriting in the^a^S,"
self-possessed competent poise of his body as hecrouched wel forward over the wheel, his eyesnew hfting from the road ahead

^

fnn
'^

"J''?")!
*°.'"= S°'"8 » J'ttle faster now,too -undoubtedly the road was getting betteTyVhat was there to be afraid of? It didn't make

.t any more pleasant i r Thornton, who wa "rot!ably reproaching himself rather bitterly for having



2IO THE MIRACLE MAN
been tempted by the " short cut," to have her sit
and mope beside him I

She began to huni an air softly to herself— and
then laughingly sang a bar or two aloud.
Thornton shot a quick, appreciative glance at

her and nodded, joining in the laugh.
"By Jove!" he said approvingly. "That

sounds good to me. I was afraid this, beastly
stretch, bumping and crawling along in the daric,
was making you miserable."

"Miserable! "exclaimed Helena. " Why, the
ideal What is there to be miserable about?
We'll get through after a while— and the road's
better now than it was anyhow, isn't it?

"

"Better?"
" You're running faster."

.",9'*— ««— yes, of course," said Thornton
quicUy. "I wasn't thinking of what I said.

He stopped suddenly, as Helena lifted her hand
to her face.

" Why, it's beginning to rain," she said.
"Yes; I'm afraid so," he admitted. "I was

hopmg we would get ojt of here before it came."

II

Oh I" said Helena.
" "^".'^ ''** ^°"^ °^ '* "'" ^'^ ^^^^<i hurriedly,

" there's no top to the car, and you've no wraps."
"Perhaps it won't be anything more than a

shower," said Helena hopefully.
" Perhaps not," he agreed. " Anyway "— he

stopped the car, and took off his coat—" put this
on."
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J!I^^~^^^^'f," P™'«"d Helena. "You'Uneed it yourself." » "u u

thl\ !?S!/i
'"•" /"'•* Thwnton cheerily. " And

He held the coat for her, and she slipped it on--and his hand around her shoulder and neck, ashe turned the collar up and buttoned it gwtk
thrl "a '"T*^ '" ''"8" " it torched herthroat, and yet linger with the most curious diffi-

wtntlT:.
.'°1°^ reverence. Helena suddenly

sTdlnl
'""S^-^nd, quick in her intuition, a,suddenly wanted to cry. It wasn't much- onlya little touch It didn't mean love, or passion, or

SteT 5^ *''"• ""consciously in his respect,he held her up to gaze upon herself again in thatmodcmg mirror where all was sham.
They started on— Thornton silent once more.

f,Ji" ""^i'"
""^ '*?'"'''y '" » '^'•'"'e. She could

r„i t.
^"'

8T*"^'."8 ''^'"P "°""d her knees—and she shivered a little. How strangely wonder-fu the rain-beads looked on their backjrrnd ofgreen leaves where the lamps played upon them-
tl'T'^'t "*'^ ""'' ^"^'^ '"'J "fl^ct back the
ight in a quick, passing procession of clear, spark-
ling crystals But it was raining more heS
inT'toTV'' '^i'

^""'^ ""^ - longe?di„2^
ing to the leaves, they were spattering dull and

ud£r'7 't
*'

«™"u".''-
A"^ Thornton seemed

suddenly to be in trouble- he was bending down
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working at something. How jerkily the car was
moving I And now it stopped.

Thornton swung out of his seat to the ground.

..t'.'.,^^'
'" right!" he called out reassuringly.

I'll have It fixed in a minute."
It was muddy enough now, and the ruts, hold-

ing the ram, were regular wheel-traps. Apart
from any other trouble, Thornton did not like the
prospect— and, away from Helena now, his face
was serious. He cranked the engine— no result.
He tried it again with equal futility— then, going
to the tool-box, he took out his electric flashlight,
and, lifting the engine hood, began to peer into the
mac^iinery. Everything seemed all right. He
tried the crank again— the engine, like some cold,
dead thing, refused to respond.

" What's the matter? " Helena a-iVed him from
the car.

« t"J
^lo^'t •wow," Thornton answered lightly.

. } "*\*." * '°"""* °"* y<=t— Ijut don't you worry,
It s nothing serious. I'll have it in a jiffy."

Helena's knowledge of motor cars and engine
trouble was not extensive— she was conversant
only with the " fool's mate " of motoring.
"Maybe there's no gasoline," she suggested

helpfully.

.< t"
^°"""«

'
" returned Thornton, with a laugh.

1 told Babson to see that the tank was full before
he brought the car around— he wouldn't foraet
a thing like that."

Thornton, nevertheless, tested the gasoline
tank.
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th« fo£;'r"'"'^
"''"-• •""''-8 the .ilence

y^"
There i, „o- gasoline," .aid Thornton he.v-

..^^''i!'*'" JP""" ^°'" " moment There was no

" Isn't It ridiculous 1
" she said. « That is what

dont th,„k ,t, g„i ^^ raining-do you?

i 1 ."T'H'"'* ""'•" ""'n anywhere What

louy. Not on hi! pan perhipi_ but tint did

in either di;ection Tr7m'7he~ ^^r^'j"
^^J-;jnany more probably after that from anyWhouse— he remembered that for half /n k

£S;2^i£rtj;r-c:i.:r!
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deeper. And then another thou^t— thought
that came now, (harp and quick, engulfing the mere
discomfort of a miserable night spent there in the
woods— the clatter of busy, gossiping tongues
seemed already to be dinning their abominable
noises in his ears. And that he, that he— yes,

it seemed to sweep upon him in a sudden, over-
mastering surge, the realization that the delist
and joy of her companionship through the month
that was gone was love that leaped now into fierce,

jealous flame, maddened at a breath that would
smirch her in the eyes of others— that he should
be the cause of it! "What do people do when
they're caught like this?"— in their innocence
there seemed an unfathomed depth of irony in her
words, but as he unconsciously repeated them they
cleared his brain and brought him suddenly to face
the immediate practical problem that confronted
them. What was to be done?

" Shall— shall I get out? " she called to him,
a hint of reminder in her tones that she had spoken
to him before and received no answer.

Thornton moved back to the side of the car.
" Miss Vail," he said contritely, " I— I don't

know what to say to you for getting you into this.

" I know," she interrupted quickly, leaning over
the side of the car and placing her hand on his
arm. " Don't try to say anything. It's not your
fault— it's not either of our faults. Now tell me
what you think the best thing is to do, and, you'll
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Me, I'll mike the bett of it »K»»'. —. ^ •

miyerable about it."
' * "° "** '""«

"You're a game little woman I" he tairf ,,^
neatly quite u„nece..arily cla.pi'g the hand on hUarm and wnnging it to endorae hi. verdict " A^dthat make, .t a lot ea.ier, you know Well fhfn

::z'w7f:r the/whoS"pth Y^t^;^
^heAlypfU ffitiler ra'i'ywKwe don't know where 'anywhere' isITanH 7^cour.e,ou can't walk .imle.V:;:uni'i7thrmu1

theie^.^oSn S.^"**"'""^-
" ' -PP"-

aU nijilj'' ^
~"" ^°" «='"'' "» °"» here in the wet

," Quite I" agreed Thornton, laughing again.

caKoTu^^l^^ortSS^rY

to get't
" '''''• """"""-'i H<'«-. preparing

.n,lV".?';foi!j"« 7' f«t dry." he

•re. Mi., Van loS^get {""mS fT ^°"
here from the branches o/e^L'adr'ou'Snrwhere meanwh.le. and you'll be mo're comfoX

She watched him a. he disappeared into the
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wood, and after that, like a flitting will-o'-the-wiipi

watched hit flaihlight moving about amongat the

trees. Then preiently the cheery blaze of a fire

from where he nas at work sprang up, and she

heard the crackle of resinous pine knots— then a

great crashing about, the snapping of branches as

he broke them from larger limbs— and a rapid

fire of small talk from him as he worked.

Helena answered him more or less mechanically

— her mind, roving from one consideration of

their plight to another, had caught at a certain

viewpoint and was groping with it. They were

stalled more effectively than any accident to the

car could have stalled them— they were there for

the night, there seemed no escape from that. But

there was nothing to be afraid of. She had no

fears about passing the night alone with him here

in the woods— why should she r >,' hy should

she! She laughed low, suddenly, bitterly. Why
should she— even if he were other than the man
he was, even if he were of the lowest type I Fear
— of that! A yearning, so intense as for an In-

stant to leave her weak, swept upon her— a

yearning full of pain, of shame, of remorse, of

hopelessness— oh, God, if only she might have

had the right to fear! Then passion seized her

in wild, turbulent unrestraint— hatred for this

clean-limbed, pure-minded man, who flaunted all

that his life stood for in her face— hatred for

everybody in this life of hers, for all were good

save herr— hatred, miserable, unbridled hatred

for herself.
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o^**!,*" '* P*?".''' *« mood -and .he tried
to think more c.Imly, .till .nswering him a. he
called from the wood.. She had .een a great deH

wJ J°Z '•''J'^T " «"' ^"'- He had been

n,«r/"M ?'\'/^' ""** conjiderate- nothing

hI/„?
^"' J^'* """^ ~"'<1 'here hav?

been? Love I There wai .omething of mock-

IZZ fV\
'"'" * ""' ' .

Everything she thought

to hold .omethmg of mockery now. Of cour.e,

.hJ ^n^ -?!
°" * ''"'t «P'"»'"K the wi.h that

ihe and Thornton might come together had been
often enough w.th her- mockingly again 1- but
1 hornton could have known nothing of that— 10
after all, what did that matter ? She had snatched
at evenr opportunity to motor with Thornton de-
ipite Doc. protest., protests that had grown sul-
len and angry of late— snatched at the opportu-
nitie. eagerly, .. .he would .natch at a breath of
«.r where all else stifled her -snatched at them
because they took her out of herself temporaril^

ZZaTu^'T^'^'^'^I
''''"* everything at time,

seemed to be driving her mad. Hate Thornton INo, of course, she didn't hate him— she had
thought that a moment ago because— because herbram was -was -oh, she didn't know— so

w,. '^K '!.'^'^' V"^ '!"= ^" '"^'^ ""'^ «nd quite
.." 4 n

' '^"^" * hate him, she even—
All ready now— house to let furnished "—

he was caUing out, laughing as he came thrashing

h^Tti^A ""'^"K^^'h-" excellent situation,
high altitude, luxuriant pme grove surrounds the
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ri .\

i

property, and— and "— he had halted beside the

car and opened the door—"what else do they

say?"
Helena caught his spirit— or, rather, forced

herself to do so. It wasn't quite fair that one of

them should do all the pretending.
" Flies," she laughed. " They always speak of

flies in Maine."
" None 1 " said Thornton prompdy. " There

hasn't been one since the house was built. Now
then. Miss Vail "— he held out his arms.

" Oh, but really, I can walk."
" And I can carry you," he said— and, from

the step, gathered her into his arms.

And then, as she lay there passively at first, she

seemed to sense again that curious diffidence, that

gentleness, like the touch upon her throat of a

little while ago, though now he held her in both

his arms. How strong he was— and, oh, how
miserably wet— her hand around his shoulder

felt the thin shirt clinging soggily to his arm. Yes

;

she was glad he hadn't let her walk— it wasn't

far, but she would have had to force her way con-

tinually through bushes that scattered showers

from their dripping leaves, and underfoot she

could hear his boots squash through the mud.

And then suddenly it happened— the trees, just a

yard or so from the fire, were thick togedier,

tangled— she bent her head quickly, instinctively,

to avoid a low-hanging branch as he for the same
reason swerved a little— and the'r cheeks lay

dose-pressed against each other's, i.^r hair sweep-
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breaths ,Ie seemed to stumble— then his armsdosed abo^,, f..r m . cuick^ fierce pressure, da™
ing her, st-ri..n,nEr her to him— relaxed as sui

Srle'haitii' '"' "* '" '""" '""'^' *»

the hre for a moment she met his eyes. His face
'^"

f.n
5^'

%",f,'''''
''?"'''' «* ''''' ^ides were dendied.

1 JZ— 1 11 get the seat out of the car," he said
hoarsely "It will help to make thi;gs moie
comfortable." And turning abruptly, he started
back for the road again.

.r.S^^^lt l-*^,"".*
"""'"'• Mechanically her eyestook .„ the little hut, crude, but rainproof at least— branches heaped across two forked limbs for aroof; the trunk of a big tree for the rear wall;

branches thrust upright into the ground for the

tair. 1 he fire blazed m front just within shelter
at the entrance

; and beside it was piled quite a lit-
tie heap of fud that he had gathered.

.«» k'""?" c** ^''"l^^e tJ'e leather upholstered

r.ln '^"t '^^ "'"/^?'n it- and dried it with thehelp of the fire and his handkerchief— then set
It down .ns.de the hut. His face was turned from
her; and as he spoke, breaking an awkward si-

"t*.
^°'*^* ^" conscious, hurried.

T I!" i"°\§?'"^ '° ^* 8°"« ' ""'""te more than
I can help Miss Vail. It's mighty rough accom"
modation for you, but there's one consolation at
least— you'll be perfectly safe."
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Helena seated herself, and held her skirt to the

fire.

" Gone !
" she said, a little dully. "Where are

you going?"
" Why, to get help of course," he told her.

" Help 1
"— she shook her head. " You don't

know where to find any— you only know for a

certainty that there isn't any within miles."

" I know there's a house back on the main

road," he said. " I noticed it as we came along."

" That's seven or eight miles from here," she

returned. " And it's raining harder than ever—
mud up to your ankles— it would take you hours

to reach it."

" Possibly two, or two and a half," he said

lightly.
" Yes; and another two at least to get back. I

won't hear of you doing any such thing— you arc

wet dirough now. It's far better to wait for day-

light and then probably the storm will be over."

" But don't you see, Miss Vail "— his voice was

suddenly grave, masterful—" don't you see that

there is no other thing to do?
"

" No," said Helena. " I don't see anything of

the kind. I won't have you do anything like that

for me— it's not to be thought of."

Thornton stooped, placed a knot upon the fire,

straightened up— and faced her.

" It's awfully good of you to think of me," he

said in a low tone; " but, really, it won't be half

as bad as you are picturing it in your mind. And
j-ejlly

"— he hesitated, fumbling for his words—

.
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With a sudden cry, white-faeed, Helena was on

thought of that— and I made vo„ T .A"°^

and " w . . "'^ """^^ before to-night.

Time passed without meaning to Helena Th,steady patter of the rain was on the leaves A.sullen, constant drip of water tt,th.V I' !

hinH .T ^u'
''""''• '^^ '»« held tight y in her

1 let him go without his coat," she said.
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THE BOOMERANG

IT
was early afternoon, as Madison, emerging

from the wagon track, and walking slowly,

started across the lawn toward the Patri-

arch's cottage. He was in a mood that he

made no attempt to define— except that it wasn't

a very pleasant mood. Before Thornton had re-

turned to Needley it had been bad enough, after

that, with his infernal car, it had been— hell.

Madison's fists clenched, and his gray eyes

glinted angrily. His hands had been tied like a

baby's— like a damned infant's I Helena was

getting away from him further every day, and he

couldn't stop it— without stopping the gamel

He couldn't tell Thornton that Helena belonged

to him— had belonged to him I He couldn't

even evidence an interest in what was going

on. He had to put on a front, a suave, cor-

dial, dignified front before Thornton— while he

itched to smash the other's face to pulp I Hell—
that's what it was— pure, unadulterated helll

He couldn't get near Helena alone with a ten-foot

pole, morning, noon or night— she had taken

good care of that. And be wanted Helena— he

wanted her I It was an obsession with him now
^^ at times driving him half crazy— and it didn't
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But. curse it, it wa nVoL^r'"" '^ '^^ ^^''^^

what he could LtldS^^ ""
keep away from him w *"* ''^'^ •'««"« to

come bact " ^'^°" *^" Thornton had

more about the lawn? iV ''"'
^'^l ^ '^""drcd

•born , „Ltt£5 k
"''"" >"* 'l>tre fo,

himself being pushed .^. ""^"'''.' ^' ^^""'^

porch^^nd pBSed^S^^^^^^^ the

an^l^.te^oraS'f"^""'"^^^-^^^

gaspedte^oj;;' '?>TJr '"'T'^ "P'"
wa mm— hes got me near bughouse."
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'Who?"— Madison scowled irritably.

" De Patriarch, of course. He's noivous, an'

gettin' worse ail de time. He won't eat an' he

won't lieep still. He wants Helena, an' he keeps

writin' her name on de slate— he's got me go*

ing fer fair."

" Well, I'm not Helena 1 " growled Madison.
" Why doesn't she go to him? "

"Now wouldn't dat sting yousel" ejaculated

the Flopper. " How's she goin' to him when

she ain't here?"
" Not here ? " repeated Madison sharply.

"Where is she?"
The Hopper looked down his nose.

" I dunno," said he.

Madison stared at him for a moment— then

he reached out and caught the Flopper's arm in a

sudden and far from gentle grip.

" Out with it I
" he snapped.

" I dunno where she is," said the Flopper, with

some reluctance. "She ain't back yet, dat's

all."

" Back from where? "— Madison's grip tight-

ened.

The Flopper blinked.

" Aw, wot's de use 1 " he blurted out, as though

his mind, suddenly made up, brought him un-

bounded relief. "Youse'U find it out anyhow.

Say, she went off wid Thornton in de buzz-wagon

yesterday, an' I put de Patriarch to bed last night

'cause she wasn't back, an' dat's wot's de matter

wid him, she ain't showed up since an' he's near
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perfectly calm neverthclfr ' '"' ^"

the ^^opS' "tl'? f? -l?"^

"">•" -Wn-Pered

why."
1— 1 am t no squealer, dafs

Madison's arm fell awav~fn I,;, -j tt

mabbe dere was an accident."
'^^

Madison made no answer.

" Wot— wot'U I do wid de Patriarch?" h,stammered out miserably
»"««•«* f he
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hadl " He gulped hastily. " Swipe me I " said
the Flopper with emotion.

Madison, motionless, watched the Flopper
disappear. He wasn't quite so calm now, not so
cool and collected and composed. He must go
somewhere and think this out— somewhere
where it would be quiet and he wouldn't be dis-

turbed.

A step sounded on the path— Madison looked
through the trellis. A man, with yellow, un-
healthy skin and sunken cheeks, his head bowed,
was passing in through the porch. It caught
Madison with fierce, exquisite irony. Why not
go there himself if he wanted quiet— the shrine-

room— the place of meditation! Well, he
wanted to meditate/ He laughed jarringly.

The shrine-room— for him I Great I Immense I

Magnificent I Why not? That's what he had
created it for, wasn't it— to meditate in 1

He stepped inside. The woman, whom he had
een enter a short while before, was sitting in a
sort of rigid, strained attitude in the far comer;
the man, who had just preceded him, had taken
the chair by the fireplace— they were the only
occupants of the room. There was no sound
save his own footsteps— neither of the others
looked at him. There was quiet, a profound
stillness — and the softened light from the shut-
tered window fell mellow all about, fell like a
benediction upon the simplicity of the few plain
articles that the room contained— the round rag
mats upon the white-scrubbed floor; the hickory
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— a jewel, even in the subdued liaht JuZ.a
crimson-warm wher*. ;» „-.» j ^ '

Si°^^^

of bank-noteT- a ^bv ;S'^ °V ^'"P'^'* •"•*

tion— it mn.f t. 7 ™«— the last contribu-

placed it tW. ,^' >" *''' ^°'"''" '^ho had

» a moment "
'^""«''" ^"' '" ""^'y "gain

og fanned his fury. TSntI ^Ycs-.l^tl
an L7d ^t^lir™" K

'^^''' ^°"'d havMen

never could -ell— h.T Ji,,7 f4 ^^ '^a*— you

matet ^" -"'— out what difference did thatmaKei Helena was that tit,A ^t .

u luiuwn ner— and Thornton, whatever kind

Jnor .
'"""'"a T'sen from his seat and was olae-mg .omethmg in the box on top of L rn^"Madison's mind subconsciously absorbed the fol^
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Yellow-backs and rubies I Rubies and yellow^

backs 1 Madison's lips thinned and curled down-
ward at the comers. Oh, it was coming all right,

money, jewels, pelf, rolling in merrily every day,
there wasn't any stopping it, but he was paying
for it, and paying for it at a price he didn't like

•— Helena. Helena I She wanted Thornton,
did she— with his money! Wanted to dangle a
millionaire on her string— eh? She'd throw
him over— would shel And she thought she
had him where he couldn't lift a finger to stop it— just sit back and grin like a poor, sick fool I

The red crept up the knotted cords of Madi-
son's ijcck, suffused the set jaws, and, as though
sudJe.i]y liberated to run its course where it

would, swept in a ^de over cheeks and temples.
He couldn't do a thing— couldt^t heI Well,

he'd Me the game in Gehenna before Thornton or
any other man got her away from him. She be-
longed to him— to him! And he'd have her,
hold her, own her— she was his— hisi And
he'd settle with Thornton too, by Heaven I

A laugh, low, unpleasant, purled to his lips—
and he checked it with a sort of strange mediani-
cal realization that he i/iust not laugh aloud. His
eyes swept the room— the man had returned to
his seat, the woman had not moved, both were
silent, motionless— that ghastly, hallowed, sanc-
timonious hush— that subdued, damnable light— meditation 1

" For God's sake let me get out of here," h«
muttered, " or I'll go mad."
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He turned— md itopoed. Cam-

The doorway at thJ ft '!k~""°J °," ""^"' '^'w-

Then into the room advanced thi. P,» • l
.nd his hands were outstretched bete hm "andhe moved them a little to and fro— lnJ^T

".d cm.r„ wad, M ttoll, S2lCVS"-
;td'r'SJ^^£";:J*^A'"«.t':;

-tf^bXrorpot^td'srSd"™- ""d ya .till „„ai„,5.
""• '"' '"» "''»«

,11
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I'

And now from without there came a lound like
a distant murmur. It rote and twelled, and b»
gan to roll in its volume, and then, like the cla^
ion (ound of trumpets, voices burst into glad ao
claim.

."T''.'..^"'"'""**'
'^^' Patriarch! The Pa-

triarch I
"

From the little hallway came the Flopper, run-

""!?n "/"'^i.'?*
't*'PP**' "'l 8*Pe'l »t Madison.

I left him in his room fer a minute," he
gasped. "He's— he's lookin' fer Helena."
And then Madison shook himself together—

and smiled ironically. And at the imile the
Flopper hurried on.

Madison stepped out onto the porch. Helena I

Helena I Within him seemed to burn a rage of
hell; but it seemed, too, most strangely that for
the moment this rage was held in abeyance, that
something temporarily supplanted it— this scene
before him.

Onward across the lawn moved the Patriarch,
and the Flopper had joined him now; but the Pa-
triarch, unheeding, turning neither to the right
nor to the left, his arms still extended before him,
kept on. And the people cried aloud:

"t.^"^
coming— he is coming! The Patri-

arch! The Patriarch I
"

Madison moved on — out upon the lawn him-
self.

From everywhere, from every scattered spot
where they had been, men and women ran and
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unped .„d dragged themselve. ,lo„a .ll „^

the Patriaih and ouctd '^^^^^^^^ .
"' «"''''»

at the touch the Pz^,!tul,^'7' "mi— and
hand went 1 and hTuDon M '.• '"f*'*".'''^'

'"'

recognition, andt tu^ 7hSf /,«"
'nd'

?/' '"

hand tear-stained faces ereeteH hL l° r "T"

themselves before the P,^.:, u '^ ^""K

way. dosSaSl;r;rt;d7h7-"'.*'^'"^^^^^^^
i-rent throng.
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And presently to Madison it seemed as though

he had awakened from some terrifying dreafti,

as, in the Patriarch's room again, he swept away
a bead of sweat from his forehead, and stood and
looked at the Patriarch and the Flopper.
The Flopper licked his lips, and pulled the

Patriarch's chair forward— but his hands trem-
bled violently.

"It's been gettin* me, Doc," he whispered,
" an| I can't help it. It's been gettin' into me all

de time. Say, I wisht it was over. Honest to
God I do I Dis— dis makes me queer. Say,
de Patriarch's got me, Doc— an'— an'— say
dere's been somethin' goin' on inside me dat's
got me hard."

Madison did not answer— but he started sud-
denly— and as suddenly stepped to the window
and looked out. Over the cries, the wailings,
the confused medley of voices, growing lower
now, subsiding, there had come Ae throb of a
motor car.

Madison's eyes narrowed— that was supreme
again. A car was coming to a stop before the
porch— Thornton was helping Helena to alight.

Madison turned and caught the Flopper's arm
in a fierce, imperative grasp.

" You keep your mouth shut— do you hear? "

he flung out, clipping off his words. "You
haven't seen me to-day— understand!" And,
dropping the Flopper's arm, he stepped quickly
across the little hall to Helena's door, opened itt

went in— and closed the door behind him.
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And 4e Flopper. .taring, licked his lip. again.Swipe me I" he croaked hoarsely. "Pipedeeyej^on de DocI Derc'Jl be .oLdu.''dob'

l\_



—XIX—
The sanctuary of darkness

THERE was a grim, merciless smile on
Madison's lips; and a whiteness in his

face windowed the passion that seethed
within him. He stood motionless, lis-

tening, in Helena's room. He heard the automo-
bile going away again; then he heard Helena's
light step in the hallway without— and the smile
died as his lips thinned.

But she did not come in— instead, he heard
her go into the Patriarch's room, heard her talk-

ing to the Patriarch, and bid the Flopper go to
the kitchen and make her some tea. Then the
Flopper's step sounded, passing down to the rear
of the cottage.

The minutes passed— then that light footfall
again. The door of the room swung suddenly
wide— and closed— there was a cry— and
Helena, wide-eyed, the red of her cheeks fading
away, leaned heavily back against the door.

Neither spoke. Madison, in the center of the
room, did not move. The smile came back to
his lips.

Helena's great brown eyes met the gray ones,
read the ugly glint, dropped, raised again—. and
held the gray ones steadily.
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Madison gave a short laugh -that was like a

l^'cnSld-rsroke!
'"" '"""''^ ^*" '-P'-

"Why don't you say, ' you I— yo«/ '— andscream .t out and clutch at your bosom the way

Why don t you do your little stunt -go on.you re on for the turn- you can put anything ove;

An^h-Z " '^ ,' ,^°J»P'««''t. blind-eyed fool IAnythmg goes! Why don't you start your

" You don't know what you -re saying." she.aid m a ow voice. "If there's anyZg youwant^to talk about, we'd better wait „S"K
surface now. " Cut out the bunk -cut it out!^nyth,ng/ No. t isn't much of anythingl^oryou-out all n.ght with Thornton. Do youthmk Im going to stand for itl Do you think

J0I!. f„7J?
"' '"'^ ™* '"y '^^'-^ ^d '*-•

Jl^T ''I'r ^'i^
^^^ »^»y from the door

X; f" ''^f°« him. her breath coming fast'

pummelled upon h.m. "It's a lie— a lie—

a

lie I Its a he— and you know it I"

"f ^"''"i'*,'',"
'°"8Wy from him.

-•u I
"V*"'^,,-— his words came in a sort ofwild laugh. "And I know it-do I? Why

!«y, you d think you were trying to kid yourself
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into believing you're the real thing— the real,
sweet, shy, modest Miss VaU. Cut it out!
You're name's Smith— maybe! And it's my
money that's keeping you, and you belong to me— do you understand?"

She stood swaying a little, her hands still tightly
denched, breathing through half parted lips in
short, quick, jerky inhalations like dry sobs.

"It's true," she faltered suddenly— and sud-
denly buried her face in her hands. And then
she looked up again, and the brown eyes in their
depths held an anger and a shame. " It's true
I was— was— what you say. But now " her
voice hurried on, an eagerness, a strange earnest-
ness in it—"you must believe me— you must.
I'll make you— I must make you."
"Oh, don't hurt yourself trying to do it!"

jeered Madison. "We're talking plain now.
I m not taking into account how you feel about it— don't you fool yourself for a minute. The
sanctity of my home hasn't been ruined— be-
cause it couldn't be I Get that ? Thomtou don't
get you— not for keeps! But you and he don't
make a monkey of me again. Do you understand— say, do you get that ? You're mine— whether
you like it or not— whether you'd rather have
Thornton or not. But I'll fix you both for this— I'm no angel with a cherub's smile! I'll take
It out of Thornton till the laugh he's got now
fades to a fare-thee-well ; and I'll put you where
there aren't any strings tyi.ig me up the way tliere
are here. Do you understand 1

" His voice rose
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.uddenly, and for a moment he seemed to lose all
control of himself as he reached for her and

a^^t'' '^V^"^"-
/'^ ^°^« y°"'" he flasS

out between h.s teeth. "I love you -that'swhat s the matter with me I And you know that— you Iwow you've got me there— and you'd
play the fool with me, would you I

" He dropped

and stepped back and stared at her.

h,„7^'il ^°u
"««"?"- "he was twisting her

veS'h." ^'^\^»l
drooped, the long fashes

veiled her eyes, her lips were quivering. " WiU

voiJ' " I '^' ""''^ *«'''"' "Khting to steady her
voice. It was an accident."

I saw the machine when you drove up— itwas a wreck I " snapped Madison sarcastically.

Aa\u'"'^^^.°^
gasoline," she said quietly.

derision
^'"^"°" I'^ghed— fiercely— in his

Jl^)' ^^tf- 5"J".''* '"P^''- "I told you I

Tver f,V ri,"'^
'°°' *" y.°" ^•^"''^ P"' '"y'hing

h« J •^''>'* ''"""*" ^"^ '*• of course-abreakdown isn t so easy to get away with. Gaso-

" W^k' J"? "''". from anywhere," she went on.We had taken what we thought was a short cut.Mr. Thornton built a shelter for me in the woods,and went to— to " "vuu»,

He caught up her hesitation like a flash,
i-ake the lines, Helena, if you haven't had

""A- "''"'"•''". }^ suggested ironicaUy.
Anything goes— with me."
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And now a tinge of color came to Helena's

cheeks, and the brown eyes raised, and flashed,
and dropped.

.
"He went to try and find help," she said.
He was out all night in the storm. I do not

know how far he must have walked. I know the
nearest house was five or six miles away— and
there was no horse there— the man had driven
to some town that morning. It was almost day
light before Mr, Thornton at last came back with
a team. We were forty miles from here— we
sent the team to the nearest town for gasoline
and then motored back." She stopped— and
then, with a catch in her voice : "He— he was
very good to me."
"Good to me"— the words seemed to stab

at Madison, seemed to ring in his ears and goad
him with a fiercer jealousy— and her story
of the night, what she had been saying, save those
words, was as nothing, meant nothing, was swept
from his consciousness— and only she, standing
there before him, glorious, maddening in her
beauty, remained. Soul, mind and body leaped
into fiery passion— she was his, and his she al-

ways would be— those eyes, those lips, the white
throat, those perfect arms to cling about his neck— and all of heaven and hell and earth were
naught beside her.

" I love youl "— his face was white, his words
fierce-breathed, almost incoherent— and he
leaned toward her with a sudden, uncontrollable
raovement, his arms sweeping out to clasp her.
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rjr!i ''°"' "'''""- ^ 'o^' y°"- Do you un.

"you 7 '*

' 'Zi l°"
- 1 1°^« yo"

1

"

butherheT
"•''-'''« "Seated from him,but her head was raised now, and her voice rana

"Wei m ?:,
'"^'^

." *''' *°"^ "' de"h*i^vel What do you know of /ovtf/ We talk

vice, lust, sin— and, oh, my God, degradation

JotwT""' »'''""''-'°-I LoVel'That"

-^nVh"'"^/"'" '
'"°"''"' ""'^ ''""d at h" again-- and her face was as pallid ivory. And some-

?a„"H* """'t'" "^"^ '^™' and he brushed hshand across his eyes -the logic was faulty tornand pitiful, and he groped aftfr the flaw^' ™
;„ , .:

' T^-" ' ''°"'" ^°^*= " ^«" " mine," he saidin a stumbling way— then his brain flashed ouickinto action. " My love- what other love ha*
- th^We ''"h'^^l"

""' "'^'^- "I'W love— the love we have known together— and we're

Y^^^^t '° '*- "" ^ I'^« had enough of thisYou pack your trunks -and pack them quickWe re go,„g to beat it out of here I We're going

don^ h,°"T °"'- "^'''^ S°'"g I'ack wherl !
i?I TiT*

*•* sit around like a puling fool andwatch Thornton chuck you under the chin— we'reC Tw ^'\'""'' ' tombstonf f he eve

I u u'^/"" *''"*• You thought the game

Well IVeir '° ^ last jackpo't- did TouWell, 1 ve got enough— and there's no game bitenough to make me stand for this. ThatTooks
like love-doesn't it?" He burst again iito a
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sudden, mirthless laugh— and once again swept
his hand across his eyes. " We're going to beat
it out of here now— to-night— to>morrow morn-
ing."

But now she had drawn further away from him— and there was a frightened look in her eyes,
and her lips quivered pitifully.

"No— I can't— I can't," she cried out.
" No, no— I can't— I can't go back to that."

"That! That— is love," he said wildly.
" The only love you know. What more do you
want? There's loot enough now, and— ha, ha I— that little contribution of Thornton's, to give
you all the money you want. Love, Helena—
you and I— the old love— you and I together
again, Helena. I tell you I love you— do you
hear? I love you— and I'll have you— I love
you! What do you know, what do you care
about any other kind of love I

"

She looked at him, misery and fear still in her
eyes, and her slight figure seemed to droop, and
her hands hung heavy, listless, at her sides.

" I care "— the words came in a strange me-
chanical way from her lips. " Oh, I care. I

can't— I won't go back to that. And I know—
I know now. I have learned what love is."

Quick over Madison's face surged the red in

an unstemmed tide— volcanic within him his love
that he knew now possessed his very soul, jealousy

that, blinding, robbed him of his senses, roused
him to frenzy.

" Oh, you've learned what love is, have you—



THE SANCTUARY OF DARKNESS 241

with him/" he cried— and for
matched her into hit aniii. "And you won't
c«n,e. eh? WeU. IVe learned what fov'eTs too inthe last month -and if I can't get it one wzyrU get ,t another "-he wa. raining mad kuSupon her face her hair, her eye.-" I We you
I tell you— I love you 1

"

'

.n^l*
«/ry riic fried to struggle from him—

hi. face with her |5,t.. Fiercer, closer he held

»nH'^f/T •' V'^^ ^V?""'
't'M^ing this way

and that, they circled. He kissed her' laughing

tZ iM" ""I"'"' '""Khing at the blow^
beside himself, not knowing what he did— mad
.rr,. T ""t ."' ^""^ ^"' "^'"d the white
throat where the dress was torn now at the neck-
imprisoned a little fist that struck at him and kissed
the quivering Iwuckles; kissed the wealth of glo-
nous, bumished-copper hair that, unloosened, feU
about her, kissed it and buried his face in its rare
ragrance. Aiid dien— and then his arms were
empty— and he was staring at the calm, majestic
figure of the Patriarch -and Helena wa.
crouched upon the floor, and, sobbing, was ding-
ing witfi arm. entwined around the old man'.
Knees.

And so for a little while Madison stood and
.tared— what had brought the Patriarch there— the Patriarch who could neither see nor hear
nor speak— what had brought him from his ownroom across the halll And Madison stared, and
lus hands crept to his temples and pressed upon
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Aem— we«k he leemed as from lome p«.>oxTtin
of madneis that had paiied over him. The lun-
light itreaming through the window theened the
luxuriant mass of hair that falling over shoulders
and to the waist seemed alone to doak the little
figure m its crouched position— the little figure
Oiat shook so convulsively with sobs— the little
figure that clung so desperately at the feet of this
god-like, regal man, whose beard was silver,
whose hair was hoary white, upon whose face,
marrmg none its strength or self-possession, was
a troubled, anxious, questioning look.

Strange! Strange I Madison's hands feU to
his sides. The Patriarch's eyes were turned full
upon him, wavering not so much as by the frac-
tion of an inch— full upon him. Andthen, as
mto some holy sanctuary, fending her from harm
and danger, the Patriarch turned a little to inter-
pose himself before Madison, and, raising
Helena, held her m his arms, her head against
his bosom— and one hand lay upon her head
and stroked it tenderly. But upon Madison was
still turned those sightless eyes, that noble face,
serene, commanding even in its perturbation, evenm Its alert and searching look.
Madison stirred now— stirred uneasily—

while the silence held. There was a solemnitym the ilence that seemed to creep upon and per-
vade the room— a sense of a vast something that
was the antithesis of turmoil, passion, strife, that
seemed to radiate from the saintly figure whose
Lps were mute, whose ears heard no sound, whose
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And then Helena ipoke but li#p h..A
Jjrned .way fron, himfhiddenS tillValtS

l,Jl^"i"
*''* '"^' «"<^ her words were likebroken wh.sper,. for she was sobbing stij" onSlong, long ago, when I was a little irir T ,f

'

^C7t ^::!r ^''''''\ I hadt!t'^'r^
t^me InH f-

' •"« '8°' •"" '' has come backto me, and— and it is a glad story— at the end "
She stopped- and MadisonTaised his head

woldlr afh'eaSr" ^'^ "^ -''""

-it';, my" stt"*''^'"
"^^ "•'^ P"«'"'y- " It

"You mean"— Madison's voice was hoarse- you mean that youVe turned~ s.raiffh,r'They love me here," she said. " They trustme and they think me good -as they are M
man here— and for a little while, since I havebeen here I have lived like that. They made mebeheve that .t was true-/r«.. And thlre w«shame and agony— and hope. It seemed they

prayed that I m.ght make it true always— and—and forgiveness for what I was."
" You mean," he said again hoarsely, and he
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•tepped toward her now, " you mean that yonre— straight/"

She did not answer— only now the turned her
face toward him and lifted up her head.
And for a long minute Madiwn gazed into the

tear-iplaahed eye», deep, brave in chastened wist-
fulneu, gaied— and like a man stunned walked
from the room, the cottage, and out across the
Hwn.



—xx—
TO THE VICTOK ARE THE SPOILS

MANY were ttill about the lawn as hf
left the cottage— they were all
about him, those sick, half frantic
creatures— and still they made

noises; still some of them cried and sobbed; stillm their waning paroxysms they moved hither and
thither. They appealed to some numbed, dor-
mant sense in Madison, in a subconscious way, as
thmgs to be avoided. And so, almost mechanic-
«lly, he took the little path that, striking off at
right angles to the wagon track where it joined
the Patriarch's lawn, came out again upon the
main road at the further end of the village.

And, as he walked, like tidal waves on-rushing,
emotions, utterly at variance one with another,
hurled themselves upon him, and he was swept
from his mental balance, tossed here and there,
rolled gasping, strangling in the chaos and turmoil
of the waters, as it were, and, rising, was hurled
back again.

White as death itself was Madison's face; and
8t tunes his fingers with a twitching movement
curled into clenched fists, at times his open palms
sought his temples in a queer wriggling way and
pressed upon them. Doubt, anger, fear, a rage

»45
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unhaUowed— in cycles— buffeted him until his
brain reeled, and he was as a man distraught.

It began at the beginning, diat cycle, and
dragged him along— and left him like one
swooning, tottering, upon the edge of a precipice.
And then it began over again.
And it began always with a picture of the Roost

AV"'?!*"" ' T""*' "nl'en'Pt. ragged figure
of die Flopper— the sickly, thin, greedy face of
i-ale Face Harry, the drug fiend, winching a little
as he plunged the needle into his flesh— the easy
unprincipled gaiety and eagerness of Helena for^e new path of crime— crime— crime— the
Koost exuded crime— filth— immorality—
typified them, framed them well as they had sat
there, the four of diem, while that bruised-nosed
bouncer had brought diem drink on his ratding
tm tray. And then his own self-satisfied, smug,
complacent egotism at his own cleverness, his un-
bounded confidence in his own ability to pull off
the game, and—

Well, he had pulled it off— he'd won it—
won It— won it— everybody had fallen for it
^-- the boobs had been plentiful— die harvest
nch. What was die matter widi him I He'd
won— was winning every time die clock ticked,
boniebody back there was probably dirowing good
hard com at him this minute— the damned fool!
Madison threw back his head to laugh in derision,
tor diere was mocking, contemptuous laughter in
his soul— but the laugh died stiU-born upon bit
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was fear now— fear

847

- staggering, ap>pamng mm He was facing something--
iomethtuff— hit brain did not seem to define it—
a somethmg that was cold and stern and immuta-
We, that was omnipotent, that embodied awe^a condemnation unalterable, unchangeable, be-
fore which he shrank back with his soul afraid.
Before him seemed to unfold itself the wagon
frack, the road to the Patriarch's cottage; and
he was there again, and whispering lips were
around him, and men and women and children
were there, and in front of them, leading them,
shtherel that twisted, misshapen, formless thing
—-and now they were upon the lawn, and about
Jiim eveiywhere, everywhere, everywhere was a
sea of white faces out of which the eyes burned
like living coals. What power was this that,

thTn I

*''"**" *"" '" ^*'*''^*'' ™°»"'"8

Madison shivered a little— and a sweat bead
oozed out and glistened upon his forehead.Hark—-what was thatl Clarionlike, clear as
the chimes of a silver bell, rang now that childish
voice— rang out, and rang out again— and the
crutch was gone— and the lame boy ran, ran—
ran/ And who was that, that stood before him
now— that golden-haired woman beside an
empty wheel-chair, whose face was radiant, who
cried aloud that she was cured/ And who were
these others of later days, this motley crowd of
old and young, that passed before him in proces-
•ion, that CTied out the same words that golden-
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haired woman by the wheelchair had cried-,
""^,«"'f<i out: " Faith 1 Faith 1 Faith I"

h.^ -T r'P* 5^«r«t head from hig fore-head w. h a trembhng hand. It was a he- a h^

r»V' II k .
'^ '"?«''' *"" *° say that— but

t was all bunk- and all were fool, J He couldlaugh at dhem, jeer at them, mork at them, deride

hu"^!::.!,-
'^ '^"^ h« playthings- and faith wa.h.s plaything -and he could laugh at them alllAnd agam he raised his head to laugh; andagam the laugh was choked in his throat, still-born

rrjf'lena was straight/ To his temples wenth« twitching hands Anger raged upon him-and died m fear. Anger, for the instant mad-dening him, that he should lose her- raw in
ungovernable fury that the game, hilXTth"hoard accumulated, was bursting like a bubbleDefore his eyes-died in fear. No, no; he hadnot meant to laugh or mock— no, no- not that

£t td'd"^'''! "''V'''''
'"-d "a'nirpower

that had done these things- that had brought
J^'!/*'"** '" Helena; that had brought a changem the Flopper transforming the miserable, piri-
fill, whming thief mto a man reaching out fordecent things; that had wrought at least a physical
metamorphosis m Pale Face Harry- that h7d
ft-ansfigured those three who, in their ugly, aba"doned natures then, had hung like vultures on hi,words in the Roost that nightl What was thispower that he was trifling with, that brought himnow this CO d, dead fear before which he quailed™What was this something that in his temerity he
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had dared invoke— that rose now engulfinjt him

him head ong shackled, before this nebulous, ter-

ar^f' ?/''"• "f'T" ^"'"'" °f the Patri-

stamn ofTf' ""^^l'" ™P.'"»"«' «' '^i'h thestamp of doom. What was t— in God's name

t" hlrreieadr;;^*!" *^"' l-^ds bum^g

ma^alSat" '' '""^ "''-"" '"'

And then the cycle again— doubt, anger, fear-until his brain, exhausted, seemed to refuse its

I d?r f;^''^'' ''r " *°"8''' •'"-y- ^pp--4
oD,H i^ V''"* ''r" "P°" '"" "nind and envelloped It; and now he walked as a man in greathaste^hurrying, and now his pace was slowfun!

bor^elT Ilf
'''"* ^"' ^°"°'''"8 *^ >'«'« path that

o^ thJ „1 ' ''°°^' °" ""<= '""'<J and the field,

15^
.?"• r™* °" ""'" ''^ """-^d the village— and then he stopped suddenly, and turnedabout. Some one had called his name.

irom die field, a man climbed over the fenceand came toward him. The man's face was

rXn k"!"'^'''' !:''' ^°™ "''''' »"d the sleeves
rolled back above Ae elbows displayed brownedand muscular forearms. Madison stared at theman apathetically. This was the farm of cou«e

?SrFa^fHa"^^_^„7J-^^^> '"^ ^^'' -
" Doc," said Pale Face Harry, and he shuffled
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i

his feet and looked down, " Doc, I got something
I ve been wanting to say to you for a week."
Madison stiU gazed at him apatheticaUy

—

Fale Face Harry for the moment was as some un-
warrantable apparition suddenly appearing before
him.

Pale Face Harry raised his eyes, lowered them,
kicked at a clod of earth with the toe of his boot— and raised his eyes again.

" Say," he blurted out, " I'm through. Doc,
1 m— I m going to quit."

Into Madison's stumbling brain leaped and took
form but one idea— and he jumped forward,
reaching savagely for Pale Face Harry's throat.

You d throw me, would you I You'd throw
the game— would you! " he snarled, as his fin-
gers locked.

Pale Face Harry, twisting, wriggled free—
and retreated a step.

" No; I ain't! " he gasped— and then his sen-
tences came tumbling out upon each other jerkily,
as though he were trying to compress what he
had to say mto as few words as possible and as
quiddy as he could, while he watched Madison
wanly. " I ain't throwing nothing. I just want
to quit myself. I keeps my moutli sf.ut— see?
I don't want none of the share whrt's coming.
Say, I've got more'n a hundred times that out of

IJ-u ^°°^ 'i
™-' °°*=' S*y' I'" ''I'e a horse.

Ihats the Patriarch and living honest. Say, in
all me life I never knew what it was before till
we comes here. If I took the dough what's com-
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ing I'd go back to the old hell, and I'd go down
and Say, : worth .., ._

ing in it. I ain't throwing you, Doc— I just
blows out of here with me trap closed. Say, look
at me, Doc— don't you get what I mean?"
And then Madison burst into a peal of wild,

strange laughter; and, as though no man stood be-
fore him, started on along the path— and Pale
Face Harry sidled out of his way and stared after
him.

"For— for God's sake. Doc," he called out,
stammering, " what's the matter? "

But Madison made no answer. He heard Pale
Face Harry call out behind him; in a subconscious,
mazed way, he sensed the other following him,
gropingly, hesitantly, for a few yards, then hold
back— and finally stop.

The path swerved. Madison went on—
blindly, mechanically, as though, once set in mo-
tion, he must go on. Some ghastly, unnatural
thing was clogging his brain; not only in a mental
way, but clogging it until there was physical hurt
and pain, an awful tightness— something— if
he could only reach it with his fingers and claw it

away I There was black madness here, and a
pain insufferable— a damnable impotence, rob-
bing him of even the power, the faculty to think
or reason, or to make himself understand in any
logical degree the meaning or the cause of this
thing that sent his brain swirling sick.

He halted. His lips were working; the muscles
of his face quivered. And suddenly, snatching hit
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hat from his head, he flung himself on the ground
and plunged face and head, feverishly, tigerlshly.
mto the little brook that ran beside the path
Agam and agam he buried his face in the cold,
dear, refreshing water— and then, still on hands
and knees, he raised his head to listen. Softly,
full of a great peace, full of a strange sweetness
that knew no discord, no strife, the notes of the
chapel bell floated across the fields. Evening had
come; the day's work was done— it was benedic-
tion time. It was the call of the faithful— the
Angelus of those who believed.

It came, the revulsion, to Madison in a choked
sob— and he stood up. The day's work was

thankfulness each from the farm to his little cot-
tage, each to his simple, wholesome meal, each
to the twihght hours of gentle communion as they
talked to one another from their doorways, each
to his bed and his rest, tranquil in the love of God
and of man.
Madison flung back the dripping hair from hit

torehead. Strange, the contrast that, unbidden,
came insistently to him now : The liquid notes of
the bell wafted sweetly on the evening breeze;
the howling, jangling turmoil of the city slums, of
his familiar haunts where, in mad chaos, reigned
the hawkers' cries, the thunder of the elevated
trams, the noisome traffic of the street, the raucous
dang of trolley bells— the sweet perfume of the
hdds, the smell of trees, of earth, of aU of God's
pure things untouched, unsoiled; the stench of
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Chatham Square, the reek of whiskey spilled with
the breath of obscene, filthy lips— the little vil-
lage that he could see beyond him, the tiny curls
of blue smoke nsmg like the incense from an altar
over the roofs of houses whose doors had no
locks, whose windows were not barred, where
plain, homely folk, unsullied, lived at peace with
God and the world; the closed areaways of the
Bowery, the creaking stairs, the dim hallways
leadmg to dens of vileness and iniquity wher.-,
safe by bolts from interruption, crime bred its
offsprmgs and vice was hatched. What did it
mean!
And so he stood Aere for a little space; then

Fresently he started forward again; and presently
..e reached the village street, walked down its
len^h, greeted from every doorway with hearty,
unaffected smcerity, and after a little while he
came to the hotel, and to his room— and there
he locked the door.

Helena was straight— the words were repeat-
ing themselves over and over in his brain. He
began to pace up and down the room. The words
seemed to take form and shape in fiery red letters,
beir^ scrawled by invisible hands upon the walls— Helena was straight. Straight with Thornton,
straight with any man— straight with her Maker.
He knew that now— he had read it as a soul-
truth in those brave, deep, tear-dimmed eyes,
And he had lost herl It seemed as though he
had become suddenly conscious that he was en-
during some agony that was never to know an
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He had lott her— lost Helena,

.„ Ti.^'* P^f""* ''' ''''^ out his keys andopened hit trunks, and took out the trays and

.pread them about. There were very many tray.,
they nested one upon the other-aid they were«ceedmgly mgemous trays— false-bottomed
every one. And now he opened these false-bot-
toms, every one of them, and stood and looked at

^TnU A T"^ "'l"' •''88"* K"™' he had

h^l^^ '
*•" f"! '^»* ^^'^ ^°^'' "« single

bSh ! ^"- ^^'J''"^ •"""Kht no whispering
breath of suspicion flung its tribute in his faceMoney that he had never tried to count, notes ofaU denominations, large and small, glutted the
receptacles— jewels in necklaces, in rings, in
pendants, m brooches, in bracelets, diamonds, ni-
Dies, emeralds, winked at him and scintillated and
glowed and were afire.

And he stood and looked upon them. Whatwas It the Flopper had said when they had brought

WK . "'""''^u
back-he did not rememberWhat was It that Pale Face Harry had said a lit-

tie while ago— he did not remember. These
were jewels here and nioney— wealth~ and hehad won the greatest game that was ever played-- only he had lost her— lost Helena. And he
stood and looked upon them— and slowly there
crept to his face a white-lipped smile.
"I in beat I" he whispered hoarsely. "Beat— by the game— I won."
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FACE VALUR

IT
was evening of the same day_ and there

to the Stf".?''" *"»^««d it, and came back

.L!nl.- "f*" '°°™' ^'>«« Ae Patriarchsat m h,. armchair; where the lamp, turned low

Sr^h^^able'1^ker h'?'° •"." 'i^^^ow? bJnTdupon tne table; where Helena, far awav from h^n
«nmed.ate .urrounding.. quite*.ilen andSSerown chair dose beside the other's, nestled%?Aher head on the Patriarch's rfioulder.

Uoon thl°"S'''
"P.".*^*' ^°PP" «^«A

.}«„ .
FloPPer's face was a curious expres-

vt^Ai T- """«a to mmgle a d ffidence a^ndly sohctude and a sort o) anxious Jespoisl*

the'nopp^.""'""
"'^»' '" y-«." announced

Helena rose from her chair, and started for

&. °k'75"' .*.' ^°PP" blocked the wayHelena halted and looked at him in astonishmentThe Hopper hcked his lips.
»"raent.

Say, Helena," he said earnestly, "if I was
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youM I wouldn't go— lay, I'U teU hira yoiue
have got de pip an' gone ter bed."

" Not go? " echoed Helena. " What do you
mean?"
The Flopper tcratched at hit chin uneaiilv.
'Oh, you know I" he said. "De Doc let

youae down easy ter^iay. Say, if youce had piped
his lamps when you drives up in de buzz-wagon
dis afternoon youse wouldn't be lookin' fer any
more trouble. Say, I'm tellin' youse straight,
Helena. When I was out dere in de kitchen an*
youse was in yer room wid him me heart was in
me mouth all de time. Youse can take it from
me, Helena, he let youse down easy."

Helena's brown eyes, a little wistfully, a little
softly, held upon the Flopper.
"Yes?" she said quietly.

"Youse had better cut it out ter-night, Helena,"
die Flopper went on. " Y'oughter know de Doc
by dis time— de guy dat starts anything wid de
Doc gets his— dat's all! Remember de night
he threw Geggy down de stairs in de Roost?
an' he was only havin' fun I Say, you go out wid
Thornton again ter-night an' de Doc finds it out— an' something'U happen. Say, Helena, fer
God s sake, don't youse do it— de Doc was bad
enough dis afternoon when he let youse down easy,
but he's worse now, an'

—

"

"Worse?" Helena interrupted, smiling a lit-

tle apathetically. "In what way is he worse?
And how do you know? You haven't seen Doci,
have you?"
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"No," the Flopper aniwered, cirdinff hii I!n.w^h,. tongue .gain. " No; IAt/n 3e iS
•J'«=?--'>ut I »een Pale Face. Sav Helen. »

^wi/de"'' T. "''"Bth" cohereitlwots de answer I dunno; I dunno wof. H«

Sri^wh ''^;-'" P°'"*'^ -ddenT; o'tSrth-iarch, wh"ie face was turned toward then*

"he-, ff'^
^"/htfully at hi. silveT bLd!^hes got me fer fair-dere ain't no fake here

ter «n? ^i" ^°"y "« "»• ""' ^" li»tenin'^^r wot we said. I dunno wot's de end—

I

dunno wofs de matter wid me. I was scaTed

b« -tafnV?!
'"»•'''?. God 'ud strike me dead-but tarn t only dat I'm scared ter buck de game

more'""/''
.^'"*.°">y ^^-I don't v,ilrZ

dou^h T ''"f T^' "" '^'«"«"« "bout 3edough— I wanter live straight, same as him

Mamie. Say, Helena, say, do youse believe in

her SleL' ""^il^^
""" «°"' "°'^-" «"»•» dyedner cheeks. She was not startled at what thtFlopper had said -she had seen it comTnisSl

consciously, vaguely, mistily, for days T^onty
stnSeH A

"^^""^ '" herself- she wis no?

She 00 Sk'''*' 'V,"^'^'
''»' '^"- The end

.nn i°J^
""d been thinking about that— and sheloo did not know. What «w, the end?
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:! '

V
"
T"" T*" '"'"' *° "y •o™e*tng aboot Pkl«

*^' ^u* l""''« P'omp*'"* Ae Flopper.
SomethinK bout Pale Face and Doc."
" Yea," said the Flopper, and again the tip of

tut tongue (Ought hit lips nervoualy. "
Bat'sWhy I don t want youie ter go out wid Thornton

M he told de Doc dit afternoon, out in de path
dere, after de Doc left de cottage here. Dere
waa a showdown— see ? De Doc 'ud kiU youse
an Thornton ter-night if he caught youse ter-
gether. He s like a wild man. When Pale Face
teUs him he was goin' ter quit, de Doc makes srab fer him by de t'roat like a tiger, only Pale
* ace gets away an' den de Doc goes off widout t
word,.laughm like he'd escaped out of a dippy-
house. An' Pale Face was shakin' like he haa a
fit when he gets here. Say, Helena, don't yous*
go ter-night" ' ^

Tfc^'i^"!"
"""^e no »n»wer for a moment,

rhou^ts, a world of them, confusedher, crowded
upon her, as they had ever since Madison had
left her room a few hours ago— and the futurt
''" "•.

'T*,
**'""'• bewildering maze through

which she had tried to stumble and grope her waf—•and had lost herself ever deeper. How fuU
of utter, miserable, bitter irony it was that this
thmg, unscrupulous and shameful, that they had
created in their guilt should have brought the
beauty and the glory and the yearning of a newWe to her— and yet should chain her remorse
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lewly to the old I True, Ac had broken withM.A«,„, ^evocbly, forever, .he .uppowd t
h^Si^ '•*'' *'" *«• '»' the "K bond

woit on I In repentance, • , „cr bended knee^•obbing .. .tired and worn- at ,v;: "
roidd•jk for forgivene.., but .n, d .ble /<! . l^dS

hadfa.h,onedthi.iniquit, . mon.un, s,.' v .„"„

^1-„J%'T ^"^'°'' ""^^'^'^" ^-----i o"t ."i

Patriarch there; the worid-^dc pu' rity. those

ffclf 1
P'

l'J',.';"'' P^y^d and fed and BorgedtheniMlve.; the life ifelf that she had uken ud

great-hearted man >o dear to her now, the lifetielf because .t was what it was, changed though

2«i„.r-? •
™.'** ^'. *°"8'> »»" '""l cried out

hS her fal!t/ 'Tr^T** P-^'y-'" this stiU

i iiTL
•*

'
^'** *"d— she could not see theend. What would Madison do- and there w«

JJomton Thornton
, She caught her breaAa

wn .U V-
*'*' •?*? promised Thornton shewould see hin, to-night -she knew well enough

ht' Aat'^'T'' l" J^''-^»' "ight had toW
fier that— he loved her. Her face softened

^^.*.-"*?l~'*
•"'?*'' » thousand years ago, and

•he had learned what iove was, and—
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The Flopper stirred uneasily.
"Wot'U I teU him?" asked the Flopper.^c« waitin' out dere by de porch."

,n,:i^^~v^^^
nothing," said Helena, and she

smiled a little tremulously at the Flopper.Nothmg I'll_ i-ii go and see him." ^^
i)a)s Mena," protested the Flopper, "don't

But Helena stepped by him now.

*„r„i l""'^
t'lVP'triareh," she cautioned,

turning on the threshold. " I_ I won't be late.''

..Ill n ^T ^V" *' ''"'' J"*"' trough the

n«i'K^"
/°*^-'"y°"''' ""P*y "'"^> through the

outth/.h
/"* f°u*'

night-and then from
out the shadows by the row of maples, Thornton
came hurriedly toward her, holding out his hands.
_

It s good of you to come, Miss Vail," he said,m his grave, quiet way. " You must be nearly
dead with wearmess after last night, and I am
afraid I am not very thoughtful— only I _" he
broke o£f suddenly " Sh*Il we sit nere on the
bench for a little while, or would you rather walk
^— i have something to say to you "
It was very dark— the storm of the" night be-

fore still lingered m a wrack of flying clouds,
•currying one after the other, veiling the stars—
and the moon was hidden— and hidden too was
the sudden whiteness of Helena's face. Sheknew what he had to say, knew it before she hadcome to him— and yet she was there— and she

f u"'
"*°'"*«*y enough— only now she was
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^
I would rather walk a little, I think," she said.

Here where— where I can be within call. My
absence last night seems to have made the Patri-
arch very uneasy, you know, and— and— let us
just walk up and down here beneath the maples
in front of the cottage."

'"-f«»

How hea^ upon the air lay the fragrance of
the flowers; how still the night was, save for the
constant muffled boom of the breaking surf I—
tor a moment an almost ungovernable impulse
swept upon her to make some excuse, anything,
no matter how wild, a sudden faintness, anything
and run from him back into the cottage. And
then she med to think, think in a desperate sort
ot way of some subject of conversation that she

dlX^r' T ?" rv''*
»**^"« °«f' postpone.

defer the words that she knew wer* even now on
his lips— nothing— she could think of nothing-- only that she might have let the Flopper have
his way, have let him tell Thornton that she had
gone to bed with— the pip. The pipl She
could have screamed out hysterically as the word
flashed all unbidden upon her— it stood for a
very great deal that word— her world of the
years of yesterday. Could she never get away
froni diat world; was it too late— already ILould she, even with all the earnestness, aU the
yearning that filled her soul, ever live it down,
ever be what Naida Thornton had called her that
"'SM— a good woman 1 Could she

th..*!,"""" J^"
speaking now— how strange

that she would have done anything, given any^
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^f l*!/"'""V''''
'P^^'ng-wd done any.thmg, given anything to make him speak I How

knew she wanted love such as his was— for hehad shown her what love, free from abasing pas-«on, m ,ts purest sense, was. Like a glimjse of
^.y. hallowed, full of wondrous amazement. Icame to her-and then her head was lowered,and the whiteness was upon her face again.He had halted suddenly and detained her with"his hand upon her ann- with that touch, so fuUof reverence, of fine deference, that had thrilled

Miss Vail," he said, in a low voice, "there

i:^r of
""-" ^'"" '^^^ N""'^' left-did y?:

They were close together, and it was very dark

ti^t she felt sweeping in a flood to her facetWhat was in that letter? Had Mrs. Thornton
written as she had talked, or only about the Pa"tnareh and the work in Needley? She had for-gotten for the moment about the letter— if therewere more in it than that, if it were about Thorn-

hZ.Tf r'^ *".^ '"'''* ^"- Thornton hadhoped for between them, and she admitted know!-& °oV h
''^*/°"'«l )' think, what could he

Unce, and this came to her in a little thrill of
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gladncM, she would not have hesitated; but now«--it wa8--it was not that world of yester-

.hJ'K'f*''*!*'''^
/"'"*'y' "*''' *°W "•« thatshe ha J left a letter for you."

«ntlv
"""

H^r"* ?t """'H
''"'•" "''' Thornton

thlru"^ '^,', V^"^ '"'= " •"=«• J"t wish to dowhat she would have done if she had lived; andshe spoke of you very beautifully." Thornton

HTn,< k'
";°'"«t-then he laid hi, hands on

« little. Miss Vail— Helena," he said, and

"I cann„r" ^"k
**' Pu*?"'"""" earnestness'nowT

I cannot say these things weU— only simply
I came back here to take an interest in L workfor I too have It at heart-but I have more tha.^that now --there is yo«_your dear self. Ilove you, Helena -you have come into my lifeuntil you are everything and all to me. Helena!kok up at me- will you marry me, dear? tS
We^ou!"

""^ '° ^"''- "''^'•*' Helena-r

But Helena did not answer— only verv slowl

t "^u ^''}''^- ^"'^ »•« hands on hTrshS
der, tightened and he was drawing her genS,toward him. Then he bent his head until Ha,close to hers, and his breath was upon her cheekas It had been that other night-and the loS
to know that it was her,, a caress, pure "n Sinotive, her,, snatched out of all that had gonebefore that sought to rob her of the right toSe
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ner eyes to Thornton— he had stepped back;|kc^a man stricken, his hands droppTto £
" hT "^'.If'

/""dl " she whispered.

tonlrol hi. voice: "Toul.lV .'''°" "
JO. do noe Io« m,? " '°° '''' "" '""-

inen Thornton spoke.

^ "ii*5™*
''"y perhaps, Helena," he said "vou~uld learn to love „,e- for I 'would teach jTPerhaps now you feel that your whole duh, H«

fcyotirVt r'^'^.r
''^ - -Xt

f,^^ K 1 J
''"

T
^ '"""''^ "°' hinder that, onlytry to help as best I could. Perhaps I have b«nabrupt, have sl^oken too soon-it is onfy a few

rSose'T ^
''
V""; ^'' •'"' " "™» "though

f T ^ ^L "^ ^"''* ^ ''"'l ^<»"«= to know you a,if I had known you all my life and—" ^

?l^^igK£msfiiH$. ^?y.-'i
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But now she mterrupted him, shaking her head
m a sad little fashion.

" You do not know me," she said. " Some-
tunes I think I do not know myself. Think I

You do not know where I came from to join the
Patriarch here ; you have no single shred of knowl-
edge about me; you do not know a single partic-
ular of my life before you knew me."

•I V ^ ^° "°* "*"^ '•° ''"°^>" "** answered gravely.
."

.
." *'* " genuine as pure gold is genuine—

it is in your voice, your smile, your eyes. It is a
crude simile perhaps, but one never asks where
the pure gold was dug— it stands for itself, for
what it is, because it is what it is— pure gold— at its face value."

The words seemed to stab at Helena, con-
demning, accusing; and yet, too, in a strange,
vague way, they seemed to bring her a hope, a
promise for the days to come— at face value 1

If she could live hereafter— at face value I

Listen," she said, and her voice was very
low. " I do not know how to say what I must
say to you. Last night I knew that— that you
loved me. I had not thought of you like that, in
that way, until then, or— or I should have tried
never to have let this hurt come to you. But last
night I knew, and since then I have known that
sooner or later you would— would tell me of
it." She stopped for an instant— her eyes full
of tears now. " And so," she went on presently,
" I have let you speak to-night because it was
better, it was even necessary that I should do so
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«t once— because thi'i could not ao on— li«»„^you must go away and—

"

"••- —_„ ^v ^^
'NecesMiiy?

wdentand.'*
he repeated. "I— I do not

derj^nd Ja^d r**
^''P''"''^' y^" do not un-

uL,.Z 7 *° "'^ *° y°"' ""Jy A»t you muMtakejhat I „y. „ you have taken mei.at7ace

" I do not understand," he said airain " H.i
«.,^Ido^npt understand. ArfyoK troSS!:

"No," she said.

out's^Sdeilv'^T*"
^""^ ^^' *'»'" he criedoursuaaenJy. I cannot go and leave vou Hel-ena. You have come into my life andlu'efftMd I am,ot let you pass out of it-lL this-

noJfStome dayl"
^°" ""'^ "" '°^» "«

Jhe .l.,ok her head, interrupting him once

«»d- Oh, I do not want to hurt you— you to

hiZL::u """ *»- y°" ^'U ever kn'owi!

« ITh ^" "" '"^*'" '«' '•"ything between

SrsX'ern^Z^'n^trp'^'^'-^ '^ '"''' '^
And Aen he leaned abruptly toward her.

-raiid vo?ce~""'
*"" ''"'" '>' '•^^^d in a

And to Helena the question came as diough
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it had been an inspiration given him— for after
that he would atk no more, seek no more to un-
derstand, for he wat too big and itrong and fine
for that; and even if it was hopeless now this
love that she had known for Madison, even if it

could never be again, still that love was hers, and
she could answer truthfully.

" Yes," she said beneath her breath.
For a moment Thornton neither moved nor

spoke. Then he held out his hand.
"Miss Vail," he said simply, "will you tell

this ' some one else ' that another man beside him-
self is the better for having known you. Good-
night. And may God bring you happiness
through all your life."

But she did not speak— they were standing
by the rustic bench and she sank down upon it,

and, with her head hidden in one arm outflung
across the back of the seat, was sobbing softly.

And he stood and watched her for a little space,
his face grave and white; then taking the hand
diat lay listlessly in her lap, he raised it to his
lips— and turned away.
And so he left her— and so, because of this,

he knocked upon another door that night, and all

unwittingly gave to that " some one else " himself
the message that he had asked Helena to deliver.

Madison, pacing his room like a caged beast,
his teeth working upon the cigar that he had never
thought to light, paid no attention to the summons
until it had been repeated twice; then, with a
^ance around the room, his eyes lingering for a

I fiiiijfim-'
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critic.! inittnt upon the trunki, doted now, tfie

J-.y.
reitored to their hiding place., he .tepp;d to

at light of Thornton, mechanically, at tecond
ntture to him, outwardly, like a mask, there came

cerncd compoture to hi. face; while inwardly, in
hi»

<
a. d. fogged brain where chaot raged, .urged

»n ,.pul.e to fling him.elf upon the oFhe;. wrS
»no„ Z"1?'^"'%T" *'."""' -«nd Aen .wiftupon the heel, of thi. an impul.e to refrain, for
If Helena wa. .traight why .hould he harmThornton -and then the .huttle again-X
.hould he not -hadn't Helena .aid that .he had

^"'htj'i'''
''"''•

r^U'" "'«''*- *"«! J"t night

1-
I ^1 ^t^li

^fth Thornton. How hi. brain
whirled What had brought Thornton here, anjl

J,r TK *" ''^^'^. ""^ '""8 P"''aP» he ;ould
batter Thornton to jelly after all I Chiick, ahno.t
;n,tantaneou. m their .equence came Ai, wildjumble singing dizzily it, crazy refrain through
hi. mind-and then to hi. amazement he heaS= rwr&ei?"""'^- ""^ *° ''' -«-

chair/""*
'"' ^''""'"'- ^""^ "»— »nd take a

rtJ'P*"'";"
'^''*!™*°n "'wered; and, enteringthe room, closed the door behind him. " No • Iwon t sit down- 1 shall only remain a momeni."

the lamp was on the washstand, and, intu-
itively again, Madison shifted his positiw tobnng his face into shadow-and leaned against



FACE VALUE ««9

the foot of the bed. He stared at Thornton,
nodding— Thornton's face was white and exceed-
ingly haggard— rather curious for Thornton to
look that way 1

" Madison," said Thornton abruptly, " I be-
lieve you to be a gentleman in the best sense of
the word, and because of that, and because of the
unusual circumstances that first brought us to-

gether and the mutual interests that have since

been ours, I have come to you to-night to tell

you, first, that I am going away from Needley and
that I shall not return— and dien to ask a service

and repose a trust in you. You have said several

times that you intended to remain here and take
a personal and active part in the work? "

Madison removed the chewed cigar end from
one corner of his mouth— and placed it in the
other.

" Yes," said Madison.
" Then this is what I want to say," said Thorn-

ton seriously. " For my own sake, because it

was my wife's wish, and for other reasons as well,

my interest here, though I am going away, will

be just as great as it has ever been ; and so I want
you to keep me thoroughly posted, and when the
time comes that I can be of further material as-

sistance to let me know. I impose only one con-
dition— you are to say nothing to Miss Vail
about it— you can make anything that I may
do appear to come from yourself."

" Say nothing to Miss Vail !
" repeated Madi-

son vaguely— then a sort of ironic jest seemed to
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takepoMCMionofhim: " But Mim V«a k«eM tU
the fundi."

".^j 11,7^^ ' •" '•'"°« y**" *o repreient
me, Mid Thornton quietly. " I am afraid that
•he might have a natural diffidence about accepc-
ing anythuig more from me— I atked Miat Vail
to jj!»"y me to-night, and she refuaed."
The cigar kind of slid down unnoticed from the

comer of Madison's mouth— and he leaned fop.
ward, hangmg with a hand behind him to the
bedpost— and stared at Thornton.

" You— what/ " he gasped.
"Yes; I know," Thornton answered —and

moved abruptly toward the door. " Love makea
one s temerity very great— doesn't it ? I asked
her to marry me— because 1 loved her." He
came back from the door and held out his hand.
I ve told you what I would tell no other man,

Madison. You understand now why and
you'Udothisforme?"
What answer Madison made he never knew

himself— he only knew that he was staring at
Uie door after Thornton had gone out, and that
he wanted to laugh crazily. Marry Helena 1

Thornton had asked Helena to marry him because
he loved her. God, there was humor here I Hia
bram tself seemed to cackle at it— marry Hel-
ena! '

And then suddenly there seemed no humor at
all— only black, infamous shame and condemna-
tion—and he straightened ug from where he
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leuied agiinit the bedpost, hii face aet and
•tramed.

"Thornton had aiked Helena to marry him
because he loved her "—the words came slowly,
haltmgly, aloud— and then he covered his face
with his hands. But he, he who loved her too
*-what hadAc done I





MICROCOTY lESOlUTION TEST CHART

(ANSI ond ISO TEST CHART No, 2)

^ APPLIED IM/IGE Inc

^ST'^ '653 EasI Main StfeetS^£ Roctiester, Ne« rork 14609 USA
r.^^ f^'S) *a2 - 0300 - Phone

^^S (^
' 6) 2B8 - 5989 - Fan



^:l

\i"

—XXII—

THE SHRINE

FOR a little time Madison stood there in
his room, motionless, staring unsee<
ingly before him— and then, as one
awakening from a dream that had

brought dismay and a torment too realistic to be
thrown from him on the instant, his brain still

a little blunted, he took up his hat mechanically,
went out from the room, descended by the back
stairs to the rear door of the hotel, and took the
road to the Patriarch's cottage.

And as he walked in the freshness of the night,
the restless turmoil of his soul that since early
afternoon had brought him near to the verge of
madness itself, that had robbed him of sane viril-
ity, that a moment since in his room had suddenly
begun to lift from him even as the leaden clouds
in the vault above him now were scattering, break-
ing, and through the rifts a moon-glint and the
starlight came, passed from him utterly— and a
strange calm, a strange joy, a strange sadness was
upon him— and his brain for the first time in
many hours was rational, keen— and he was mas-
ter of himself again— and yet master of himself
no more!
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He smiled a little at the seeming paradox—
smiled a little wistfully. He was beaten— by
the game— he had won. How strange it was
that sense of more than resignation now— a sense

that seemed like one of thankfulness— a
sense that bade him fling wide his arms as though
suddenly they had been loosed from bondage and
he was free, free as the God-given air around him.

He could understand Helena, and the Flopper,

and Pale Face Harry now. With them it had
come slowly, in a gradual concatenation, a pro-

gression, as it were, that had worked upon them,
molding them, changing them day by day— and
he had been too blind to see, or, seeing, had
measured the changes only by a standard as false

as all his life had been false. With him it had
come in a crash, unheralded, that had left him a

naked, quivering, stricken thing to know madness,
terror and despair, to taste of emotions that had
sickened the soul itself.

On Madison walked -^ along the road, across

the little bridge, into the wagon track where, un-

der the arched branches, it was utter dark. Tliere

was no one upon the road— he passed no one—
saw no one— he was alone.

He had lost Helena— but he understood her
now— understood the depth of remorse that she

was living through, the terror and the dread as

she sought escape, the fear of him— yes, it would
be fear now where once it bad been love! He
had lost Helena— that was the price he had
paid— but he understood her now, and he was
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!

going to her to help her if he could, going to tell

her that he, too, was changed— as she was
changed.

His hands clenched suddenly. God, the mis-
ery, the hopelessness, the wreck and ruin that lay
at his door I And amends— what amends could
he make— it was too late for that I How clearly
he saw now— when it was too late I Her life

was a broken thing, robbed, stripped and de-
spoiled for all the years to come. Their love had
not been love— she had given It its name—
" passion, vice, lust, sin, degradation and irisery
and shame." And then love had come lo her,
into her life, love af '?od had meant love to be,
and she had learned .nat love was she had said— only that she might never know its fulness, only
that it might bring her added bitterness and added
sorrow 1 Thornton had asked her to marry him
that night— and she had refused him— because
the past, it must have been as a shuddering, hide-
ous phantom that the past had .!sen before her,
had left her no other thing to do but turn away.
It seemed he could see her— see her bury her
face in her hands and—
He stopped short in his walE. Was he

changed so much as this I Did he care so much
that it was her happiness— even with another—

.

that counted most I Yes; it was true— he was
changed indeed. And the change had brought
him too, it seemed, to learn what love was— too
bte.

He went forward again— a little more slowlr
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now; a sadness upon him, but, through the sad-
ness, an uplift from that new sense of freedom
that was as a balm, soodiing him in the most
curious way. His had been a rude awakening—
mind and body and soul had been torn asunder;
but he knew now, as he recalled the hours just
past when he had looked on fear, when the gamut
of human passion had raged over him, when he
had stood staggered and appalled before, yes, be-
fore his God, that he had come forth a new man.
And how strange had been the ending, how
strange and simple, and yet how significant, typi-
fymg the broad, clean outlook on life, bringing
coherency to his tottering mind, had been t* "
words of Thornton's—" because he loved >

He had reached the end of the wagon track
now, and he walked across the lawn, his steps
noiseless on the velvet sward, and passed between
the maples; and the moon gleam— for the flying
clouds, rear-guard of the routed storm, were flung
wide apart, dispersed— fell upon a coiled and
huddled little figure all in white, that was quite
•till and motionless upon the rustic seat beside
the porch.

She did not see him, did not hear him, until he
stood before her and called her name.

" Helena I " he said unsteadily. " Helena I

"

She raised her head and looked at him; and
then she rose from the bench, and, still holding
to it by one hand, drew back a little. There was
no outcry, no startled action. Her dark eyes
played questioningly upon him— and he could
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ill'

"11

•ee that they were wet with tears, and that the
face from out of which they looked was very

"Why have you come back here to-nlzht?"
she asked m a low tone; and then, suddenly, a
fear, a terror in her voice, as the Flopper's warn-mg Hashed upon her: "Thornton— you have
seen Thornton? "

"Yes," he said, surprised a little that she
should know; "I saw Thornton a few minutes
ago."

She came toward him now and clutched his
arm.

..

" W*** '•a^'e you done?" she cried tensely,

here"?
"^'" "^

'

^"^ "~ ^°" "" *'''" °" y"" ^'^

It was a moment before Madison replied. He
had schooled himself of course for more than this,
yet tlw words hurt— that was why she had asked
tor Thornton— she was afraid that he had
harmed the man.

" No," he said; " I did not meet him. I think
you must have been longer .i-ere on that bench
than you imagined— haven't you? He came tomy room.

"Your room I What for? Tell met"
Madison smiled with grave whimsicality.
To call me a gentleman and repose a trust."

She stepped back again, uncertainly.
I do not know what you are talking about,"

she said in a stramed way. " And you are talk-mg very strangely."
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Ym," he said. " Everything is strange to-
night. It is like a new world, and— and I have
not found my way— yet."

She drew back still further.
" Are you mad? " she whispered.
"No," he answered. "Not now— that is

past."

She looked at him for a little time; and, her
hands joined before her, her fingers locked and
interlocked nervously.

" And— and Thornton? " she asked, at last.
" It was a trust," said Madison slowly; "but

it was betrayed before it was given. He did not
know— the game. He did not know what was
between— you and me."

" No," she said— and the word came almost
inaudibly.

" And so," he said, " I will tell you, for it

cannot matter now in any case. He told me that
he had asked you to marry him to-night— and
that you had refused."

Madison paused, and swept his hand across his
forehead— his voice somehow had suddenly
grown hoarse, beyond control.

" Yes," she said— and reached again for the
back of the bench, supporting herself against it.

" He is going away," Madison continued; " and
he is to send more money here for the ' cause '

when I ask for it— only you are not to know,
because you might be diffident about taking it after
refusing him."

She stared at him numbly— there was no lar-.
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THE MIRACLE MAN
casm m his words; in his tones only a sort ot
dreary monotony. She shivered a little— how
cold It seemed 1 S^e did not quite grasp his words— and yet she shrank from them. And then her
venr soul seemed to cry out against them, to pit it-
self agamst their meaning, as their meaning surged
upon her. And unconsciously she drew herself
up, and the whiteness of her face fled before a
rush of color.

" Oh, the shame of it I " she burst out. " The
bitter shame of it I You shall not touch the
money -- do you hear ! You shall not touch it I

1— 1 thought that you had understood this after-
noon. I am glad then that you have come to-
night— If I must say more to make you under-
•tand. This .s the end I I do not care what

^ulTu~^^I ^'**l'
^ "" ^° "°^ to atone for

What I have done, I am going to do. The gameM at an end— you shall not touch another cent— and everything that we have taken goes bade
to those whom we have worse than robbed ittrom

!
You hear— you understand I I wiU cnr

It out in the town street if there is no other waj— but It shall stop— it shall stop to-night "--
she was panting, breathless, the little figure erect,
outraged, quivering— and then suddenly the
shoulders seemed to Jroop, the lips to tremble,
and she was on her knees upon the grass beside the
bench, and sobbing as a child.

"Helena I" Madison said hoarsely. " Hel-
ena I Listen! That is what I came for to-niZ— to find a way out for you, for us all, if I am.'*
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The paulonate outburst passed—and she
was on her feet again, facing him.

•< n
^°" "' clever—.clever 1

" she cried fiercely.
But you shall not play with me— you shall not

trick me— I meant every word I said I

"

But now Madison made no answer. The
moonlight bathed them both in its clear, white
radiance; and touched the sward, shading it to
softest green; and the trees limned out like fairy
things against the night; and the calm light flooded
the little cottage with its hidden walls where the
Jvy and the creepers grew, and lingered over the
trellises to drink the fragrance of the flowers that
peeped out from their leafy beds. And upon
Madison 8 face crept slowly the anguish that wasm his soul— until it was mirrored there— until
unconsciously it answered her where words would
have been useless things. Like some -„hite-robed,
sorrowing angel, she seemed, as she stood there
before him— the brown eyes full of shadow,
troubkd; the sweet face tear-splashed; the little
figure m its simple muslin frock, pitiful in its
brave defiance. And pure— just God, how pure
she looked I— the brow stainless white under the
mass of dark, coiled hair; the perfect throat of
ivory. And— and the misery that was in every
feature of her face, in every line of her poise—
and he had brought her that— At had brought
her to that— and now when he loved her as
he might have loved her once and known her
love m return, when his heart cried out for her,
when she was all in life he cared for, she was
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gone from him, out of hit life, and between them
wai a barrier he could never pan— a barrier of
nit own railing.

And to he made no answer, for indeed he had
not heard her; but she was coming toward him
now, her hands outstretched in a wondering way
wistfully, pleadingly, as though to hold back a
refutation that would change the dawning light
upon her face to dismay and grief again.

' It— it is true," she faltered. "
It has come

to you too— this change, this new life that has
come to me. It is true— I can tee it in your

.'.' t!" ,'*
i? 'fV!.'"

.'" """wered, in a low voice.
1 hank God 1 the whispered— and hid her

tace m her hands- and presently he heard her
lob agaui.

A tiny doud edged the moon, and the light
faded, and it grew dark, and the darkness hid her;
then softly, timidly almost it seemed, the radiance
came creeping through the branches overhead
again— and then he spoke.

" ?*'"*'" •** »*'«^' readying hit voice with
an ettort, you spoke of atonement a little while
ago; but there it no atonement that I can make
to you— nothing that I can do to change what
I would give my soul to change. I know what
It meant to you to send Thornton away to-night,
for I love you now as you love him— I know
why you did it, and—

"

She was staring at him a little wildly— her
bands pressed against her cheekt.
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" Love— Thornton," the repeated in a lort
of wondering way, a long pause between the
words.

"Yea," he taia gently; " I know. Have you
forgotten what you told me this aft-rnoon?—

.

that you had learned --last night— what love
was."

She shook her head.
" I do not love Thornton," she said in a .mono-

tone. "And yet it is true that through him I

learned what love was, what it could be— don't
you understand? "

Understand! No; it seemed that he could
never understand! She did not love Thornton!
And then, as some fiery cordial, the words seemed
to whip through his veins, quicke.iing the beat of
his heart into wild, tumultuous throbbing. Yss,
yes, he could understand— it was true— true
she did not love Thornton.
"Helena!" he cried— and stretched out his

arms to her. "I thought, oh, God, I thought
that I had lost you— Helena !

"

But she did not move.
"What does it matter to you whether I

love Thornton or not? " she said dully. " Does
it change anything where you and I are con-
cerned— does it change what I told you this
afternoon— that I would not ao back to
thMt."

" To that I Ah, no I
"— his voice rang dom-

mant, vibrant, triumphant now. " Helena, don't
you understand? Ve are to bei'in life again—
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I Don't
in a new way, the true way, the only wav
you see— I love you I

"

Still ihe did not move— b.it there was a greatwhiteness m her face, and in the whiteness a freat

vou' ^n''
" ''" "'"^. " ^"= *° '"»''« « •>«""« for

«v«'i^ rT'^
you If only you love me still, tolive m God s own sight and hold you as a sacred

g.ft_ Helena I Helena 1 "_ his'arms went outto her again, and the yearning in his soul was inhis voice -to crush her to him. to hold her nhis arm, and hold her there where none shouldtake her from him, to shield and guard herhrough the years to come, to live with^^er a li ethat seemed to break now in a vista of gladness!of gloj, a, the day-dawn breaks with it! goldenS ,„H ^'''^ promise -the new lifcTper-

ner. Helena I Speak to me. Tell me that.t^.,not too late-teU me that you We me

And then her eyes were raised to his, and thevwere wet-but there was love-light and a won-drous happiness shining through The tears

,».„Vk • v^'
murmured brokenly— andwept her into his arms -and kissed the eyelidslowered now, the hair, the white brow, the ipi-kissed her. and held her there, her din£

Ed?r ^ "''^ ^"^ ''" '•''^ hidden Kf
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And to for a ipace they itood there— and
there were no words to tay, only the tong in their
heartt in deathless melody— but after a little
time he held her from him, and lifted up her face
that he might look his fill upon it.

" Helena," he said, " I cannot understend it
all yet— it is as tliough it were bom out of th*
sm and the darkness and the blackness of what it
gone— as though here at this Shrine that we
aeated m mockery and crime it was meant that
you and I should save each other for each other.
And yet this Shrine as we have made it is a thing
of guilt, and it has brought us all, you and I, and
Harry, and the Flopper to a new life."

She lav still for a moment in his arms— then
her hand crept up and touched his forehead and
smoothed back his hair.

" I do not quite know how tc ay it," the said
a httle timidly. " When you w>nt away this af^
ernoon, the Patriarch took me back into his room,
and— and I knelt at his knees— and aftr- a
little while my mind seemed very calm and > : -t— do you know what I mean? And I trien Jo
thmk thmgs out— and understand. And it
seemed to come to me that there was a shrine
everywhere if we would only look for it tlut
God has put a shrine m every heart, only we are
so blind— that every one can make their own
surrour dmgs beautiful and good and true, no mat-
ter where they are, or how poor, or how rich
and if they live like that they must be good and
true themselves."
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« r J'^'.^!*'
*"^ ''"^'y '''™' "ft" « moment:

And faith too is very much like that."
"Only some need a sign," she said.
There wan silence again, while her hand crept

oyer his face and back to his forehead to smooth
his hair once more— and then very gently she
slipped out of his arms.

" What are we to do about— about everything
here? she asked soberly. "We are forgetting
that in our own happiness. How are we going
to return the money that we have taken?"

" I don't know yet," he answered. " I haven't
bought much about it— but we'U manage some-

She shook her head.
"I've thought a great deal about it since yes-

terday— and I'm not so sure it is to be ' managed
somehow —and the more I've thought the more
tangled and complicated it has become."

"Well, we'll untangle it to-morrow," said
Madison, with a smile, " and—

"

" No "— she touched his sleeve. " To-night
Let us do it now— to-night. I should be so
nappy then."

He smiled at her again, and drew her to him.
But we ought to have Pale Face and the

*Iopper too, don't you think so? " he said.
" Of course," she said; " and so we will. The

Flopper IS here, and we can send him for Harry.
It s early yet— not ten o'clock."
"AH right," said Madison; "if you wish it.

iWe U go m then and get the Flopper."
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And 10 they walked to the cottage door, and
mto the porch— but in the porch Madison held
her for a moment, and lifted up her face again
and looked into her eyes.

_
"My— wife," he whispered— and took her

inhitamu.
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THE WAY OUT

STRANGE scene indeed! Strange anrith.
esis to that other night when these four
were gathered in that crime^reeked, sor-
did room at the Roost— where Pafe

i- ace Harry, gaunt, emaciated, coughed, and.

wSXfr''* * morphine needle ?n hiL a^
from A? ^°^^v\ \ ^'^''^'^^ tatterdemalionfrom the gutter, licked greedy lips and gloatedmhis rascality; where Helena, flushed-fafed, in-

ti / ""tenninable cigarettes and dangled her

fljfn r *' ''^'' ^^^'^ ^^«* M«d»°n. suave'
flippant, so certain of his own infallibility glory'mg m his crooked masterpiece, laid the tributeto genius at his own feet I

Strange scene I Strange antithesis indeed! It

muffleTt "'rr^y still-only the distant
muffled boom of the pounding surf. And theshnne^oom, for the first time ^since its freati^n

!5h r vT 'H ""?'*' '''"P "P°n *e table

-

and the light, where it fell in a shortened circle,for the lamp Itself had a little green paper shadewas soft, subdued and mellow.

„«^'l""%i!*
^*'^.^"" '^"nt to sit in the daysgone by, the Patriarch sat now in his annchJr

at6
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by the empty fireplace— in the shadow— his

?„w1!1"Tk ft' '"""8'=' ^'"""'"8' *"«"'i^e way
toward the table— toward the four who were
grouped around it There had been no one to
stay with hini in his own room, and so Helena
had brought him there -to play his silent part.At the table, Pale Face Harry, bronzed and
nigged, clear-eyed, a robust figure from his clean
living, his months of the out-of-doors, traced the
grain of the wood on the table mechanically with
his finger nail, his face sober, perplexed; while the
Hopper, clear-eyed too, his face almost a hand-
some one m its bright alertness, now that it had
rounded out and the hard, premature lines were
gone, mirrored Pale Face Harry's perturbed ex-
pression, his eyes fixed anxiously on Madison op-
posite him; and Helena, sitting beside Madison^
was very quiet, her forehead wrinkled and pursed
up into httle furrows, the brown eyes with a hint
ot dismay and consternation lurking in their
depths, one hand stretched out to lay quite un-
consaously on Madison's sleeve— and from the
sleeve to steal occasionaUy i-to Madison's hand.

...if' I

°"'
u" "P^'is'"'' P""''^'^ '««^k his chair

suddenly— they had been sitting there an hour.
You were right, Helena," he said, with a

nervous laugh. " The more you try to figure it
out the worse it gets.

o/i'^"'/"^'
°°''" P'""'^"'^ *''*' F'°PP" desper-

ately, don t youse give it up— youse have got
de head— youse am't never left us in a hole
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My head I he exclaimed bitterly. " I aot
you into thij, all of you -but it will take more
than my head to get you out. If I could stand for
It myself, I d do it— but I can't without dragging
you in too— we're too intimately mixed up. If
1 said It was

^ deal of mine— they'd ask where
Helena came from- they'd ask where you came
from, Hopper. We're beaten— beaten every
way we turn The game has got us— we haven't
* move. We played it to the limit, the slickest
•wmdle that was ever worked, and it worked till
aiere s more money than I've tried to count. And
then It chahged us from thieves, from— from
anything you like— and now that we want to quit,now that we want a chance to make good, it's
got us m Its enp and we can't get away." He

My God, I don't know what to dol " he mut-
tered hoarsely. "It was easy enough to talk
about stopping this thing, about returning themoney— but I can't see the way out."
No one answered him— all were silent— as

silent as the mute and venerable figure that sat,
listening attentively it seemed, in the armchair by
the fireplace. '

PaSHa'^r^.^'
''™^'''^ "''" ' '""'"-* *"

„a"^°"'i.^^?^'"..^' 'V^' ^'y'^S a hand on the
others shoulder, "you're the only one of the
four that can walk out of it— you don't show
mthecenterof the stage— you go. You said
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a>e old folks would cry _.„ , ,„
IS a long time to stay away from the old folks—

over you— twenty years

•knew Younever
little farm out there in the West where'you'said
you d like to go, and— and give the old people
a hand for the years they've got left."

Pale Face Harry shook his head.

TM il
^"

'
'''**? ^ """'«<* o"- God knows

I d like to go out there and lead a decent life—
but I don t go that way— I don't crawl out and
leave you— what's coming to you is coming to

"That won't hflp us any, Harry," said Madi-
son softly, and his hand tightened in an eloquent
pressure on Pale Face Harry's shoulder. "Yougo— and God bless you I

"

«iV^,^^^^ ^*" ^"'7 shook his head.
No," he said. "I stick. If the game's got

you. It s got me too— to the limit. There's no
use talking about that."

The Flopper licked his lips miserably.
Swipe me I" he mumbled. "HeU wasn't

never hke dis I Me an' Mamie we've got it fixed,
an her old man says he'U take me inter de store,
bay, Doc, say— ain't dere a chanst ter live
straight now we wants ter? "

But Madison did not hear the Flopper save in
a vague, inconsequential way— he was looking at
Helena. She had drooped forward a little over
the table, her chin in her hands, her lips quivering— and a white misery in her face seemed to brii^
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a chill, a numbness to his heart. His hands
clenched, and he began to pace up and down the
room.

How buoyantly he had tackled the problem—
buoyant in his own emancipation, buoyant in his
love, in die future full of dreams, full of inspira-
tion, full of the new life that Helena and he
would live together 1 How confidently he had
settled himself to undo in a moment the work of
months, to outline a mere matter of detail, with
never a thought that he was face to face with a
problem that he could never solve— that brought
him to the realization that the game, not he, was
the master still, iron-handed, implacable— that
though ti <! mental chains were loosed it was but
as if, in ironic justice, in grim punishment, only
that he might look, dear-visioned, upon the ig-
nominy of the physical shackles he himself had
forged and fashioned so readily, whose breaking
now was beyond his strength.

He had done his work well I In the first few
moments, an hour ago, when he had begun to
consider th^ problem, as seeming difficulties arose,
he had turned coolly from one alternative to an-
other. And then slowly a sickening sense of the
truth had begun to dawn upon him— and like a
man lost in a great forest, peril around him,
he had plunged then desperately in this direction
and in that, as a glimmering point of light here or
there had seemed to promise an avenue of escape— only to find it vanish at almost the first step,
Ae way closed as by some invisible, remorseless
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power. No, not invisible— it seemed to tskt
the form of the Patriarch— for at every turn the
majestic figure stood and would not let him pass.

Madison's face was gray now as he walked up
and down the room— there was his own revul-
sion, his abhorrence at the part he had played, a
frantic, honorable eagerness to be rid of it; there
were these others too who looked to him, the
Mopper and Pale Face Harry; and there was—
Helena I He did not dare to look at the misery
m her face again— he was unmanned enough
now.

And then Helena spoke.
"It— it seems," she said, in a low broken

way, " as if— as if God did not want to pardon
us— as if our repentance had come too late, and
that there was no Eleventh Hour for us." Then,
in passionate pleading, facing Madison: "God
«nnot mean that— it is we who cannot see.
There is some way out— there must be— there
must be."

"}} •'«»'" and ends with the Patriarch," said
Madison monotonously. "We can't sacrifice
him— can we 1 What's the use of going over it

again? It all comes back to the same point
the Patriarch."

" Yes, yes; I know, I know," she said piteously.
But think. Doc— think/ See now, we just

send back all the money and jewels— we know to
whom they belong."

"Well, what reason do we give?" Madison
said heavily. " The Patriarch is alive and well.
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gm, every offering here it suddenly refu.eA

SJn™'T" *^° "^^ r«^ If Jt were only S
do« tTJ'^'''"

*° •" considered it might be™ I. J
''"™»n n«t«re that ninety-nine out ofevery hundred of them "-his voice rose a litdebmerly_" wou d probably be only too g ad to ge?

fou"aTT/p''.'^'-K?"*'
*' ""ere' statement tbSyou, as the Patriarch's grand-niece, his only rela-bve, on mature thought did not consider the proj-

ect as planned advisable might suffice. But thisthmg goes beyond that, beyond even the remaining

n.M. Ui'"
*?™"*''' >nterested and would cauMus trouble -It is worldwide in its publicity 1Every newspaper in the land would snatch at it fora headhne, and ask- why ? And they would notbe content with simply asking why-thi,S.s 00 big fo- that- too much before the people

*

ou ~,^H^r'' r^^ T^t^'^ »'"« '" t° findout— and the result is inevitable. Our safety so

S„„" " "!, *v.'
^'"^ *" *"« *"» •>«« no »u-piaon aroused

;
but snooping around a bank vault

at midnight with a mask on and a buUVeye Ian-

™f r -"u" '^t'T'' " » suspicion-arouser
compared with anybody wiUingly coughing up abunch of money once they've got their daws on it-and a yellow journal let alone an army corps

aU the detective bureaus in the country pi„„ed tothe ropes -they'd have us uncoveVed quidceJ
than I lie to think about it- «nd that means-"
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W.^'.n?^'"'^' ^"6 "'* •"""'«<* "lot'oi c«med

oifiaH?/"°" ^" «y"- Helena, pure .. oneof God . own angel, now, to come to that, to come

It was the Flopper who completed the sentence.

and shivered, and his tongue sought his lips; " o^mabbe— mabbe twenty."
f

,
vi

"^t ^'" }^"'^ "'"««' uneasily.

!n» .u^^'v
'

°*t.':
^*y'" *»« "•'• 'Without look-ing up, his eyes on his finger nail d>at traced the

L'll^ T*!,
'**'"• " G«* *e money andthe sparklers all done up and addressed to the

Thnr^f7
"-ne from send 'em off in a bunch torhomton— and we fly the coop before he getsthem, disappear, fade away-and take our

chances of getting caught."

A."^'
'''" '*'! "" °^ ^'^ "« »"' Mamie"—

D:t&;;!"''"^^"''"^- "N^ondat!

"We cannot do that, Harry," said Helena in
* ^'l^ T'% "Th"' '-'-the PatrUrch"'

res, said Madison, beginning his stride up

we cou'd give back the money without being
raught, or whether we couldn't, is not the vital
thing

; there is— the Patriarch."

.ha"ot"b; TfirTpiLr
""^ ''"* '^'' •" *'

,..'7^r"'^ ".'^*" "'" '"" '»''"." she said, "I
think that perhaps— perhaps I might be brave
enough to confess it all, and— and not try to es-
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cape from the punuhment that I deierve. But hewould Iwow -- he cannot lee, nor hear, nor apeak,
but he would know -as he leem. .o itraMely^

Zd'I^'i^^A
^' »o supematurally to know and

Irh .«
^^H'th.ng And, oh, he mean. «,much to me. to us all, for it is he, more than any

were a!J°I,''".
"""^ " ^?"'- '"'" ''•'at we

were. And he loves us. It would shatter his
faith, rum all that his life has meant to him, and— and we cannot bring him grief and sorrow like
tiiat. Oh, what can we do I What <ra« we do!We cannot stop— and we cannot go on 1 We
cannot stay here even if we returned the money
successfully, and we cannot stay here if we kept it
as It is; for things would still have to go on as

tVI^'
'""2 '' ""^ ^''^'' '""" '° «"J '"y more,no matter what we might say or do, for it's bel

yond our control now, and to stay means that we
should stiU have to live and lead o'ur double l[v«
still /lave to practise hypocrisy and deceit, and—
And the only way to get away from it aU is to run

-»hrpJl •''\'*"«r*^°
*»*• «*'«'' There is

^.S%• I,

"'''• ^"^ '»""°* '"^« him -to& w '*"'-:''•* no« he love, to care forhim. We can't do that. He is a very old, oldman, and -and I think he has been happy with
us, and— and we must make him happy always
as long as he lives. We cannot go away and leave

te ^A '"-^ ^° *»*•" Then, in a heart!

tUnr'
*^"P"'''"8 '^'y- "We can't do— a,^.
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^
No one aniwered her. She had begged Mad-

lion to go over it aU again— and the had tununed
It up herielf. There was— the Patriarch.

There was utter silence in the roo.-n now, save
only for that low, solemn boom of .istant surf
for Madison had stopped his nervous pacing up
and down, and stood now by the Patriarch's arm-
chair gazing into the fireplace.

TTie minutes passed, and the silence in that dim,
shadowed room grew tense— and tenser still—
until the very shadows themselves, as the lamp
flickered now and then, seemed to creep and shift
and readjust themselves in stealth. No sound
no movement— utter stillness— only, from with-
out, the mourning of the surf, like a dirge now.

Ai.d then, with a sudden sob, Helena flung out
her arms across the table toward the Patriarch.

" Oh, if he could only speak I
" she cried piti-

fully. " If he could only speak -- he would show
us the way out."

The words seemed to come to Madison as an
added pang. He turned his eyes instinctively
from the fireplace to the Patriarch beside him
and then, a moment, as a man stricken, he stood
there— and then reaching quickly for the lamp
from the table he held it up, and leaned forward
toward the figure in the chair.

Helena, startled at the act, rose almost uncon-
sciously to her feet, her hands holding tightly to
ti.s table edge— looking at Madison, looking at
the silent form where Pale Face Harry, where the
Flopper looked.
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w«i wmte, aihen- there was no color in itThen h„I,p, moved once more.

tilLrior/nw
^A*«;«j-o«/ We can make reiititution now— we can give it all back— he hss•hown ut the way out."

n,;Jl'!r*u
''P* ''"' <l"'vering, tears were dim.mmg the brown eye., trembling on the lashe. m•he ttepped now to Madison'. Tide.

'

It I. God who ha. .hown u. the way out." .hewh,.pered brokenly-and dropping doW^beforethe chair, her little fc-m .haken with wbTahe hidher face on the Patriarch', knee..
And .erene and peaceful a. a child in deeo >«njle hke a benediction on the .ainSy fawf'ih;

i: Sid 'p::::ero"n.*°
•" " ^"" «°"« "'—<»

»

The Patriarch wa. dead.
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TALE I

THE yean have pawed— but in tKetr
patiing have brought few changes to
the little village nettling in the Maine
pinea that border on the tea. Not

many changes— it is as though Time had touched
It loath to touch at all; as thou^ some spirit lin-
genng there, tweet and fresh and vernal, had bade
Time ttay its hand.
Not many changes— the same familiar faces

gather around the ttove in the hotel office; u. d,
neither at a memory, nor yet as of one -who hat
gone, but as if he were amongst them, living still,
they speak of the Patriarch as of yore.
And with this little circle of kindly, simple folk

Time has dealt gently too, for there is only one
who IS no more— Cale Rodgers, the proprietor
of the general store.

But the general store on the village street still
flounshes, and in Cale Rodgers' place is one
whose speech is still a marvelous thing in staid old
New England ears— it is an Irish brogue per.
haps, for his name it Michael Coogan. There
are little Coogans too, and Mamie is a happy wife.

»»
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ttr^Lt' ^?^"' """* '"metime, letters from

gadj. the IcncnVhtKr-Ta^ff^t:

^l^teSi^otS:1^^-iS:
9^d7KrA-^-TreJJ«-^
lawn

'"'*°" *"* '""^ look o„t\cross the

ro^'
'\?'" ""'^ P"«ful, tranquil-, and to themcomes the soft, low murmur of the surf Slowly

•plendid maples- and pause again.
The cottage is Kke some poet's fancy, hiddenshyly m Its creepers and its vines; and^eems to

IJ^ ?"'!''««*V" 'to simple beauty of thTgei"de soul who once had lived there-Tnd loved hUfcUow-men. It is as it always was, open, free forall to pass withij. who wish to enter; fir lovh?„'

Jned tor ""f u'
'*; ""** grateful' purses o^

But th^vT'^'v'''^' ^'P' '* a»-a Shri„;
^

to wher^!^ "i^^u"'"
."°'^' ^<"- M»dison pointsto where the sunlight, as it glints through the tree,

It; marl"'
*" ~«'«'' ^'»* ^ ^ ''"^'

"Let us go there, Helena," he said softly.And so they walked diat way, past the ttellisef

m
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UAea with flowers, past the end of the cottage-Md presently they stopped again where, beneatl'
the maples shade, rises the pure white stone—

Madison, his hair streaking just a little gray at
the temples now, removed his hat— and his face
softened, saddened, as he read the simple inscrip-

THE PATRIARCH

_
The boy glanced at his father a little wonder-

ingly— and then spelt out the words. He shook
his read.

..«rJ
*'°"'* '^"^ ^*'** *^' means," he said.

What does that word mean ?
"

Madison patted his head.
" You teU him, Helena," he said— and came

and stood beside her.

And so Helena told the boy in simple language
as much of the Patriarch's story as she thought
he could understand— and when she had finished
the boy s face was aglow.
"Andl" he said breathlessly, "and— and

didhe ever do a really, truly-truly miracle? "

There was silence for an instant— then a ten-
der smile came trembling to Helena's lips, and
mto the brown eyes crept the love-light, as she
reached out to Madison and her hand found
his and held it very tightly.

1- ^"? ^''J'son IJent and kissed her; and drew the
little lad between them and laid his hand on the
boy s head, and answered for Helena.
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TBE END
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