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KINDRED OF THE DUST

I

TN the living-room of The Dreamerie, his home on
Tyee Head, Hector McKaye, owner of the Tyee

Lumber Company and familiarly known as •'The
Laird," was wont to sit in his hours of leisure, smoking
and building castles in Spain—for his son Donald,
Here he planned the acquisition of more timber and
the installation of an electric-light plant to furnish
light, heat, and power to his own town of Port Agnew;
ever and anon he would gaze through the plate-glass

windows out to sea and watch for his ships to come
home. Whenever The Laird put his dreams behind him,
he always looked seaward. In the course of time, his

home-bound skippers, sighting the white house on the
headland and knowing that The Laird was apt to be
up there watching, formed \hv liahit of doing something
that pleased their owner mightily. When the northwest
trades held steady and true, and while the tide was still

at the flood, tht y would scorn the services of the tug
that went out to meet them and come rani])Iiig into the
bight, all their white sails set and tl:e glory of the sun
upon them; as they swept past, far below The Laird,
they would dip his house-flag—a- burgee, scarlet-edged,
with a fir tree embroidered in green on a field of white

1



% KINDRED OF THE DUST

the symbol to the world that here was a McKaye

ship. And when the house-flag fluttered half-way to

the deck and climbed again to the masthead, the soul

of Hector McKaye would thrill.

"Guid laas ! My bonny brave lads !" he would mur-

mur aloud, with just a touch of his parents* accent, and

press a button which discharged an ancient brass can-

non mounted at the edge of the cliff". Whenever he saw

one of his ships in the offing—and he could identify his

ships as far as he could see them—he ordered the gar-

dener to load this cannon.

Presently the masters began to dip the house-flag

when outward bound, and discovered that, whether The

Laird sat at his desk in the mill office or watched from

the cliff", they drew an answering salute.

This was their hail and farewell.

One morning, the bavkcntine Hathor, towing out for

Delagoa i3ay. dipped he- house-flag, and the watch at

their stations bent tlieir gaze upon the house on the

cliff*. Long they waited but no answering salute

greeted the acknowledgment of their affectionate and

willing service.

The mate's glance met tlie master's.

"The old laird must be unwell, sir," he opined.

But the master shook his head.

*'He was to have had dinner aboard with us last

night, but early in the afkrnoon he sent over word

that he'd like to be excused. He's sick at heart, poor

man ! Dancy tells me he's heard the town gossip about

young Donald."

'•The lad's a gentleman, sir,** the mate defended.

**HeH not disgrace his people.**

"He*s young—and youth must be served. Man, I
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was young myself once—and Nan of the Sewdust Pile
is not a woman a young man would look at once and go
his way."

In the southwestern corner of the state of Washing-
ton, nestled in the Bir^lit of Tyee and straddling the
Skookuni River, lies tlie little sawmill town of Port
Agnew. It is a community somewliat difficult to I'j.-ate,

for the Bight of Tyee is not of sufficient importance
as a harhor to have won consideration by the cartog-
raphers of the Coast and Geodetic Survey, and Port
Agnew is not quite forty years old. Consequently, it

appears only on the very latest state maps and in the
smallest possible type.

When Hector McKaye first gazed upon the Si^t,
the transcontinental lines had not yet begun to con-
sider the thrusting of tLoir tentacles into southwestern
Washington, and, with the exception of those regions
where good harbors had partially solved the problem
of transportation, timber in Washington was very
cheap. Consequently, since Hector McKaye was one
of those hardy men who never hesitate to take that
which no man denies them, he reached forth Tind ac-
quired timber.

A strip of land a quarter of a mile wide and frouting
the beach was barreji of commercial timber. As graz-
ing-land. Hector McKaye was enabled to file on a full
section of this, and, with its acquisition, he owned the
key to the outlet. While "proving up" his claim, he
operated a general store for trading with the Indians
and trappers, and at this he prospered. From time to

:;e purciiascd tirnber-claiiiis from the trappers as
fast as they "proved up," paying for these stumpage-
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prices varying from twenty-five to fifty cents per thou-

sand.

On his frequent trips to the outer world, McKaye
extolled the opportunities for acquiring good timber-

claims down on the Skookum; he advertised them in

letters and in discreet interviews with Ihc editors of

little newspapers in the sawmill towns on Puget Sound

and Grays Harbor ; he let it be known that an honest

fellow could secure credit for a winter's provisions

from him, and pay for it with pelts in the spring.

The influx of homesteaders increased—single men,

for the most part, and poor—men who labored six

months of the year elsewhere and lived the remaining

six months in rude log huts on their claims down on

the Skookum. And wlicn the requirements of the home-

stead laws had been complied with and a patent to their

quarter-section obtained from the Land Office in Wash-

ington, the homesteaders were ready to sell and move on

to other and greener pastures. So they sold to the only

possible purchaser, Hector McKaye, and departed,

quite satisfied with a profit which they flattered them-

selves had been the result of their own prudence and

foresight.

Thus, in the course of ten years. Hector McKaye
acquired ten the sand acres of splendid Douglas fir

and white cedar. But he h.ui not been successful in ac-

quiring claims along the soutli bank of vlie Skookum.

For some mysterious reason, he soon found claims on

the north bank cheaper and easier to secure, albeit the

timber showed no variance in quantity or quality. Dis-

creet investigations brought to light tlie fact that he

had a competitor—one Martin Darrow, wiio dwell iu

St. Paul, Minnesota. To St. Paul, therefore, jour-
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neyed Hector McKaye, and sought an audience with
Martin Darrow.

"I'm AIcKaye, from the Skookum River, Washing-
ton," he announced, without preamble.

"I've been expecting you, Mr. McKaye," Darrow
replied. "Got a proposition to submit?"

"Naturally, or I wouldn't have come to St. Paul. I
i!jtice you have a weakness for the timber on the .south
bank of the Skookum. You've opposed me there half
a dozen times and won. I have also observed thai I
have a free hand with claims north of the river. That's
fair—and there's timber enough for two. Hereafter,
I'll keep to my own side of the river."

"I see we're going to come to an understanding, Mr.
McKaye. What will you give me to stick to my side
of the river?"

"An outlet througli the bight for your product when
you commence manufacturing. J control 'he lower
half-mile of the river and the only available mill-sitcN-.
I'll give you a mill-site if you'll pay half the expense
of digging a new channel for the Skookum, and chang-
ing its course so it will emerge into the still, deep water
under the loo of Tyee Head."

^
"We'll do business," said Martin Darrow—and they

did, although it was many years after Hector McKaye
had incorporated the Tyee Lumber Company and
founded his town of Port Agnew before Darrow began
operations.

True to his promise, McKayo deeded him a mill- and
town-site, and he founded a settlement on the eastern
edge of Port Agnew, but quite distinct from it, and
called it Darrow, after himself. It was not a com-
munity that Hector McKaye approved of, for it was
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squalid and unsanitary, and its untidy* unpainted
shacks of rough lumber harbored soutlicm European
lalx)r, of which Hector AIcKaye would have none. In

Darrow, also, there were three groggeries and a gam-
bling-house, with the usual concomitant of women whose
profession is tlie oldest and the saddest in the world.

Following,' his discovery of the Bight of Tyee, a quar-

ter of a cenfury passed. A man may prosper much in

twenty-five years, and Hector McKaye, albeit American
bom, was bred of an acquisitive race. When his Geth-

semane came upon him, he was rated the richest lum-

berman in the state of Wasliington ; liis twenty-thou-

sand-board-feet-capacity-per-day sawmill had grown
to five hundred thousand, his ten thousand acres to a

hundred thousand. Two thousand persons looked to

him and his enterprise for their bread and butter; he

owned a fleet of half a dozen steam-schooners and six-

teen big wind-jammers; he owned a town wliich he had

called Port Agnew, and he had married and beeri blessed

with children. And because his ambition no longer de-

manded it, he was no longer a hiiser.

In a word, he was a happy man, and in affectionate

pride and as a trib ute to his might, his name and an
occasional forget-mc-not of speech which clung to his

tongue, heritage of his Scotch fo'-ebears, his people

called him "The Laird of Tyee." Singularly enough,

his character fitted this cognomen rather well. Re-

served, proud, independent, and sensitive, thinking

straight and talking straight, a man of brusque yet ten-

der sentiment which was wont to manifest itself unex-

pectedly, it liad been said of him that in a company of

a hundred of his mental, physical, and financial peers,
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was still the greatest hero in the world. To his wife.

The Laird was no longer a hero, although in the old

days of the upward cliihl), wlion ho li.id fit rct ly claimed

luT and sujjporfcd lu r by tlie swiat of liis brow, he had

been .something akin to a god. As for Elizabeth nn<l

Jane, iiis daughters, it must bo recorded that both these

young women had long since ceased to regard their

father as anything exeept an unfailing source of revc-

ruc—an old dear wlio clung to Port Agnew, homely

speech, and homely ways, hooting good-naturedly at

the pretensions of their set, and, with characteristic

Gaelic stubbornness, insisting upon living and enjoying

the kind of life that appealed to him with peculiar force

as the only kind worth living.

Indeed, in more than one humble home in Port Agnew,
it had been said that the two McKaye girls were secret-

ly ashamed of their father. This because frequently,

in a light and debonair manner, Elizabeth and Jane
apologized for their father and exhibited toward him
an indulgent attitude, as is frequently the case with

overeducated and supercultiired young ladies who can-

not recall a time when their tl rhtest wish has not been

gratified and cannot forget that the good fairy who
gratified it once worked hard witli his hands, spoke

the language and acquired the habits, of his comrades
in the battle for existence.

Of course, Elizabeth and Jane would have resented

this analysis of their mental attitude toward their

father. Re thai as it may, however, the fact remained

that both girls were perfunctory in their expressions of

affection for their father, but wildly extravagant in

them where their mother was concerned. Hector Mc-
Kaye liked it so. He was a man who never thought
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"I can never live in Seattle until I retire, and I can-

not retire until Donald takes my pluc( in the business.

Thut. niciins that Doiuild imist live hvrv. ConscfUU'ntly,

I i.liull spenJ half of my time with you and the girls in

Seattle, mo ther, ami the other half with Donald here.

When we built our first home, you had your way—and

I've lived in this architectural horror ever since. This

time, I'm going to Imve my own way—and you've lived

with me long en()ii<,'li to know that when I declare for

a will of my own, I'll not he denied. Well I realize

you and the girls have outgrown Port Agnew. There's

naught here to interest you, and I would not have

woman o' mine unhappy. So plan your house in Seat-

tle, and I'll build it and spare no expense. As for this

house on the headland, you have no interest in it. Don-

ald's approved the plans, and him only will I defer to.

Twill be his house some day—his and his wife's, when

he gets one. And there v ill no more talk of it, my

dears. I'll not take it kindly of ye to interfere."



n
AT a period in },is upward climb to fortune, wheik

as y,t Hector McKaye had not fulfilled his dream

K , i°u^
"^*^""f«cturc- of his waste and

short-length Btock into ,ash, door, blinds, moldings,
and so forth, he had been wont to use .bout fifty
cent, o this material for fuel to mamtain .team inthe mill boilers, while the ren.ainder passed out over
the waste-conveyor to the slab pile, where it was burned.

The sawdust, however, remained to be disposed of,and since It was not possible to bum this in the slabhre or the reason that the wot sawdust blanketed the
flames and resulted in a profusion of smoke that blewback upon the mill to the annoyance of the em,>]ovoes
for many years The Laird had caused this accunmlatea
.a., ust to lK« hauled to the edge of the bight on thenorth side of the town, and there du.npod in a lowmarshy, spot which formerly had bred millions of mos'
quitoes.

Subsequently, in the process of grading the streets
o. I >rt A.-„ew and excavating cellars, waste dirt had-^n -lumped with th. sawdust, and, occasionally, when

'TIT" 'fl 7"^'' -^P"*' ^'nan stones,
^va-shells, and kelp were added to the mixture. Andas If this were not sufficient, the citizens of Port A^newcon nbuted from time to time old barrels .nd bot«es,
.

r i-sweq>mffs, tm cans, and superannuated stoves and
i>.itchen utensils.

11
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Slowly this dump crept out on the beacli, and in order

to prevent the continuous attrition of the surf upon the

outer e(l"v of it from Ix'touling the white-sand bath-

ing-beaclT farther up the Bight of Tyee, The Laird had

driven a double row of fir piling parallel ^nth and be-

yond tlve line of breakers. This pihng, driven as close

t.vrctli. - :.s possible an.l reenforccd with two-inch plank-

ir lx:tweoiN formed a bulkhead with the flanks curving

in" o the beach, thus insuring practically a water-tight

pen some two acres in extent; an.l, with the passage

of years, this became about two-thirds fillc.1 witli the

waste from tlie town. Had The Laird c ver decided to

hiv claim to the Sawdust Pile, there would have been

none in Port Agnew to contest his title; smce he did

not claim it, the Sawdust Pile became a sort of No

Man's Land.

After The Laird erected his factory and began to

salva^^• iiis waste, tlie slab fire went out foreTer for lack

of fuel, and the modicum of waste from the mill and

factory, together with the sawdu4. was utilized for fuel

in an electric-light plant that furnished light, het^t, and

])owor <o ihe town. Consecjuently, sawdust no longer

nic rcifuUv covered the trash on the Sawdust PUe as fast

us this trash arrived, and, one day, Hector McKaye.

observin£r this, decided that it was an unsightly spot and

not quite worthy of his town of Port Agnew. So he

constructed a barge somewhat upon the principle of a

pat.nt dump-wagon, moored it to the river-bank,

created a garba.^e monopoly in Port Agnew, and sold it

for five thousand dollars to a pair of ambitious Ital-

ians. With the proceeds of this garbage deal, Tiie

-x • I .. little 'iublic library.

liavuig organized ids new garbage system (the gar-
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bage was to be towod t«enty miles to sea and there
dumped), The Laird forbade further dumpm^? on the
Sawdust Pile. When the necessity for more dredger-
work developed, in order to keep the deep channel of
the bkookum from filling, he had the pipes from the
dredger run out to the Sawdust Pile and corcred the
unsightly spot with six feet of rich river-silt >p to the
level of the piling.

"And now," said Hector McKaye to Andrew Daney.
|ws g.neral manager, "when that settles, well run a
nisM track out here and use the Sawdust Pile for a
(irying-yard."

The silt settled and dried, and almost immediately
tiiercafter a squatter took possession of the Saw-
<iust P.le. Across the neck of the little promontory,
and m hn. with extreme high-water mark on each side,
he erected a driftwood fence; he had a canvas, drift-
wood, and corrugated-iron shanty well under w^iv when
Hector McKaye appeared on the scene and bade him a
I'leasant good-morning.

The s(,uatter turned from his labor and bent upon
In. Visitor an appraising glance. His scrutiny appear-
•ng to .vitisfy him as to the identitv of the "latter he
straightened suddenly and touciied'his fonlock in a
queer little salute that left one in doubt whether he
a> a former member of the United States navv or the

»nhsh mercantile marine. He was a threadbare little
"•an. possibly sixty years old, with n rus.ct, kindly
countenance and n.ild blue eyes: apart from his salute,
tlicre was about him an intangible hint of the sei He
was being assisted in his labors by a ragamuffin ^rl of
perhaps thirteen years.
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"Thinking of settling in Port Agnew?" The Laird

inquired.

"Wliy, yes, sir. I thought this might make a good

safe anchorage for Nan and nu-. My name is Caleb

Brent. You're :\Ir. McKayc, aren't you?"

The Laird nodded.

"I had an idea, when I filled this spot in and built

that bulkhead, Mr. Brent, that some day this would

make a safe anchora^^- for ^ome of ray lumber. I

planned a drying-yard here. What's that you're build-

ing, Bi nt? A hen-house.^"

Caleb Brent flushed.

"Why, no, sir. I'm making shift to build a home

here for Nan and me."

*'Is this little one Nan?"

The ragamuffin girl, her head slightly to one side,

had been regarding Hector McKaye with alert curios-

ity mingled with furtive apprehension. As he glanced

at her now, she remembered her manners and dropped

him a courtesy—an c h-ctric, half-defiant jerk that re-

minded The Laird of a similar greeting customarily ex-

tended by squinch-owls.

Na? was not particularly clean, and her one-piece

dress, of heavv blue navr-' niform cloth was old and

worn and spotted. Over iiu dress she wore a boy's

coarse red-worsted sweater with white-pearl buttons.

The skin of her thin neck was fine and creamy; the

calves, of her bare brown legs were shapely, her feet

small, her ankles dainty.

With the (lui' k eye of the studer.t of character, this

man, proud of his own ancient Uneage for all his hum-

ble beginning, noted that her hands, though brown and

uncar«i-for, were small and dimpled, with long, deli-
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cate fingers. She had sea-blue eyes like Caleb Brent»sand, hke h:s they were sad and wistful; a frowsy wil'dernoss of golden hair, very fine and held in confinLlTt
at the nape of her neck by the simple expedient of a

n^rt^r' tlfelack 0/

a^

in;;ti-;r;::;:f;-:l^

CaHBrenf ' ^^^^^^

nofl, and ^ an came ten years later. She's thirteennow, ana her mother's iK^-n dead ten years "
Hector McK.ye had an idea that the departedmotLr was probably just as well, if not betterroff,

tront this futile old man and his elf of a daughter
glanced at the embryo shack under constru!; on an^companng ,t with his o.. b....t.ful home on T^^,

off the h ir /T"'!*^^ ^ «'-rt distanceoff the bulkhead, he observed a staunch fortv-.-.ot
motor-cruiser at anchor. She would have been the bet-

with Caleb Brent and Nan, for, like them, TheShad never seen her before.
^ne i.aml

"Yours?" he queried.
"Yes, sir."

"You arrived in her, then?"

in Z^tlj" ^^"^ ^ '^"^^ Bremerton

ring of the Mr as only an old saUor can slur it Andthere was a naval base at Bremerton.

I
-
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"You're an old sailor, aren't you. Brent?" he pur-

sued.

"Yes, sir. I was retiml a cliicf petty officer, sir.

Thirty years' continuous sers'ico, sir—and I was in the

mercantile marine at sixteen. I've served my time as a

shipwright. Am—am I intruding here, sir?"

The Laird smiled, and followed the smile with a brief

chuckle.

"Well—yes and no. I haven't any title to this land

you've elected to occupy, although I created it. You

see, I'm sort of lord of creation around liere. My peo-

ple call nic 'The I-nird of Tyee,' and nobody but a

stranger would have had the courage to squat on the

Sawdust rile without consulting me. What's your idea

about it, Brent.?"

"I'll go if you want me to, sir."

**I mean what's your idea if you stay? What do yoTi

expect to do for a livin-;?"

"You will observe, sir, that I have fencwl off only

that portion of the dump l)eyond high-water mark.

That takes in about half of it—about an acre and a

half. Well, I thought I'd keep some chickens and raise

son. garden truck. This silt will grow anything. And

I have my launch, and can do some towing, maybe, or

take fisliing parties out. I nii^rlit supply the town with

fish. I understand you import your fish from Seattle

—and with the sea right here at j'our door."

"I see. And you have your three-quarters pay as a

retired chief petty officer?"

"Yes, sir."

"Anything in bank? I no not ask ihcse [)ersoiiul

questions, Brent, out of mere idle curiosity. This is my
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town, you know and there is no poverty in it. I'mratlier proud of {h,it, so I »'

•
-nn

••I u"d'-t„n,l, Tl„„-, „,,v I came to Port
' .v^t^day, a„d he said I coold

Well lhatV all riRl,,, tl,e„. If D„„„,a

.last r,l^:;.; "

'^'^ ""^ Sive Tou the Saw-

"Vfs. hir; he did !"

"Well, I had other plans for it Rr^nt • K * •

you're here, I'll offer no objection.'*'
'

Nan now piptd up.
"We haven't any money in bank, Mr. Laiixl, but weiiHve some savf*! up."

'

.^"Indeed! That's encouraging. Where do you keep

"In the brow, teapot in the galley. We've ™t ahundred ami ti n (lo'lnr-
"e ve got a

tail"
'"' T ' -"isht 'lo weU to

tetotrthe"":; n' '"Vrcapot ,„ the galley and depcit it in the Port Agnew

a,;:, ;i„l ri'""^"
^'or-cmiser shodd spring al^ak

ThevLTk"!
''"'"^ i° "'nation.

.* Ldt^„t;e7„'
^'""-^

„"n,
dei.nanded suddenly.

On, yes, ,ndeed. .sir! He'., .uch a niee hoy."

.vo^^X';S:irh2:""^^"^''^-"-'-^"-'«^''-''p
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"You might call on Andrew Dancy, my general man-

ager,'* The Laird continued, tuniin^r to Caleb Brent,
"and make a dicker v/ith nn for hauling our garbage-
scow out to sea and dumping it. I observe that your
motor-boat is fitted with towing-bitts. We dump twice
a week. And you may have a monopoly on fresh fish

if you desire it. We have no fislievnu n here, because
I do not care for Greeks and Sicilians in Port Agnew.
And they're about the only fishermen on this coast."
"Thank you, :Mr. :McKaye."
"I\Iind you don't abuse your monopoly. If you do,

I'll take it away from you."

"You are very kind, sir. And I can have the Sawdust
Pile, sir?"

"Yes
; since Donald gave it to you. However, I wisli

you'd tear down that patchwork fence and replace it

with a (li cent job the instant you can afford it."

"Ah, just wait," old Brent promised. "I know how
to make things neat and pretty and keep them ship-
shape. You just keep your eye on the Sawdust Pile,

sir." The old wind-bitten face flushed with pride; the
faded sea-blue eves shone with jovous anticipation.
"I've observed your pride in your town, sir, and be-

fore I get through. 111 have a prettier place than the
best of them."

A few days later, The Laird looked across the Bight
of Tvee from his home on Tyee Head, and through his

marine glasses studied the Sawdust Pile. He chucklec
as he observed that the ramshackle shanty had disap-
peared almost as soon as it had been started and in its

place a small cottage was being erected. Thcr(^ was a
pile of lumber in the yard—hri-^lit lumber, f ;sh from
the saws—and old Caleb Brent and the motl-.erless Nan



KINDRED OF THE DUST 19

were being assisted by two carpenters on the Tyee
Lumber Company's pay-roll.

When DonalJ came home from school that night.
The Laird asked him aboui the inhabitants of the Saw-
dust Pile with relation to the lumber and the two car-
pentors.

"Oh, I made a trade with Mr. Brent and Nan. I'm to
furnish the lumber and furniture for the house, and
those two carpenters weren't very busy, so Mr. Daney
told me I could have them to help out. In return, Mr.
Brent is going to buUd me a sloop and teach me how to
sail it."

The Laird nodded.

"When his little home is completed, Donald," he sug-
gested presently, "you might take old Brent and his
girl over to our old house in town and let them have
what furniture they require. See if you cannot man-
age to saw oft' some of your mother's antiques on them."
he added whimsically. "By the way, what kind of
shanty is old Brent going to build.?"

"A square house with five rooms and a cupola fitted
up like a pilot-house. There's to be a flagpole on the
cupola, and Nan says they'll have colors every night
and morning. Tlmt means that you hoist the flag in
the morning and salute it, and when you haul it down at
ght, you salute it again. They do that up at the

: -emerton navy-yard.**

"That's rather a nice, sentimental idea," Hector Mc-
Kaye replied. "I rather like old Brent and his girl for
that. We Americans are too prone to take our flag and
what it stands for rather lightlv."

"Nan wants me to have colors up licre, too," Donald
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continued. "Then she can sec our flag, and we can see

theirs across the bight."

"All right," The Lnird answered heartily, for he
was always profoundly inh rt sted in anythiriiT that in-

terested liis boy. "I'll have the woods boss gel out a
nice young c»'(hir with, say, a twelve-inch butt, and
we'll make it into a flagpole."

"If we're going to do the job navy-fashion, we ought
to fn i' a sunnVe arui sunset gun," Donald suggested with
all the entliu- a><ii! f>i' his sixteen vcjirs.

"Well, I think we can afford that, too, Donald."
Tlius it came about that the little brass cannon was

installed on its concrete base on tl)e clifT. And when
tlie flagpole had hii ii erected, old ('a!.i> Brent came
up one day, built a little mound of smooth, -ea-wa>lied

cobblestones round the base, and whitewashed them.
Evidently he was a pridoful little man, and liked to see

things done in a seamaidike manner. And presentlv it

became a liahit with The T-aird to w.itch night and
morning, for the little pin-prick of color to flutt( r forth

from the house on the Sawdust Pile, and if his ov,!i

colors did not break forth on .the instant and the little

cannon boom from the cliff, he was annoyed and de-
manded an explanation.



m
fTrxTOR AIcKAYi: aiifl liis close-mouthed general

jnunu^T, Andrew Daiiey. wore tlio only persons
wlio knew the extent of The Laird's fortune. Even
their knowlcd^ was approximate, however, for The
f.aiitl disliked to delude himself, and carried on his
l)()oks at their cost-price jsrofv rl'v.s wliich had appre-
ciated treraendously in value ^ince their purchase. The
knowledge of his weaitli hrouglit to McKaje a goodly
measure of happiness—not because he was of Scotti.sh

ancestry and hnd inherited a love for his baubees, but
hecause he was descended from a fierce, proud Scottish
clan, and wealth spelled independence to him and his.

'"he Laird would have filled his cup of happiness to
jwing had he married a less mediocre woman or

1. ne raised his daughters as he had his son. The
Aiiis' uphringing liad been left entire ly in their moth-
er's hands. Net so with young Donald, however

—

wherefore it was a byword in Port Agnew that Donald
was his father's son, a veritable chip of the old blocTc.

By some uncanny alchemy, hard cash appears to
soften the licads and relax the muscles of rich men's
sons—at least, such liad })een old Hector's observation,
and on the instant that he first ga;ud u{)on the face of
his son, there had been bom in him a mighty resolve
that, conic what might, he would not have it said of him
that he had made a fool of his hoy. And throughout
tiio glad yiears of his tatlx ri.ood, with the stern piety

21
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of his race and his faith, he had knelt night and morn-
ing beside his bed and prayed his God to help him not

to make a fool of Donald—to keep Donald from mak-
ing a fool of hinisilf.

When Donald entortd IVinciton, liis fatlicr decided

upon an experiment. Jle hud raised his \>oy riffht, and
trained him for the race of life, und now The Laird

felt that, like a thoroughbred horse, his son faced the

barrier. Would he make the rtm, or would he, in the

parlance of the sport iii^r world, "do^r it?" Would his

four years at a great American university make of liim

a better man, or would he degenerate into a snob and a

drone?

With characteristic courage. The I.aird decided to

give him ample opportunity to become either, for, as old

Hector remarked to Andrew Dancy: "If the lad's the

McKaye I think he is, nothing can harm him. On
the other hand, if Tm mistaken, I want to know it in

time, for my money and my Port Agnew Lumber Com-
pany is a trust, and if he can't handle it, I'll leave it to

tlic men who can—who've helped me create it—and
Donald shall earn his bread by the sweat of his brow.

Tools," he added, "belong to the men that can use

them."

Wi.on Donald started East for college, old Hector
accompanied him as far as Seattle. On the way up,

there was some man-talk between them. In his youtli,

old Hector had not been an angel, which is to state that

hfe had Ikk'U a lumberjack. He km w men and the pas-

sions that be.^et them—particularly when they are

young and lusty—and he was far from being a prude.

He expected his son to raise a certain amount of wild

oats ; nay, he desired it, for full well he knew that when
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till' fires of youth are qutnchcfl, tiuy are liable to flare
(Jj.s^rraccfully in middle life or old age.

"Never pig it, my son," was his final admonition.
"Raise hell if you must, but if you love your old father,
ho a ffintl.nmn about it. You've sprung from a clan
o' men, not mollycoddli s."

"Hence the expressioji : 'When Hector was a pup ' "
Donald replied laughingly. "Well, I'll do my bJst,
father-only, if I stub my toe, you mustn't be too hard
on me. Renu.ml)er, pleas,-, that I'm only half Scotch "
At parting, The Laird handed Ids son a check for

twenty-fve thousand dollars.

"This is the first year's allowance, Donald," he in-
formed tlie boy (rraydy. "It should not require more
t!.an a hundred thousand dollars to educate a son of
nunc, and you must finish in four years. I would not
care to think you dull or la i'."

"Do you wish an accounting, father?"
The Laird shook his head.

^

"Keepin^r books Mas ever a sorry trade, my son.
ril read the accounting in your eye when you come back
to Port Agnew."
"Oh !" said young Donald.
At the end of four years, Donald graduated, an

Iionor-man in all his studies, and in tlie lobby of the
^fymnasium, where the atliletic heroes of Princeton leave
their record to posterity, Hector .Alclvaye read his son's
name, for, of course, he was there for commencement.
1 hen they spent a week together in New York, follow-
in<r which old Hector announced that one week of New
York was about all he could stand. The tall timber
was calling for him.

"Hoot, mon!" Donald protested gaily. He was a
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perfect mimic of Sir Harry Lauder at hiit broadest.

'Y'cve iiac Iiiul (I hit lioliduy in all yvr life. WIm'
spitT ye, Ilertor .Mi l\;i ye, fo ;i \r p aroond t!ie worl', wi'

a wee visit tue the uuld dun in the IlithinciH?"

"Will you come with me, son?" The Laird inquired

en^rly.

"Certainly not ! You shall come with me. This fs

to hi' iny [larty."

"Can you stand ihv pressure r Pin liahle to prove an

expensive travel inj^ eouipanion."

"Well, there's something radically wrong with both

of us if we can't get by on two hundred thousand dol-

lars, dad.*'

The Laird .started, and tlien his Scotch sense of

humor—and, for all the famed wit of the Irish, no

humor on earth is so unctuous as that of the Scotch

—

commenced to bubble v. p. He suspected a joke on him-

self and was prepand to imet it.

"Will you demand an accounting, my .son.^''

Donald shook his head.

''Keeping books was ever a sorry trade, father. I'll

read tlie accounting in your eye when you get back to

Port Ag'.icw."

"You braw big scoundrel ! You've been up to some-

thing. Tell it me, man, or I'll die wi' the suspense of

it."

"Well."' D -iald replied, "I lived on twenty-five h-in-

<lretl a year in collffro and led a happy life. I had a

heap of fun, and nothing went b}' me so fast that I

didn't at least get a taii-feather. My college educa-

tion, therefore, cost me ten thousand dollars, and I

nanaged to squee/e a road-^ter autnnin1)il(' into that,

also. With the remaining ninety thousand, I took a
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flier in thirty-nine hundred acres of rtd cedar up the
Wiskfth River. I paid for it on the instalment plan

yi arh i)u.vment8 secured by first mortgage at six per
cent., )ui(l——

"

^"'.Vl.o cruised ,t for voii?" The Lair.l nhno.t .houtcd.
'Til trust no cruiser but my own David McCire^jor."

' I realizetl that, so I engaged Dave for the job.
\ oil will recall that he and I took a two months' camp-
ini,-tn|) after inv firs year in Princeton. If cruised
e.,-hty tliousand feet to the acre, and I paid two d„||,,rs
and a half per thousand for it. Of course, we didn't
succeed in cruising half of but we rode through the
remainder, and it all ave ! up very nicely. And I
-lu a former cruise of it made by a disinterested
cruiser **

The Laird had been doing mental arithmetic.
"It cost you seven hundred and eighty thousand

dollars—and youVe paid ninety thousand, principal
»rul mt. rest, on account. Why, you didn't have the
ni>tomary ten per cent, of the purchase-price as an
i;iif ial payment !'*

"The owner was anxious to , ell. B sides, he knew I
was your son, and I suppose he concluded that, after
i(« tting ninety thousand dollars out of me at the end
<

t three years, you'd have to come to my rescue when
rln balance fell due—in a lump. If you didn't, of

< urse he could foreclose."

"I'll save you, my son. It was a good deal—a splen-
did deal !"

"You do not have to, dad. I've sold it—at a profit
of an even two hundred thousand dollars!"

"Lad, why did you do it.^ Why didn't you take me
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into your confidence? That cedar is worth three and
a half. In a few years, 'twill be worth five.**

"I realized that, father, but—a bird in the hand is

worth two in the bush—and I'm a proud sort of devil.

I didn't want to run to you for help on my first deal,

even though I knew you'd come to my rescue and ask
no (]uestions. You've always told me to beware of ask-
ing favors, you know. Moreover, I liad a very friendly
feeliiiiT toward t!ie man I sold my red cedar to; I hated
to stick hin) too deeply.*'

"You were entitled to your j)rofit, Donald. 'Twas
business. You should have taken it. Ah, lad, if you
only knew the terrible four years I've paid for yon red-
cedar !"

*'You mean the suspense of not knowing how I was
spending my allowance.'"*

Tlie Laird nodded.

"Curiosity killed a cat, my son, and I'm not as young
as I used to he."

"I had thoujrlit you'd have read the accounting in my
eye. Take another look, Hector McKaye.** And Don-
ald thrust his smiling countenance close to his fa-
ther's.

'"I see naught in your eye but deviltrv and joi es.'*

"None are so blind as tlicy that will not see. If you
see a joke, dad, it's on you."

Old Hector blinked, then suddenly he sprang at his
son, grasped him by the shoulders, and backed him
against the wall.

"Did you sell me that red cedar. he demanded
incredulously.

^

"Aye, nion : through, an agent," Donald burred Scot-
tishly. •'A' did nae ha' the heart tae stick my faither
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sae deep for a bit skuUn*. A'm a prood man, Hector

Mc-Kaye; a'll nae take a ^rand ecducashun at sic a

})rice. 'Tis nae Christian."

"Ah, my bonny bairr oUi Hector murmured hap-

pily, and drew his fine § to his heart , "What a grand

joke to play on your . i old father! Och, men, was

tluTO ever a lad likv mi

'"I knew you'd buy that timber for an investment if

I offered it cheap enough," Donald explained. "Be-

sides, I owed you a poke. You wanted to be certain

you hadn't reared a jackass instead of a man, so you
gave me a hundred thousand dollars and stood by to see

M-hat I'd do with it—didn't you, old Scotty?" Hector

nodded a trifle guiltily. "Andrew Daney wrote me you
swore by all your Highland clan that the man who
sold 30U that red cedar was ripe for the fool-killer."

"Tush, tush !" The F.aird protested. "You're getting

personal now. I dislike to appear inquisitive, but

might I ask what you've done with your two hundred
thousand profit?"

"Well, you see, dad, I would have felt a trifle guilty

had I kept it, so I blew it all in on frood, consei-%'ative

United States bonds, registered them in ^our name, and
sent them to Daney to hide in 3 our vault at Port
Agncw."

"Ah, well, red cedar or bonds, 'twill all come baeK
to you some day, sonny. The real profit's in the

fun "

"And the knowledge that I'm not a fool—eh,

father?"

Father love supernal gleamed in The Laird*s fine

gray eyes.

"Were you a fool, my son, and all that I have in the
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world would cure you if thrown into the Bight of Tyee,
I'd gladly throw it and tak- up mv life where I began'
It—with pike-pole and peavv, double-bitted ax, and
« ross-eut saw. However, since you're not a fool, I in-
tend to contnuie to enjoy my son. We'll go around the
world together."

Thus did the experiment end. At least, Donald
thouiTf.t so. Mut when he left the hotel a few minutes
l^it. r t<, lH,ok two passages to Europe, The Laird of
lyee suddenly rc nienihered that thanks were due his
Presbyterian God. So he slid to his old kn«es beside
ins bed and murmured:

"Lord, I thank thee I For the sake of thine own
martyred Sm-,, set angels to ,.„ard him and kvid him in
tiie path of manly honor that comes at last to thv
kingdom. Amen."
Then he wired Andrew Daney a loi.g telegram of in-

sh-uctions aiul a .-tiff raise in salary.
-The Uiy has a hra.l like a tar bucket." he con-

dude<l. "i:vervt!nng I ever put into it has stuck.He are going to frolic- round the world together, and we
will be home when we get back."



IV

ONALD was twtnt .-four and TIic Laird fiftv-

eight when the pair returned from their frolic

round the world—Donald to take up this father's lu-

')()r.s, The Laird to lay tiKin iisidi.- and retire to The
nroamcrie and tlir- books he had ;iccuniu!;il''d ;;trainst

(his happy afterglow of a busy and fi-uitful lift'.

Donald's mother and sisters were at The Dreamerie

t!ke night the father and son arrived. Of late years,

Mh v liad spent less and less of their tinn' tliere. The
!. ;ir(l had never proti-.-ti-d, for l.c cunld tioI hlainc tiuni

iDr wearying of a little backwoods sawniiil town like

Port Agnew.

With his ability to think calmly, clearly, and unsel-

fishly, he had long since realized ijiat eventually his

ijirls must marry; now Elizabiili was twenty-six and

Jane twenty-eight, and Mrs. McKaye was beginning to

be greatly concerned for their future. Since The Laird

had built The Dreamerie in opposition to tlicir wishes,

they had spent less than six months in each year at

Port Agnew. And these visits had bi en sc.itti red

throughout tlie year. They had traveled much, and.

when not traveling, they lived in the Seattle house and
were rather busy socially. Despite his devotion to his

business, however. The Laird found time to spend at

least one week in each month with tiuni in Seattle,

in addition to the frequent business trips which took

him there.

29
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That night of his home-coming was the happiest

I he Laird had ever known, for it marked the culmina-
'on of his lifetime of labor and dreams. Lon- after
ms wife and the girls had retired, he and Donald sat
in the comfortable living-room, smoking and discussing
plans for the future, until presently, these matters hav-
ing been discussed fully, there fell a silence between
tliein, to be broken presently bv The Laird.

"I'm
^ ondering, Donald, if vou liaven't met so.ne

bonny lass you'd like to bring home to Port Agncw.
You realize, of course, that there's room on Tyee Head
for another Dreamerie, although I built this one for
you—and her."

"There'll be no other house on Tree Head, father "
Donald answered, "unless you carJ to build one for
mother and the girls. The wife that I'll bring home to
I'ort A-new will not object to my father in my house."He smiled and added, "You're not at all hard to get
alon^ with, you know."
The Laird's eyes glistened.

"Have you found her yet, my son?"
Donald sl.aok his head in negation.
"Then look for her," old Hector ordered. "I have

no doubt that, when you find her, she'll be worthy of
you. I'm at an age now when a man looks no longer
into the future but dwells in the past, and it's hard for
me to think of you, big man that you are, as anything
save a wee laddie trotting at my side. Now, if I had a
grandson "

When, presently, Donald bade him good-night. Hec-
tor McKaye turned off the lights and sat in the dark,
gazing down across the moonlit Bight of Tyee to the
sparks that flew upward from the stacks of his saw-
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mill in Port Agnew, for they were running a night

shift. And, as ho gazed, lie thrilled, with a fierce pride

and a joy that was almost pain, in the knowledge that

he had reared a merchant prince for this, his princi-

pality of Tyee.



V

fjECTOU ^UKWK had alw.-^v , loaned tonard the
* notion that he coukl run Port Apunv hotter t!ian

a mayor and a town council, in addition to derivin^r
some fun out of it: consequently, Port A-nevv had never
beer: ineorporated. An.l this was an issue it was not
deonu.,! wi.se to ,,re.ss, for The Tree Lun.her Company
owned every house and lot in town, and Ili-ctor MeKave
owned every sliare of stock in the Tyee Lumber
C ompany.

If he was a sort of feudal baron, he was a gentle
and kuidly onv. lar-.. huildin-plots, pretty little bun-
galows, cheap rentals, and no taxation constituted a
social condition that few desired to chan^^e. As these
few developed and The Laird discovered them, their
positions in Ins employ, wore forfeited, their rents
laixd, or tiioir loasos earuolrd. and presently Port
A^.r,ew knew them no nioro. IIo paid fair wa^ros worked
his men nine hours, and employed none but naturalized
Ainorieans, with a noticeable predilection for those of
Scotch nativity or ancestry.

Strike> or lockouts ^^(n^ unknown in Port Agnew—
likewise saloons. Unlike most sawmill towns of that
period. Port Agnew had no street in which children
wore forh„i<!<-n to play or which mothers taught their
daughters (o avoid. ()„«. an L W. W. or^ani.er came
to tmvn, and upon Inin^r ordered out and refusing to
go. The Laird, thou pusi fifty, iiad ducked him in the
bkookum until he changed his mind.

32
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The Tyce Lumber Company owned and operated the
local tokphoiio coiiipaiiy, tlio butcher shop, the general
•stoic, tiic hoh], .1 iii()tioii-j)i( turL" theater, a town hall,
flir bank, and the dectric-li-!,t-and-povvcr plant, and
with the profits from these enterprises, Port Agnvw had
|)aved streets, sidewalks lined with handsome electro-
liers, and a sewvr system. It was an admirable little
saunnll town, an.l If the expenses of maintainin<r it ex-
ceeded the income, The ].aird met the deficit mid as-
sumed aU the worry, for he wa/ited his people to be
happy and prosperous beyond all others.

It pleased Hector McKaye to make an occasion of
lus alxhcation and Donal.i's accession to the presidency
of tlie Tyce Lumber Con.j)any, Thv Dreamcrie was no't
sufficiently large for his purj.ose, however, for lie
planned to entertain all of his subjects at a dinner and
make formal announcement of the change. So he gave
a b/irbecue in a gn.ve of maples on the edge of the
town. His peojile received in silence the little spei. l.

he made them, for they were loath to lose The Laird.
They knew him, while Donald they had not known for
five years, and llierc were many who feared that the
Ka.t might have clianged him. Consequentlv, when hi.
father called liini up to the little platform from which
he spoke, they received the young laird in silence also.
"Folks—my own home folks," Donald began, "to-

day I formally take uj) the task that was ordained for
me at birth. I am going to be very happy doing for
you and for myself. J shall neve r be the man my father
is; but if you will take me to vour hearts and trust
me as you have trusted him, I'll never go back on vou,
for I , \|K-ct to live and to die in Port Agnew, knd,
while I live, I want to be happy wi*h yo;.. I would
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have you say of mo, when I am gone, that I was the

worthy son of a wortliy sire."' lie ]>uused and h)okecl

out over the ea^^er, upturned faces of the men, women,
and children whose destinies he held in the hollow of his

hand. '"My dear friends, then' aren't going to be any
clianges," he finished, and stepped down off the plat-

form.

From the heart of the crowd a lu:;!berjack cried,

"Ya-hoo-o-o-o-o !'* as only a lusty lumberjack can cry
it. *'He*s a chip of the old block!" cried another, and
there v. re clu'(>rs and some tears and a general rush
forward to greet tl>e new master, to shake his hand, and
pledge allegiance to liini.

When the reception was ove»-, old Hector took charge
of the liomely gami s and athletic contests, and the day's
deh'glits culminated in a log-burling contest in the Skoo-
kum, in which the young laird |)urti(I])ated. When,
eventually, he fell in the river and was counted out,

old Hector donned his son's calked boots and, with a
wliooji such as he had not emitted in forty years, en-
teri'd the li-,ts against the young fellows. In the old
days in the Michigan woods, when hurling was consid-
ered a magnificent art of the lumberjack, lie had been
a champion, and for five minutes he spun his log until

the water foamed, crossing and recrossing the river
and wimiing the contest unanimously. From the bank,
Mrs. McKaye and his daughters watched him with well-

bred amusement and secret disapproval. They could
never forget, as he could, that he was The Laird of
Tyee; they preferred more dignity in the he id of the
house.

The ^IcKaye family drove home along the clifF road
at sunset. Young Donald paused on the terrace before
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ento'-in^' tlie house, anrl. stirred by some half-for^^ot-
ten nieniorj, ho glanced across the h\-rh\ to tlir little

white house far below on the Saw<lust Pile. 'J'lie flag
wa« floating from the cupola, but even as he looked,
it (';uiH' fluttcriii!:^'' dowti.

Donald turned fowjird tlio McKayc- flag. It was still

floating. "The old order changeth," he soliloquized,
and hauled it down, at the same time shouting to his
father within the house:

"Ilcy, dad; fire the sunset gun !'*

The Laird pressed the button and the cannon
boomed.

"We've neglected that little ceremony since you've
l)een away," he remarked, as Donald entered the room.
" 'Other tinios, other customs,' I dare say.'*

He hurried up-stairs to dress for dinner (a formal-
ity whicii he disliked, but which appeared to please his
w-ife and daughters), and Donald took his father's
binoculars and went out on the terrace. It had oc-
curred to him that he had not seen old Caleb Brent
and Nan at the barbecue, and lie wondennl why.
Through the glasses, he could make out the figvire of a
woman in the cupola window, and she was watching
liini tlirough a Ion.; marine telescope.

"There's my old friend Nan. grown to womanhood,**
Donald solilofjuized, and waved liis arm at h. r. Through
the glasses, he saw her wave back at him.



VI

^ V' mnrnin<r after tin Iim rhicuc, Donald McKavr
rr{K)rte(l at ci^^ht o'clock to his fatlicr's faillil"':!

old ijeneral manai^n r, Andrew Daney. Daiu v liad

grown pray in his father's service, and it was no part of

Donald's {)laii> to assign him to a back scat,

"Well, Mr. Daii.y," he inciuind alFably, "what arc
your ])laris tor the m \v hin d man?"

Old Dancy looked ii]) (|iii//icaily.

"You do the plannitifr here, Don," ho replied.

"You lu ard lue say yesterday that there would be no
ch.nn^jes. Mr. l);.n»y. Of course, T li.aveirf !:^ro\vn up
iii i*ort A^iie ithout learniufT soniethie- of mv herit-

iigQ, but, in v.vrt- of tlie fact that I still l;ave consider-

able to learn, suppose you indicate just where I ought
to start."

Daney was pleased at a deference he had not antici-

pated.

"Start in tli woods," he replied. "That's where
your daddy started. Felling timber and handling it is

rather a fine art. Don. I'd wrestle lo^-, for a month and
follow them down the Skookum to the lojr boom. Then
Fd put in six months in the mill and six more in the

factory, following it with three months on the dock,
tallying, and three months of a hand-shaking tour out
among the trade. After that, you may sit in at your
father's desk, and I'll graduullv break vou in to his

job."

36



KINDRED OF THE DUST 87

"That's a grand idea, and I'll act on it," Donald
dccland.

••Will, it's too l.itv to act oil it to-day, Don. Tlie

iip-rivcr launch to the log/riii^r-canip left at st'vcii

o'clock. However, I have a job for you. VVc rcaliv

luid the Sawdust Pile for an extension of our drying-

y in!. Our pr< >i iit van! lio ri/,'lit under the lee of
that, ridi^v of which Tycc I lead is an t xtcnsion. and it'.s

practically noon l)cf(jn.' tlic .sun ^i ts a fair chance at it.

Tile Sawdust Pile /jets the .sun all day long, and the
winds have an uninterrupted sweej) acro.ss it. We can
(h y our cedar decking there in half the time it requires
now."

-liut the Sawdust Pile is
"

"A rat's nest, Don. There arc a number of other
.shacks there now—.some Greek fi.shermen, a negro, and
a ( oui)lc of women from the overflow of Tyec. It ought
to he cle.'ined out."

'•I noticed tIio.se .shacks last nii^ht, Mr. Duney, and I

a-rrcc with you that they .should go. But I haven't the
heart to run old Caleb Brent off the Sawdust Pile. I

jfa\c it to him, you know."

"Wei!, let ]irent stay Wnrv. Ih's too old and cri[)-

'^tled with rheumatism to attend to lii.s i ruck-irarden anv
more: so if you leave him the .space for his house and
a chicken-yard, he'll be sati-sfied. In fact, I have dis-

(iissed the proposition with him, and he is agree-
ahl"."

'"Why did dad jH-rmit tlio.se other people to crowd
him. Mr. Daney.!"*

'"While your father was in Europe with you, they
horned in, claimed a squatter's riirht, and stood pat.

Old Brent was defen.sclcss, and while the boys from the
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mill would Imvr rUaiifd tliiiii ou if I h.id given the
word, tlie (iretks und the rn^ro wrre difiunt, und it

meant bloodshed. So I have permitted the matter to
rest until your fatliir's return.'*

Donald rcaclu'd for liis hat.

"Caleb Hrent's s(|iiai 1 1 r-ri^rjit to that Sawdust Pile

is going to Ik- U])hel.i,*' he declared. 'Til cleun thut
colony out before sunset, or tlicy'll clean me.'*

"I'd proceed cautiously if J were you, Don. Xhey
have a host of friends up in Darrow, and we mustn't
precij)itate a feud."

"I'm going over now and sciVe notice on them tr
vacate immediately." He grinned at old Daney. "A
negro, a handful of (Ireeks, and those unfortunate
women can't bluff the boss of I'ort Agnow, Mr. Danev."
"They tell ine there's a blind pig down there, also."

"It will not Ix- till re after to-day," Donald answered
lightly, and departed for the Sawdust Pile.

As he came u]) to the gate in the neat fence Caleb
Brent had built across the Sawdust Pile nine years be-
fore, a baby boy, of pirli,ij)s three years of age, rose
out of the weeds in which he had been playing and re-

garded the visitor expectantly.

"Hello, bub!" the young laird of Tvee greeted the
child.

"Hello!" came the piping answer. "Are you my
daddy?"

"Why, no, Snickelfritz." He ran his fingers through
the tot's golden hair. "Don't you know your own
daddy?"

"I haven't any ('••Idy." the child drawled.

"No.? Well, thf . s unfortunate." Donald stooped
and lifted the tike to his shoulder, marveling the while
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tlial .such a cherub could be the proihict of nny of the
denizens of the Sawdust Pile. At ..rue, the L . '.s arms
went round his neck and a velvet cheek was laid close
to "You'n- an afT.ctionati. i:,'!!,. snoolcs, aren*t
von.-" Doiinhl commented. "Du you live here.'"'

"Ve.s, sir."

"Somebody's been teaching jou numntrs. Whose
little boy are you?"

"MiivV.r's."'

"And wlio jiii^ht motiur be?"
"Nan IJrtiit."

"Yo-ho! So you're Nan Brent's boy! What*s your
name

"nf)na](l Rror ."

"Xo
; that isn'i it. son. Brent is yo" iher's name.

'J ill nie your fatlu r's name."

"Ain't got no farvtr."

"Well then, run along to your mother."
He kissed the child and set him down just as a young

woman ranie down the sadly neglected .shell walk from
ralel) Brent's little wliite liou.se. Donald opened the
gate and advanced to meet her.

"I'm sure you mu.st he \an,*' he said, "although I

can t be certain. I haven't seen Nan in six years."
She extended her hand.

"Vc > ; I'm Nan," she replied, "and you're Donald Mc-
1\ aye. You'n a man row, but .somehow you haven't
ch;mc^cfl frreatly."

'•It's tine to meet you again, Nan." He shook her
nand enthusiastically.

She smiled a little sadly.

"I saw you at colors last night, Donald. When your



40 KINDRED OF THE DUST
flag came down and the gun was fired, I knew you'd
remembered.'*

"Wore you ^rL-ulP" 1,^. dciniirulcd, and immediately
wondered wliy he liad asked such a cliildish ({uestion.

"Yes, I was, DonahJ. It has been a long time since—since—the ^n has been fired—for me. So long since
we were childnii, Donald.""

"You weren't at the h.irheeiie yesterday. I missed
you anil Caleb. You two are very old friends of mine,
Nan. Was it quite loyal of you t.; stay home.^"

"You're the only person that missed us, Donald,"
she answered, with just the suspicion of a tremor in her
swett voice. "But, then, we are accustomed to being
left out of things."

He made no effort to formulate an answer to this.

Truth does not require an answer. Yet he was sen-
sible of a distinct feelinjr of sympathy for her, and,
manlike, he decided to change the topic of conversa-
tion.

"You have neighbors on the Sawdust Pile, Nan."
"Yes. They came when The Laird was in Europe."
"They would never have dared it had he been in

Port Afrmw. I'm snrprise<l that Andrew Daney per-
mitted it. I had thought of him as a man of courage,
but, strange to say, these people outgamed him."

"They didn't outgane him, Donald. He just didn't
care. I—T—fancy he concluded they would make
agreealtle neighbors—for inc."

"I'm sorry, Nan. However, I'm the new laird of
Tyoe, and I've come down to stage an eviction. I
didn't know of this state of affairs until this morn-
ing."

She smiled a little wistfully and bitterly.
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"I had flattered inyse'', Donald, you had called to
visit your old friends instead. When you waved at me
last night, I—oh, you can't realize how happy it made
me to know that you had noticed me—that you really

were big enough to be the big man of Port Agnew. And
I thought perhaps you would come because of that.'*

lie smiled tolerantly upon her.

"Something has occurred to make you hitter, Nan.
You're not like the girl I used to know before I went
away to school. If it will help to restore me to your
previous good opinion, however, please b<.li( ve that when
I waved at you last night, simultaneously I made up my
mind to make an early visit to the Sawdust Pile. The
discovery that these cattle have intruded upon you and
your old father, because you were unable to defend
yourselves and no one in Port Agnew would defend you,
merely hastened my visit. I couldn't in decency come
any earlier; could I, Nan.? It's just half after eight.

And if you're going to keep me standing at the gate,
as if I were a sewing-machine agent instead of a very
old friend, I may conclude to take offense and regret
that I called."

"Oh, I'm sorry ! Please forgive me, Donald. I'm so
much alone—so very lonely—I suppose I grow sus-
picious of people and their motives."

"Say no more about it. Nan. May I come in, then, la
greet Caleb and your husband.?"

"Father is in the house. I'll call him out, Donald.
As for my husband—" She hesitated, glanced out
across the bight, and then resolutely faced him. "You
cannot have hearHI all of the town gossip, then?"

"I hadn't even heard nf v.^.ur nio.rrijige. The first I

knew of it was when his little nibs here hailed me, and
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asked me if I was his father. Then he informed me
he was yocr hoy. He's a lovely child, Nan, and I have

been the recipient of some of his extremely moist

kisses."

She realized that he was too courteous to ask whether

her husband was dead or if there had been a divorce.

"I'm rather glad you haven't heard, Donald," she

replied evenly. "I much prefer to tell y."u myself; then

you will understand why I cannot invite you into our

liouse, and wl.y you must not be seen talking to me here

at tlie gate. I am not married. I have never been

married. My baby's name is—Brent, and I call him

Donald, after the only male human being that has ever

been truly kind to my father and me.**

"All," said Donald quietly, "so that's why he misses

his fatlicr and appears to want one so very much,'*

She ga/ed forlornly out to sea and answered with a

brief nod. Seemingly she had long since ceased to be

tragic over her pitiful tragedy.

"Well," he replied philosophically, *'life is quite filled

with a number of tilings, and some of them make for

great unhappiness." He stooped and lifted the baby

in his great arms. **You're named after me, sonny ; so

I think I'll try to fill the gap and make you happy.

Do you mind. Nan, if I try my hand at foster-fatlicr-

in<T? I like cliildren. Tins little man starts life under

a handicap, but I'll see to it that he gets his chance

in life—far from Port Agnew, if you desire.** She

closed her eyes in sudden pain and did not answer.

"And whatever your opinion on the matter may be.

Nan," he went on, "even had I known j'esterday of your
sorrow, I should have called to-day just the same.'*

"You call it my 'sorrow !' '* she burst forth passion-
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.itclj, "Others call it my trouble—my sib—my dis-

grace."

"And what does Caleb call it, Nan?"
"He doesn't call it, Donald. It hasn't appeared to

make any difference with him. Pm still—his littltf

girl."

"Well, I cannot regard you as anything but a little

girl—the same little girl that used to help Caleb and
me sail the sloop. I don't wish to know anything about
your sorrow, or your trouble, or your disgrace, or your
sin, or whatever folks may choose to call it. I just
want you to know tliat I know that you're a good
woman, and when the spirit moves me—which will be
frequently, now that I have this young man to look
after—I shall converse with you at your f. jnt gate
and visit you and your decent old father in this little

house, and be damned to those that decry it. I am the

young laird of Tyee. My father raised me to be a
gentleman, and, by the gods, I'll be one! Now, Nan,
take the boy and go in the house, because I sec a ras-

cally negro in the doorway of that shack yonder, and I
have a matter to discuss with him. Is that white woman
his consort?"

Nan nodded again. She could not trust herself to
speak, for licr heart was full to overflowing.

"Come hi re—you !" Doimld called to the negro. The
fellow slouched fortli (hfiantly, lie was a giant mulat-
to, and his freckled face wore an evil and contemptuous
grin.

"I'm Donald McKaye," Donald informed him. "I'm
the new laird of Tyee. I want you and that woman to
puck up and loavo."

"How soon, boss?"
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"Inmudi.iti'ly." Antici paHr.^r a refusal, Donald
stcpjKxl closer to the imilutto and looked him sternly in

the eye.

"We-11, is dat so?" the yellow rascal drawled. "So
youh-air.s dc new la'rd, oh? Well, ah'm de kin^r o' tie

Sawdust Pile, an* inah house is mah castle. Git dat,

Mistah l.a'rd?"

Donald turned toward Nan.
"I'm going to have trouble here. Nan. Please go in

the h()Ut<t'."

'•Procet-il.*' she replietl simply. ''I have a most un-

womanly and unladylike tlesire to set that beast man-
handled."

Donald turned, in time to go under a sizzling right-

hand blow from the mulatto and come up with a right

ippercut to the ugly, freckled face and a left rip to Hie

mulatto's midriff. Tiie fellow grunted, and a spasm
of pain crossed his countenance. "You yellow «logi"'

Donald muttered, and flattened his nose far flatter than
Ills mammy had ever wiped it. The enemy promptly
l-acked away and covered : a hearty tliump in the solar

I)lexus made him uncover, and under a rain of blows

on the chin and jaw, he sprawled unconscious on the

ground.

Donald I( ft him lying there and stepped to the door
of tlie shack. The frightened drab within spat curses

at him.

"Pack and go !" he ordered. "Within the hour, I'm
^:oiii<r to purge the Sawdust Pile with fire; if you stay

in th iiousc, you'll burn with it."

Siie was ready in ten minutes. Three more of her

kind oroupying an adjaccfit sliack bogged to be allowed

time in which to load their personal possessions in an
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express-wagon. The four Greeks were just about to set

out for fi day's fishing, but, having witnessed the defeat
of the mulatto bullj, the fever of the hegira seized them
also. They loaded their effects in the fishing-kiuncli,

and chugged away up river to Darrow, crying curses
iif)ori the young laird of Tyoe and proini.sing reprisal.

Donald waited until tlie last of the refugees had de-

parted before setting fire to the shacks. Then he stood
by old Caleb Brent's house, a circle of filled buckets
around him, and watched in case the wind should sud-
denly shift and shower sj)arks upon tlie roof. In half
an hour the Sawdust Pile had reverted to its old status
and u throng of curious townspeople wlio, attracted hv
the flames and smoke, had clustered outside Caleb
Urent's gate to watch Donald at work, finally despaired
of particulars and scattered when they sew Donald and
\an ]}rent enter the house,

Caleb Brent, loking twenty years older than when
Donald had seen him last, sat in an easy chair by the
window, gazing with lack-luster eyes out across the
bight. lie was hopelessly crippled with rlieumatism,
and his sea-blue eyes still held the same lost-dog wist-
fulness.

"Hello, Caleb!" Donald greeted him cordially. ''I've

just cleaned uf) the Sawdust Pile for you. You're back
in undisputed ])ossession again."

He shook han(l< witli old Caleb and sat down in a
chair wh.ich Nan drew up for him.

"It*s good of you to call, Mr. Donald," the old man
piped. "But isn't that just like him, Nan.?" he de-
manded. "Many's the day—aye, and the ni^t, too,
for of late the nights hfr,\- inn bad here—we've thought
of you, sir, and wished you were back in Port Agnew.



46 KINDRED OF THE DUST

Wc knew what would happen to those secMjnr^ rels mmu
Mr. Donald got around to it," And lie l-iufrtK^J the

asthmatic, contented chuckle of the aged as Nan rviattd

briefly the story of Donald's recent activities.

Their conversation which followed was mostly of a

reminiscent character—recollections of boat-races in

the biglit, fishing excursions off the coast, clambakes,

new boats, a dog which Donald had given Nan when he

left for prep school and which had since died of old

age. And all the while Nan Brent's child stood by Don-

ald's knee, gazing up at liim adoringly.

During a lull in the conversation, he created some

slight embarrassment by reiterating his belief that this

strange man must be his father, and appealed to his

mother for verification of his suspicions.

Poor cliild ! His baby mind had but lately grasped

the fact that for him tiierc was sonii thing missing in

the scheme of life, and, to silence his persistent ques-

tioning. Nan had told him that some day his father

would come to see them; whereupon, with the calm faith

of innocence, he had posted himself at the front gate,

to be in position to receive this beloved missing one when

the latter should appear. Donald skilfully diverted the

child's mind from this all-consuming topic by sliding

the boy down to his foot and permitting him to swing

gently there.

Presently Nan excused herself, for the purpose of

looking after the embers of Donald's recent raid. The
instant the door closed behind her, old Caleb Brent

looked across at his visitor.

"You've heard—of course, Mr. Donald?" he queried,

with a slight inclination of his head toward the door

through which his daughter had disappeared.
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"Ves, Caleb. IVIi.sfortune comes in various guises.'*

"I would I could die," the pitiful old fellow whis-

pered. "I will, soon, but, oh, what will my poor darling
do then, Mr. Donald? After we first came here, I was
tl>at prosperous, sir, you wouldn't believe it. I gave
Nun a good schooling, piano lessons, and fine dresses.

We lived well, and yet we put by a thousand dollars in

six years. But that's gone now, what with the expenses
when the baby came, and my sickness that's prevented
me from working. Thank God, sir, I have my three-
quarter pay. It isn't mucli, hut we're rent-free, and
fuel costs us nothing, what with drift-wood and the
waste from Darrow that comes down the river. Nan
has a bit of a kitchen-garden and a few chickens—so
we make out. But when I die, my navy-pay stops."

lie paused, too profoundly moved by consideration
of the destitution that would face Nan and her nameless
boy to voice the situation in words. But he looked up
!it Donald McKaye, and the latter saw again that wist-
ful look in his sea-blue eyes—the dumb pleading of a
kind old lost dog. He thought of the thirty-eiglit-foot

sloop old Caleb had built liim—a thing of beauty and
wondrously seaworthy; or the sense of obligation which
had caused old Brent to make of the task a labor of
love; of the long, lazy, happy days when, with Caleb
and Nan for his crew, lie had raced out of the bight
twenty miles to sea and back again, for the sheer de-
light of driving his lee rail under until Nan cried out in

apprehension.

Poor, sweet, sad Nan Brent! Donald had known
her through so many years of gentleness and innocence—and she had come to this! He was consumed with
pity for her. She had fallen, but—there were depths to
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which destitution and desperation might h' ill drive her,

just as there were heights to which she might climb

iifTiiut if some half-man would but give her a helping

hand.

'•Do you know the man, Caleb?" he demanded sud-

denly.

"No, I do not. I have never seen him. Nan wrote

me when they were married, and told me his name, of

course."

"Tlien there zcas a marriage, Caleb?"

"So Nan wrote me."

"Ah! Has Nan a marriage certificate?"

"I have never seen it. Seems their marriage wasn't
le^al. The name he gave wasn't his own ; he was a Uga-
mist."

"Then Nan knows his real name."

"Yes ; when she learned that, she came home.'*

"But why didn't she prosecute him, Caleb.'' She
owetl that to herself and the child—to her good name
and "

"She had her reasons, lad."

"But you should have prosecuted the scoundrel,

Caleb."

"[ hud no money for lawyers. I knew I was going
to need it all for Nan and her child. And I thought
her reasons sufficient, Donald. She said it would all

come out right in the end. Maybe it will.'*

"Do you mean she knowingly accepted the inevitable

dlsfrrace when slie might have—have—" He wanted to

add, "proved herself virtuous," but, someliow, the words
would not come. They didn't appear to him to be quite

fair to Nan.

The old man nodded.
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"Of course we haven't told this to anybody else," he

hastened to add. ** 'Twould have been useless. They'd
havf tlioi!i;ht it a lie."

"Vcs, CiKly- ;i parlicularly clumsy and stupid lie."

C .ikl) IJrcnt looked u]) .suddenly and scarrlud, with

an alert and wistful glance, the face of the voung laird

of Tyoc.

"Hut you do not think so, do you?" he })l(a(led.

'•('(
I taiuly not, C aleb. If Nan told you that, then

.she told you the truth."

"Thank you, lad."

"Poor old Caleb," Donald soliloquized, "you find it

hard to believe it yourself, don't you? And it does
sound fishy !"

'•I don't believe it's Nan's fault," Donald found him-

self saying next. "She was always a good girl, and I

can't look at her now and I conceive her as anything
but virtuous and wc.nanly. I'll always be a good friend

of hers, Caleb. I'll stand back of her and see that she

gets a square deal—she and her son. When you're

gone, she can leave Port Agnew for some city where
she isn't known, and as *Mrs. Brent' she can engage in
some self-supporting business. It always struck nae that
Xan had a voice."

"She has, Mr. Donald. They ha'' grand opera in

Seattle, and I sent her up there to hear it and having
a singing teacher hear her sing *Alice, Where Art Thou.*
lie said .she'd be earning a thousand dollars a night in

five years, :\rr. Donald, if soniihody in New York could
train her. That was the time," he concluded, "that
she met him! He was rich and, I suppose, full of fine

graces
; he promised her d career if she'd marry him, and

so he dazzled the chfld—she was only eighteen—and
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•he went to San Francisco with him. She says there
was some sort of marriage, but he gave her no such
gift as I gave her mother—a marriage certificate. She
wrote me slie was liappv, and asked iiif to forgive her
the lack of confidence in not advising with me—and of
course I forgave her, Mr. Donald. But in three months
he left her, and one night the door yonder opened and
Nan come in and put lier arms round my neck and held'
me tight, with never a tear—so I knew she'd cried her
fill long since and was in trouble." lie paused several
seconds, then added, "Her mother was an admiraPs
daugliter—and she married me !" He appeared to sug^
gest this latter as a complete explanation of woman's
frailty.

"The world is small, but it is sufficiently large to hide
a girl from the Sawdust Pile of Port Agnew. Of course,
Nan cannot leave you now, but when you leave her,
Cakb, I'll finance her for her career. Please do not
worry about it."

"I'm like Nan, sir," he murmured. "I'm beyond tears,
or I'd weep, Mr. Donald. God will reward you, sir. I
can't begin to thank you."
"Fm glad of that. By the way, who is towing the

garbage-barge to sea nowadays?"
"I don't know, sir. Mr. Daney hired somebody else

and his boat when I had to quit because of my sciatica."

"Hereafter, we'll use your boat, Caleb, and engage a
man to operate it. The rental will be ten dollars per
trip, two trips a week, eighty dollars a month. Cheap
enough; so don't think it's charity. Here's the first

month's rental in advance. I'm going to run along
row, C;i:cb, hut I'll lo;;k in from time to time, and if

you should need me in the interim, send for me."
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He kissed little Don Brent, who set up a prodiffious

shriek at the prospect of desertion and brought his

mother fluttering into the room. He watched her soothe

the youngster and then asked:
' Nan, where do you keep the arnica now? I cut

knuckles on that yellow rascal."

Sl;e raised a sadly smiling face to his.

"Where would tlie arnica bt—if we had any, Don-
ald?'* she demanded.

"Where it used to be, I suppose. Up on that shelf,

inside the basement of that funny old half-portion

grajidfather's clock and just out of reach of the pen-
dulum."

"You do remember, don't you? But it's all gone
so many years ago, Donald. We haven't had a boy
around to visit us since you left Port Agnew, you know.
I'll put some tincture of iodine on your knuckles, how-
ever."

"Do, please. Nan."
A Kttle later, he said:

"Do you remember, Nan, the day I stuck my finger

into the cage of old Mrs. Biddle's South American par-
rot to coddle the brute and he all but chewed it

off.?"

She nodded.

"And you came straight here to have it attended to,

instead of going to a doctor."

"You wept when you saw my mangled digit. Re-
member, Nan? Strange '.ow that scene persists in ray

memory! You were so sweetly sympathetic I was
quite ashaiiu (1 nf m.ysfif."

'"That's because you always were the sweetest boy
m the world and I was only the garbage-man's daugh-
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ter," si Ahispenii. "TlK'rt'.s a ridicu.uuR »ODfr ab>m\
the garbafi^-man*s daughter. I heard it waoe, in va lek

-

villo— in San Francisco.**

"If I rnrne over some evening soon, will yn sing for

mo, \an?"
"I ru vcr : ai. V moro, Don."
"Nolxidy Ih >•)•! can i vcr Mng 'Carry M*- R«. i t..

Old \'iriririv" <• i i u ."

"Tlu 11 I AuiVx sing it, Don."
"Thank ..1, V,..,.-'

She c'o'i'i>i .(i •! e anoi Mn^ of liis b,i : scarred
knuckles with iodine, and, for a monunt, t>i hchJ his

liand. examining criticuf'y a.-t old rajfgcd white soar on
the indrx finn^. r o. hi- ri<r\-A hand. And quit, suddenly,
to Ins pn.fDund unazcn, ,s! bent f -r lead and
swiftly iniphinted u})on • old oar a iss . liffht, so

humble, so benignant, so prepiant adMralioi and
gratitude that he stood before her confused and inqn'r-
ing.

"Sucli a -tron^, u- lui hie h;i :d:"' - -ler -d. "U
has been raised ii (K frn.se ot Mic san tity of mv honv—and until you came there wa- 'nom o poor to do me
rovi rence.' "

Ih' looked at her v 1th Midden, if\v interest Ilrr

action had almost star! au As t i i ir eves h'

other, he was aware, witli a . : that was . ,.

shock, that Nan Brent was a most unusuai «vo i

She was beautiful: yet her phy.sical beauty f"
the Ita^t part of her :ttracti\.f s, perfect as .lat

Iwauty was. Inst inc t iw ly. Donai visu .

';,.,-d I > sa
woman with bra, ks, character, nof)i!ity <,f sou; > re

was that in her eyes, m the hont-H* v and understam
with which they looked into his, f at compelled hini, i
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;

' uus

Milt 'ant, t accH'j) «ithou re>' vation nvd for all

fiine !.. uiiie aiii! haltiii^ xplanidiun of lior ' rciUca-

iint i .mtl rvcv Uy li. u- ! frotii lier latin r's l ^. He
]..iigc(i to tt'll Ik i so. t ill!, he flusliiKl boyish, v and
>.!iid, cjuite in. mji

"N'l s : You'i b(.: iiif il - wf)meri fro, l.it tli.r > not
t' i^lr Aorf' 'o f ' ; , i. Vh\ icaliy, vuii r i^'lit

!<>
;.

lioisii'ly, l)!it il "ni • p ' Nun iircnt ou
wo I Im? Mft coii,p» 1) ff. remind me of a
<'atiiii H {)fl . re'- • little light within

! it nt\ r OS ou' on ^ at makes you raoi

M. in ' !. Si, II ,us-"

sii i!t
! iim

, s( )lue eyes—

u

.St 'c * !i f-r. tatc tii. ijiiii tendii She knew
lit' I-

! in- t r her, that t wiles, the

I' ' f ttv I of the polished man of t e

vv(i «cr ill him.

"*!3tii' 1 • : primitive pal," .she murmurci-
-)ftly :

' till thin ig straight, talking str.iight, ai

riv a.if? -d I say it, Donald .''—su ing strai,

[>' von . ore le sweetest hoy iii the wi<

'!(! Uicri o ! h of the little hoy alxxit yoi

il< hand 1 up and rested li^iitly on his an.
t f day, my dear friend.'*

It ct :
; teristic of him that, having said that

h !N 11 rmost i" hi^ miiKl, he should remember
tnd thank her for dressing his knuckles,

il. . ndcfi hi.>, hand in farewf'i.

if '>me again, Donald," she pleaded, as he
11' "'will you please bring me some books?

tia public iiurarv any more. 1 have to run tiu gantlet
i f so manv curious eves.'"
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"How long is it since you have been away from the

Sawdust Pile?"

"Since bt'forc mv babv came."

He was silent a minute, pondering this. Since old

Caleb had become house-ridden, then, she had been

without books. He nodded assent to her request.

"If I do not say very much, you will understand,

nevertheless, how grateful I am," she continued. "To-
day, the sun has shone. Whatever your thoughts may
have been, Donald, you controlled your face and you
were decent enough not to say, *Poor Nan.* **

He had no answer to that. He was conscious only of

standing helpless in the midst of a terrible tragedy.

His heart ached with pity for her, and just for old

sake's sake, for a tender sentiment for lost youth and
lost happiness of the old comradely days when she had
been Cinderella and he the prince, he wished that he
might take her in a fraternal embrace and let her cry
out on his breast the agony that gnawed at her heart

like a worm in an apple. But it was against his code

to indicate to her by word or action that she was less

worthy than other women and hence to be pitied, for it

seemed to him that her burden was already sufficient.

"Let me know if those people return to annoy you,

Nan," was all he said. Then they shook hands very

formally, and the young laird of Tyee returned to the

mill-office to report to Andrew Daney that the Sawdust
Pile had l)een cleaned out, hut that, for the present at

least, they would get along with the old drying-yard.

Somehow, the day tame to an end, and he went home
with tumult in his soul.



vn

A N unerring knowledge of men in general and of his

own son in particular indicated to Hector Mc-
Kajr, upon the instant that the latter appeared at the
family Jinner-table, that his son's first day in command
had had a sobering effect upon that young man. He
liad gone forth that morning whistling, his eyes alert
with interest and anticipation; and a feeling of pro-
found contentmoit had come to The Laird as he
watched Donald cHmb into his automobile and go brisk-
ly down the cliff jghway to Port Agnew. Here was
no unwilling exile, shackled I his father's dollars to a
backwoods town and condemned to labor for the term
of his natural life. Gladly, eagerly, it seemed to Hec-
tor McKaye, his son was assuming his heritage, casting
aside, without one longing backward glance, a brighter,
busier, and more delightful world.

Although his son's new a^rtm of action was beautiful
and The Laird loved it with"Tpassionate love, he was
sufficiently imaginative to realize that, in Port Agnew,
Donald might not be as happy as had been his father.
Old Hector was sufficiently unselfish to have harbored
no resentment had this been so. It had been his one
anxiety that Donald might take his place in the busi-
ness as a matter of duty to himself rather than as a
duty to his father, and because he had found his life-

work and was approaching it with joy, for Tlie Laird
was philosopher enough to know that labor without joy

55

1
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is as dead-sca fruit. Indeed, before the first day of
his retirement had passed, he ha J begun to suspect that
joJ without labor was apt to be something less than he
had anticipated.

The Laird observed in his son's eyes, as the latter
took his place at table, a look tliat had not been there
when Donald left for the mill that morning. His usual-
ly pleasant, "Evening, folks!'* was perfunctory to-
night

; he replied briefly io the remarks addressed to him
by his mother and sisters ; the old man noted not less

than thrice a slight pause with the spoon half-way to
his mouth, as if his son considered some problem more
important than soup. Mrs. McKaye and the girls
chattered on, oblivious of these slight evidences of men-
tal perturbation, but as The Laird carved the roast (he
delighted in carving and ..erving his family, and was old-
fashioned enough to msist upon nis right, to the dis-
tress of the girls, who preferred to have the roast
carved in the kitchen and served by the Japanese but-
ler), he kept a contemplative eye upon his son, and
presently saw Donald heave a slight sigh.

"Here's a titbit you always liked, son!" he cried
cheerfully, and deftly skewered from the leg of lamb
the crisp and tender tail. "Confound you, Donald; I
used to eat these fat, juicy little lamb's tails while you
were at college, but I suppose, now, I'll have to sur-
render that prerogative along v ich the others." In an
effort to be cheerful and distract his son's thoughts, he
attempted this homely badinage.

"I'll give you another little tale in return, dad,"
Donald replied, endeavoring to meet his father's cheer-
ful manner. "While we were awav. a colony of riff-

raff from Darrow jumped old Caleb Brent's Sawdust
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Pile, and Dancy was weak enough to let them get away
with it. I'm somewhat surprised. Daney knew your
wishes in the matter; if he had forgotten them, he
might have rcmcmht>rcd mine, and if he liad forgot-
ten both, it would have been tlie dccenv thing to have
thrown them out on his own responsibility.'*

So that was what lay at the bottom of his son's

perturbation ! The Laird was relieved.

"Andrew's a good man, but he always needed a lead-

er, Donald," he replied. "If lie didn't lack initiative,

he would have been his own man long ago. I hope you
did not chide him for it, lad."

"No ; I did not. He's old enough to be my father,

and, besides, he's been in tlie Tyee Lumber Company
longer than I. I did itch to give him a rawhiding,
though."

"I saw smoke and excitement down at the Sawdust
Pile this morning, Donald. I dare say you rectified

Andrew's negligence."

"I did. The Sawdust Pile is as clean as a hound's
tooth."

Jane looked up irom her plate.

"I hope you sent that shameless Brent girl away,
too," she announced, with the calm attitude of one
whose own virtue is above reproach.

Donald glared at her.

**0f course I did not !" he retorted. "How thorough-
ly unkind and uncharitable of you, Jane, to hope I
would be guilty of such a cruel and unmanly ac-

tion !"

The T ird waved his curving-knife.

"Iv hear!" he chuckled. "Spoken like a man,
my 8c . Jane, my dear, if I were you, I wouldn't
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pnvss this matter further. It's a delicate subject."

"I'm sure I do not see why Jane should not be free

to express her opinion, Hector." Mrs. McKaye felt im-

!k'(l to fly to the defense of her daughter. "You
know as well as we do, Hector, that the Brent girl is

quite outside the pule of respectable society.'*

**We shall never agree on what constitutes 'respect-

able society,* Nellie," The Laird answered whimsically.

"There arc a few in that Seattle set of yours I find it

hard to include in that catefforv."

"Oh, they're quite respectable, father," Donald pro-

tested.

"Indeed they are, Donald ! Hector, yoa amaze me,'*

Mrs. McKaye f'l'ded.

"They have too much money to Ix? anything else,"

Donald added, and winked at his father.

"Tush, tush, lad!" the old man murmured. "We
shall get nowhere with such arguments. The world has

been at that line of conversation for two thousand
years, and the issue's still in doubt. Nellie, will you
have a piece of the well-done?"

"You and your father are never done joining forces

against me," Mrs. McKaye protested, and in her voice

was the well-known note that presaged tears shoiild she

be opposed further. The Laird, all too familiar with

this truly feminine type of tyranny, indicated to his

son, by a lightning wink, that he desired the conver-

sation diverted into otlier cl nnels, whereuj.on Donald
favored his mother with a disarming smile.

"I'm going to make a real start to-morrow morning,

mother,'* he announced brightly. "I'm going up in the

woods and be a lumberjack for a month. Groing to grow
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warts on my hands and chew tobacco and develop into
a brawny roughneck.'*

"Is that quite necessary?" Elizabeth queried, with a
slight elevation of lier eyebrows. "I understood you
were going to manage the business."

"I am—after I've learned it thoroughly, Lizzie."
"Don't call me *Lizzie,"' she warned him irritably
"Very well, Elizabeth."

"In simple justice to those people from Darrow that
you evicted from the Jawdust Pile, Don, vou should
finish your work before you go. If they were not fit

to inhabit the Sawdust Pile, then neither is Nan Brent.
You've got to play fair." Jane had returned to the
attack.

"Look here, Jane," her brother answered seriously:
"I wish you'd forget Nan Brent. She's an old and very
dear friend of mine, and I do not like to hear my
friends slandered."

"Oil, indeed!!" Jane considered this humorous, and
indulged herself in a cynical laugh.
"Friend of his?*' Elizabeth, who wa-^ regarded in

lu r set as a wit, a reputation acquired by reason of the
f.K t that she possessed a certain knack for adapting
sl.in^r humorously (for there was no originality to her
alleged wit), now bent her head and looked at her
brother incredulously. "My word! That's a rich
dish."

"Why, Donald dear," his mother cried reproachfully,
"surely you arc jesting!"

"Not at all. Nan Brent isn't a bad girl, even if she
is the mother of a child bom out of wedlock. She
stays at home and minds her own business, and lets
others mind theirs."
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**Donald'8 going to be tragic. See if he isn't,** Eliza-

beth declared. "Come now, old dear; if Nan Brent isn't

a bad woman, just wliat is your idea of what consti-

tutes badness in a woman? It would be interesting to

know your point of view.**

"Nan Brent was young, unsophisticated, poor, and
trusting when she met this fellow, whoever he may be.-

He wooed her, and she loved him—or thought she did,

wiiicli amounts to the same thing until one discovers

the difference between thinking and feeling. At first,

she thought she was married to him. Later, she dis«

covered she was not—and then it was too late.**

"It wouldn't have been too late with some—er—^good

people," The Laird remarked meaningly.

"In other words,*' Donald went on, "Nan Brent lound
herself out on the end of a limb, and then the world

proceeded to saw off the limb. It is true that she is the

mother of an illegitimate child, but if that child was
not—at least in so far as its mother is concerned

—

conceived in sin, I say it isn't illegitimate, and that its

mother is not a bad woman.**

"Granted—if it's true ; but how do you know it to be

true?'' Jane demanded. She had a feeling that she

was about to get the better of her brother in this argu-

ment.

"I do not know it to be true, Jane.**

"Rut—I believe it to be true, Jane.**

"Why?"
"Because Nan told her father it was true, and old

Caleb told me when I was at his house this morning.

So I believe it. And I knew Nan Brent when she was

a young girl, and she was sweet and lovely and virtu-
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ous. I talked with her this morning, and found no
reason to change my previous estimate of her. I could

only feel for her a profound pity.'*

" *Pity is akin to love,' " Elizabeth quoted gaily.

"Mother, keep an eye on your little son. He'll be go-

ing in for settlement-work in Port Agnew first thing we
know.**

"Hush, Elizabeth!'* her mother cried sharply. She
was hi^^hly scandalized at such levity. The Laird salted

and peppered his food and said nothing. "Your atti-

tude is very manly and sweet, dear,'* Mrs. McKaye con-

.tinued, turning to her son, for her woman's intuition

warned her that, if the discussion waxed warmer. The
Laird would take a hand in it, and her side would go
down to inglorious defeat, their argumeiks flattened by
the weight of Scriptural quotations. She had a feeling

that old Hector was preparing to remind them of Mary
Magdalen and the scene in the temple. "I would much
rather hear you speak a good word for that unfortu-

nate girl than have you condemn her.'*

"A moment ago,'* her son reminded her, with some
asperity, for he was sorely provoked, *'you were de-

manding the right of free speech for Jane, in order

that she might condemn her. Mother, I fear me you're

not quite consistent.'*

"We will not discuss it further, dearie. It is not a
matter of such importance that we should differ to the

point of becoming acrimonious. Besides, it*s a queer
topic for dinner-table conversation."

"So say we all of us," Elizabeth struck in laconically.

**Dad, will you please help me to some of the well-

done?"

"Subjects," old Hector struck in, *Vhich, twoity
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years ago, only the family doctor was supposed to be
familiar with or permitted to discuss are now being
agitated in women's clubs, hooks, newspapers, and the
public schools. You can't smother sin or the facts of
life unless they occur separately. In the case of Nan
Brent they have developed coincidently ; so we find it

hard to regard her as normal and human.**

^
"Do you condone her ofFense, Hector?" Mrs. Mc-

Kaye demanded incredulously.

"I am a firm l)eliever in the sacrcdness of marriage.
I cannot conceive of a civilization worth while with-
out it," The Laird declared earnestly. "Nevertheless,
while I know nau^jht of Nan Brent's case, except that
which is founded on hearsay evidence, I can condone
her offense because I can understand it. She might
have developed into a far worse girl than it appears
from Donald's account she is. At least, Nellie, she bore
her child and cherishes it, and, under the rules of so-
ciety as we play it, that required a kind of courage
in which a great many girls are deficient. Give her
credit for that."

"Apparently she has been frank," Elizabeth answered
him coolly. "On the other hand, father McKaye, her
so-called courage may have been ignorance or apathy
or cowardice or indifference. It all depends on her
point of view."

"I disagree with mother that it is not a matter of
importance," Donald persisted. "It is a matter of
supreme importance to me that my mother and sisters

should not feel more charity toward an unfortunate
member of their sex; and I happen to know that it "s

a matter of Urrible importance to Nan Brent that in
Port Agnew people regard her as unclean and look at
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her askance. And because that vacillating old Dancy
didn't have the courage to fly in tlie face of Port
Agnew's rotten public opinion, he subjecttJ Nan Brent
and her helpless old father to the daily and nightly

association of depraved people. If he should dare to

say one word against "

"Oh, it wasn't because Andrew was afraid of public

opinion, lad," Hector McKaye interrupted Iiirn dryly;

"Have you no power o* deduction? Twas his guid wife

that stayed his hand, and well I know it."

"I dare say, dad," Donald laughed. "Yes; I sup-
pose I'll have to forgive him."

"Sii ''ll be up to-morrow, my dear, to discuss the

matter with you," The Laird continued, turning to his

wife. "I know her well. Beware of expressing an
opinion to her." And he bent upon all the womra of
his household a smoldering glance.

Apparently, by mutual consent, the subject was
dropped forthwith. Donald^s silence throughout the
remainder of the meal was portentous, however, and
Mrs. McKaye and her daughters wore relieved when, the
meal finished at last, they could retire with good grace
and leave father and son to their cigars.

"Doesn't it beat hell?" Donald burst forth suddenly,

apropos of nothing.

"It does, laddie."

''I wonder why?"
The Laird was in a philosophical mood. He weighed

his answer carefully.

"Because people prefer to have their thoughts manu-
facturrfl fnr thorn ; because fanatics and liypocrites have
twisted the heart out of the Christian religion in the

grand scramble for priority in the 'Who's Holier than
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^V^lo' Imndiciip; because pt-oplc who earnestly believe
that knows thtir inmost thoti^rhts cannot refrain
from Ixing human and trying to put one over on
Him." He smoked in silence for a minute, Jiis cahn
glance on the ceiling. "Now that you are what you
are, my son," he resumed reflectively, "you'll begin to
know men and women. They who never bothered to sei k
your favor before will fight for it now—they (io the
same thing with God Almighty, seeking to win his
favor by outdoing him in the condemnation of sin. A
woman's virtue, lad, is her main barricade against the
world; in tlie matter of that, women arc a close cor-
poration. Man, how they do stand together! Their
virtue's the shell that protects them, and when one of
them leaves her shell or loses it, the others assess her
out of the close corporation, for she's a piinority stock-
bolder."

"Mother and the girls are up to their eyebrows in

the work of an organization in Seattle designed to sal-

vage female delinquents," Donald complained. **I can*t
understand their i ttitudc."-

Old Hector hooced.

"They don't do the salvaging. Not a bit of it ! That
unpleasant work is left to others, and the virtuous and
.respectable merely pay for it. Ken ye not, boy, 'twas
ever the habit of people of means to patrojiize and cod-
dle the lowly. If they couldn't do that, where would be
the fun of being ricii? Look in the Seattle papers.
Who gets the advertising out of a charity ball if it

isn't the rich.? They organize it and they put it over,
with the public paying for a look at thom, and they
attending the ball on complimentary tickets, although
I will admit that when the bills are paid and the last
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shred of social triumph has been torn from the affair,

tlx Hi(K-)i-Wti' Iloine for Unmarried Mothers can have
whut's I. ft— niwi Ijc (laiiiiR'd to them."
Donald lauglitil (]uittly.

"Scotty, you're developing into an iconoclast. If

your fellow plutocrats should hear you ranting in that
M ill, they'd call you a socialist.**

"Oil, I'm not saying there aren't a heap of excep-
tions. Many's the woman with a heiui big enough to

mother the world, although, when all's >aid and done;
'tis the poor that are kind to the poor, the unfortunate
that can appreciate and forgive misfortune. I'm |^ad
you stood by old Brent and his girl," he added approv-
ingly.

**I intend to accord her the treatment which a gen-
tleman always accords the finest lady in the land, dad.**

"Or the lowest, my son. Pve noticed that kind are
not altogetht r unpopular with our finest gentlemen.
Donald, I used to pray to God that I wouldn't raise a
fool. I feel that he's answered my prayers, but if you
should ever turn hypocrite, Pll start praying again.**



vin

DONALD left the following morninpf in the auto-

mobile for the logging-camps up-river, and be-

cause of his unfamiliarity with their present location,

his futlier's chauflTeur drove him up. He was to be gone
all week, but planned to return Saturday afternoon to

spend Sunday with his family.

As the car wound up the narrow river road, Donald
found himself thinking of Nan Brent and her tragedy.

Since his visit to the Sawdust Pile the day before, two
pictures of her had jtrrsisted in his memory, every de-

tail of both standing fortli distinctly.

In the first, si ' was a shabby, barelegged girl of thir-

teen, standing in the cockpit of his slot'p, holding the

little vessel on its course while he and old Caleb took
a reef in the mainsail. The Milderncss of gold that was
her uncared-for hair blew behind her like a sunny
burgee; her sea-blue eyes were fixed on the mainsail, out
of which she adroitly spilled the wind at the proper
moment, in order that Donald and her father might
haul the reef-points home and make tlum fast. In his

mind's eye, he could see the pul>e heating in her throat

as they prepared to come about, for on such occasions

she always became excited ; he saw again the sweet curve
of her lips and her uplifted eliiii ; he hi rd again her
shrill voice crying* "Readv* about!" .'mil smr the .sprskes

spin as she threw the helm over and crouched from the

swinging boom, although it cleared her pretty head by
86



KIXDHK i) OF THK Dl'ST 67

Jit ]' ist thi-.H' fict. II( listcnt'd again tc ' or elfin lau h

as .-.iic Kt the sloop fall of!" sufficiently to take the i p
of a comber over the starboard counter and force D» n-
uld jukI her fathi r to s. i k shelter from the fpray in the
lof of the niaiiisail, from which snm tuary, with more
liiii;,HittT, she i)r('S(iitly routed them by causing the
spray to come in ovi r the port counter.

The other piet: re was the pose in which he had seen
her tlie morning previous at the Sawdust Pile, when,
to hide her emotio , she had half tunird from him and
Razed so forlornly out across the IJight of Tyo . It

had struck him then, with peculiar force, that Nan
Brent never again would lau^ that joyous elfin laugh
of oVior days. He had seen the pulse beating in her
creamy neck again—a n. ck fuller, rounder, glorious
with the beauty of fully developed womanhood. And
the riot of golden hair was sub<iued, with the exception
of little wayward wispg that whipped her white tem-
'^les. Her eyes, si>mewh,'?' darker now, like the sea near
I horizon after the >.,. I, , set but while the glory
of the day still lingers, w. -: • >t with unshed tears
The sweet curves of her i

'. were drawn in pain.
The northwest trade-wind bloiving across the Ught hnd
whipped her gingham dress round her, reveahu, tK
soft curves of a body, the beauty of which motherhood
had intensified rather than diminished. Thu . siie had
stood, the outcast (jf Port Ag v a; id besiti ner

'

little badge of her shame, dem vv <!?ng the fatl^r he had
never known and would never see.

The young laird of Tyco wondered what sort of man
could have done this thing— this mo. umental wicked-
ness. His great fists were clenched a there welled
within him a black rage at the scoundrel who had so



68 KINDRED OF THE DUST

wantonly wrecked that little home on the Sawdust Pile.

He wonderet?, with the arrogance of his years, assuming
unconsciously the right of special privilege, if Nan
would ever reveal to hin the identity of the villain.

Perhaps, some day, in a burst of confidence, she might.

Even if she did tell him, what could he do? To induce

the recreant lover to marry her openly and legally

would, he knew, be the world's way of "righting the

wroug'* and giving the baby a name, but the mischief

had been done too long, and could never be undone un-

less, indeed, a marriage certificate, with proper dating,

could 1)0 flaunted in tl'c face of an iconoclastic and
brutal world. Even then, there would remain that

astute and hiijhly virtuous few who would never cease

to impart in whispers the information that, no matter

what others might think, they had their doubts. He
was roused from his bitter cogitations by the chauffeur

s .caking.

"This is Darrow, ]\Ir. Donald. I don't Ulieve you've

seen it, have you? Darrow put in his mill and town
while you were away."

Donald looked over the motley collection of shacks

as the automobile rolled down the single unpaved
street.

"Filthy hole," ho muttered. "Hello! There»8 one

of my late friends from tlie Sawdust Pile."

A woman, standing in the open door of a shanty on

the outskirts of the town had made a wry face and

thrust out her tongue at him. He lifted his hat gravely,

whereat she screamed a curse upon him. An instant

later, an empty beer-bottle dropped with a crash in the

tonneau, and Donald, turning, beheld in the door of a
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Darrow groggery one of the Greek fishermen he had dis-
possessed.

"Stop tlie c.ir!" Donald commanded. "I think that
man wants to discuss a matter with mc."

"Sorry, sir, but I don't think it's wise to obey you
just now," his father's chauffeur answered, and trod on
tiio accelerator. "They call that place the 'Bucket of
I5Iood,' and you'll need something more than your fists

if you expect to enter there and come out under your
own power."

"Very well. Some other time, perhaps.**
"Vou don't appear to be popular in Darrow, Mr.

Donald."

"Those people left the Sawdust Pile yeste'-day—in a
hurry," Donald exjjlained. "Naturally, they're still

resentful."

"They were making quite a little money down there,
I In licve. Folks do say business was ^ood, and when
you take money from tliat kind of cattle you make a
worth-while enemy. If I were you, sir, I'd watch my
step in dark alleys, and I'd carry a gun.**

"When r have to carry a gun to protect myself from
vermin like that mulatto and those shifty little Greeks,
I'll he a few years older than I am now, Henry. How-
ever, I suppose I'd be foolish to neglect your warning
to mind my step.**

He spent a busy week in the woods, and it was his
humor to spend it entirely felling trees. The tough,
expcrienci d old chopi)ers welcomed him with keen inter-
est and played freeze-out each night in the bunk-houses
to see which one should draw him for a partner next
day; for the choppers worked in pairs, likewise the
cross-cut men. Their bucolic sense of humor impelled
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tliL' dioppers to speed up when they found themselves
paired with the new boss, for it would liave been a
feiithcr in the cap of the man who couhl make him quit
or send him home at nightfall "with his tail dragging,'*

as the woods boss expressed it.

Donald sported a wondrous set of blisters at the close
of that first day, but after supper he opened them, cov-

ered them with adhesive tape, and went hack to work
next morning as if nothing had happened. During
those five days, he learned considerable of the art of
dropping a tree exactly where he desired it, and bring-
ing it to earth without breakage. He rode down to

Port A^iow with the woods crew on the last log-train

Saturday night, walked into the mill oflice, and cashed
in his time-slip for five days* work as a chopper. He
had earne(i two dollars a day and his board and lodg-
ing. His father, who had driven into town to meet him,
came to the window and watched hini humorously.

"So that's the way you elect to work it, eh.''" he
queried. "I told Daney to pay you my salary when I

quit."

"I like to feel that I'm earning my stipend,'* Donald
replied, "so it pleases me to draw the wag( s of the

job I'm working at. When I'm thoroughly ac(juainted

with all the jobs in the Tyee Lumber Company, or at
least have a go»)d working knowledge of them, I think
I'll he a hcMcr boss."

The Laird took his son's big brown hands in his and
looked at the palms.

*'I rather think I like it so," he answered. "A man
whose hands have never bled or whose back has never

ached is a poor man to judge a '.ihor (hsiniff , 'Twould
improve you if you were a married man and had to live
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on that for a week, less twenty-five cents for your hos-
pital dues. The choppers pay a dollar a month toward
the hospital, and that covers medical attendance for
Hicin and their families.'*

Donald huitrlKd and flipped a quarter over to the
ciishit r, then turned and handed t'?n dollars to a wiry
little chopper standing; in line.

"I was feeling so good this mominpr I bet Sandy my
wcik's pay I could fell a tree (juickcr than lio and with
U">s breakage. He won in a walk," he explained to The
Laird.

"Come with me," his father ordered, and led lum into
the office.

From the huge safe he selected a ledger, scanned the
inrJex, and opened it at a certain account headed,
'•Sandy Clough." To Sandy's credit eacli month, ex-
tending over a period of fifteen years, appeared a credit
of thirty dollars.

"That's what it's costing me to have discovered
Sandy," his father informed him; "but since I had
s. i-ved an apprenticeship as a clioppor. the time re-
quind t.. discover Sandy was h.s< than half an hour.
I watched him one da;, when he didn't know who I was
—so I figured him for a man an<l a half and raised him
a dollar a day. He doesn't know it, however. If he
did, luM brag about it, and I'd have to pay as much
to men i,.-,lf us (rood When I. '> rh,.pped for u. twenty
years, fire iiim mul -,ve hinj ti nt Ih '

. .irri.'fi it. Thus
Mideth th. first lesson, my son. Now come home to
dinner."

After dinner, Donald returned to town to buy him-
'^flf some workinif-clothei* at the graend His
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purchases completed, he sought the juvenile depart-

ment.

"I want some kid's clothinjr," he announced. "To
fit a child of three. Rompers, socks, shoes—the com-

plete outfit. Charge them to my account and send

them over to Nan Brent at the Sawdust Pile. I'll give

you a note to enclose with tlieni."

Xotwitlistanding the fact that she was an employe of

the Tyee Lumber Company, the girl who waited on him

stared at him frankly. He noticed this and bent upon

her a calm glance that brought a guilty flush to her

cheek. Quickly she averted her eyes, but, nevertheless

she had a feelinj; that the vouiicr laird of Tree was

still apjiraising her, and, unable to withstand the fas-

cination peculiar to such a situation, she looked at him

again to verify her suspicions—and it was even so. In

great confusion she turned to her stock, and Donald^

satisfied that he had squelched her completely, went into

the manager's office, wrote, and sealed the following note

to Nan Brent:

„ Saturday night
Friend Nan:
Here are some duds for the young fellow. You gave

tin- the rijxlit to look after liiin. you know; at least, you

di<ln't dt c liiie it. At any rate, I think you will not mind

accepting them from me.

I sent to Seattle for some books I thought you might

like. Tliey have proh ihly arrived by ])arce]-post. J^cnt

you a box of candy, also, although I have forgotten the

kind you used to prefer.

Been up in the loggin<;-canij) all week, chopping, and I

ache all o^ - r. Expect to be hard and not quite so weary

by next week-end, and will call over for Sunday dinner.

Sincerely,
D̂onald McKave.
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He spent Sunday at The Dreamerie, and at~ four
o'clock Sunday afternoon boarded the up train and re-
turned to the logging-camp. Mrs. Andrew Daney,
seated in Sunday-afternoon peace upon her front Tcran-
(lii, looked up from the columns of the Churchnum as
the long string of logging-trucks wound round the base
of the little knoll upon which the general manager's
home stood

; but even at a distance of two blocks, she
recognized the young laird of Tyee in the cab with the
engineer.

"Dear, dour !" this good soul murmured. "And such
a nice young man, too ! I should think he'd have more
consideration for his family, if not for himself.»
"Who's that.?" Mr. Daney demanded, emerging from

behind the Seattle Poat-IntdUgencer,
"Donald McKaye."
"What about him.'" Mr. Daney demanded, with slight

emphasis on the pronoun.
"Oh, nothing; only ^

"Only what.?"

"People say he's unduly interested in Nan Brent.**
"If he is, that's his business. Don't let what people

say trouble you, Mrs. Daney.*^

"Well, can I help it if people will talk?**

"Yes—when they talk to you."
"How do you know tlicy've been talking to me, An-

drew.?" she demanded foolishly.

"Because you know what they say." Andrew Daney
rose from the wicker deck-chair in which he had been
lounging and leveled his index-finger at the partner of
liis joys and sorrows. "You forget Donald McKaye
and that Brent girl,-^ ht ordered. "It's none of your
business. All Don has to say to me is, 'Mr. Daney, your
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job is vacant'—and, by Judas Priest, it'll be vacant.

Remember that, my dear.**

"Nonsense, dear. The Laird wouldn't permit it-
after all these years.**

"If it comes to a test of strength, I'll lose, and don't

vou forget it. Old sake's sake is all that saved me from

a run-in with Donald before he had been in command

fifteen minutes. I refer to that Sawdust Pile episode.

You dissuaded me from doing my duty in that matter,

"Mary, and my laxity was not pleasing to Donald. I

don't blame him a Mliit
"

"Did he say anything?" she demanded, a trifle

alarmed.

"No; but he looked it.*'

"How (lid he look, Andrew?"

"He looked," her husband replied, "like the Blue Bon-

nets coming over the border—that's what he looked

I'ke. Then he went down to the Sawdust Pile like a

raging demon, cleaned it out in two twos, and put it to

the torch. You be careful what you say to people,

Mary. Get that boy started once, and he'll hark back

to his paternal ancestors; and if The Laird has ever

told you the history of that old claymore that hangs

on the wall in The Dreamerie, you know that the favor-

ite outdoor shorts of the McKaye tribe were fighting

and foot-racing—with the other fellow in front.'*

"The Laird is mild enough," she defended.

"Yes, he is. But when he was young, he could, and

frequently did, whip twice his weight in bear-cats. Old

as he is to-day, he's as sound as a man of forty; he

wouldn't budge an inch for man or devil."

Mrs. Daney carefully folded the Churchman, laid it

aside, and placed her spectacles with it.
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"Andrew, I know it*s terrible of me to breathe such
a thing, but—did it ever occur 1o you that—perhaps—the father of Nan Brent's chikJ might be '»

"Donald?" he exploded increduloagly.

She nodd(^d, and about her nod there was something
of that calm self-confidonce of an attorney who is

winning? his case and desires to impress that fact upon
the jury.

"By God, woman," cried Daney, "you have the most
infernal ideas '*

"Andrew! Remember it's the Sabbath!"
"It's a wonder my languafro doesn't phriTcl this

paper. Now then, where in hades do you get \ his crazy
notion?** Daney was thoroughly angry. She gazed
lip at him in vague apprehension. Had she gone too,

far? Suddenly he relaxed. "No; don't tell me," he
growled, '-ril not be a gossip. God forgive me. I was
about to befoul the very salt I eat. I'll not be dis-

loyal."

"But, Andrew dear, don't you know I wouldn't dare
breathe it to anyone but you?"

"I don't know how much you*d dare. Af anr rate,

I'll excuse you from breathing it to me, for I'm not
interested. I know it isn't true."

"Then, Andrew, it is your duty to tell mo wny you
know it isn't true, in order that I may set at rest cer-

tain rumors "

"You—mind—your—own—business, Mary!" he
cried furiously, punctuating each word witli a vigorous
tap of his dnger on the arm of her ch.iir. "The Mc-
Kayes meet their responsibilities as eagerly as they do
their enemies. If that child were young Donald's, he'd
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have married the Brent ^rl, and if he had demurred
&bout it. The Laird would have ordered him to."

**Thank you for that vote of confidence in the Mc-
Kayc family, Andrew,'' said a quiet voice. "I think

you have the situation sized up just right.'*

Andrew Daney whirkd ; his wife glanced up, startled,

then half rose and settled back in her chair again, for

her legs absolutely refused to support her. Standing
at the foot of the three steps that led off the veranda
was Hector MoKaye!

"I droTc Donald down from Tlio Droanirru- to catch

the up train, and thought I'd drop over and visit with

you a bit,'* he explained. "I didn't intend to eaves-

drop, and I didn't—^very much; but since I couldn't

help overhearing such a pertinent bit of convcrsatiu i,

I'll come up and we'll get to the bottom of it. Keep
your seat, Mrs. Daney."

The advice was unnecessary. The poor soul could

not have left it. The Laird perched himself on the

yeranda railing, handed the dumfounded Daney a cigar,

and helped himself to one.

"Well, proceed," Tlie Laird commanded His words
apparently were addressed to both, but his glance was
fixed on Mrs. Daney—and now she understood full well

her husband's description of the McKaye look.

"I had finished what I had to say, Mr. McKaye,**
Andrew Dane, foimd courage to say.

"So I not<xl, Antii'i iv, and right well a-, d forcibly v.ju

said it. I'm gratoful to you. I niai^ lo mistake, I

think, if your statement wasn't in reply t some idle tale

told your good wife and repeated by h^r to you—in

confidence, of course, as between man and wife."
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**If youH excuse me, Mr. McKayo, I—I*d rather not
—discuss it!" Mary Dancy cried breal'ilesslv.

"I would I did not deem it a duty to discusn it m^'-

self, Mary. But you must realize that when tlie tongue
of scandal touches my son, it becomes a personal matter
witli me, and I must look well for a weapon to combat
it. You'll tell me now, Mary, what they've been saying
about Donald and Caleb Brent's dau^jliti r."

"Andrew will tell you," she almost whispered, and
made as if to go. But The Laird*s fierce eyes deterred
her ; she quailed and sat down again.

'*An(ir(-w cannot tell me, because Andrew doesn't
know," The Laird rebuked her kindly. "I heard him
tell you not to tell him, that he wasn't a /gossip, and
wouldn't befoul the salt he ate by being disloyal, or
words to that effect. Is it possible, Mary Daney. that
you pref(>r me to think you are not inspired by similar
.sent inients? Don't cry, Mary—compose yourself.'*

"idleness is the mother of mischief, and since the chil-

dren have grown up and left home, Mary hasn't enough
to keej) her busy," Daney explained. "So, womanlike
and witf-out fjiving sober thounrl,t to tlie niiiHer, she's

been lisKnitipr to the idle chatti ring of othc r idle women.
Now then, my dear," he continued, turning to his
wife, "that suspicion you just voiced didn't grow in
your head Somebody put it there—and God knows it

found ferf lie soil. Out with it now, wife! Who've you
been gossipinf^ with?"

"I'll name no names," the unhappy woman sobbed;
"but somebody told me that somebody else was down
at the Sawdust Pile the day Donald burned those
shacks, and after be burned them he spent an Ijour in
the Brent cottage, and when he came out he had the
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baby in his arms. When he left, the child made a great

to-do and c.dlod him, *daddy.***

The Laird Niiiile''.

"Will, Mnrv, wliiit would you cxprct the I). , to

do? Beat the child? To n v knowledge, he's been

robbing the candv dt partmcnt of my general store for

years, ui.d the tots of Port Agnew have been the beno-

Hciarie.s of his vaudalistn. Ih bom with a love of

children. And would v»)u convict him on the prattle of

an innocent chil 1 in amis?'*

"Certainly not, Mr. McKaye. I understand. Well

then, on Saturday nii^ht he sent over a complete outfit

of clothing for the child, with a note in the bun-

dle "

"Ilm-m-m."

"And then somebody remembered that the child's

name is Donald."

"How old is that child, Mrs. Daney?**

She considered.

"Aa I recall it, he'll be three years old in October.**

**Since you*re a married woman, Mrs. Daney.** The
Laird began, with old-fashioned deprecation for the

blunt l.in^mf^o hf was about to employ, "vouH admit

that the child wasn't fo'ind behind one of old Brent*s

cabbages. This is the year 1916.'*

But Mrs. Daney anticipated him.

"They've figured it out,'* she intcrnipted. "and Don-

ald was home from coIIol:*' to'- the holidays in lOlfi."

"So he was," The Laird replied complat^ently. "I'd

forgotten. So that alibi goes by the t)oard. What else

now? Does the child resemble my son?"

"Nolx)dy knows. Nan Brent doc n't receive visitor-,

and she hasn't been up town since the child was born."
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"I» that aU, Mary?'*

"All I have hoard so far."

Old Hector was tempted to tell her that, in his

opinion, she had heard altogether too much, but his re-

gard for her husband caused him to refrain.

"It's little enou/^'h, and yet it's a great deal," he
Hn^^^( red. "You'll be kind enoufrb, Mary, not to carry
worii of this idle gossip to The Dreamerie. I should
regret that very much.**

She flushed with the knowledge that, although he for-
gave her, still he distrusted her and considered a wam-
in;,' necessary. However, she nodded vigorous accept-
ance of his desire, and immediately lie changed the
topic. While, for him, the quiet pleasure he had antici-
pated in the visit had not materialized and he longed
to leave at once, for Dancy's sake he remained for tea.
When he departed, Mrs. Daney ran to her room and
found surcease from her distress in tears, wliile In r hus-
band sat out on the veranda smoking one of The Laird's
fine cigars, his embarrassment considerably alleviated
by the knowledge that his imprudent wife had received
a lesson that should last for the remainder of her
life.

About eight o'clock, his wife called him to the tele-

phone. The Laird was on the wire.

"In the matter of the indiscreet young lady in the
>-*ore, Andrew," he ordered, "do not dismiss her or
reprimand her. The least said in such cases is soonest
mended.**

"Very well, sir.**

"Good-night, Andrew.**

"Good-night, sir."

"Poor man !" Daney sighed, as he hung up. "He's
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thought of nothing else since he heard about it ; it's a
canker in his heart. I wish I dared indicate to Donald
the fact that lie's being talked about—and watched

—

by the idle and curious, in order that he may bear him-
self accordingly. He'd probably misunderstand my
motires, however.'*



IX

TOURING the week, iNIary Daney refrained from

broaching the subject of that uncomfortable Sun-

day afternoon, wherefore her husband realized she was
thinking considerably about it and, as a result, was

not altogether happy. Had he suspected, however, the

trend her thoughts were taking, he would have been

greatly perturbed. Momentous thoughts rarely racked

Mrs. Daney*s placid and somewhat bovine brain, but

once slie became possessed with the notion that Nan
Brent was the only human being possessed of undoubted

power to create or suppress a scandal which some queer

feminine intuition warned her impended, the more firmly

did she become convinced that it was her Christian duty

to call upon Nan Brent and strive to present the situa-

tion in a common-sense light to that erring young
woman.

Having at length attained to this resolution, a subtle

peace settled over Mrs. Daney, the result, doubtless, of

a consciousness of virtue regained, since she was about

to rii^ht a wrong to which she had so thoughtlessly been

a party. Her decision had almost been reached when

her husband, coming home for luncheon at noon on Sat-

urday, voiced the apprehension which had harassed him

during the week.

"Donald will be home from the woods to-night," he

announced, in troubled tones. "I do hope hell not

permit that big heart of his to lead him into further

81
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kindnesses that will be misiinderstood by certain people
in case they hear of them. I have never known a man
so proud and fond of a son as The Laird is of Don-
ald."

"Nonsense!" his wife replied complacently. "The
Laird has forgotten all about it.»»

"Perhaps. Nevertheless, ] • ivill watch his son, and
if, hj any chance, the boy should visit the Sawdust
Pile

**Then it will be time enough to worry about him,
Andrew. In the meantime, it's none of our business,
dear. Eac your luncheon and don't think about it."

He relapsed into moody silence. When he had de-

parted for the mDl office, however, his wife's decision

had been reached. Within the hour slie was on her way
to the Sawdust Pile, but as she approached Caleb
Brent's garden gate, she observed, with a feeVing of
gratification, that, after all, it was not going to be
necessary for her to be seen entering tlie house or leav-
mg it. Far up the strand she saw a woman and a little

child sauntering.

Nan Brent looked up at the sound of footsteps
crunching the shingle, identified Mrs. Daney at a glance,
and turned lier head instantly, at the same time walking
slowly away at right angles, in order to obviate a meet-
ing. To her surprise, Mrs. Daney also changed her
course, and Nan, observing this out of the corner of
her eye, dropped her apronful of driftwood and turned
to face her visitor.

"Good afternoon, Miss Brent. May I speak to you
for a few minutes?"

"Certainly, Mrs. Daney.'*
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Mrs. Daney nodded condescendingly and sat down
on the wliite sand.

"Be seated. Miss Brent, if you please.**

"Well, perhaps if we sit down, we will be legg readily

recognized at a distance." Nan replied smilingly, and
was instantly convinced tliat she had read her visitor's

mind aright, for Mrs. Daney flushed sliglitly. "Sup-
pose," the girl suggested gently, "that you preface
what you have to say by calling me 'Nan.' You knew
me well enough to call me that in an earlier and hap-
pier day, Mrs. Daney.'*

"Thank you, Nan. I shall accept your invitation

and dispense with formality.** She hesitated for a be-

ginning, and Nan, observing her slight embamgsment,
was gracioxu enough to aid her by saying:

"I dare say your visit has something to do with

the unenviable social position in which I find myself in

Tort Agnew, Mrs. Daney, for I cannot imagine any
other possible interest in me to accoimt for it. So you
may be quite frank. I*m sure nothing -ave a profotind

sense of duty brought you here, and I am prepared to

listen.'* This was a degree of graciousness the lady had
not anticipated, and it put her at her ease imme-
diately.

"I*ve called to talk to you about Donald McKaye,'*
she began abruptly.

"At the solicitation of whom?**

"Nobody." Mrs, Daney sighed. "It was jBst an
idea of mine.'*

"Ah—I tliink I prefer it that way. Proceed, Mrs.
Daney.'*

"Young Mr. McKaye is unduly interested in you.
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Nan—at least, that is the impression of a number of
people in Port Agnew.**

"I object to the use of the adverb 'undulj' in con-
nection witli Mr. Donald's interest in mv father and
me. But no matter. Since Port A^^ncw has no interest
in me, pray why, Mrs. Daney, should I have tho slight-
est interest in the impressions of these people you refer
to and whose volunteer representative you appear to
be?"

"There
!

I knew you would be offended Mrs. Daney
cried, with a deprecatory shrug. "I'm sure I find this
a most difficult matter to discuss, and I assure you, I
do not desire to appear offensive."

"WeU, you are; hut I can stand it, and whether I
resent it or not cannot be a matter of much import to
you or the others. And Vll try not to be disagreeable.
Just wliy did you come to see me, Mrs. Daney.''*'

"I might as well speak plainly, IMiss Brent. Donald
McKaye's action in ridding the Sawdust Pile of your
neighbors has occasioned comment. It appears that
this was his first official act after assuming his father^s
place in tiie business. Then he visited you and your
fut'.cr for an hour, and your child, whom it appears
you have named Donald, called him 'daddy.' T'len,
last Satu)-day night, Mr. McKaye sent over some cloth-
ing for the boy *'

"Whcreui)on the ani teur detectives took up the
trail," Nan interrupted bitterly. «*And you heard of it
immediately."

"His father heard of it also," Mrs. Daney continued.
"It worries him.'*

"It should not. He should have more faith in his
son, Mrs. Daney."
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"He is a father, my dear, very proud of his Bon,
very devoted to him, and fearfully ambitious for Don-
ald's future."

"And you fear that I may detract from the radiance
of that future? Is that it?"

"In plain English," the worthy lady replied brutally,
«it is."

"I see your point of vicv very readily, Mrs. Daney.
Your a])prchcnsions are ridiculous—almost pathetic.

Don McKaye's great sympathy is alone responsible for
his hardihood in noticing me, and he is so nmch too big
for Port Agnew that it is no wonder his motives are mis-
understood. However, I am sorry l.is father is worried.
We have a very great respect for The Laird; indeed,
we owe him a debt of gratitude, and there is nothing
my father or I would not do to preserve his peace of
mind."

"The talk will die out, of course, unless something
should occur to revive it, :\Iiss Brent—I mean. Nan.
But it would be just like Donald M Aaye to start a
revival of this gossip. He doesn't care a farthing for
what people think or say, and he is too 3'oung to realize

that one vviist pay some attention to public opinion.
You realize that, of course."

"I ought to, Mrs. Daney. I think I have had some
experience of public opinion," Nan replied sadly.

"Then, should Donald McKaye*s impulsive s3anpathy
lead him to—er "

"You mean that I am to discourage him in the
event '*

"Precisely, Miss Brent. For his father's sake."

"Not to mention your husband's position. Precisely,
Mrs. Daney."
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Marj Dancy's heart fluttered.

"I have trusted to your Innor, Nan—althoupjh I

didn't say so in the beg'nning—not to mention my visit

or thia interview to a living soul.**

"My *honor!'*' Nan*8 low, bitter laugh raked the
Daney nerves like a rasp. "I think, Mrs. Daney, that
I may be depended upon to follow my own inclinations

in thia n- ^er. I suspect you have been doing some
talking ^rself and may have gone too far, with
the rea^xC that you are hastening now, by every means
in your power, to undo whatever harm, real or fancied,

has grown out of your lack of charily.**

"Nan, I beg of you **

**Don*t ! You have right to beg anything of me.
I am not unintelligent and neither am I degraded. I
think I possess a far keener conception of my duty
than do 3'ou or those whom you have elected to repre-

sent; hence I regard this visit as an unwarranted im-
pertinence. One word from me to Donald Mc-
Kaye '*

Terror smote the Samaritan. She clasped ' - tds

;

her lips were pale and trembling.

"Oh, my dear, my dear," she pleaded, "you a' in*t

breathe a word to him, would you? Promist me you'll

say notliinc^. How could I face my husband if—if
"

She bot^an to weep.

"I shall promise nothinrr," Nan replied stenily.

"But I only came for his father's sake, you cruel

girl!**

"Perhaps his father's case is safer in my hands than
in yours, Mrs. Daney, and safest of all in those of his

son.'*

The outcast of Port Agncw rose, filled her apron
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with the driftwood she had gathered, and caUed to her
chil 1. As the little fellow approached, Mrs. Daney so

far forffot her perturbation ns to Ir )k at liiin koonlv

and decide, eventually, that he bore not the faintest

resemblance to Donald McKaye.
"I'm sure. Nan, you will not be heartless enough to

tell Donald McKaye of my visit to you,'* she pleaded,

as the ffirl started down t!io beach.

"You have all the assurance of respectability, dear
Mrs. Daney,'* Nan answered carelessly.

"You shall not leave me until you promise to be
silent!'* Mary Daney cried hysterically, and rose to

follow her.

"I think you ha better go, Mrs. Daney. I am quite

familiar with the fi nire of The Laird since his retire-

ment; he walks round the bight with his dogs every

afternoon for exercise, and, if I am not greatly mis-

taken, that is he coming down the Ix'ach."

Mrs. Daney cast a terrified glance in the direction

indicated. A few hundred yards up the beach she

recognized The Laird, striding briskly along, swinging
his stick, and with his two English setters romping
Ix'side him. With a final despairing "Please Nan;
please do not be cruel!"' she fled. Nan Brent smiling

mischievously after her stout retreating form.

"I have condemned you to the horrors of uncer-
tainty,** the girl soliloquized. *'now very, vorv stupid

you are, Mrs. Daney, to warn me to protect him ! As
if I wouldn't lay down my life to uphold his honor!

Nevertheless, you dear old bungling busybody, you
are absolutely right, although I suspect no altruistic

reason carried you forth on this ' infortable errand."

Nan had heretofore, out of the bittemess of her
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life, formed tlic- opinion that brickbats were for the
lowly, such as slic, t\m\ bouquets solely for the ffrcat,

such as Donald McKaye. Now, for tlie first time, slic

realized that human society is orffanizcd in three strata—high, mediocre, and low, and that when a mediocrity
has climbtd to the seats of the mighty, his fellows

strive to dra^j him back, down to their own ignoble
level—or lower. To Nan, child of ])overty, sorrow, and
solitude, the world had always appeared more or less

incomprehensible, but this afternoon, as she retraced
her slow ste})s to the Sawdust Pile, the old dull pain
of existence Jiad Ix-eome more complicated and acute
with the kiiowled/^e tliat the first ray of sunlicrht that

had entei d her life in throe years wa^ about to be
withdrawn; and at the thought, tears, which seemed
to well from her heart rather than from her eyes,

course -1 down her cheeks ar.d a sob broke through her
clenched lips.

Her progress homeward, what with the heavy bundle
of driftwood, in her apron inipetling her stride, coupled
with the necessity for frequwit pauses to permit her
child to catch up with her, was necessarilv slow—so
slow, in fact, that presently she heard quick footsteps
behind her and, turning, beheld Hector McKaye. He
smiled, lifted his hat, and greeted her pleasantly.

"Good-afternoon, Miss Nan. That is a heavy burden
of driftwood you carry, my dear. Here—let me relieve

you of it. I've retired, you know, and the necessity

for finding something to do— Bless my soul, the
girPs crying!" He paused, hat in hand, and gazed
at her with frank concern. She met his look bravely.
"Thank you, Mr. McKaje. Please do not bother

about it."
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"Oh, but I ghall bother," he answered. "Remove
your apron, girl, and 111 tie the wood up in it and carry
it home for you."

Despite her distress, she smileH.

"^Tou're such an old-fashioned gentleman,'* she re-

plied. "So very much like your son— mean, your
son is so very much like you."

"That's better. T think I enjoy the compliment more
when you put it that way," he answered. "Do not
stand there holding the wood, my girl. Drop it."

She obeyed and employed her right hand, thus freed,

in wiping the telltale tears from her sweet face.

"I have heen lax in neighborly solicitude," The Laird
continued. "I must send you over a supply of wood
from the box factory. We have more waste than we
can use in the furnaces. Is this your little man. Nan?
Sturdy little chap, isn*t he? Come here, bub, and
let me heft you."

He swung the child from the sands, and while pre-

tending to consider carefully the infant's weight, he
searched the cherubic countenance with a swift, apprais-
ing glance.

"Healthy little r seal," he continued, and swung
the child high in the air two or three times, shilling;

paternally as the latter screamed with delight. "How
do you like that, eh?" he demanded, as he set the boy
down on the sand again.

"Dood !" the child replied, and gazed up at The Laird
yearningly. "Are you my daddy?"
But The Laird elected to disregard the pathetic

query and busied himself gathering up the bundle of
driftwood, nor did he permit his glance to rest upon
Nan Brent's flushed and troubled face. Tucking the
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bundle under one ann imd taking; Nati's clilld on the

other, he whistled to his dof^s and set out for the Saw-
dust Pile, leaving the girl to follow behind him. He
preceded her through the gate, tossed the driftwood

on a small pile in the yard, and turned to hand her the

apron.

"You are not altogether happy, poor girl!" he said

kindly. "I'm very sorry. I want the people in my
town to be happy.'*

**I shall grow accustomed to it, Mr. McKaye,** Nan
answered. "'I'o-day, I am merely a little more de-

pressed than usual. Thank you so nmch for carrying

the wood. You arc more than kind."

His calm, inscrutable gray glance roved over her.

noting her Ix^auty and her sweetness, and the soul of

him was troubled.

"Is it something you could confide in an old man?"
he queried, gently. "You are much neglected, and I—

I

understand the thoughts that must come to you some-
times. Perhaps you would be happier elsewhere than
in Port Agiiew."

"Perhaps," she replied dully.

**If you could procure work—some profession to keep
your mind off your troubles—I have some property in

Tacoma-—suburban lots with cottages on them." The
Laird grew confused and embarrassed because of the

thought that Wi. in the back of his mind, and was
expressing himself jerkily and in disconnected sentences,

"l do not mean—^I do not offer charity, for I take it

you have had enough insults—well, you and your father

could occupy one of those cottages at whatever you
think you could afford to pay, and I would be happy
to advance you any funds you might need until you

—
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could—that i , of course, you mu get on your feet

again, nud you must have help—** He waved his hand.

"All this oppresses me."

The renienihrance of Mrs. Dhih y's interview with

her })ronipte(l the girl to flash hack at hini.

"
'f)l)pressc8,* Mr. McKaye? Since when?**

lie gazed ipon her in frank admiration for her

audacity and perspicurity.

"Yes," he admitted slowly; "I dar<- deserve

that. Yet, mingled with that ulterior lu- you have

so unerringly discerned, there is a genuine, if belated,

liesire to be decently human. I think you realize that

also."

"I should Ik* stupid and ungrateful did I not, Mr.

McKaye. I am sorry I spoke just now as I did, but I

could not bear **

"To permit me to lay the flattering unction to my
soul that I had gotten away with something, eh?" he

laughed, much more at liis ease, now that he realized

how frank and yet how ^aetful she could he.

"It wasn't quite wort! >f you—not because I might

resent it, for I am iiobod; . ':>ut because you should have

more faith in you»M.'.i and be above the possibility of

disturba" at th' hands—or rather, the tongues—of

people > speak i/i whispers.*' Si.o came close to him
suddenly and laid her hand lightly on his forearm, for

she was speaking with profound earnestness. *'I am
your debtor, Mr. McKaye, for that speech you found

it so hard to make just now, and for past kindnesses

from you and your son. I cannot accept your offer.

I would like to, did my pride permit, and were it not

for the fact that such happiness as is left to my father

can only be found by the Bi^t of Tyee. So, while he
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lives I shall not desert him. As for your apprehensions"
—she smiled tolerantly and whimsically—"though flat-

tering to me, they are quite unnecessary, and I beg
you to rid your mind of them. I am—^that which I am

;

yet I am more tlian I appear to be to some and I shall

?iot wantonly or wilfully hurt you—or yours."

The Laird of Tyee took in both of his the slim hand
that rested so lightly on his sleeve—that dainty left

hand with the long, delicate fingers and no wedding-
ring.

"My dear child," lie murmured. "I fool more than I

dare express. Good-by and may God bless you and be
good to you, for I fear the world will not." He bowed
with old-fashioned courtesy over her hand and de-

parted ; yet such was his knowledge of life that now his

soul was more deeply troubled tha it had been since

his unintentional eavesdropping on his manager's gar-
rulous mfe,

"What a woman!'* he reflected. "Brains, imagina-»

tion, dignity, womanly pride, courage, beauty and—

^

yes; I agree with Donald. Xeither maid, wife, nor
widow is she—yet she is not, never has been, and never
will be a woman without virtue. Ah, Donald, my son,

she's a bonny lass! For all her fall, she's not a com-
mon woman and my son is not a common man—

I

wonder—Oh, 'tis lies, lies, lies, and slio's heard them
and knows they're lies. Ah, my son, my son, with the

hot blood of youth in you—you've a man's head and
heart and a will of your own— Aye, she's sweet

—

that she is— I wonder!"
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AT the front of Caleb Brent's little house there was

a bench upon which the old man was wont to sit

on sunny days—usually in the morning, before the

brisk, cool norVest trade-wind commenced to blow.

Following Hector McKaye's departure. Nan sought

this bench until she had sufficiently mastered her emo-

tions to conceal from her father evidence of a distress

more pronounced than usual; as she sat there, she

revolved the situation in her mind, scanning every

aspect of it, weighing carefully every possibility.

In common with the majority of human kind, Nan
considered herself entitled to life, liberty, and the pur-

suit of happiness, and now, at a period when, in the

ordinary course of events, all three of these necessary

concomitants of successful existence (for, to her, life

meant something more than mere living) should have

been hers in bounteous measure, despite the handicap

under which she had been bom, she faced a future so

barren that sometimes the distant boom of the breakers

on Tyee Head called to her to desert her hopeless fight

and in the blue depths out yonder find haven from the

tempests of her soul.

In an elder day, when the Sawdust Pile had been

Port Agnew's garbage-dump, folks wlio clipped their

rose bushes and thinned out their marigold plants had

been accustomed to seeing these slips take root again

and bloom on the Sawdust Pile for a brief period after

93
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their ash-cans had been emptied there ; and, though she
did not know it, Nan Brent bore pitiful resemblance to

these outcast flowers. Here, on tlie reclaimed Sawdust
Pile, she had bloomed from girlhood into lovely woman-
hood—a sweet forget-me-not in the Garden of Life,

she had been transplanted into Eden until Fate, the
grim gardener, had cast her out, to take root again
on the Sawdust Pile and ultimately to wither and die.

It is terrible for the great of soul, the ambitious, the

imaginative, when circumstances condemn them to life

amid dull, uninteresting, drab, and sometimes sordid

surroundings. Bom to love and be loved. Nan Brent's

soul beat against her environment even as a wild bird,

captured and loosed in a room, beats against the win-
dow-pane. Prom the moment she had felt within her
the vague stirrings of womanhood, she had been W 'lit

to gaze upon the blue-back hills to the east, to the

horizon out west, wondering whr t mysteries lay beyond,
and yearning to encounter them. Perhaps it was the

sea-faring instinct, the Wanderlutt of her forebears;

perhaps it was a keener appreciation of the mediocrity
of Port Agnew than others in the little town possessed,

a realization that she had more to give to life than life

had to give to her. Perhaps it had been merely the

restlessness that is the twin of a rare heritage—^t'le

music of the spheres—for with such had Nan been
bom. It is hard to harken for the reedy music of Pan
and hear only the whine of a sawmill or the boom of

the surf.

Of her mother. Nan had seen but little. Her recol-

lections of her mother were few and vague ; of her

mother's people, she knew nothing save the fact that

they dwelt in a world quite free of Brents, and that
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her mother had committed a distinctly social faux pas
in marrying Caleb Brent she guessed long before Caleb
Brent, in his brave simplicity, had imparted that fact

to lier. An admiral's daughter, descendant of an old

and wealthy Revolutionary family, the males of which
had deemed any calling other than the honorable pro-
fession of arms as beneath the blood and traditions of
<he family. Nan's mother had lx>cn the pet of Ports-

mouth until, inexplicably, Caleb Brent, a chief petty
officer on her father's flag-ship, upon whom the hero's

medal had just been bestowed, had found favor in her
eyes. The ways of love, as all the philosophers of the

a^cs are agreed, arc beyond definition or understand-
ing; even in his own case, Caleb Brent was not equal

to the task of understanding how their love had grown,
burgeoned into an engagement, and ripened into mar-
riage. He only knew that, from a meek and well-dis-

ciplined petty officer, he had suddenly developed the

courage of a Sir Galahad, and, while under the influence

of a strange spell, had respectfully defied the admiral,

who had foolishly assumed that, even if his daughter
would not obey him, his junior in the service would.
Then had come the baby girl. Nan, the divorce

—

pressed by the mother's family—and the mother's

death.

If his wife had discerned in him the nobility that was
so apparent to his daughter— Poor old hero! But
Nan always checked her meditations at this point. They
didn't seem quite fair to her mother.

Seated on the bench this afternoon, Nan reviewed her
life from her sixth year, the year in which her father
had claimed her. TTnH! her oiglifccntli ycf-r, she had not
been unhappy, for, following their arrival in Port



96 KINDRED OF THE DUST

A^ew, her father had prospered to a degree which per-

mitted liis daughter the enjoyment of the ordinary
opportunities of ordinary people. If she had not known
extravagance in the matter of dress, neither had she

knowTi penury; when her feminine instinct impelled her
to brighten and beautify the little home on the Sawdust
rile from time to time, she had found that possible.

She had been graduated with hon rs from the local

hi^ school, and, being a book-lover of catholic taste

and wide range, she was, perhaps, more solidly educated
than the majority of girls who have had opportunities

for so-called higher education. With the broad democ-
racy of sawmill towns, she had not, in the days gone by,
been excluded from the social life of the town, such
as it was, and she had had her beaus, such as they
were. Sometimes she wondered how the choir in the
Presbyterian church had progressed since she, once
the mezzo-soprano soloist, had resigned to sing luimbys
to a nameless child, if Andrew Daney still walked on
the tips of his shoes when he passed the collection-plate,

and if the mortgage on the church had ever been paid.

She rose wearib/ and entered the little house. Old
Caleb sat at the dining-room table playing solitaire. He
looked up as she entered, swept the cards into a heap,
and extended his old arm to encircle her waist as she
sat on the broad arm of his chair. She drew his gray
head down on her breast.

"Dadkins," she said presently, "Donald McKaye isn't

coming to dinner to-morrow after all.*'

**0h, that's too bad, Nan! Has he written you?
What's happened.?'*

**No; he hasn't written me, and nothing's happened.
I hare decided to send him word not to come.**
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"Aren't you feeling well, my dear?**

"It isn't that, popsy-wops. lie's tlie new laird of
Tvce now, and he must be careful of the company he
keeps.'*

Old Caleb growled in his throat.

"Much i.e cares what people think.**

"I know it. And mucli I care what people think,

for I've grown accustmied to their th jghts. But I

do care what his father thinks, for, of course, he has
plans for Donald's future, and if T aJA, out of the
kindness of his heart, should become a frequent visitor

here, The Laird would hear of it sooner or later

—

sooner, perhaps, for it would never occur to Donald to

conceal it—and then the poor laird would be worried.
And we don't owe The Laird that, father Brent !'*

"No ; we do not." The old face was troubled.

"I met Mrs. Daney on the beach, and it was she who
gave me the intimation that The Laird had heard some
cruel gossip that was disturbing h^m."

"I'm sorry. Well, use your own judgment, daugiiter."

"I'm sure Donald will understand," she assured him.

"And he will r ot think the less of us for doing it."

She got up and -vent to the peculiar and wholly
impractical little desk which Mrs. McKaye had picked
up in Italy and which Donald, calm in the knowledge
that his motlier would never use it or miss it. had
given iier to help furnish the house when firsi ' -y had
come to the Sawdust Pile. On a leaf torn fror, tablet,

she wrote

:

Thk Sawdust Pile, Saturday Afternoon.
Dear Donald:

I Jiad j)iannt d to reserve my thanks for the books and
the candy until you called for dinner to-morrow. Now,
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I have decided that it will be better for you not to come

to dinner to-morrow, although thi decision has not beep

made without father and me being sensible of a keen feel-

ing of disappointment. We had planned to sacrifice an

old hen that has outlived her margin of profit, hoping that,

with the ad:nixture of a pinch of saleratus, she would

prove tender enough to tempt the appetite of a lumber-

jack, but, upon sober second thought, it seems the part

of wisdom to let her live.

We honor and respect you, Donald. You are so very

dear to us that we wish to cherish always your good opin-

ion of us; we want everybody in Port Agnew to think of

you as we do. People will misunderstand and misconstrue

your loyalty to the old friends of your boyhood if you

dare admit your friendship. Indeed, some have already

done so. I thank you for the books and the candy, but

with all my heart I am grateful to you for a gift infinitely

more precious but which is too valuable for me to accept.

I shall have to treasure it at a distance. Sometimes, at

colors, you might wave to

Your old friend.

Nan Brent.

Her letter completed, slio sealed it in a plain white

envelop, after which slie changed into her best dress

and slices and departed up-town.

Straight to tlie mill office of the Tyce Lumber Com-

pany she weixt, her appearance outside the railing in

the general office being the signal for many a curious

and speculative glance from the girls and young men

at work therein. One of the fonncr, with whom Nan

had attended high school, came over to the railing and,

witliout extending a greeting, either of word or smile,

asked, in businesslike tones,
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Nan

"Whom do ypu wish to sec?'*

In direct contrast with this cool salutation,
inclined her head graciously and smilingly said:

"Why, how do you do, Hetty? I wonder if I might
be permitted a minute of Mr. Daney^s time.'*

"I'll sec," Hetty replied, secretly furious in the
knowledjrTc that slic had been serenely rebuked, and im-
mediately disappeared in the general manager's office.

A moment later, she emerged. "Mr. Daney will see
you. Miss Brent," she announced. "First door to your
right. Go right in."

"Thank you very much, Hetty."

Andrew Daney, seated at a desk, stood up as she
entered.

"How do you do. Nan?" he greeted her, with mascu-
line cordialit; , and set out a chair. "Please be seated
and tell me what ^ can do to oblige you."
A swift scrutiny of the private office convinced her

that they were alone ; so she advanced to the desk and
laid upon it the letter she had addressed to Donald
McKaye.

"I would be grateful, Mr. Daney, if you would see
that Mr. D^^nald McKaye receives this letter when he
comes in from the woods to-nif,ht," she replied. Daney
was frankly amazed.

"Bless my soul," he blurted, **whj do you entrust me
with it? Would it not have been far simpler to have
mailed it?"

"Xot at all, Mr. Daney. In the first place, the
necessity for writing it only developed an hour ago, and
in order to be quite certain Mr. McKaye w oulu receive
it this evening, I woi d have had to place a special-

ly
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delivery stamp upon it. I did not have a special-

delivery stamp; so, in order to get one, I would have

had to go to the post-office and buy it. And the instant

I did that, the girl on duty at the stamp-window would

have gone to the mail-chute to get the letter and read

the address. So I concluded it would he far more

simple and safe to entrust my letter to you. More-

over,** she added, "I save ten cents."

**I am very greatly obliged to you. Nan," j3aney

answered soberly. "You did exactly right," Had she

conferred upon him a distinct personal favor, his ex-

pression of obligation could not have been more sincere.

He took a large envelop of the Tyee Lumber Company,

wrote Donald's name upon it, enclosed Nan's letter in

this large envelop, and sealed it with a mighty blow

of his fist. "Now then," he declared, "what people do

not know will not trouble them. After you go, I'll

place this envelop in Don's mail-box in the outer office.

I think we understand each other,'* he added shrewdly.

"I think we do, Mr. Daney."

"Splendid fellow, young Donald! Thundering fine

boy !"

"I agree with you, Mr. Daney. If Donald has a

fault, it is his excessive democracy and loyalty to his

friends. Thank you so much, Mr. Daney. Good-

afternoon."

"Not at all—not at all ! All this is quite confidential,

of course, otlierwise you woula not be liere." He bowed

her to the door, opened it for her, and bowed again

as she passed him. When she had gone, he summoned

the young lady whom Nan had addressed as "Hetty.**

"Miss Fairchaild," he said, " 'phone the local sales-
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office and tell them to deliver a load of fire-wood to the
Brent house at the Sawdust Pile."

Two minutes later, the entire office force knew that

Nan Brent had called to order a load of fire-wood, and
once more the world sagged into the doldrums.



XI

AT six o'clock Donald came in from the logging-

camp. Daney made it his business to be in the

entry of the outer office when his superior took his mail

from his box, and, watching narrowly, thought he ob-

soncd a frown on the young laird's face as he read

Nun Brent's letter. Immediately he took refuge in his

private office, to which he was followed almost imme-

diately by Donald.

"That's your handwriting, Mr. Dancy," he said,

thrusting the largo envelop under Daney's nose. "An-

other letter in a smaller envelop was enclosed by you

in this large one. You knew, of course, who wrote it."

"Miss Brent brought it personally.'*

Donald started slightly. He was amazed.

"I take it," he continued, after a slight pause, "that

it was entirely your idea to conceal from the office

force the fact that Miss Brent had written me this

letter."

"It was, Don."

"I am at a loss to know why you took such a pre-

caution." Donald's eyes met Daney's in frank sus-

picion ; the latter thought that he detected some slight

anger in the younger man's bearing.

"I can enlighten you. Don. Miss Brent was at some

pains to conceal the fact that she had written you a

letter; she brought it to me to be handed to you,

rather than run the risk of discovery by dropping it in

1Q2
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the po3t-office for special delivery. Some of the mrhm our office went to school with \«n Brent un<l mi^W.t
recoifnize her handwriting? if they saw the envelop I
saw Hetty Fairchaild looking? over your letter, rather
.r.tere.stedly the other day, when she was sorting the
mail and puttui^r it in the boxes."
"The entire procedure appears to n,e to be i)eculiar

and wholly unnecessary. However, I'„, obliged to you,
Mr. Daney for ace ,ling so thoroughly to Nan's appar-
.nt w.shes ' Uo frowned as he tore the envelop into
•shreds and dropped theni in Dahey's waste-basket. "I'm
afraid some young women around this plant are going
to lose their jobs unless they learn to restrain their
curiosity and their tongues » he added.

"I thought I was still general manager," Daney
reminded him gently. "Hiring and firing have always
been my peculiar prerogatives."

"Forgive me, Mr. Daney. They shall continue to
bo. The young Laird grinned at the rebuke; Daney
sm.le,! back at him, and the somewhat charged atmoJ-
])liere cleared instantly.

"By the way, Donald, your father is in town. He's
6 ng up to Seattle to-night on the seven-ten train

^
our mother and the girls left earlier in the week He's

dinmg at the hotel and wishes you to join him there.He figured that, by the time you could reach The
Dreamcrie, shave, bathe, and dress, it would be too
ito to have dinner with him there and stUl aUow him

tune to catch his train."

*'How does idleness sit on my parent, Mr. Daney.?"
Not very weU, I fear. He shoots and fishes and

takes long walks with the dogs; he was out twice in

r-

W
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your sloop this wcik. I think he and y«)ur motht r and

the girls plan a trip to Honolulu shortly.**

"Good !** Donald yawned and gtretched his biff body.

"IVo lost v\fr\d pounds on this chopping- j oh," he

declared, "and I thou/?ht I hiuin't mi ounce of fat on

mo. Zounds, Tin son-! Hut I'm to have an easy job

next week. I'm to patrol the skid-roads with a grease-

can. That woods boss is certainly running me ragged.**

"Well, your innin<?s will ooi... later," Danoy smiled.

At the mill office, Donald washed, and then strolled

over to tlie hotel to meet his father. Uld Hector grinned

as Donald, in woolen shirt, mackinaw, corduroy

trousers, and half-boots came into the little lobby, for

in his son he saw a replica of himself thirty years

agone.'*

"Hello, dad!" Donald greeted liim.

"Hello, yourself!'*

The father, in great good humor, joined his son,

and they proceeded to dine, chaffing each other good-

naturedly the while, and occasionally exchanging pleas-

antries with their neighlwrs adjoining tables. The

Laird was in excellent spirits, a condition which his

interview that afternoon with Nan Brent had temled to

bring about; during the period that had elapsed be-

tween his subsequent doubts arJ his meeting with his

son, he had finally decided that th et.tire matter was

a mare*s nest and had dismissed it *roni his mind.

After dinner, they walked do\M, the railroad sta-

tion to<Tcthor, Donaid carryin<; hr< f-i^her's h -jg. While

The I.aird was at the ticket-wimiow purchasing his

transportation, his son walked over to a baggage-truck

to rest the bag upon it. As the bag landed with a

thud, a man who had been seated on the truck with
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his back townnl Donald ghinccd ovt r his shouhlor in

a Kisurtly way, and, in that glance, the hittir recog-
nized one of the Greeks he had evicted from the Sawdust
Pile- tin saine man who had thrown a beei bottle at
him the d/iy he motored throiii^h Darrow.

hat are you doing in I'ort Agnew?" Donald de-
manded.

To his query, the follow repliid profanely that this
was none of his intcrrogator*8 affair.

"Well, it is oome of my afP/iir," the new boss of Tveo
replied. "I have a erow to pluck with you, anvliow,
and Fm going to pluck it now." He grasped the Greek
by his collar and jerked him backward until the man
lay Hat on his hack across the baggage-truck; then,
with his homy left hand, Donald slajjped the sullen face
vigorously, jerked the fellow to his feet, faced him in
the direction of Darrow, and, with a vigorous kick,
started him on his way. "That's for throwing beer-
bottles !" he called after the man. "And hereafter you
keep out of Port Agnew. Your kind are not welcome
here.'*

The Greek departed i.ito the night cursing, while
The Laird, still at the ticket-window, glanced inter-
estedly from his son to the Greek and then back to
Donald.

"What's the idea, son.?" he demanded.
"A recent dweller on the Sawdust Pile," his son n

plied easily. "He declared war on me, so, naturally, he
eomcs i.ito my territory at his own risk. That scum
from Darrow must keep out of our to\m, dad, and force
is the only argument they can understanfl. Dane-
gave them a free hand and spoiled tlicm, but I'm goir /
to teach them who's boss around here now. Besides .
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I owe that fellow a poke. He insulted Nan Brent.

Tlicre would have been a bill for repairs on the scoun-

drel if I had caught him the day I drove his gang off

the Sawdust Pile."

"Well, I approve of your sentiments, Donald, but,

nevertheless, it's a poor practise for a gentleman to

fight witli a mucker, altliough," he added whimsically,

•'when I was your age I always enjoyed a go with such

fellows. That man you just roughed is George Chirakes,

and he's a bad one. Knifed three of his countrymen

in a drunken riot in Darrow last fall, but got out of it

on a plea of ^elf-defense. Keep your eye on the brute.

He may try to play even, although there's no real

courage in his kind. They're born bushwhackers,"

The Laird glanced at his watch and saw that it still

lacked eight minutes of train-time. "Wait for me

a minute," he told his son. "I want to telephone Daney

on a little matter I overlooked this afternoon."

He entered the telephone-booth in the station and

called up Andrew Daney.

"McKaye speaking," he announced. "I've just dis-

covered Donald has an enemy—that Greek, Chirakes,

from Darrow. Did Dirty Dan come in from the woods

to-niglit ?"

"I believe he did. He usually conies in at week-ends."

"Look him up immediately, and tell him to keep, an

eye on Donald, and not to let him out of his sight

until the boy boards the logging-train to-morrow night

to go back to tlie woods. Same thing next week-end,

and wlien Donald conipktes his tour of duty in the

woods, transfer Dan from the logging-camp and give

him a job in the mill, so he can watch over the boy
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when he's abroad nights. He is not, of course, to let

my son know he is under surveillance.'*

"I will attend to the matter immediately,'* Daney
promised, and The Laird, much relieved, hung up and
rejoined his son.

"Take care of yourself—and watch that Greek, boy,"
lie cautioned, as he swung aboard the train.
Donald stood looking after the train until the tail-

hghts had disappeared round a curve.



XII

DANEY readily discovered in a pool-hall the man
he sought. "Dirty Dan" O'Lcary was a chopper

in the McKaye employ, and had earned his sobricjuet,

not because lie was less cleanly than the average lum-

ber-jack but because he was what his kind described as

a "dirty" fighter. That is to say, when his belligerent

disposition led him into battle, which it frecjuently did,

Mr. OTeary's instinct was to win, quickly -md decis-

ively, and without consideration of the niceties of com-

bat, for a primitive person was Dirty Pan. Fast as a

panther, he was as equally proficient in the use of all

his extremities, and, if liard pressed, would use his teeth.

He was a stringy, big-boned man of six feet, and much

too tall for his weight, wherefore belligerent strangers

were sometimes led to the erroneous conclusion that Mr.

O'Lcary would not be hard to upset. In short, he was

n wild, bad Irishman who had gotten immovably fixed

in his head an idea that old Hector McKaye was a

"gr-rand gintleman," and a gr-rand gintleman was

one of the three things that Dirty Dan would fight for,

the other two being his personal safety and the love of

battle.

Danty drew Dirty Dan out of the pool-hall and ex-

plained the situation to him. The knowledge that The

Laird had, in his extremity, placed reliance on him

moved Dirty Dan to the In'ghost pitch of enthusiasm and

loyalty. He pulsed his li])s, winked one of his piggy

108
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eyes craftily, and, without wasting time in words of

assurance, set forth in search of the man he was to

follow and protect. Presently he saw Donald entering

the butcher shop; so he stationed himself across the

street and watched the young laird of Tyee purchase a
fowl and walk out with it under his arm. Keeping his

man dimly in view through the gloom, Dirty Dan, from
the opposite side of the street, followed on velvet feet

to the outskirts of the town, where Donald turned and
took a path through some vacant lots, arriving at last

at the Sawdust Pile. Dirty Dan heard him open and
close the gate to Caleb Brent's garden.

"Oh, ho, the young divil!" Dirty Dan murmured,
and immediately left the path, padding softly out into

the grass in order that, when the door of Caleb Brent's

house should be opened, the light from within might not

shine forth and Ix'tray him. After traversing a dozen

steps, he lay down in the grass and set himself patiently

to await the reappearance of his quarry.

In response to several clearly audible knocks, the

front door failed to open, and Dirty Dan heard Don
walk round the house . the back door.

"The 3 0ung divil!" he reiterated to himself. "Faith,

whin the cat's away the mice'U play, an' divil a worrd
o' lie in that! Begorra, I'm *hinkin' the ould gintle-

inanM be seandalized could he know whei-e his darlin*

blioy is this minute—here, wait a minute Daniel, ye gos-

soon. ;Maybe, 'tis for this I've been sint to watch the

lad an' not for to protect him. If it is, faith 'tis a job
I'm not wishful for, shpyin' on me own boss." He
pondered the matter. Then : "Well, sorra wan o* me
knriWi Wl>.n* if t}'" '-•rtjjn.T f-. U-A .'1.-> h.:< 1.".vn T^-i*' her

an' his father have wind of it! Eh.'* What thin,
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Daniel? A scandal, that's what, an', bo the toe-nails

o' Moses, naythcr The I.aird nor his son can afford

that. I'll take note o' what happens, but, be tlie same

token, 'tis not to Misther Daney I'll make me report,

but to the ould man himself. Sh—what's that?"

His car being close to tl " ground, Dirty Dan had

cauglit the sound of sh)w, cautious foot t^'eps advancing

along the little path. He flattened himself in the grass

and listened, the while he hoped fervently that those

who walked the path (for he knew now there were more

than one) would not leave it as he had done and at the

same point. Should tliey inadvertently tread upon

him, Dirty Dan felt that the hoi.u.- of the McKaye
family and the maintenance of the secret of his present

employment would demand instant and furious battle

—

on suspicion.

The unkno^vn pedestrians paused in the path,

"Ah done tol' you-all Ah'm right," Dirty Dan heard

one of them say.

"Ha !" thought Dirty Dan. "A dirrty black naygur

!

I can tell be the v'ice of him."

One of his companions grunted, and another said,

in accents which the astute Mr. O'Leary correctly

judged to be those of a foreigner of some sort;

"All right. Wen he's come out, we jumpa right

here. Wha*s matter, eh?"

"Suits me," the negro replied. "Let's set down, an'

fo' de Lawd's sake, keep quite 'twcU he come."

Dirty Dan heard them move off to the other side of

the path and sit down in the grass.

"So 'tis that big buck yeller naygur from Darrow an'

two o' the Greeks," he mused. "An' God knows I never
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did like fi^tin* in the dark. They'll knife me as sure

as pussy is a cat."

I)eci(iedly. the jirospect did not appeal to Dirty
Dan. However, lie had his orders to protect The
Laird's son ; he had his own peculiar notions of honor,

and in his wild Irish lieart there was not one drop of

navcn blood. So presently, with ^le stealth of an
animal, lie crawled soundlessly away until he judged
it would be safe for hini to stand up and walk, which
he did with inHnite caution.

He reached the gate, passed like a wraith through
it, and round to the side of Caleb Brent's home, in

momentary dread of discovery by a dog. He breathed a
sigh of relief when, the outcry failing to materialize, he

decided the Brents were too poor to maintain a dog;
whereupon he filled his pipe, lighted it, leaned up against
the house, and, for the space of an hour, stood en-

tranced, for from Caleb Brent's poor shanty there

floated the voice of an angel, singing to the notes of

a piano.

"(Jlory be!" murmured the amazed Daniel. "Sure,
if that's what the young fella hears whin he calls, divil

a bit do I blame hini. Oh, the shweet v'ice of her—an'

singin' 'The Low-backed Car'!"

Despite the wicked work ahead of him, Dirty Dan
was glad of the ill fortune which had sent him hither.

He had in full measure the Gael's love o ' music, and
when, at length, the singing ceased and reluctantly

he made up his mind that the concert was over, he was
thrilled to a point of exaltation.

"Begorra, I didn't expect to be piped into battle," he
reflected humorously—and souglit the Brent wood-pile,

in which he poked until his hard hands closed over a
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hard, sound, round picco of wood about three feet

loiH^. He ti'stid it across his knee, swung it over his

head, and decided it would do.

"Now thin, for the surprise party,'* he reflected

grimly, and walked boldly to the gate, which he opened

and closed with sufficient vi^ror to advertise his coming,

even if his calked boots on the liard path had not

already heralded his advance. However, Uirt^ Dan

desired to make certain; so he pursed his Hps and

whistled softly the opening bars of "The Low-backed

Car" in the hope that the lilting notes would still fur-

ther serve to inculcate in tlie lurking enemy the impres-

sion that he was a lover returning well content from his

tryst. As he sauntered along, he held his bludgeon in

readiness while his keen eyes searched—and presently he

made out the crouching figures.

"The naygur first—to hold me, whilst the Greeks

slip a dirk in me," he decided shrewdly.

He heard the scuttering rush start, and, with the

shock of combat, his carefully prearranged plan of

battle quite fled his mercurial mind. He met the charge

with a joA'ous screech, forgot that he had a club, and

kicked viciously out with his right foot. His heavy log-

ger's boots connected with somethin'r soft and yielding,

which instinct told Mr. O'Leary \ n alxlomen ; in-

stinct, coupled with exp re, ii ed him further

that no man could assimilate tht ^'gi'ty kick in the

abtlomen and yet remain perpendicular, whereupon

Dirty Dan leaped high in the air and came down with

both terrible t .Iked boots on soim thing which gave

slightly under li.m and moaned. On the instant, he re-

ceived a light blow in the breast and knew he had been

stabbed.
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He remembered his club now; as he backed away
swiftly, he swung it, and, from the impact, concluded

lie had struck a neck or shoulder. That was the luck

of night-fighting; so, with a bitter curse, Dirty Dan
swung again, in the pious hope of connecting with a
skull ; he scored a clean miss and was, by the tremen-

dous force of his swing, turned coinpKtely round. Be-

fore he could recover his balance, a hand grasped his

ankle and he came down heavily on his face; instantly,

his assailant's knees were pressed into his back. With
a mighty heave he sought to free himself, at the same
time flinging both long legs upward, after the fashion

of one who strives to kick himself in the small of the

back; whereupon a knife drove deep into his instep,

and he realized he had not acted a split second too soon
to save himself from a murderous thrust in the kidneys

—a (Ireek's favorite blow.

In battle, Dirty Dan's advantage lay always in his

amazing speed and the terrible fury of his attack dur-
ing the first five minutes. Even as he threw up his

feet, he drew back, an elbow and crashed it into his

enemy's ribs ; like a flash, his arm straightened, and his

sinewy hand closed over the wrist of an arm that

struggled in vain to strike downward. Holding that

wrist securely. Dirty Dan heaved upward, got his left

elbow under his body, and rested a few moments ; an-''

other mighty heave, and he tossed off the Greek, and,

whirling with the speed of a pin-wheel, was on top of

his man. He had momentarily released his hold on the

Greek's wrist, however, and he had to fight for another
hold now—in the dark. Presently he captured it,

twisted the arm in the terrible hammer-lock, and broke
it; then, while the Greek lay writhing in agony, Mr.
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O'Lcary leaped to his feet and commoncod to play with

his awful boots a devil's tatoo on that portion of his

enemy's superstructure so frequently alluded to in

pugilistic circles as "the slats.** After five or six kicks,

however, he paused, due to a difficulty in hreatuing; so

he striuk a match and surveyed the stricken Held.

The big mulatto and two Greeks lay unconscious be-

fore him ; in the flickering light of the match, two blood-

stained dirks gleamed in the grass, so, with a minute

attention to detail. Dirty Dan possessetl himself of

these weapons, picked up his club, and, reasoning

shrewdly that Donald iMcKaye's enemies had had

enough combat for a few weeks at least, the dauntless

fellow dragged the fallen clear of the path, in order

that his youthful master might not stumble over them

on his way homo, and then disappeared into the night.

Half and hour later, smeared with dust and blood, lie

crawled up the steps of the Tyee Lur • Company's

hospital on his hands and knees and r d feebly on

the front door. The night nurse came oat and looked

him over.

"I'm Dirty Dan O'Leary," he wheezed ; "I've been

fightin' agin."

The nurse called the doctor and two orderlies, and
they carried him into the onerating-room.

"I'm not the man I used to be," Dirty Dan whispered,

"but glory be, ye should see the other fellers." He
opened his hand, and two blood-stained clasp-knives

rolled out; he winked knowingly, and indulged in

humorous reminiscences of the combat while he was

being examined.

"You're cut to strings and ribbons, Dan," the doctor

informed him, "and they've stuck you in the left lung.
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You've lost a lot of blood. We may pull you throuj^,
but I doubt it:*

"Very well," the demon replied composedly.

"Telephone Jud^ Alton to come and get his dying
-t.itcnioiit," the (lotto, ordered the nurse, but Dirty
Dan raised a depreeatiri^ liund.

" 'Twas a i)rivate, personal iiiatther," he declared.
" 'Twas settled satisfacthory. I'll not die, an' I'll talk

to no man but Misther Daney. Sew me up an' jjlug me
lung, an' be (juic k about it, Docthor.'*

When Aruii-ew Daney came, summoned by telephone,

Dirty Dan ordered all others from the room, and Daney
saw that the door was closed tightly after them. Then
he bent over Dirty Dan.

"Where's Donald?" he demanded.
''That's neither here no.* there, sir," Mr. O'Leary

replied evasiveh\ *'He's safe, an' never knew they
were afther him. T'ree o' thim, sir, the naygur and
two Greeks. I kidded thim into thinkin' I was Misther
.McKaye; 'tis all over now, an' ye can find out what
two Greeks it was by those knives I took for evidence.

I cannot identify thim, but go up to Darrow in the

mornin* an* look for a spreckled mulatter, wan Greek
wit' a broken right arm, an' another wit' a broken
neck, but until I die, do nothin'. If I get well, tell them
to rjuit Darrow for good agin' the day I come out
o' the hospital. Good-night to you, sir, an' thank ye
for callin'."

I'rom the hospital, Andrew Daney, avoiding the
I lighted main street, hastened to the Sawdust Pile. A
light still burned in Caleb Brent's cottage; so Daney
stood aloof in the vacant lot and waited. About ten

o'clock, the front door opened, and, framed in the light
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of the doorway, the general manager saw Donald Mc-

Kaye, and beside him Nan Rrent.

"Until to-morrow at five, Donald, since you will per-

sist in being obstinate,** he heard Nan say, as they

reached the gate and paused there. "Good-night, dear."

Andrew Daney waited no longer, but turned and

fled into the darkness.



XIII

HAVING done that which her conscience dictated,

Nan Brent rotumcd to her home a prey to many
conflicting^ emotions, chief of which were a quiet sense

of exaltation in the beHof that she had played fair by
both old Hector and his son, and a sense of depression

in the i^nowled^e that she would not see Donald McKaye
again. As a boy, she had liked him tremendously; as

a man, she knew she liked him even better.

She was quite certain she had never met a man who
was quite fit to breathe the same air with Donald
M Kaye; already she had magnified his virtues until,

to her, he was rapidly assuming the aspect of nn arch-

angel—a feeling which bordered perilously ( a ado-
ration.

But deep down in her woman's heart she was afraid,

fearing for her own weakness. The past had brought
her sufficient anguisli—she dared not risk a future filled

with unsatisfied yearning that comes of a great love

suppressed or denied.

She felt better about it as she walked homeward;
it seemed that she had regained, in a measure, some
peace of mind, and as she prepared dinner for her
father and her child, she was almost cheerful. A warm
glow of self-complacency enveloped her. Later, when
old Caleb and the boy had retired and she sat before
the little wood fire alone with her thoughts, this feeling

of self-conscious rectitude slowly left h«?r, and into
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its pl.icc crept ii svn>v of dtsoliif ion in pircd by one

tliou/;Iit tliat obtruded upon lit r iiisistctitly, no iiiattcr

how (iisperutoly she drove her mind to eon ider other

things. She was not to see him ugain—no, never an

y

more. Those fearless, fiery ffray eyes that were all

uIk iuu with tenderness and complete understanding that

d.iy ln' li ft her at the gate ; those features that no one

would ever t( rni hatidsonie, yet withal so ni<fged, so

strong, so j)reg'nant of character, so peculiarly winning

when lighted by the infrequent smile—she was never to

gaze upon them ai,^iin. It did not si'eni (juite fair that,

f.sr all that th<' world had denied her, it -.hould withhold

from her this inconsecjuent deligtit. This was carrying

misfortune too far ; it was terrible — unbearable

almost

A wave of self-pity, the most acute misery of a tor-

tured soul, surged over her; she laid her fair head

on her anns outspread upon the table, and gav;? her-

self up to wild &ubbit\g. In !»cr desolation, she called

aloud, piteously, fur that mother she had hardly known,

as if she would fain summon that understanding spirit

and in her arms seek the comfort that none other in

this world couhl give her. So thoroughly did she aban-

don herself to this first—and final—paroxysm of de-

spair that she failed to hear a tentative rap upon the

front door and, shortly, the tread of rough-shod feet

on the boan! walk round the house. Tier first intima-

tion that some one had arrived to comfort her came in

the shape of a hard hand that thrust itself gently under

her chin and lifted her face from her arms.

Through the mist of her tears she saw onlv the

vague outlines of a man clad in heavy woolen shirt and
mackinaw, sucli as her father frequently wore.
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Oh, fdtlur, f.ithcr!" she cried softly, and laid her
hf.nl oil his hrcast, whih- h< r anus went round his nock.
"I'm so terribly unhappy! I can't btar it— I can't!
Just—because he chose to be—kind to us—tlioso gos-
sips—as if anybody could help beinjf fond of him "

Sill' was lu'ld tiglit in his arms.

"Not your fatlier, Nan." Donald murmured in a
low voice.

She drew away from him with a sharp little cry of
amazement and chagrin, but his ^eat arms closed
round her and drt w lu r close again.

"Poor dear,'' he told iii r, "you were calling for your
mother. You wanted a breast to weep upon, didn't
you? Well, mine is here for you."

"Oh, sweetheart, you musn't !'* she cried passionately,
iter hps unconsciously framing the unspoken cry of her
iieart as she strove to esca[)e from Iiiri'.

"Ah, but I shall!" he answered. ou've called me
'sweetheart,* and that gives me the right." And he kissed
h. r hot ( iicok and laughed the light, contented little

1 nigh <). the conqueror, nor could all her frantic plead-
ings and struggling prevail u[)on him to let her go. In
the end, she did the obvious, the human thing. She
clasped him tightly round the neck, and, forgetting
everything in the consuming wonder of the fact that this
man loved her with a profound and holv love, she
weakly gave herself up to his caresses, sati^fving her
heart-hunger for a few blessed, wonderful moments be-
fore hardening herself to the terrible task of impress-
ing upon him the ho])eles8ness of it all and sending
him upon his way. By degrees, she cried herself dry-
eyed and leaned against him, striving to collect her
dazed thoughts. And then he spoke.
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*'I know what you're going to say, dear. From a

wordly point of view, you are quite right. Seoniingly,

without volition on our part, we have evolved a dis-

tressing, an impossible situation
*'

"Oh, I'm so glad that you understand !" she gasped.

"And yet," he continued soberly, "love such as ours

is not a lifjht thing to be passed li^litly by. To nic,

\an IJrciit, you arc sarrod; to you, I yearn to be all

things that—the—other man was not. 1 didn't realize

until I entered unannounced and found you so desolate

that I loved you. For two weeks you have been con-

stantly in my thoughts, and I know now that, after

all, you were my Ijoyhood sweetheart."

"I know you were mine," she agreed brokenly. "But

that's just a little tender memory now, even if we said

nothing about it then. We are children no longer,

Donaltl dear; we must be strong and not surrender to

our selfish love."

"I do not regard it as selfish," he retorted soberly.

"It seems most perfectly natural and inevitable. Why,
Nan, I didn't even pay you the preliminary compli-

ment of telling you I loved you or asking you if you

reciprocated niy affection. It apj l ared to me I didn't

have to ; that it was a sort of mutual understanding

—for here we are. It seems it just was to be—^like

the law of gravitation."

She smiled up at him, despite her mental pain.

"I'm not so certain, dear," she answered, "that I'm

not wicked enough to rejoice. It will make our renun-

ciation all the easier—for me. I have known great

sorrow, but to-night, for a little while, I have surren-

dered mvsclf to sffcat happiness, and nothing—noth-

ing—can ever rob me of the last shred of that. You
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are my man, Donald. The knowledge that you love
me is going to draw much of the sting out of existence.
1 '^'i=>v- [ cannot possess you, but I can resign myself
to ih; ' and not Ik- embittered."

' V\ 11," he answered dully, can give vou up
because I have to; but I shall never be resiglied about
it, and I fear I may be embittered. Is there no hope,
Xan r*'

"xV faint one

other."

"I'll wait for that day, Nan. Meanv ,.ile, I shall ask
no questions. I love you enough to accept your love
on faith, for, by God, you're a good woman!"
Her eves shown with a wonderful rudianeo as she

drew his face down to hers and kissed him on tlie lips.
"It's sweet of you to say that ; I could love you for

that alone, were there nothing else, Donald. But tell
me, dear, did you receive my letter?"

"Yes—and ignored it. That's wliy I'm here."
"That was a risk you should not have taken."
He looked thoughtfully at the multicolored flame

of the driftwood fire.

"Well, you see, Nan, it didn't occur to me that I was
taking a risk; a confessi a of love was the last thing
I wo- Id have thought would happen,"
"Then why did you disregard that letter that cost

me such an effort to write?"

"Well," he replied slowly, "I guess it's because I'm
the captain of my soul— or try to be, at anv rate. I
didn't think it quite fair that you should be" shunned

;

It occurred to me that I wouldn't be playing a manly
part to permit the idle mewing of the Tort Agnew
tabbies to frighten me away. I didn't intend to fall in

•if

t—

If V 3



122 KINDRED OF THE DUST

love with you— Oh, drat my reasons! Fm here be-

cause I'm here. And in the matter of that old hen—'*

He paused and favored her with a quizzical smile.

"Yes?"

*'I brought a substitute hen with nie— all ready for

the por, and if I can't come to dinner to-morrow, I'm

going to face a very lonely Sunday."

"You ridiculous boy! Of courM' you may come,

although it must hv the tinal vi.-:t. You realize that

we owe it to ourselves not to make our burden heavier

than it's going to be."

He nodded.
" 'Eat, drink and be merry, for to-morrow we may

be dead," " he (juoted. ''Let's sit clown and talk it over.

I haven't .sat in front of a driftwood fire since I was

a boy. Queer how the salt in the wood colors the

ilames, isn't it?"

It occurred to her for a fleeting moment that they

two were driftwood, and that the salt of their tears

would color tlieir lives as the years consumed them. But

she banished from her mind all thought of everything

save the present. With a contented little sigh she

seated herself beside him; her hand stole into his and,

soothed and sustained by the comforting touch, each

of the other, gradually the first terror of their predica-

ment faded; ere long, Donald reminded her of her

promise, and she stole to the old square piano and

sang for him while, without, Dirty Dan O'Leary

crouched in the darkness and thrilled at the rippling

melody.

At t( ii o'l iork, wiicn Dciiiald left Ihc Sawdust Pile,

he and Nan had arrived at a firm determination to
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follow separate paths, nor seek to level the barrier
thut circuin.stance had raised between them.

'•Sour- clay—jHrhajjs," he whispt rcl, as he held her
to his heart in the dark at the garden gat( . "While
I live, I shall love you. Good-bj, old sweetheart !"



Hri> to lii proniix', Daniel P. O'Leary declined

"Coiifouiul jour belligerent .soul!" the doctor

growled at dawn. "I believe you're too mean to die."

"We'll make it a finish fight," whispered Daniel.

"I'll go you," the doctor ansv "red, and sent for

digitalis and salt solution.

There was oiie other soul in Port Agnew Avho did

not sleep that night, cither. Andrew Daney's soul,

shaken by what was to him a cosmic cataclysm, caused

that good man to ri.>e at five o'clock and go down to

the hospital tor another look at Dirty Dan. To his

anxious queries the doctor shook a dubious head, but

the indomitable O'Leary smiled .wanly.

"Go on wit' ye!'' he wheezed faintly. "I'll win be

a hair-line decision."

At sev n o'clock, when th.e telegraph-station opeiicd,

Andrew Daney was waiting at the door. He entered

and sent a telegram to The Laird.

Return immediately.

In the late aftemoon^ Hector McKaye returned to

Port Agnew and at once sought Daney, who related

to liiui exactly what had occurred. The shadow of pro-
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aid's movements," Daney continued, "vvliere he followed
the boy or where the fight took place. I only know
tli.it DoM.ild was not present; Dan, fortunately, over-
he.ird tiie plu^, inculcated, by some means, the' idea in
tli()>e sc-oundrels' heads tiuit he was Donaid, and took
the ligl.t off the boy's hands. He claimed he fought a
winning fight, and he is right. The mulatto died in
Harrow this morning. (hio of the Greeks has a
sina.hrd ..h.Mihirr, and ti.c other a broken arm and
four i)roken rib.,. How they ever got heme to Harrow
is a mystery."

"The third Greek must have waited near the river-
mo it h with a boat, Andrew. Have you any idea where
Honald spent the evening?"

'•\es, sir; but he's free, white, and twenty-one, and
he's my superior. I prefer not to discuss "his move-
nients."

"Andrew, I conmiand you to."

"I refuse to be conunanded, sir."

"That's all 1 wanted to know. He visited the Brents,
and you know it." He saw by the flush on Daney's
old face that he had hit the mark. "Well, I'm obliged
to you, Andrew. You've done your full duty; so we'll
not discuss the matter further. The situation will
develop in time, and, meanwhile, I'll not spv on my
boy. I wonder if that Harrow gang will talk."

"I imagine not, sir—that is, if Dirty Dan keeps
his own counsel. They will fear prosecution if Dan
dies; so they will be silent awaiting the outcome of his
injuries. If he lives, they will still remain silent, await-
ing his next move. Dan wUl probably admit having
bt. ,1 jumped in the dark by three unknown men and
that he defended himself vigorously; he can fad to
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identify the Greeks, ami the Greeks cannot do less than

fail to identify Dirty Dan, who can plead self-defense

if the coroner's jury Solves too deeply into tlie mulat-

to's deatli. I imajjine tluy will not. At any rate, it's

up to D.in wheth. r Donald figures in the case or not,

and Dan will die before he'll betray the confidence."

"That's comforting," Tlxe Laird replied. "Will

vou be fTood enough to drive me home to The Dream-

er ie, Andrew?"

At The Drcamcrie, old Hector discovered that his

son had left the house early in the afternoon, saying

he would not be home for dinner. So The Laird sat

him down and smoked and gazed out across the Bight

of Tyee until sunset, when, a vapvm curiosity possess-

ing iiini. he looked down to tlie Sawdust Pile and

observed that the flag still flew from the cupola. The

night shadows gathered, but still the flag did not come

down ; and presently round The Laird's grim mouth a

little prescient smile appeared, with someUiing of pain

in it.

•'Dining out at Brent's," he soliloquized, "and

they're so taken up with each other theyVe forgotten

the flag. I do not remember that the Brent girl ever

forgot it before. She loves him."
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"C^OLLOWING his parting with Nan Brent on Sat-
urdaj night, Donald McKaye went directly to

the mill office, in front of which his car was parked,
entered the car, and drove home to The Urcamorie,
quite oblivious of the fact that he was not the only

man in Port Agnew who liad spent an interesting and
exciting evening. So thoroughly mixed were his emo-
tions that he was not quite certain whether he was
profoundly happy or incurably wretclied. When he
gave way to rejoicing in his new-found love, straight-

way lie was assailed by a realization of the barriers

to his happiness—a truly masculine recognition of the

terrible bar sinister to Nan's perfect wifehood induced
a veritable shriveling of his soul, a mental agony all

the more intense because it was the first unhappiness
he had ever experienced.

His distress was born of the knowledge that between
the Sawdust Pile and The Dreamerie there stretched

a gulf as wide and deep as the Biglit of Tyee. He
was !)red of that puritanical stock which demands that

the i.iate for a male of its blood must be of original

purity, regardless of the attitude of leniency on the
part of that male for lapses from virtue in one of his

own sex. This creed, Donald had accepted as r.aturally,

as inevitably as he had accepted belief in the com-
munion of sf»"nts and the resurrection of the dead.
His father's daughter-in-law, like Caesar's wife, would

127



128 KINDRED OF THE DUST

have to he ahove suspicion; while Doiiahl helicved Xan
Brent to he virtuous, or, at least, . a unconscious, un-
willing, and unprcmeditating sinner, non-virtuous by
circumstance instead of by her own deliberate act, he
was too liard-headed not to realize that never, hv the

grace of (lod, would she he ahove suspicion. Too well

he realized that his parents and his sisters, for wlioni he
entertained all the affection of a good son and brother,
would, unliampcrcd by sex-ap{)cal and controlled wholly
by tradition, fail utterly to take the same cliaritahle

view, even though he was honest enough with himself

to reali/e tiiat perhaps his own belief in the matter
was largely the result of the wish being father to the
thought.

Curiously enough, he dismissed, quite casually, con-
sideration of the opinions his mother and sisters, their

friends and his, the men and women of Port Aguew
might entertain on the subject. His apprehensions
centered almost entirely upon his father. His affec-

tion for his fatlu r he had always taken for granted.
It was not an emotion to exclaim over. Now that he
realized, for the first time, his potential power to hurt
his father, to bow that gray head in grief and shame
and humiliation, he was vouchsafed a clearer, all-com-

prehending vision of that father's love, of his goodness,
his manliness, his honor, his gentlene.-s, and his fierce,

high pride; to Donald simultaneously came the knowl-
edge of his own exalted love for the old man. He knew
him as no other human !» iiig knew him or ever would
knoM' him: wh ace he knew old Hector's code—that a
clean man may not mate with an unclean woman without
losing caste.

He and Nan had discussed the situation but briefly.
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for they wciv voiin/r, and tho ^\ory of that first ]H'rfc'ct

)iour coulil not be inarnd hy a niinute consideration of
niihcry in prospect. To-niglit, tliev hud been content
to forget the world and be happy with each otlier, ap-
parently with the iiiiitual understanding that they oc-
cupied an untenable position, one that soon must be
evacuated.

Yes; he was the young laird of Tyte, the heir to

a principality, and it would be too great a strain on
mere human hrinos to expect his little world to ap-
j)rf)ve oi' ils lii^^lnst niatin<; witl, its lowc-t. Prate as

we may of democracy, we nmst admit, if we are to l)e

honest with ourselves, that this sad old world is a
snobocracy. The very fact that man is prone to re-

gard liinixlf as suj)erior to his brother is the leaven
,'1 the io.id of civilization; witlioiit that quality,

whether we elect to classify it as self-conceit or self-

esteem, man would be without ambition and our civiliza-

tion barren of achievement. The instinct for the up-
ward cliinl)— tlie desire to reach the heights—is too
insistent tu be disregarded. If all men are born equal,

as the frainers of our Constitution so solemnly de-

clared, that is because the brains of all infants, of
whatsoever degree, are at birth incapable of thought.
The tleiiiocracy of any people, therefore, must be
pridicatcd u{)on their kindness and charity—human
characteristics which blossom or wither accordinir to

the mtensity of the battle for existence. In our day
and generation, therefore, democracy is too high-
priced for promiscuous dissemination

; wherefore, as in

an elder day, wo tuni from the teaching of the Man of
Galiiee and cling to tradition.

Tradition was the stone in the road to Donald Mc-
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Kayo's hai)piiif.s.s, and liis strength was not equal to

the task of rolling it away.

Despair enveloped hini. Every fiber of his ix'ing,

every tender, gallant instinct druw him toward this

wonder-girl that the world had thrust a>i(le as un-

worthy. His warm, symj)uth(Hc heart ached for her;

he knew she needed him as women like lier must ever

need the kind of man he wanted to bo, the kind he hud

always striven to be. Had he been egotist enough to

set a value upon liiiiiulf, he would have told himself

she was worthy of him; yet a diuniiahle si t of damnable

man-made cireumstanees over wliich he had no control

hedged them about and kept them apart. It was ter-

rible, so he reflected, to know that, even if Nan should

live the life of a saint from the hour of her cliild's

birth iHitil the hour of her death, a half-cetit ury hence,

yet would she fail to atone for her single lapse while

there still lived one who knew—and remembered. He,
Donald McKayo, might live down a natural son, but
Nan Brent could not. Tiie contemplatioTi of tills social

phenomenon struck him with peculiar force, for he

had not hitherto considered the amazing ine(|ualities

of a double standard of morals.

For the first time in his life, he could understand

the abject deference that must be shown to publi."

opinion. He, who cor.sidered himself, and not without

reason, a gentleman, n)ust defer to the inchoate, un-

reasoning, unrelenting, and barbaric point of view of

men and women who hadn't sense enough to pound sand

in H rat-hole or hreedinc enougli to (li>j)lay a reasonable

amount of skill in the manipulation of a knife and fork.

Public opinion! iiah! Defeixnce t-* >i ivtisij, a shibbo-

leth, to the ancient, unwritten law that one must not
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(in that which hypocrites condemn and cowards fear to

d unless, indeed, one can "get awiiy wiHi it."

All, yes! Tlie elcvtiitli eomrnaiidnu'nt : ''Tlioii shalt

iifif he diseovtred." It had sinaslied Nan Ureiit, who
had violated it, desolated her, ruined her—she who had
hut followed the instinct that God Almighty hod given

htT at birth—the instinct of six, the natural yc;i i-

iii^ of a trustful, loving hi-art f(>r lovr, niotlicrliood,

and masculine prott-etioji from a brutal worhl. More.

Not satisfied with smashittg her, public opinion insisted

that she should remain in a perennial state of smash.

l\ was ubon';nablc

!

Nan ha<i told liim slio bad nevtr been married. an<l

a st-nsc of delicacy bad indicated to him that this was

a subject upon which he must not appear to be curi-

ous. To question her for the details would have been

n-pu^nant to bis nicely balanced sense of the fitness of

tlunjjs. N 'vcrtbeless, be roHcctod, if Ik r love bad been

illicit, was it more illicit than that of the woman who
enters into a loveless marriage, induced to such action

by a sordid consideration of worldly goods and gear?
Was lit r sitt in bearin<^ <i c'libl out «)f wedlock more
terrible than that of the married woman who shud-

ders at the responsibilities of motherhood, or evades

the travail of love's fulfilment by snuffing out little

lives in embryo? He tbougld not. lie recalk*d an
evening in New York when be had watched .'i police-

man following a drab of the streets who sought to evade

him and ply her sorry trade in the vicinity of Herald
Square; he remembered how that same policeman had
abandoned the chase to touch his cap respectfully and
open her limousine door for the heroine (Grod save the

iuark!) of a scandalous divorce.
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"Damn it!" he murmured. **It'8 a rotten, cruel

world, and I don't utult r>t;ind it. I'm nil mixed up.''

And ho wiiit to hid, when-, iiis iioililv weariness over-

eoniing incntiil dcj rtj..>ioii, ho >li j»t.

He was man enough to scorn public opinion, but

human enough to fear it.



XVI

nr^HK lioir (if till' Tvic rnilU and forests was not of

a r';iii:i<)us turn of niiiid for all his strict tniin-

injj ill hri-itiiin doitrine, althoii^li pcriuips it >\ould

l)f mon to till' point to state that he was inclined to

i). iinort iiodox. Nevertheless, out of respect to the

t i;''! of i;-. fathers, he rose that Sui.dav inrjrnin/T and
difidi'd lo .<

• Sr. cluircli. Not that he anticipated

tny spiritui. fit would accrue to hiui by virtue

of his pilf;riniage down to Port A^ew; in his heart

of hearts he regarded I lie pastor as an old woman,
I man .t'raid of tlu' uorld, and without anv knowl-

i.i^e of 'i, so to speak. Hut ohi Hector was a j)illar

of the cluirch; his family had always accompanied him
thither on Sundays, and a sense of duty indicated to

Donald that, as the future head of the clan, he should
not alter its customs.

By a striinge coincidence, the Reverend Mr. Tingley
chose as the text for his sermon the eighth cJiapter of

the Gospel according to St. John from the first to the

eleventii verses, inclusive. Donald, instantly alert,

-trai^rhi, ncd in ^ho pew, and prepared to listen with

interest to the Reverend Mr. Tinglc^-'s opiti'on of the

wisdom of Jesus Christ in so casually disposing of the
case of the woman taken in adultery.

"Dearly beloved," the pastor began, carefully plac-

ing an II iex-iinger l)'.'*ween the leaves of ins Rible
to mark ti,c passage he had just read, "the title of my
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sc-nnon this Sunduv shall bc> : 'The First Stone. Let

him wlvo is without sin cast it.'
"

"Banal, hypocritical ass!" Donald soliloquized.

"She was the mezzo-soprano soloist in your choir four

vciirs, ami you hiivtn't tried to help her since she came

back to the Sawdust Pilo."

It was a good sfrnion, as scmions go. In fact, the

Reverend Mr. Tingky, warming to his theme, quite

outdid himself on the subject of charity as practised

by his Redeeiiitr, and, as a nsult, was tlio recipient

of nuiuhcrless congratulatory handshakes later at the

church door. Donald agreed that it was an unusually

good sermon—in theory; but since he knew it would

collapse in practise, he avoided Mr. Tingley after

service.

On the steps of the church he was accosted by An-

tirew Daney and the hitter's wife, who greeted him

efFusivcly. Unfortunately for Mrs. Dancy, Nan, in

one of those bursts of confidence that must ever exist

betwwn lovers, liad informed Doniild the ;iii;!it previ-

ous of tlie motherly soul's interest in his atfairs

;

wiierc tore he returned Mrs. Daney's warm greeting with

such chilly courtesy that she was at no loss to guess

tlie reason for it and was instantly plun^^'d into a

slougii of terror ;iiid despair. She retailed >utficient

wit, however, to draw her husband away, thus pre-

venting him from walking with Donald.

"I want to tell him about Dirty Dan," Daney pro-

tested, in .1 low voice. "As the boss, he ought to be

told promptly of any injury to an (•m])l(>ye."

"Never mind Dirty Dan,'" she retorted. ''He'll hear

of it soon enough. Let us congratulate Mr. Tingley

on his sermon."



KINDRED OF THE DUST 135

Donald, having turned his back on them almost

rii(lely> strode down tlie street to his car and motom]
l)nck to The Drcamerie. lie spent the remainder of

tliv. morning force-breaking a setter puppy to retrieve;

at one o'clock, he ate a cold luncheon, and immediately

thereafter drove down to Port Agnew and brazenly

parked his car in front of Caleb Brent's gate.

He entered without the formality of knocking, and
Nan met him in tlie tiny entrance-hall.

"I couldn't wait until dinner-time," he explained.

"Nobody home at The Dreamorie—" He took her
f icc in his calloused hands, drew her to him. "You're
sweet in that calico gowTi," he informed her, waiving
a preliminary word of greeting. "I love you," he
added softly, and kissed her. She clung to him.

"You should not have come here in broad daylight,"

she protested. "Oh, you big, foolish, impulsive dear!
Don't you realize I want to protect you from the

tongue of scandal? If you persist in forgetting who
you are, does it follow that I should pursue a similar

course.'"'

He ignored her argument.

"I'll help you get dinner, old blue-eyes," he sug-
gested. '*Let me shuck soniv. rom or shell some peas
or string some beans—any job where I can sit and
look at you and talk to you."

"It will please me if you'll visit a little while with
father Caleb," she suggested. "He's out on the sun-
porch. He's far from well this morning. Do cheer
him up, Donald dear.'*

Old Caleb hailed him with a pleasure that was almost
ciiu«il>]i. During the two weeks that had elapsed
since Donald had seen him last, he had failed markedly.
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"Well, how docs the old sailor frtl Hiis morning?*'

Donald queried casually, seating himself opposite the

old man.

"Poorly, Mr. Donald; poorly." He turned, satis-

fied himself that Nan was busy in the kitchen, and

then lean^^d toward his visitor. "I've <rot my sailing-

orders," he wliispered confidentially. The man who had

won a Congressional medal of honor, witliout clearly

knowing why or how, had not changed with the years.

He advanced this statement as a simple exposition

of fact.

"Thmk so, Caleb.'"' Donald answered soberly.

"I know it."

"If you have no desire to live, Caleb, of course na-

ture will yield to your desires. Remember that and

buck up. You may liavc your sailing-orders, but you

can keep the bar breaking indefinitely to prevent you

from crossing out."

"I've done that for a year past. I do not wish to

die and leave her, for my three-quarter pay stops then.

But I suffer from angina pectoris. It's the worry,

Mr. Donald," he added.

"Worry as to the future of Nan and the child?'*

"Aye, lad."

**Wcll, Caleb, your worries are unnecessary. I feel

it my duty to tell you that I love Nan; she loves me,

and we have told each other so. She shall not suffer

when you are gone. She has indicated to me that, some

day, this—this mess may be cleared up; and when

that happens, I shall marry Nan."

"So Nan told me this morning. I was wondering

if you'd speak to mc about it, and I'm glad you have

done so—promptly. You—you—^honor us, Mr. Don-



KINDRED OF THE DUST 137

II

aid
;
you do, indeed. You're the ono man in the world

I can trust her with, wlietlier as good friend or hus-
band—only, her husband you'll never be."

"I see breakers ahead," Donald admitted. He had
no desire to dissemble with this straightforward old
father.

"We're poor folk and plain, but—please God !—
we're decent and we know our place, Mr. Donald. If
your big heart tells you to dishonor yourself in the
( vos of your world and your people—mark vou, lad,
I do not admit that an alliance with my girl could ever
dishonor you in your own eyes—Nan will not be weak
enough to permit it."

"I have argued all that out with myself," Donald
confessed miserably, "without having arrived at a con-
clusion. I iiave made up my miml to wait patiently
and see what the future may bring forth."

"It may be a long wait."

"It will be worth while. And when you have sailed,
I'll finance her to leave Port Agnew and develop her
glorious voice."

"Vou haven't the right, Mr. Donald. My girl has
some j)ri(le."

"I'll gamble a sizable sum on her artistic future.
The matter will be arranged on a business basis. I
>l.all lend her the money, and she shall pay me back
\vith interest."

"Nan has a woman's pride. The obligation would
remain always, even though the money should be re-
paid."

"I think we'U manage to adjust that," Donald coun-
tered confidently.

I

A I

•c-
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"Ah, well," the old fellow answered; "we've always

been your debtors. And it's a debt that grows.**

He loaded his pipe and was silent, for, after the

fashion of tlie iifrvd, lie diired assume that his youth-

ful auditor would understand just how the Brents

regarded him.

"Well, my heart's lighter for our talk, lad,'* he de-

clared presently. "If you don't mind, I'll have a little

nap."

Dou.ild. ^jrateful for the dismissal, returned to the

kitelieii. where Nan was preparing the vegetables.

Her cliild at once clamored for recognition, and, uimost

before he knew it, Donald had the tyke in his lap and

was saying,

"Oiu'j upon a time there was a king and he had

three sons
"

"He isn't interested in kings and princes, dear,'*

Nan interrupted. "Tell him the story of the bad little

rabbit/'

"I?ut I don't know it. Nan,"

"Tiien you'll fail as a daddy to my boy. I'm sur-

prised. If Don were your own flesh and blood, you

would know intuitively that there is aiways a bad little

rabbit and a good little rabbit. They dwell in a hollow

tree with mother Rabbit and father Rabbit."

"Thanks for the hint. I shall not fail in this job

of dadding. Well then, bub, once upon a time there

was a certain Mr. Johnny Rabbit who married a very

beautiful lady rabbit whose name was Miss Molly Cot-

tontail. After they were married and hud gone to

keep house under a lumber-pile, Mr. Hezekiah Coon

came along and offered to rent them some beautifully

furnished apartments in the bumed-out stump of a



KINDRED OF THE DUST 139

hemlock tree. The rent was to be one nice ear of
sweet corn every month **

The talc continued, with eager queries from the in-

terested listener—queries which merely stimulated the
voung laird of Tyee to wilder and more whimsical
flights of fancy, to the unfolding of adventures more
and more thrilling and unbelievable until, at last, the
rccitiil began to take on the character of an Arabian
Nights' tale that tlireatened to involve the entire ani-

mal kingdom, and only ceased when, with a wealth of
mournful detail, Donald described the tragic death and
funeral of the gallant young Johnny Rabbit, his

fatherless audience suddenly burst into tears and
liowled lugubriously; whereupon Donald was hard put
to it to bring Johnny Rabbit back to life nusteriouslv
but satisfactorily, and send him scampering home to

the hollow hemlock tree, there to dwell happily ever
after.

His tale completed, Donald happened to glance
toward Nan. She was regarding him with shining
eyes.

"Donald,"' she declared, "it's a tremendous pity you
haven't a boy of your own. You're just naturally
intended for fatherhood."

He grinned.

"My father has been hinting rather broadly that
V. grandson would be the very last thing on eartii to

make him angry. He desires to see the name and the

breed and the business in a fair way of perpetuation
before he passes on."

"That is the way of all flesh, Donald."
"I wish it were not his way. My inability to com-

#1
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ply with his desires isn't going to render dad or me
any liappit r."

"Dofir old hoy, wluit a frightful predicament you're

in !" she murmured sympatlietically. "I wish I could

be (juite certain you aren't really in love with me,

Donald."

"Life would bo far rosier for all concerned if I were

quite certain I was mistaking an old and exalted

friend.siiip for true love. But I'm not. You're the

one woman in the world for me, and if I cannot have

you, I'll have none other— Hello ! Weeping has

made this young fellow heavv-lidtled, or else my fiction

has bored him, for he's nodding."

*'It's time for his afternoon nap, Donald." She

removed the sleepy tot from his arms and carried

him away to his crib. When she returned, she resumed

her tu.^k of preparing dinner.

"Natl." Donald queried suddenly, "have 1 the right

to ask you the name of the man who fathered that

child?"

'

"Yes," she answered soberly; "you have. T wish,

however, that you would not ask me. I should have

to decline to answer you."

"Well, then, I'll not ask. Nevertheless, it would in-

terest me mightily to know why you protect him."

"I am not at all desirous of j)rotecting him, Donald.

I am merely striving to protect his legal wife. His

marriage to me was bigamous ; he undertook the task

of leading a dual married life, and, when I discovered

it, I left him."

"But are you certain he married you?"

"We went through a carriage ceremony which, at

the time, I regarded as quite genuine. Of course, since
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it wasn't legal, it leaves me in the status of an un-
married woman."

"So I unclerstood from your father. Where did

this ceremony take place?"

"In San Francisco." She came over, sat down be-

side him, and took one of his hard, biff haii(i> ia l>oth

of lu rs. 'Tm f,n>iii(j' to tell you as much as I <]are,"

she informed him .soberly. "You have a ri":ht to know,
and you're too nice to ask questions. So I'll not leave

you to the agonies of doubt and curiosity. You see,

honey dear, father Brent wanted me to have vocal and
piaro lessons, and to do that I had to go to Seattle

once a week, and the railroad-fare, in addition to the

cost of the lessons, was prohibitive until your father
was good enough to secure me a position in the rail-

road-agent's office in Port Agnow. Of course, after
I became an employe of the railroad company, I could
travel on a pass, so I used to go up to Seattle every
Saturday, leaving here on the morning train. Your
father arranged matters in some way so that I worked
but five days a week."

"Naturally. Dad's a pretty heavy shipper over the

line."

"I would receive my lessons late Saturday after-

noons, stay overnight with a friend of mine, and re-

turn to Port Agnew on Sunday. He usod to board
the train at—well, the name of tlie station doesn't

ma iter—every Saturday, and one day we got ac-

quainted, quite by accident as it were. Our train ran
through an open switch and collided with the rear end
of a freight; there was considerable excitement, and
everybody spoke to everybody else, and after that it

didn't appear that we were strangers. The next Satur-
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r])i\, when ho boardod the train, he sat down in the

hunic seat with ine and asked permission to introduce

himself. He was very nice, and his manners were beau-

tiful ; he didn't act in the least like a man who desired

to 'make a mash.' FiiiuUy, one day, he asked me to

liave (Hnner with him in Siattlc , and I accepted. I

think that was because Vd never been in a fashion-

able restaurant in all my life. After dinner, he escorted

me to the studio, and on Sunday morning we took the

same train home nfiuin. He was such ^ood company
and sucii a jolly, worhlly fellow—so thouijhtful and

deferential! Can't you realize, Donald, how he must

have appealed to a little country goose like me?
"Well, finally, daddy Hrent learned that Signer

Moretti, a tenor who had retired from grand opera,

had o[>f ned a studio in San Francisco. We both

wanted Moretti to pass on my voice, but we couldn't

afford tlie expense of a journey to San Francisco for

two, so daddy sent me alone. I wrote—that man about

our plans, and told him the name of the steamer I

was sailing on. Your father gave me a passage on

one of his steam-schooners, and when we got to the

dock in San Francisco "

"//r was there, eh? Came down by train and beat

the stcaiMcr in." Donald nodded his comprehension.

"What did Moretti say about your voice.'"'

"The usual thing. My Seattle teacher had almost

ruined my voice, he declared, but, for all that, he was
very enthusiastic and promised me a career within

five years if I would ])!ace myself unrcsorvctlly in his

hands. Of course, we could I't afford such an expensive

career, and the realization that I had to forego even

the special inducements Signor Moretti was generous
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enou^ to make me quite broke my heart. When I told

him fil)out it—we were engaged by that time—he aug-
jested that wo ^ot married immediately, in order that
I might reside witli him in San Francisco and ^tudy
under Moretti. So we motored out into the country
one day and were married at San Jose. He asked
me to keep our marriage secret on account of some
clause in his father's will, hut I insisted u})on my right

to tell daddy Brent. Poor old dear! My marriage
was such a shock to him; but lie agreed with me tliat

it was all for the best *'

"Well, I was quite happy for three months. My
hu^haiurs business interests necessitated very frequent
tri])s North "

"What business was he in, Nan?"
"That is immaterial," she evaded him. "Presently,

Signer Moretti contracted a severe cold and closed
his studio for a month. My husband—I su])pose I

must call him that to identify him when I refer to iiim

—had just gone North on one of hi.s frequent trips,

and since he always kept me generously supplied with
nioiiey, I decided suddenly to take advantage of

Moritt-'s absence to run up to Port Agnew and visit

my father.

"In Seattle, as I alighted from the train, I saw my
husband in the station with another woman. I recog-
nized her. She was a friend of mine—a very dear,
kind, thouijiitful friend of several years' st.irding

—

the only woinan friend J. had in the world. 1 loved
her dearly ; you will understand when I tell you that
she had frequently gone out of her way to be kind
to me. It struck me as strange that he had never ad-
mitted knowing her, although frequently he had heard
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me speak of her. While I stood pondering the situa-

tion, lie took her in his arms and kissed her good-by

and boiirdod the train witho.it seein/r nic. I slipped

out of the station without having been seen by eitlier

of tlicm ; but while I was waiting for a taxicab, my
friend came out of the station, saw me, and rushed

up to greet ine. It developed, in the course of our

conviTsation following tlie usual eonnnonplaces of

greeting, that she hud been down to the station to

see her husband off on the train for San Francisco.*'

Donald whistled softly.

"IIow did you manage to get away with it. Nan?"
he denuiiuled incredulously.

"All niy life I have been used to doing without

things,"' she replied simply. "I suppose that helped a

little. The shock was not so abrupt that I lost my
presence of mind ; you sec, I had had a few minutes

to adjust myself after seeing In, "^iss her in the sta-

tion—and just then the taxicab came up and I

esca[)ed. Then I came home to the Sawdust Pile. I

wrote him, of course, and sent the letter by registered

mail, in order to make certain he would receive it.

He did, but he did not answer. There was !io reason

why lie should, for he was quite safe. I had assured

him there was no necessity for worry on my account.**

"Of all the craz}', fool things for you to do!" Don-
ald cricci sharply. "Why under the canopy did you

deen; it necessary to sacrifice yourself for him.'' Surely

you did not love liim
"

"I'm afraid I never loved him," she interrupted.

*'I—I thought I did, although, if he liadn'l been away
so frequently aftti- our marriage. I would have learned

to love him dearly, I think."
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"Just human nature,** Donald suggested. "Some-
WnufT nkin to what trapshooters and golfers call a
iiiiiital luiz;ir<l."

"Of coui^f he luurricd me under an assumed name,
Donald."

'"Did v(ni ever soo a marriage certificate?"

"Oil. yes; I had to sign it in the presence of the
iiiiiii^tcr."

Donald was relieved.

"Then, you great goose of a girl, you can clear

voiir nrord any time you desire. The minister for-

u inlcii till' marriage crrtificatc to tlu' state capl-

i;il, and if is ii'^isttTcd tliere with tlic State Hoard
(if Healtli. After registration, it was returned to the

minister whose signature appeared on the certificate

as tlie oiBciating clergyman. The minister undoubt-
tilly returned the certificate to your husband.**

"I never saw it again."

"What if you did not? You can procure a certified

copy from the record in the county-clerk's office or

from the records of the State Board of Health. Mar-
riago records, old dear, are fairly well protected in

o'lr day aruJ ^•^iiuration."

"I wrote to the State Hoard of lhalth at Sacra-

iiiento. Tlu rc is no record of my niaii iage t! ire."

"Tliat's strange. \Vh_) didn't you write the county

clerk of the county in which the license was issued?"

She smiled at him.

"I tlid. I had to, you know. My honor was at stake.

The lictri<?o was issued in Santa ('lara ( iniitv.*'

"Well, it will be a simple matter to comb the list

of ministers until we find the one that tied the knot.
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A certified copy of the marrm^ license, with sworn

affidavit by the officiati;i;f cK ^' iimn

"Thi offii iiiting ('1< i-fv ' 111 is di-iul. A ]> . ite 1.

t ctiv. agency in San raiicisro tliscovcritl tliat fo^

**Bt't couldn't you cover y sr tracks. V i? rmkr
the c» . . umstances, - lie am .i kI of d. it ti) h.sv*

your ffuni n iiiio- u! iiaxc i i u 'du, 'c"

"I CI ildri't hi iK ing .siiurc-. t tj. Jlt nu ih' my
ffitlur \^.is Uic oiii per.-^ n i Port Aipn'vr wlm k '-w

I had been marriesl; he lieeded niy reiMi- st and ' nt

the .secret. Suddenly I returned honu' ith i al

n. irri<: in ai -ifi ,it: >ii of my ahility >

-M tha I f.'ii !. rtstiilly my buby wa un.

pk' w )ndi r wh^> niy husband was, and \ "e h

himstif; some of the extn nely curious haii ihv in

I ood to (•( I. here mtl istin , nu Was v In

bffid (ka !
i ()i:!>c' I 'it. Had I told

fliei!' In. w i tlicy would iiavi aski d 1 »hi

and the n; are of the disea^ liia? ai -'mi auii o'

Was I divorced? Aguin I a.s jnfi' iti with th

t-essity for telling tli- 'riitli, «
-i .it eon'

.rc 1. 'I iien the ii:; r »•

thu. i reached hi?*; " > in

choir u^ain, and tht it ^ he -

gested i'—wrote tu ti - d of

Health. WIk 11 he r,
,

he

visited le t . k • i . hui -n

Mr. Til a!' y d da;. said In. i ! .o lo va-

tion if i confessed my k -dnes^ and ( .sought for-

^^f^ryt ^i^red i>rii\" t'.)!' and

witi; ! 1 meant i; ^'or. -iilly dear!—but he

was ^' rru>iy incr- di > tu,;* sently 1 told li'm
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I liVii't Mame hiri a bit and suggested that I be
n • imtt. (I fo pmli I* my own cunof, as it xvvrv.

. iiikici iuiii for cuLing, but told hitn he needn't call

.•itffiin. He departed in great distress."

'I Iiul(! IK) hriif for the Reverend Tingley, Nan;
it I'll I -^hot if your U\ry will hold wnti'i in a world
if" y well fi((|U!iii,(ed with the fr.iiltv of hiini-in-

!. I course I believe you—and, for ome fon!

" T in not ashamed my own int( Hi^ nc c in so
' I have accepte vou on faith. What sets

I ( "riii^? on its one is the fact thn I you
II ' tectin^ this oundrel.''

.ist Uj protecting his wife. I love her. She
Kis been kind lo me. She's the only frien<! of m^ own
X that I have ever know . She's tubercular, and will

IS two cliildr. n— and sh

lid. If 1 cji' it convict

• not he fooli>.. of me to

flict upon her, who has

brimming measure of

race ' I .vm bear my
tl ik ; tl. n, when she

vindication." She patted

not li\, many vears. Slh

adores her scamp of a li

that man of hiiramy, >

fry? And why shouh.

>hown me kindness and
iiuiniiiation and sorrow .

ljurden a year or two loi

's gone, I can consider ni

Ills hand to emphasize her unity of purpose. "That's
• li. wa\ I've fiijured it all out—the whole, crazy-quilt
[tittern. and if you have a '>i'tter schenic, and one
that isi 'l ouTided on human -selfishness, I'm here to
listen to it."

A long silence fell between them.

"Well, dear art.?" she demanded finally.

"I wasn't thinki' rr of that,'' he replied slowly. "I
was just trying to estimate f v^- much more I love
you this minute than I did five minutes ago."
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He drew her golden liead down on his shoulder and

held her to him u long time without speaking. It was

Nan who broke the spell by saying:

"When the time comes for niy vindication, I shall

ask you to attiiid to it for me, dear. You're my
man—and I think it's a man's task.'*

His great fnigers opened and closed in a clutching

movement. He nodded.
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XVII

WHEN Donald returned to The Dreamerie about
« k'ven o'clock, he was agreeably surprised to

find his father in the living-room.

"Hello, dad!" he greeted The Laird cheerfully.

'•Glad to see you. When did you get back?"
"Came down on the morning train, Donald."
They were shaking hands now. The Laird mo-

tioned him to a chair, and asked abi-ujjtly.

"Where have you been all day, son

"Well, I represented the clan at church this mom-
\u<T. and, after luncheon here, I went down to visit the
Bnnts at the S ;wdust Pile. Stayed for dinner. Old
Caleb's in rather bad shape mentally and physically,

and I tried to cheer him up. Nan sang for me—
quite like old times."

"I saw Nan Brent on the beach the other day.
Quite a remarkable young woman. Attractive, I should
say,"' the old man answered craftily.

"It's a pity, dad. She's every inch a woman. Hard
on a girl with brains and character to find herself
in su h a sorry tangle."

The Laird's heavy heart was somewhat lightened
by the frankness and lack of suspicion with which his

son had met his blunt query as to where he had lK>en

spending his time. For the space of a minute, he ap-
peared to be devoting his thoughts to a consideration
<>t Donald's last remark; presently he sighed, faced
his son, and took the plunge.
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"Have you heard anything about a fight down near

the Sawdust Pile last night, my son?" he demanded.

His son's eyes opened with interest and astonish-

ment.

"No ; I did not, dad. And I was there until nearly

ten o'clock."

'Yes; I was aware of that, and of your visit there

to-day and this evening. Thank God, you're frank

witn me! That yellow scoundrel and two Greeks fol-

lowed you there to do for you. After you roughed

the Greek at the railroad station, it occurred to me

that you had an enemy and might hold him cheaply;

so, just before I boarded the train, I telephoned Daney

to tell Dirty Dan to shadow you and guard you. So

well did he follow orders that he lies m the company

hospital now at the point of death. As near as I can

make out the affair, Dirty Dan inculcated in those

bushwhackers the idea that he was the man they were

after; he went to meet them and took the fight off your

hands."

"Good old Dirty Dan! I'll wager a stiff sum he did

a thorough joh.'' The young laird of Tyee rose and

ruffled his father's gray head affectionately. "Thought-

ful, canny old fox!" he continued. "I swear I'm all

puffed up with conceit when I consider the kind of

father I selected for myself."

"Those scoundrels would have killed you," old Hec-

tor reminded him, with just a trace of emotion in

his voice. "And if they'd done that, sonny ' r old

father'd never held up liis head again. Tht ' two

things I could not stand up under—your dcu i\ and"

—he sighed, as if what he was about to say hurt ijim

cruelly
—"the wrong kind of a daughter-in-law."
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"•We will not fence with each other," his son an-
swered soberly. "There has never been a lack of confi-

dence between us, and I shall not withhold anything
from you. You are referring to Nan, are you not?'*

''I !iin, my son."

"Well?"

"I f .n not a cat, and it hurts me to be an old dog,
but—I saw Nan Brent recently, and we had a bit of
falk together. She's a bonny lass, Donald, and I'm
thinking 'twould be better for your peace of mind

—

and the peace of mind of all of us—if you saw less

of her."

"You think, then, father, that I'm playing with
fire."

"You're sitting on an open barrel of gunpowder with
a lighted torch in your hand.'"

Donald returned to his chair and faced his father.
"Lot us suppose," he suggested, "that the present

unhappy situation in which Xan finds herself did not
exist. Would you still prefer that I limit my visits
to, say, Christmas and Easter.^'"

The Laird scratched the back of his head in per-
plexity.

"I'm inclined to think I wouldn't," he replied. "I'd
consider your best interests always. If you married
a fine girl from Chicago or New York, she might not
be content to dwell with you in Port Agnew."
"Then Nan's poverty—the lowliness of her social

position, even in Port Agnew, would not constitute a
serious bar.'"

"I was as poor as Job's turkey once myself—and
your mother's people were poorer. But we came of
good blood."
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*'Woll, Nan's mother was a gentkwoman ; her grand-

father was an admiral; her great-grandfather a com-

modore, her great-great-granduncle a Revolutionary

colonel, and her grandmother an F. F. V, Old

Caleb's unc<'>t()rs always followrd the sea. His fathir

and his <;raii(lfatlur wire sturdy old Yankee ship-

masters. He liolds tlie Congressional medal of honor

for coiispieuous gallantry in action over and above the

call of duty. The Hrt iit blood may not be good enough

for .^ome, but it's a kind that's good tiiough for me!"

"All that is (|uitt> l)esi(le the (I'lcstioji, Donald. The

faet remains that Nan Brent loves you."

"May I inquire on what grounds you base that state-

ment, dad.'"'

"On Saturday night, when you held her i.. your arms

at parting, slie kissed you." Donald was startled, and

his features gave indubitable indication of the fact.

His father's cool gray eyes were bent upon him kindly

but unflinchingly. "Of course," he continued, in even

tones, "you would not have accepted that caress were

you not head over heels in love with the girl. You
are not low enough to seek her favor for another

reason."

"Yes ; I low her," Donald maintained manfully. "I

have loved her tor years—since '£ was a boy of sixteen

—only, 1 (iidn't realize it until my return to Port Ag-

new. I can't very well help loving Nan, can I, dad?"

To his amazement, his father smiled at him sym-

pathetically.

"No ; I do not see how you could very well help your-

.«elf, son," he replied. "She's an extraordinary young

woman. After my brief and accidental interriew with

her recently, I made up my mind that there would be
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something radically wrong with you if you didn't fall

in love with her."

His son gnnned back at him.

"Proceed, old lumbt rjuck he begged. "Your can-
dor is soothing to my bruised spirit."

"No; you cannot helj) loving her, I suppose. Since
you admit being in love with her, tiie fact admits of no
argument. It has happened, and I do not condemn
you for it. Both of you have merely demonstrated
in Hie natural, human way that you are natural hu-
man beings. And I'm grateful to Nan for loving you.
I think I should have resented her not doing so, for
it would demonstrate her total lack of taste and ap-
pieciat-on of niy son. She informed me, in so many
words, tiiat she wouldn't marry vou."
"Nan has the capacity, somewhat rare in a woman,

of keeping her own counsel. That is news to me, dad.
However, if you had waited about two minutes, I
would have informed you that I do not intend to marry
Nan—" He paused for an infinitesimal space and
added, "yet."

The Laird elevated his eyebrows.
"'Yet?'" he repeated.

Donald flushed a little as he reiterated his statement
with an enij)hatic nod.

"Why that reservation, my son?"
"Because, some day. Nan may be in position to

prove herself that which I know her to be—a virtu-
ous woman—atid when that time comes, I'll marry her
in spite of hell and high water."

Old Hector sighed. He was quite familiar with the
fact that, while the records of the county clerk of
Santa Clara County, California, indicated that a mar-
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riage license had been issued on a certain date to a
certain man and one Nan Brent, of Port Agnew, Wash-
ington, there was no official record of a marriage be-

tween the two. The Reverend Mr. Tingh^y's wife had
sorro.\fully imparted that infonnation to Mrs. Mc-
Kaye, who had, in turn, informed old Hector, wlio

had received the news with casual interest, little dream-
ing that he would ever have cause to remember it in

later years. And The Laird was an old man, worldl} -

wise and of mature judgment. Ills soul wore the scars

of human perfidy, and, because he could understand

the weakness of the flesh, he had little confidence in its

strength. Consequently, he dismissed now, with a wave
of his hand, considera n of the possibility that Nan
Brent would ever make a fitting mate for his son.

"It's nice of you to believe that, Donald. I would
not destroy your faith in human nature, for human
nature will destroy your faith in time, as it has de-

stroyed mine. I'm afraid I'm a sort of doubting
Thomas. I must see in order to believe ; I must thrust

my finger into the wound. I wonder if you realize

that, even if this poor girl should, at some future

time, be enabled to demonstrate her innocence of illicit

love, siie has been hopelessly smeared and will never,

never, be quite able to clean herself."

"It matters not if / know she's a good woman. That
is all sufficient. To hell with what the world thinks

!

I'm going to take my happiness where I find it.**

"It may be a long wait, my son.'*

"I will be patient, sir."

"And, in the meantime, I shall be a doddering old

man, without a grandson to sweeten the afternoon of

my life, without a hope for seeing perpetuated all those
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things that I have considered worth while because I
created them. Ah, DonaJd, lad, I'm afraid you're go-
ing to be cruel to your old father!"

"I have sufFered with the ! jht that I might ap-
pear to be, dad. I have dered every phase of

the situation ; I was certain of ac attitude you would
take, and I feel no resentment because you Imve taken
it. Neither Nan nor I had contemplated the condi-

tion which confronts us. It happened—like that," and
Donald snapped his fingers. "Now the knowledge of
what we mean to each other makes the obstacles ail

tiie more heart-breaking. I have tried to wish, for your
sake, that I hadn't spoken—that I had controlled my-
self, but, for some unfathomable reason, I cannot seem
to work up a very healthy contrition. And I think,

dad, this is going to cause me more suffering than
it will you."

A faint smile flitted across old Hector's stem face.

Youth! Youth! It always thinks it knows!
"This affair is beyond consideration by the Mc-

Kayes, Donald. It is utterly impossible! You must
cease calling on the girl."

"Why, father?"

"To give you my real reason would lead to endless

argument in which you would oppose me with more or
less sophistry tliat would be diffi'-ult to combat. In
the end, we might lose our tempers. Let us say, there-

fore, that you must cease calling on the lass because
I desire it."

"I'll never admit that I'm ashamed of her, for I am
not!" his son burst forth passionately.

"But people are watching you now—talkin;!; about
you. Man, do ye not ken you're your father'u son?'*
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A faint note of passion had erupt into The Laird's

tones; under the stress of it, his faint Scotch brogue

increased perceptibly. He had tried gentle argument,

and he knew he had failed; in his desperation, he de-

cided to invoke his authority as the head of his clan.

"I forbid you !" he cried firmly, and slapped the huge

leather arm of his chair. "I charge you, by the blood

that's in you, not to bring disgrace upon my house!"

A slight mistiness which Donald, with swelling heart,

had noted in his father's eyes a few moments before

was now gone. They flashed like naked claymores in

the glance that Andrew Daney once had so aptly de-

scribed to his wife.

For the space of ten seconds, father and son looked

into each other's soul and therein each read the other's

answer. There could be no sufender.

"You have bred a man, sir, not a mollycoddle," said

the young laird quietly. "I think we understand each

other." He rose, drew the old man out of his chair,

and tlirew a great arm across the latter':^ shoulders.

"•Good-night, sir," he murmured humbly, and squeezed

the old shoulders a little.

The Laird bowed his head but did not answer. He
dared not trust himself to do so. Thus Donald left

him, standing in the middle of tlie room, with bowefl

head ; trifle to one side, as if old Hector listened for

advice from some unseen presence. The Laird of Tyee
had thought he had long since plumbed the heights and

depths of the joys and sorrows of fatherhood. The
tears came presently.

A streak of moonlight filtered into the room as the

moon sank in the sea and augmented the silver in a head



KINDRED OF THE DUST 157

that rested on two clasped hands, while Hector Mc-
Kuye, kneeling beside his chair, prayed to his stern

rresbyterian God once more to save his son from the

folly of his love.



XVIII

TT had been Donald McKuvc's intintion to fro up to
^ t}ic lo^'^ring-canip on the first h)^r-truin k'living for
the woods at seven o'clock on Monday morning, but
the news of Dirty Dan's plight caused him to change
his i)lans. Strangely enough, his interview with his
father, instead of causing liim the keenest mental dis-
tress, liad been productive of a pecub'ar sense of peace.
The frank, sympathetic, and temperate manner in wliich
the old laird had discussed his affair had conduced to
produce this feeling. He passed a restful night, as his
father observed when the pair met at the breakfast-
table.

"Well, how do you feel this morning, son?" the old
man queried kindly.

"Considerably better than I did before our talk last
night, sir," Donald answered.

"I haven't slept," old Hector continued calmly, "al-
though I expect to liave a little nap during the day.
Just about daylight a comforting thought stole over
me."

"I'm t-lad to hear it, dad."
"I've decided to repose faith in Nan, having none at

all in you. If she truly loves you, she'll die before she'll
hurt you."

"Perhaps it may be a comfort to you to know that
she has so expressed herself to me."

"Bless her poor heart for that! However, she told
me practically the same thing."

158
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He scooped his eggs into tlie egg-cup uml salted

and peppered them before he spoke again. Then:
"We'll not discuss this mutter furtlKr. AH I ask is

that you'll confine your visits to the Siiwdu^t Pile to

the ilurk of the moon ; I trust to your natural desire to

promote my peace of mind to see to it that no word
of your—affair reaches your mother and sisters.

Tliey'll not handle you with the tact you've had from
mc

"1 can well believe that, sir. Thank you. I shall ex-

ercise the utmost deference to 3'our desires consistent

with an unfaltering adherence to my own code."

There it was again—more respectful defiance! Had
he not, during the lon^, distressing hours of the night,

wisely decided to leave his son's case in tiiu hands of

God and Nan Brent, The Laird would have flown into

a passion at that. He compromised by saying noth-

iii;^, (uid the meal was finished in silence.

After breakfast, Donald went down to the hospi-

tal to visit Dirty Dan. O'Leary was still alive, but

very close to death; he had lost so much blood that

he was in a state of coma.

"He's only .ilive l)(>c-ause he's a fiffht. r, Mr. Mc-
Kaye," the doctor infonned Donald. "If I e.m induce

some good healthy man to consent to a transfusion

of blood, I think it would buck Dan up considerably."

"I'm your man," Donald informed him. It had oc-

curred to him that I)i \v Dan had given liis blood for

the House of McKaye; therefore, the least he could do
was to make a partial payment on the debt.

The doctor, knowing nothing of the reason for Dirty
Dan's predicament, was properly amazed.

"You—the boss—desire to do this.'"' he replied.
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"VVi cftn got one of tiiis wild rascars comrades

"That wM r-iscdl is my roninuk-, doctor. I'm mori
or less fond of Diin. ' Ih had ninov.d his coat and
was already rolling up his slet ve. 'Trji half Gael,"
he continued smilingly, "nncl, you know, we must not
adulterate Dirty ^)fin's l)l„od any more than ix abso-
lutely necessary. Consider th. complications that
might ensue if you gave Dun an inl'sision of blood from
a healthy Italian. The very first fight he engaged
in after leaving this hospital, he'd use a knife instead
of nature's weapons. Get husv'"

Hut the doctor would fak( no liberties with '

-e life-

blood of the heir of Tyee until he had telephoned to
The Laird.

**My son is the captain of his ovn soul," old Hector
answered nromptly. "\'.,u just see that you do your
job well; don't hurt the boy or weaken him too
greatly."

An hour after the operation, father and son sat be-
side Dirty Dan's bed. Presently, the iv. ry-tinted eye-
lids flickered slightly, w!- reat old I f ctor winked sagely
at his son. Then Dirty Dan's wniskered upper lip
twisted humorously, and he whispered audibly:
"Ve vf-ang divil! Oh-ho, ye young vagabond!

Faith, if riie Laird knew what ye' re up to this night,
he'd—break yer—back— in two halves!"

Hector McKaye glanced apprehensively about, but
the nurse had left the room. He bent over Dirty Dan.

"Shut np!" he commanded. "Don't tell everything
3'ou know !"

O'Lcary promptly ope;ied bis eyes and gazed upon
The Laird in profound puzzlement.
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"Wild horrscs couldn't dhrag it out o' mc," i pro-
tested. "Ask me no questions an' I'll tell ye no lies."
He sul uh'd into uncoil >ciou.sness again. The doc-

tor enteivd and felt of his pulse.

"On the up-grude," he unnouneed. "IIi'll d..."

"l)Hn will obey the voice of authority, even in his
•Idiriuni." The Laird whispered to his son, when they
foiuid lli(ni,eives alon.' with the pati.nt onc-c more.
"I'll -Uiy here until li, wakes up ratiorial, and silence
liim it, in the laean time, he bubbles, liun alone home,
lad."

*

At noon, Dirty Dan awoke with the light of reason
.md i.ein^rerency in his eyes, whereupon The Laird
(lue- ion.d him. atid developed a stubborn reticence
whii h comforted the former to such a de^rree that he
decided to follow his son home to The Dreanierie.



XIX

A WEEK oliipstfl before Ileotor McKayc would

permit lii.s son to return to liis duties. By that

time, the slight wound in the latter's arm where the

vein had been opened had practically healed. Dirty

Dan continued to improve, passed the danger-mark,

and hejrjin tlie upward climl) to iiis old vifror and pug-

nacity. Port Agiiew, stirred to discussion over the

affray, forgot it ^ ithin three days, and on the follow-

ing Monday morning Donald returned to the woods.

The Laird f)f Tyee carried his worries to tl>e Lord in

prayer, and Nan Hreiit fre(|Uently for<;()t lier plight

and sang with something of tlie joy of other days.

A month passed. During that month, Donald had
visited the Sawdust Pile once and had written Nan
thrice. Also, Mrs. Andn w Dnney, hard bcbtc because

of her sicond exj)erience with the "IJiue Bonnet" glance

of a McKaye, ha<l decided to remove herself from the

occasions of gos>ip and be in a position to claim an
alibi in the event of developments. So she abandoned
Daney to the mercies of a Japanese cook and departed

for Wiiatiom to visit a m.irried dani^hter. I'Voni

Whatcom, sne wrote her husband that siie was enjoy-

ing her visit so much she hadn't the slightest idea when
she woiiiii i i ^urn, and, for good and sufficient reasons,

Daney did not ur^e her to cliatifrc her mind.

Presently, Mrs. McKayt' and her daughters returned

to Port Agnew. iiis wife's letters to The I^aird had
162
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failed to elicit any satisfactory reason for his con-
tinued stay at home, and inasmuch as all three ladies
were deferring the trip to Honolulu on his account,
they had come to a mutual agreement to get to close
quarters and force a decision.

Mrs. McKaye had been inside The Drcamerie some-
what less tlian five minutes before her Instinct as a
woman, couj)lcd with her knowledge as a wife, informed
her that her spouse was troubled in his soul. Always
t,i( tless, she charged him with it, and when he denied
it. she wa^ • rtain .)f it. So slic pressed him further,
aiid WHS informed that he hud a business deal on; when
>he interrogated him as to the nature of it (some-
ihing she had not done in years), he looked at her
and smoked contemplatively. Immediately she changed
tiic sul)jcct of conversation, but made a mental re;
solve to keep her eyes and her ears open.
The Fates decreed that she .should not have long to

wait. Donald came home from the logging-camp the
folhnving Saturday night, and the family, having fin-
nht d (linn. r. were seated in the living-room. The Laird
Mas smoking and staring moodily out to sea, Donald
was reading, Jane was at the piano softly playing rag-
time, and Mrs. McKaye and Elizabeth were knitting
socks for suffering Armenians when the telephone-bell
rang. Jane innne<liately left tlic piano and went out
into tlie entrance-hall to answer it, the servants having
gone down to Port Agnew to a motion-picture show.
A moment later, she rrtumod to the living-room, leav-
ing the door to the entrance-hall open.
"You're watited on tlu telephone, Don!'* she cried

gaily. "Such a sweet v.)ice, too!"

Mrs. McKaj'e and Elizabeth looked up from their
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knitting. Tlicy were not accustoimd to having Donald

called to the telephone by young ladies. Donald laid

his magazine aside and strode to the telephone; The

Laird faced about in his chair, and a harried look

crept into his eyes.

"C lose the door to the entrance-hall, Jane," lie com-

manded.

*'()h, dear me, no!" his spoiled daughter protested.

"It would be too great a strain on our feminine curi-

osity not to eavesdroj) on Don's little roni.incc."

"("lose it I" Thi' Liiird repeated. He was too lat".

Tiirough the open door, Donald's voice reached them:

"Oh, you poor girl ! I'm so sorry, Xan dear. I'll be

over immediately." His voice dropped several octaves,

hut the words came to the listeners none the less dis-

tinetlv. ''Be brave, sweetheart."

Mrs. McKay*' glanced at her husband in time to see

him avert his face ; she noted how he clutched the arm

of his chair.

To quote a homely phrase, the cat wm-; out of the

bag at last. DoiiaMV- face wore a troubled expression

as lie reentered the living-room. His mother spoke

first.

'•Doiuild ! Mjf son!" she murmured tragically.

"Hum-m-!" The Laird grunted. The storm had

broken at last, and, following the trend of human na-

ture, he WM-, conscious of sudden relief,

J,nif was the fii -t to ri'cover In r < ii««toniarv ,i|)lomb.

"Don <l' ir."* siie < <)o< d tliioalily, '" -rt w( nu^taken

in our assunipt if>n that the jjerson wi»h wliom v<*:i have

just talked is Nan Brent r*"

"Your penetration docN you « redit, .lain It was,'
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"And difl our oars deceive us or did we reallj hear
vou call her 'di iir' and 'sweetheart'?"

"It is quite possible," Donald answered. He crossed
the room and paused beside his father. "Caleb Brent
hhnked out a few minutes ago, dad. It was quite sud-
(kii. Heart-trouble. Nan's all alone down ti ere, and
of course- she nee(k holp. I'm ffoing. I'll leave to you
the job of explaining the situation to mother and the
girls. Good-night, pop; I think you understand."

Mrs. McKaye was too stunned, too horrified, to find
r. fiif,'-c i'l tear-

"How dare that woman ring you up?" she demanded
haughtily. "The hussy !"

"Why, mother dear, she has to have help," her son
su<r<ri. s t i d reproachfully

.

-Jiut why from you, of all men? I forbid you to
go!" his mother quavered. "You mu>t have more re-
spect for us. Why, what will people sav ?"

"To hell with what people say ! They'll say it, any-
how." roared old Hector. Away down in his proud
old heart he felt a few cheer> ri>iiig for his son's manlv
action, albeit the necessity for that action was wring-
ing his soul. "'Tis no time for idle spierin'. Awav
"iHi you, lad! Comfort the pair lass. 'Tis no harm
t

" play a man's part. He ar me," he growled; *«ril
r' h ive n;v sonry lad abused."

i>.ul\ .^une back to the llielands. "Nough said."
Klizabeth bad recovered her customary jolly poise.
Wise , through long experience, to realize that
vh. n he r f.iih. r failed to throttle that vocal heritage

•
nn foreb- ar-. war inipejuled, she gathered up her

' I iiig iind tied to lier room.
'idiii ran to her mother's side, drew the good lady's
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head down on her shoulder, and faced her brother.

"Shame! Shame!" she cried sharply. "'You un-

grateful boy! How could you h'^rt dear mother so!"

This being the cue for her mother to burst into vio-

lent weeping, forthwith the poor soul followed up the

cue. Donald, sore heset, longed to take her in his

arms and kiss away her tears, but something warned

him that such action would merely serve to accentu-

ate the domestic tempest, so, with a despairing glance

at old Hector, he left the room.

"Pretty kettlo o' fish you've left me to bring to a

boil !" the old man cried after him. Lord ! O Lord !

Grant me the wisdom of Solomon, the patience of Job,

and the cunning of Judas Iscariot ! God help my mil-

dewed soul !**



XX

rpHE instant the front door closed behind her son,
Mrs. McKaye recovered her composure. Had the

r. ason been more trifling, she would have wept longer,
l)ut. in view of its gravity, her common sense (she
possessed some, when it pleased lier to use it) bade
lur be up and doing. Also, she was smitten with re-
morse. She told herself she was partly to blame for
this scourge that had come upon the family; she had
neglected her son and his indulgent father. She, who
knew so well the peculiar twists of her husband's mental
and moral make-up, should not be surprised if he cast
a tolerant eye upon his son's philanderings

; seemingly
the boy had always been able to twist his father round
ills finrr,.,., so to speak. She sat up, dabbed her eyes,
!
isscd .lane lovingly as who should say, "Well, thank

-0.1, here is one child I can rely upon," and turned
'M><"i the culprit. Her opening sentence was at once
;i summons and an invitation.

"Well, Hector?"
' It ha]ipened while you were away—while we were

l'"th away. Xellir. I was gone less' than forty-eight
hours—and he had conijx-oniised himself."
"You don't mean—really compromised himself!'*

Jane cried sharply, thus bringing upon her The Laird's
ttention. He appeared to transfix her with his index-

finger.

167
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"To bed with you, young lady !" he ordered. "Your

mother and I will discuss this matter witlirjut any of

vour pert sug^^osHons or cxclaniations. I'm far from

pleased with you, Jane. I told you to sliut that door,

and you disobeyed me. For that, you .shall suffer due

penance. Six months in Port Agnew, my dear, to teach

you obedience and humility. Go!"

Jane departed, snitlling, and this stern evidonee of

The Laird's tempir was not lost upon his wife. She

decided to be tactful, which, in her case, meant pro-

ceeding slowly, speaking carefully, and listening well.

Old Hector heaved himself out of his great chair, came

and sat down on the divan with his wife, and put his

arm round her.

"Dear old Nellie !" he whispered, and kissed her.

For the moment, they were lovers of thirty-odd years

agone; their children forgotten, they were sufficient

unto themselves.

"I know just how you feel, Nellie. I have done my
best to spare you— I have not connived or condunecl.

And I'll say this for our son : He's been open and above-

board with her and with me. He's young, and in a mo-

ment of that passion that comes to young men—aye,

and young women, too, for you and I have known it—
he told her what was in hi> heart, even while his head

warned him to keeji (|uiet. It seems to me sometimes

that 'tis something that was to be."

"Oh, Hector, it mustn't be! It cannot be!"

"I'm hoping it will not be, Nellie. I'll do my best

to stop it."

"But, Hector, why did you support him a moment

ago
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He flapped a hand to indicate a knowledge of his own
incompn licrisible conduct.

"She'd
. ailed for Inin, Nellie. Poor bairn, her heart

went out to the one she knew would help her, and
by God, Nellie, I felt for her! You're a woman, Nellie'
Think—if one of your own daughters was wishful
for a kind won! arul a helping hand from an honorable
^rentlemmi and s.hii. fool father forbade it. Nellie wife,
my heart and my head are sore tangled, sore tan-
gled "

His voice broke. He was shaken with emotion. He
had stood much and he had stood it alone; while it had
never occurred +o him to think so, he had been facing
life pretty much alone for a decade. It would have
eased his surcharged s,,int could he have shed a few
manly tears, if his wife had taken his leonine old head
-n lur shoulder and lavished upon him the caresses
li.s hungry heart yearned for. Unfortunately, shr was
that type of wife whose first and only thought is for
her children. She was aware only that he was in a
softened mood, so she said,

"Don't you think youVe been a little hard on poor
Jane

, Hector dear.?"

'•No, I do not. She's cruel, selfish, and unchari-
table."

"But you'll forgive her this once, won't vou, dear'"
He considered.

"Well, if she doesn't he. kl. Donald-' i>,.^*n. bu*
she stopped further proviso with a ^rrateful ki-
immediately followed Jane up-stm s to break the go<.d
n( w s to her. She and Jane then joined Elizabeth in
th. hitter's room, and the trio immediately held what
their graceless relative would have termed «*a lodge of
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sorrow." Upon motion of Jane, seconded by Eliza-

beth, it was unanimously resolved that the honor of the

family must be upheld. At all cost. They laid out a

plan of campaign.



XXI

PON liis arrival in Port Agncw, Donald called

upon one Sam Carew. In his youth, Mr. Carew
had served his time as an undertaker's assistant, but
in Port Agnew his shingle proclaimed him to his world
as !i "mortician." Owing to the low death-rate in that

salubrious section, however, Mr. Carew added to his

labors those of a carpenter, and when outside jobs of

carpentering were scarce, he manufactured a few plaiii

and fancy coffins.

Donald routed Sam Carew out of bed with the neww
of ( altb Brent's death and ordered him down to th*

Sawdust Pile in his capacity of mortician; then he

hastened there himself in advance of Mr. Carew. Nan
was in the tiny living-room, her head pillowed on the

table, when Donald entered, and when she had sobbed

licrself dry-eyed in his arms, they went in to look at

old Caleb. He had passed peacefully away an hour
after retiring for the night; Nan had straightened

his linihs and folded the gnarled hands over the still

In art ; in the frreat democracy of death, his sad old

face bad settled into jjeaceful lines such as bad been

{)reseiit in the days when Nan was a child and she and
her father had been happy building a home on the Saw-
dust Pile. As Donald looked at him and reflected on
the treniendfins epics of a career that the world re-

pinled as coi.ii:: (II place, when be recalh'd tbe sloop old

Caleb had built for him witli so nmcii pride and pleas-

m
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uff, the long-forgoHcn fishing tri|)s and races in the

bight, tlM- won.lrous tu tin- old sailor had poured

into lis hovisli ears, together with tlie affection and

j)nifoi.nd respect, as for a superior being, which the

old man had always held for him, the young laird of

Tvi •• mingled a tear or two with those of the orphaned

Nan.

"r\. told Sam ("arew to come for him," he informed

Nan, when they had returned to the living-room. "I

shall attend to all of the funeral arrangements. Fu-

lu ral the day after to-tiiorrow, say in the morning.

Are iliiro ari\ relatives to notify?"

"None that would be interested, Donald."

"Do you wish a religious service?'*

"Certainly not by the li verend Tingley.**

'•Then I'll get somebody else. Anything else?

Money, clothes?"

She glanced at him with all the sweetness and ten-

derness of her great love lambent in her wiatful sea-

blue eyes.

"What a poor thing is pride in tlie face of circum-

•-tances," sli< replied drearily. "I havenl sufficient

strength of character to send you away. I ought to,

for your own sake, but since you're the only one that

cares, I suppose you'll have to pay the price. You
migV.t lend me a hundred dollars, dear. Perhaps some

(lay rU repay it."

ile laid the money in her hand and retained the hand

in his ; thus they sat gazing into the blue flames of the

driftwood fire—she hopelessly, he with masculine help-

lessness Neither spoke, for each was busy with per-

sonal problems.

The arrnul f.f Mr. Carew interrupted their sad
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tliou;,'lit.s. When he liad dcpftrted with tlie harvest of
his ^rrim profession, tho thought that hud been upper-
most in Donald's mind found expression.

"It's going to be mighty hard on you liviiig here
alone."

"It's going to he liard on me wherever I live—alone,**

she replied resignediv.

"Wish I could get some woman to come and live with
you until we can adjust your affairs, Nan. Tingley's
wife's a good sort. Perhaps **

She shook her head.

"I prefer niy own company—wlien I cannot have
yours."

A wave of Inttemess, of humiliation swept over him
in the knowledge that In- eould not a>k one of his own
sisters to help her. Truly he dwelt in an unlovely
world.

He glanced at Nan again, and suddenly there came
over him a great yearning to share her lot, even at the
price of sharing her shame. He was not ashamed of her,
and she knew it ; yet hoth were fearful of revealing that
fact to their fellow mortals. The conviction stole over
Donald McKaye that he was not being true to himself,

that he was not a man of honor in the fullest sense or
a gentleman in the broadest meaning of the word.
And that, to the heir of a principality, was a danger-
ous thought.

He then took tender leave of the girl and walked
all the way home. His father had not retired when he
reached The Dreainerie, and the sight of that stern
yet kindly and wholly understandahle person moved
him to sit down beside The Laird on the divan and take
the old man's hand in his childishly.
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"Dad, I'm in hell's own hole !" he blurted. '*I'm so

unhappy !"

"Yes, son ; I know you are. And it breaks me all

iij) to tliink that, for the first time in my life, I can't

help you. All the money in the world will not buy the
medicine that'll cure you."

"I have to go through that, too, I suppose,'' his son
complained, and jerked his head toward the stairs,

where, as a matter of fact, his sister Jane crouched
at the time, .strivin|T to eavesdrop. "I had a notion,

as I walked home, tiiat I'd refuse +o permit them to
discuss my business with me."

"This particular business of yours is, unfortunately,
sometliiiiir wliicli they believe to Im? their business, also.

God help me, I agree with them!"

"Well, they had better be mighty careful how they
speak of Nan Brent," Donald returned darkly. "This
is something I have to flglit out alone. By the way,
are you going to old Caleb's funeral, dad.'"

"Certainly. I have always attended the funerals of

my neighbors, and I liked and respected Caleb JBrent.

Always reminded me of a lost dog. But he had a man's
pride. I'll say that for him."

"Thank you, father. Ten o'clock, the day after

to-morrow, from the little chapel. There isn't going to

be a preacher present, so I'd be obliged if you'd offer

a praj'er and read the burial service. That old man
and I Avcre pals, and I want a real human being to pre-
side at his obsequies."

'i'he Laird whistled softly. He was on the point of

asking to be excused, but reflected that Donald was
bound to attend the funeral and that his father's pres-

ence w^ould tend to detract from the personal side of
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the unprecedented spectacle and render it more of a
matter of family condescension in so far as Port Agnew
was concerned.

"Very well, lad," he replied; "I'm forced to deny you
so much 'twould be small of me not to grant you a wee
favor now and then. I'll do my best. And you might
send a nurse from the company hospital to stay with
Nan for a week or two."

"Good old file !" his son murmured gratefully, and,
bidding his father good-night, climbed the stairs to
his room. Hearing his footsteps ascending, Jane
emerged from the rear of the landing; simultaneously,
his mother and Elizabeth appeared at the door of the
latter's room. He had the feeling of a captured mis-
sionary running the gantlet of a forest of spears en
route to a grill over a bed of coals.

"Donald dear," Elizabeth called throatily, "come
here."

"Donald dear is going to bed," he retorted savagely.
"'Sufficient unto the day is the evil thereof.' Good-
night!"

"But you mmt discuss this matter with us!" Jane
clamored. "How can you expect us to rest until we
have your word of honor tliat you "

The Laird had appeared at the foot of ilio stairs,
having followed his son in anticipation of an interview
which he had forbidden.

"Six months, Jancy," he called up; "and there'll
he no appeal from tliat ileoisioii. N'eUic! Elizabeth!
i'oor Jane will be lonesome in Tort Agiiew, and I'm not
wishful to be too hard on her. You'll keep her com-
pany."

'J-4'
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There was a sound of closing doors, and silence set-

tled over The Dreamerie, that little white home that

The Laird of Tyee had built and dedicated to peace

and love. For he was the master here.



xxn

CALEB BRENT'S fuiural was the apotheosis of

simplicity. Perhaps a score of the old sailor's

friends and neighbors attended, and there were, per-

haps, half a dozen women—motherly old souls who
li.'ui known Xrin intimately in the days when she asso-

ciated witli tlitir (laufrhtcrs and wlio felt in the pres-

ence of death a curious unbendinij of a curious and in-

definable hostility. Sam Carew, arrayed in the con-

ventional habilinionts of his profession, stood against

the wall and closed his eyes piously when Hector Mc-
Kaye. stanainq beside old Caleb, spoke briefly and
kintlly of the departed and with a rough eloquence that

stirred none present—not even Nan, who, up to that

moinont. entirely ignorant of The Laird's intention,

I ouhl onl}' ^aze at him, amazed and incredulous—mort'

than it stirred The Laird himself. The sonorous and
beautiful lines of the burial seirice took on an added
beauty and dignity as he read them, for The Laird
believed ! And when he had finished reading the ser-

vice, he lookecl up, and his kind gaze lay gently on Nan
Brent as he said:

"My friends, we will say a wee bit prayer for Caleb
wi' all the earnestness of our hearts. O Lorrd, now that

yon sailor has towed out on his last long cruise, we
pray thee to gie him a guid pilot— aye, an archangel,

for he was ever an honest man and brave—to guide

him to thy mansion. Forgie him his trespasses and

177
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in thy great mercy grant comfort to this poor bairn
ho leaves bthind. And thine shall be the honor and
the glory, forever and ever. Aiiieii!"

None present, except DoiiiiKi, reuli/ed the earnest-
ness of tliiit prayer, for, as always uii !er the stress of
deep emotion. The Laird had grown :^cotchy. Mrs.
Tingley, a kindly little soul who had felt it her Chris-
tian duty to Ixi present, niovid over to the little org;in,

and Xan, cons])icuous in a four-year-old tailored suit

and a black sailor-hat, rose calmly from her seat
and stood beside the minister's wiL-. For a moment, her
glance strayed over the little audience. Then she sang

—

rot a hymn, but just a little song her father had
always liked—the haunting, dignified melody that has
been set to Stevenson's '•Recjuieni."

Under the wide and starry sky.

Dig tlie grave and let me lie.

Glad did I live and gladly die,

And I laid me down with a wilL

This be the verse you grave for me:
Here ke lies irhere he longed in he.

Home is the sailor, home fro,,, sea.

And the hunter, home from the hill.

The Laird, watching her narrowly, realized the ef-

fort it was costing her; yet her glorious voice did not
break or quiver once. "You wonderful, wonderful
woman!"' he thought, moved to a high pitch of admira-
tion for her independi iice and her flagrant flaunting
of tradition. "What a wife for my boy—what a
mother for my grandson—if you hadn't spoiled it all

!"

She rode to the cemetery in The Laird's car with
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The Laird, Donald, and Mrs. Tin^'loy. TiCaning on
Donald's arm, she watched them liide old Caleb be-

neath the flowers from the gardens of Tlie Dreamerie

;

then The Laird rend the service at the grave and they
returned to tlie Sawdust Pile, where Nan's child (he
liiid been left at home in charge of a mirse from the

Tyee Lumber Company's hospital) experienced more
or less difficulty deciding whether Donald or The Laird
Wiis his father.

The Laird now considered his duty to Cahh Brent
ncconiplished. He remained at the Sawdust Pile a
period barely sufficient for Nan to express her sense of
obligation.

"In a montli, my dear girl," he whispered, as he
took her hand, "you'I' have had time to adjust your-
st'lf and decide on the Tuture. Then we'll have a little

talk."

She smiled bravely up at him through misty eyes
and sliook lier head. She read his thoughts far better
than he knew.

Father and son repaired to the private office at the
mill, and The Laird seated himself in his old swivel

chair,

"Now then, lad," he demanded, "have I been a good
sport ?"

"You have, indeed, father! I'm grateful to you."
"You needn't be. I wouldn't have missed that funer-

al for considerable. That girl can sing like an angel,

and, man, Mie courage of her! 'Twai:: sweet of hor,

singing to old Caleb like that, hut I much mistake if

she won't be talked about for it. 'Twill be said she's

heartless.'* He handed his son a cigar and snipped
the end olF one for himself. "We'll be needing the
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Sawdust Pile now for a drying-yard," he announced
complacently.

"You mean "

"I mean, niy son, that \'>\i'rc drcaining of the im-

possible, and that it's time for you to wake up. I want
no row about it. I can't bear to hear your mother
and sisters carrying on longer. I'll never get over

thinking what a pity it is that girl is (ia;up d goods.
She must not be wife to son of mine."

The young laird of Tyee bowed his he ^.

"I can't give her up, father." he murmured. "By
God, I can't!"

"There can be no happiness without honoi-, and
you'll not 1 o the first to make our name a jest in the

mouths of Port Agnew. You will write her and tell

her of my decision ; if you do not wisli to, then I shall

do it for you. Trust her to understaml and not liold

it against you. And it is my wish that you should

not see her again. She must be cared for, but when
that time comes, I shall attend to it ; you know me well

enough to realize I'll do that well." He laid his hand
tenderly on the young man's shoulder. "Tliis is your
first love, my son. Time and hard work will help you
forget—and I'll wait for my grandson."

"And if I should not agree to this—what.'"

"Obey nie for a month—and then a^k ine that ques-

tion if you will. I'm—I'm a bit unprepared for an
answer on such short notice."

Donald bowed his head.

"Very wtll, sir. I'll think it over for a month—on
one condition."

"Thank you, my son," said The Laird of Tyee.
"And what is the condition.''"
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"Let mother and the girls go to Seattle or Hono-
lulu or Shanghai or some other seaport—^anywhere,

provided they're not at The Dreamcrii' when I return

\<> Port Afrnvw. I'm goiiip to spend that daMinahle

niontli im the woods, week-ends and all, and wrestle

with this problem."

Old Hector smiled a small smile.

"I'm an old ass," he declared. "Have it your own
way, only—by the gods, I ought to teach them sense.

I've spoiled them, and I ought to un.spoil them. They
drive me crazy, much as I love them.*'

The Laird "ent home that afternoon lighter of heart

than he had be^n for a month. He told himself that

his firm stand with Donald had rather staggered that

young man, and that a month of reflection, far from
the disturbing influence of Nan Brent's magnetic pres-

ence, would iiDduce Donald to adopt a sensible course.



XXIII

SINCE that night when Mr. Danev, standing aloof

in tho (l.irk vacant lot closi' to the Sawdust Pile,

had seen Donald McKaye, in the liglit cast through

the open door of Caleb Brent'g cottage, take Nan Brent

in his arms and kiss her, since he had heard Nan Brent's

voice apply to the young laird of Port Agnow a term

so endearing as to constitute a verbal cit.ess, his prac-

tical and unromantic soul had been m a turmoil of

apj)rehen8ion.

It seemed to him that in old Hector he noted

signs or ileej) mental perturbation. Also, he told him-

self, he detected nior. shades than lights in Donald's

usually pleasant features; so, knowing full well that

which he knew and which neither The Laird nor Don-

ald suspected him of knowing, to wit: that a decla-

ration of love had been made between Nan Brent and

the heir to the Tyce millions, Mr, Daney came to the

conclusion, one evening about a week after old Caleb's

funeral, that something had to be done—and done

(|uickly—to avert the scandal which impended. To

his wav <)t i-easoning, however, it appeared that noth-

ing along this line was possible of accomplishment while

Nan Brent remained in Port Agnew; so Mr. Daney

brought to play all of his considerable intelligence upon

the problem of inducing her to leave.

Now, to render Port Agnew untenable for Nan,

thus forcing her to retreat, was a task which Mr.
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Danej dismissed not only as unworthy of .lim but
also as impo.s.sil)If. As a (J i rector of the Bank of Port
A<rni'W, lie liful littli diffieultv iti aseertiiiniriL' that

("ileb Brent's suvings-uccount had Ik-cu exiiuusted;

also, he realized that the chartering of Caleb's motor-
boat, Brutus, to tow the municipal garbage-barge
to sea and return, had merely been Donald's i xcuse to

be kind to the 11 rents without hurting their genlie

pride. To cancel the chancr of the Brutus now woulJ
force Nan to leave Port Agncw in order to support
herself, for Daney could see to it that no one in Port
Agnew employed her, even had anyone in Port Agnew
dared run such risk. Also, the Tjee Lumber Com-
pany might bluff her out of possession of the Sawdust
Pile. However, Donald would have to be reckoned with
in either case, and Mr. Daney was not anxious to
ii ive the weight of his young master's anger fall on
Ills guilty head. lie saw, therefore, that some indi-

rect means must be employed.

Now, Mr. Dane^ wisely held, in contradiction to

any number of people not quite so hard-headed as

he, that absence does not tend to make the heart grow
fonder—particularly if sufficient hard work and *v<rrv

can be supplied to prevent either party fu the sej r.i-

tion thinking too long or too intensei^^ >f the rV
< !iiee. Within a decent period following Nan's lioped-

ii'i- dei)arture from Port Agnew, yir. Daney planned

to impress upon The Laird the desirability of a trip

to the Orient, while he, Daney, upon the orders of a
nerve-specialist, took a long sea voyage. Immedi-
ately the entire burden of seeing that the Tyee Lumber
Company functioned smoothly and profitably would
fall upon Donald's young and somewhat inexperienced
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shoulders. In the meantime, what with The Laird's

money and the employment of a third party or parties,

it would be no trick at all to induce Nan Brent to

move so far from Port Agncw that Donald could not,

in justice to his business interests, desert those in-

terests in order to pay his court to her.

"Dog my cats !" Mr. Daney murmured, at the end

of a long period of perplexity. "I have to force the

girl out of Port Agnew, and I can never do so while

that motor-boat continues to pay her eighty dollars

a month. She cannot exist on eighty dollars a month
elsewhere, but she can manage ver}' nicely on it here.

And yet, even with that confounded charter canceled,

we're stuck with the girl. She cannot leave Port

Agnew without sufficient funds to carry her through
for a while, and she'd die before she'd accept the gift

of a penny from anybody in Port Agnew, particularly

the McKayes. Even a loan from The Laird would
be construed as a roundabout way of buying her off."

Mr. Daney pondered his problem until he was al-

most tempted to butt his poor head against the office

wall, goat-fashion, in an attempt to stimulate some
new ideas worth while. Nevertheless, one night he

warened from a sound sleep and found himself sit-

ting up in bed, the possessor of a plan so flawless that,

in sheer amazement, he announced aloud that he would
be—jiggered. Some cunning little emissary of the

devil must have crept in through his ear while he

slept and planted the brilliant idea in Mr. Daney's
brain.

Eventually, Mr. Daney lay down again. But he

could not go to sleep ; so he turned on the electric bed-

side-lamp and looked at liis watch. It was midnight
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—and at midnight no living creature, save possibly
an adventurous or amorous cat, moved in Port Ag-
new

;
so Mr. Daney dressed, crept down-stairs on velvet

feet, in order not to disturb the hired girl, and stepped
forth into the night. Ten minutes later, he was down
at the municipal garbage-barge, moored to the bulk-
head of piles along the bank of the Skookum.
He ventured to strike a match. The gunwale of the

barge was slightly below the level of the bulkhead;
so Mr. Daney realized that the tide had turned and
was at the ebb—otherwise, the gunwale would have
been on a level with tlic bulkheads. He stepped down
on the barge, made his way aft to the Brutus, moored
astern, and boarded the little vessel. He struck an-
other match and looked into the cabin to make certain
that no member of the barge-crew slept there. Find-
ing no one, he went into the engine-room and opened
the sea-cock. Then he lifted up a floor-board, looked
into the bilge, saw that the water therein was rising,
and murmured,

"Bully—by heck !"

He clambered hastily back aboard the barge, cast
off the mooring-lines of the Brutus, and with a boat-
book gave her a shove which carried her out into the
middle of the river. She went bobbing away gently
on the ebb-tidi, bound for the deep water out in the
Bight of Tyee where, when she settK d, she would be
hidden forever and not be a menace to navigation.
Mr. Daney watched her until she disappeared in the
dim starlight before returning to his home and so,
hke Mr. Pepys, to bed, where he had the first real sleep
in weeks. He realized this in the morning and m.ar-
veled at it, for he had always regarded himself as
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a man of tender conscience and absolutely incapable
of committing a maritime crime. Nevertheless, he
whistled and wore a red carnation in his lapd as he
departed for the mill oflSce.



XXIV

FOLLOWING tin interview with his fatlier, subse

qucnt to Caleb Brent's funeral, Donald McKayc
realized full well that his love-affair, hitherto indefi-

nite as to outcome, had crystallized into a definite

issue. For him, there could be no evasion or equivo-

cation; he had to choose, promptly and for all time,

between his family and Nan Brent—between respec-

tability, honor, wealth, and approbation on one hand,
and pity, contempt, censure, and poverty on the other.

Confront" g this impasse, he was too racked with tor-

ment to face his people that night and run the gantlet

of his mother's sad, reproachful glances^ his father's

silence, so eloquent of mental distress, and the studied

scorn, amazement, and contempt in the very attitudes

of his selfish and convention-bound sisters. So he
ate his dinner at the hotel in Port Agncw, and after

dinner his bruised heart took command of his feet

and marched him to the Sawdust Pile.

The nursp he had sent down from the Tyee Lum-
ber Company's hospital to keep Nan company until

after the funeral had returned to the hospital, and
Nan, with her boy asleep in her lap, was seated in

a low rocker before the driftwood fire when Donald
entered, unannounced save for his old-time triple tap
at the door. At first glance, it was evident tc him
that the brave reserve which Nan had maintained at

the funeral had given way to abundant tears when
187
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she found herself alone at home, screened from the

gaze of the curious.

He knelt and took both outcasts in his great strong

arms, and for a long time held them in a silence more
eloquent than words.

"Well, my clear," she said presently, "aren't you go-

ing to tell mo all about it?"

That was the woman of it. She knew.

"I'm terribly unhappy," he replied. "Dad and I

had a definite show-down after the funeral. His or^

der—not request— is that I shall not call here again."

"Your father is thinking with his head; so he thinks

clearly. You, poor dear, are thinking with your heart

controlling your head. Of course you'll obey your
father. You cannot consider doing anything else."

"I'm not going to give you up," he asserted dog-
gedly.

"Yes; you are going to give me up, dear heart,"

she replied evenly. "Because I'm going to give you
up, and you're much too fine, to make it hard for me
to d(. that."

"I'll not risk your contempt fo" my weakness. It

would be a weakness—a contemptible trick—if I should

desert you now."

"Your family has a greater claim on you, Donald.
You were born to a certain destiny—to be a lender of

men, to develop your little world, and make of it a

happier place for men and women to dwell in. So, dear
love, you're just going to buck up and be spunky and
take up your big life-task and perform it like the gen-
tleman you are."

"But what is to become of you.'"' he demanded, in

desperation.
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*'I do not know. It is a problem I am net going

to consider very seriously for at least a month. Of

course I shall leave Port Agnew, but before I do, I

shall have to make some clothes for baby and r.iyself."

"I told my father I trould give him a definite anrwer

regarding you in a month. Nan. Fm going up in tiie

woods and battle this thing out by n^yself."

"Please go home and give him a definite answer to-

night. You have not the right to make him s'iTer

so," she pleaded.

"I'm not prepared to-night to abandon you. Nan.

I must have some time to get inured to the prospect."

"Did you come over to-night to tell me good-by

before going back to the woods, Donald.'"*

He nodded, and deliberately she kissed him with

great tenderness.

"Then—good-by, sweetheart," she whispered. "In

our case, the least said is soonest mended. And please

do not write to me. Keep me out of your thoughts for

a month, and perhaps I'll stay out."

"No hope," he answered, with a lugubrious smile.

"However, I'll be as good as I can. And I'll not write.

But—when I return from that month of exile, do not

be surprised if I appear to claim you for goou or for

evil, for better or for worse."

She kissed him .again—hurriedly—and presseJ him

gently from her, as if his persistence gave her cause

for apprehension.

"Dear old booby !" she murmured. "Run along home

now, won't you, please?"

So he went, wondering why he had cOiHc, and the

following morning, still wrapped in a mental fog, he

departed for the logging-camp, but not until his sister
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Jane had had her long-deferred inning. While he was
in the garage at The Droamerie, warming up his car,
Jane appeared ard begged hiii! to have some respect
for the family, even though, apparently, he had none
for himself. Concluding a long and bitter tirade, she
referred to Nan as "that abandoned girl.'»

Poor Jane
! irardly had she uttered the words before

her father appeared in the door of the garage.
"One year, Janey," he announced composedly. "And

I*d be pleased to see the photograph o' the human being
that'll make me revoke that sentence. I'm fair wear

j

having my work spoiled by women's tongues."
"I'll give you my photograp]i, old pepper-pot,"

Donald suggested. "I have great influence with you,
have I not.'"'

The Laird looked up at him with a fond grin.
"Well?" he parried.

"You will remit the sentence to one washing of the
mouth with soap and water to cleanse it of those horrid
words you just listened to."

"That's not a bad idea," the stem old man answered.
"Janey, you may have your choice, since Donald has
in' 'reeded for you."

But Jane maintained a freezing silence and swept
out of the garage with a mien that proclaimed her
belief that her brother :.nd father were too vulgar
and plebeian for her.

"I'm having the deil's own time managing my fam-
ily," old Hector complained, "but I'll have obedience
and kindness and justice in my household, or know the
reason whv. Aye—and a bit of charity," he added
grimly. He stood beside the automobile and held up
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his hand up for his son's. "And you'll be gone a mon^,

lad?'* he queried.

Donald nodded.

"Too painfu'.—this coming home week-ends," he ex-

plained. "And Nan has requested that I see no more

of her. You have a stanch ally in her, dad. She's for

you all the way."

Relief showed in his father's troubled face.

"I'm gUul to know that," he replied. "You're the

one tiiat's bringing me worry and breaking down her

good resolutions and common sense." He leaned a

little closer, first having satisfied himself, by a (juick,

backward glance, that none of the Avonien of the family

was eavesdropping, and whispered : "I'm trying to figure

out a nice way to be kind to her and give her a good

start in life without insulting her. If you should have

a clear thought on the subject, I'd like you'- advice, son.

'Twould hurt me to have her think I was tryir" to buy

her off."

"As I view the situation, ail three of us have to figure

our own angles for ourselves. However, if a happy

thought should dawn on me, I'll write you. Think it

over a few weeks, and then do whatever seems best."

So they parted.
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A FEW days subsequent to Andrew Daney's secret

si uttlin/r (.f the motor-boat Brutus, Nan Brent
was anuizcd to uccive a visit from him.

"Good-moniing, Nan," he saluted her. "I have bad
news for you."

"What, pray?" she managed to articulate. She won-
dered if Do!i;i!(l liad been injured up in the woods.
"Your motor-boat's gone."

This was, indeed, bad news. Trouble showed in Nan's
face.

"Gone where.?" she faltered.

"Nobody knows. It disappeared from the garbage-
barge, alongside of which it was moored. I've had men
searching for it two days, but we've given it up as

lost. Was the Brutus, by any chance, insured against
theft.?"

"C\ rtainly not."

"Well, the Tyee Lumber Company used reasonable

care to conserve your property, and while there's a
question whether the company's responsible for the loss

of the boat if it's been stolen, even while under charter
to us, nevertheless, you will be reimbursed for the valu#

of the boat. Your father had it up for sale last year.

Do you recall the price he was asking.?"

"He was asking considerably less than he really

believed the Brutus to be -.vorti;," Xuii replied honestly.

"He would have sold for fifteen hundred dollars, but
192
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the Brutus was worth at least twentv-five hundred.

Values shrink, you know, when one requires ready cash.

And I do not agree witli you that no responsibility

attaches to the Tyee Lumber Company, althougli, under

the circumstances, it appears there is no necessity for

argument."

"We'll pay twentj'-five hundred rather than descend

to ar:;ument," Daney replied crisply, "although per-

sonally I a . of the opinion that two thousand would

be ample." He coughed a propitiatory cough and

looked round the Sawdust Pile appraisingly. "May I

inquire, my girl,*' he asked presently, 'Vhat are your

plans for the future.''"

"Certainly, Mr. Daney. I hvvc none."

*'It would be a favor to ti e Tyee Lumber Company
if you had, and that they contemplated removal to

some other house. The Laird hod planned originally

to use the Sawdust Pile for a dryint;-yard"—he smiled

faintly—"but abandoned the idea rather than interfere

with your father's comfort. Of course, Tlie Laird

hasn't any more title to the Sawdust Pile than you

have—not as much, in fact, for I do believe you could

make a sjjuatter's right stick in any court. Just at

prt'si-nt, however, we have greater need of the Sawdust

Pile than ever. We're getting out quite a lot of air-

plane spruce for the British government, and since

there's no doubt we'll be into the war ourselves one of

these days, we'll have to furnish additional spruce for

our own government. Spruce has to be air-dried, you
know, to obtain the best results, and—well, we really

need the Sawdust Pile. What will you take to abandon
it and leave us in undisputed possession?"

"Nothing, Mr. Daney."
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"Nothing?"

"Precisely—nothing. We have always occupied it on

The Laird's sufferance, so I do not think, Mr. Daney,**

she explained, with a faint sniile, "that I shall turn

pirate and in^jrate now. If you will l)e good enough to

bring me over twenty-five hundred dollars in cash to-

day, I will give you a clearance for the loss of the

Brutus and abandon the Sawdust Pile to you within

the next three or four days."

His plan had worked so successfully that Daney was,

for the moment, rendere<i incapable of speech.

"Will you be leaving Port Agnew?" he sputtered

presently. "Or can I arrange to let you have a small

house at a modest rental
"

She dissipated this verbal camouflage with a dis-

dainful motion of her upHung hand.

"Thank you. I shall leave Port Agnew—forever.

The loss of the Brutus makes my escape possible," she

added ironically.

"May I suggest that you give no intimation of your

intention to surrender this property.'"' he suggested

eagerly. "If word of your plan ;> abandon got abroad,

it might create an op[)or;unity for some person to jump
the Sawdust Pile and defy us to dis{)ossess him."

Mr. Daney sougnt, by tliis subterfuge, to simulate an

V erest in the physical possession of the Sawdust Pile

wiiich he was far from feeling. He congratulated him-

self, however, tliat, all in all. he had carried off his

mission wonderfu'.'v well, and departed with a promise

to bring over the money himself that very afternoon.

Indeed, so delighted was he that it was with difficulty

that he restrained himself from unburdening to The

Laird, when the latter dropped in at the mill office that
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nftcmoon, the nc:»^s that befoi o the week should be
out Nan Brent would be but a memorj in Port Agnew.
l ihr, he \ondered how far fr«)in Port Agnew she

would sittlf for 1 now start in life and wluther she

would Iruve u forwarding a(hlress. He nsolvcd to

ask her, and he did, when he reappeared at the Saw-
(hist Vile that afternoon with the money to reimburse

Nan for the h)ss of the Brutus.

''I haven't decided where I shall go, Mr. Daney," Nan
informed iiini truthfully, "except that I shall betake

myself some distance from the Pacific Coast—some
place where the opportunities for meeting people who
know me are nebulous, to say tlie least. And I shall

leave no forwarding address. When I leave Port

Agnew'*—she looked Mr. Daney squarely in tlie eyes

as she said this—**I shall see to it that no man, woman,
or child in Port Agnow—not even Don McKaye or The
Laird, who have been most kind to me—shall know
where I have gone."

"I'm sorry matters have so shaped themselves in

jour life, poor girl, that you're feeling bitter," Mr.
Daney replied, with genuine sympathy, notwithstanding

the fact tliat he would have bee distressed and puzzled

had her bitterness been less gem le. In the realization

tiiat it reus genuine, he had a wild impulse to leap in

the air and crack his ankles together for very joy.

"Will I be seeing you again. Nan, before you leave?'*

"Not unless the spirit moves you, Mr. Daney," she

answered drvly. She had no dislike for Andrew Daney,
hut, since he was the husband of Mrs. Daney and under

that person's dominion, she distrusted him.

"Well then, PU bid you good-by now, Nan," he an-

nounced. "I hope your lot will fall in pleasanter places



196 KINDRED OF THE DUST

than Port Agnew. 6ood-by, my dear girl, and good

luck to you—always."

"Good-by, Mr. Daney," she rephed. "Thank you

for bringing the money over.'*



XXVI

BY an apparent inconsistency in the natural order

of human affairs, it seems that women are culled

upon far oftener than men to make the hardest sacri-

fices; also, the call finds them far more willinfr, if the

siirrificc is demanded of tluni hv love. Until Andrew
Daney had appeared at the Sawdust Pile with the sud-

denness of a genie (and a singularly benevolent genie at

that), Nan had spent many days wondering what fate

the future hehl in store for her. With all the ardor of

a prisoner, she had yearned to leave lier jail, although
she lealized that freedom for her meant economic ruin.

On the Sawdust Pile, she could exist on the income from
the charter of the Brutus, for she had no rent to pay
and no fuel to buy; her [)r()ximity to the sea, her littl'

garden and a few chickens still further solved her eco-

nomic })roblems Away from the Sawdust Pile, however,

life meant parting with her baby. She would have to

place him in some sort of public institution if she would
he free to e-irn a living for them both, and she was not
nwar ' that she possessed any adaptability for any par-

ticular labor V hich vvould enable her to earn one hun-
dred dollars a month, the minimum sum upon which she

could, by the strictest economy, manage to exist and
support her child. Too well she realized the difficulty

v.'sirl? -;in ircxpcrienct-d woman h i;-, in secur'ng fmploy-
ment in an office or store at a wage which, by the wildest

stretch of the imagination, may be termed lucrative,

197
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and, lacking funds wherewith to tide her over until

slie should acquire experience, or even until she should

be fortunate enough to secure any kind of work, inevi-

table starvation faced her. iler sole asset was her

voice; she had a vague hope that if she could ever

acquire sufficient money to go to New York and buy

herself just sufficient clothing to look well dressed and

financiaily independent, she niiglit induce some vaade-

ville impresario to permit her to spend fifteen minutes

twice or four times daily, singing old-fashioned songs

to the proletariat at something better tlian a living

wage. She had an idea for a turn to be entitled, "Songs

of the 'Sixties."

The arrival of Andrew Daney with twenty-five hun-

dred dollars might have been likened to an eleveiith-

liour reprieve for a condemned murderer. Twenty-five

hundred dollars ! Wliy, slie and Don could live two

years on that! She was frei—at last! Tlie knowledge

exalted her— in the reaction from a week of contem-

plating a drab, barren future, she gave no thought

to the extreme unlikelihood of anyone's daring to steal

a fortv-foot motor-boat on a coast wliere harl)ors art-

so few and far between as they are on the Pacific. Had
old Caleb been alive, he would have informed her that

such action 'vas analogous to the theft of a hot stove,

and that no business man possessed of a grain of com-

mon sense would have hastened to reimhur-e her for

the loss after an inconsequential search of only two

days. Had she been more worldly wise, she would have

known that business men do not part with twenty-five

h.undrod dollars that readilv—otherwise, the v wouhl not

be business men and would not be possessed of twenty-

five hundred dollars. Nan only realized that, in handing
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her a roll of bank-notes with a rubber band round
tiiem, Antlrcw Daney Ii;ul fi^rurativ( 1 ^rivon her tlie key
to her prison, against tiie bars of wiiich her soul had
beaten for three long years.

Now, it is doubtful whether any woman ever loved a
man witliout feelin<r fully assured that she, more than
any other person, was better etjuippcd to decide exactly
what was best for that num. Her woman's intuition
told Nan that Donald McKaye was not to be depended
upon to conserve the honor of the McKaye family by
n fr.iiriinij from considering an alliance with her. Also,
knowiiicr full well the passionate yearnings of her own
heart and the weakness of her economic position, she
shrank from submitting herself to the task of repelling
liis advances. Wliere he was concerned, she feared
her own weakness—she, who had endured the brutality
of the world, could not endure that the world's brutality
should be visited upon him because of his love for her.
Strong of will, self-reliant, a bom fighter, and as stifF-

necked as his father, his yearning to possess her, coupled
with his instinct for fair play, might and probably
would lead him to tell the world to go hang, that he
would think for himself and take his happiness where he
found it. By all means, this must be prevented. Nan
felt tliat she could not pennit him to risk making a
sorry iiicss of a life of promise.

Consumed with such thoughts as these, it was obvious
that Nan should pursue but one course—that is, leave
I'ort Agnew unannounced and endeavor to hide her-

If where Donald AIcKaye would never find her. In
Mils high resolve, once taken, she did not falter: she
evta declined to risk rousing the susj)icions of the towns-
people by appearing at the general store to purchase



200 KINDRED OF THE DUST

badly needed articles of clothing for herself and her

child. She resolved to leave Port Agnew in the best

clothes she had, merely pausing a few days in her flight

—at Vancouver, perhaps—to shop, and then continuing

on to Xew York.

On the morning of her de])arture, the butcher's boy,

calling for an order, agreed, for fifty cents, to transport

her one small trunk on his cart to the station. The

little white house which she and lier father had built

with so much pride and tlclight, she left furnished as

it was and in perfect order. . she stood at tlie front

door and looked back for the last time, the ticking of

the clock in the tiny dining-and-living room answered

her mute, "Good-by, little house; good-by," and,

though her heart was full enough, slie kept back the

tears until she saw thv flag flying bravely at the cupola.

"Oh, my love, my love!" she sobbed. "I mustn't

leave it flying there, flaunting my desertion in your

dear eyes."

Blinded by her tears, she groped her way back to

the house, hauled down the flag, furled it, and laid it

away in a bureau dra /er. And this time, when she

left the h. ise, she did not look back.

At the station, she purchas/n i ticket for Seattle

and checked her tnuik at the baggage-room counter.

As she turned from the counter and st .rted for the

waiting-room, she caught the interested "yes of old

Hector McKaye bent upon her. He lifted his hat and

walked over to her.

"I happened to Ix^ looking down at the Sawdust Pile

when you hauled your flag down this morning," he

explained, in a low voice. "So I knew you were going
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away. That's why I'm here.'* To this extraordinary

spi t eh, the merely replied with an inquiring look.

"I wonder if vou will permit me to be as kind to you
ii> I can," he continued. "I know it sounds a bit blunt

and vulgar to offer you money, but when one needs

money '*

'•I li;ive sufficient for my present needs," she replied.

".Mr. Daney has paid me for the loss of my motor-boat,

you know. You are very kind; but I tliiiik I shall liave

no need to impose further on your generosity. I tliink

the twenty-five hundred dollars will last me nicely until

I liavc made a ;icw start in life."

"Ah!" The I.aird bnatlied softly. "Twenty-five

liundred dollars. Yes, \es ! So he did ; so he did ! And
are you lea^nng Port A.^ew indefinitely, Nan.^"'

"Forever," she replied. "We have robbed you of the

fjround for a drying-yard for nearly ten years, but

Uiis morning the Sawdust Pile is yours."

"Bless my soul!" The Laird ejacui'itcd. "Why, we
are not at all in distress for more drying-space."

"Mr. Daney intimated that you were. He asked me
how much I would take to abandon my squatter's right,

l".;!^ I declined to charge you a single cent."' She smiled

up at him a ghost of her sweet, old-time whimsical

smile, "It was the first opportunity I had to be mag-
nanimous to the McKaye family, and I hastened to take

advantage of it. I merely turned the key in the lock

and departed."

"Daney has been a trifle too zealous for the Tyee
interests, I fear," he replied gently. "And where do
you plan to live?"

ii:u;, r,i\i: fCtOf ; vii, r.iiii .-.riiiiiiigij , is a .-.lxIx l. it

may interest you, Mr. McKaye, to know that I am not
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even leaving a forwarding address for my mail. You
see, I never receive any letters of an important nature.'*

He was silent a moment, digesting this. Then,

*'And does my son share a confidence which I am
denied?"

"He does not, Mr. McKaye. This is my second

opportunity to do the decent thing toward the McKaye
family—so I am doing it. I pl;in to make ratlicr a

thorough joh of it, too. You—you'll he very kind and

patient with him, will you not.'' He's going to feel

rather badly, you know, but, then, I never encouraged

him. It's all his fuiiU, I think—I tried to play fair

—

and it was so hard." Iler voice sunk to a mere whisper.

"I've always loved Donald, Mr. McKaye. Most people

do; so I have not regarded it as sinful on my part.'*

"You are abandoning him of your own free will

"Certainly. I have to. Surely you must realize

that.?"

"Yes, I do. I have felt that he would never abandon

you." He opened and closed his big hands nervously,

and was plainly a trifle distrait. "So—so this is your
idea of playing the game, is it?" he demanded presently.

She nodded. "Will," he replied lielplessly, "I would

to G'^d I dared be as good a sport as you are. Nan
Bren» Hear me, now, lass. Think of the thing in life

you want to do and the place where you want to do

it
'*

She interrupted him.

"No, no, Mr. McKaye; there can be no talk of money
between us. I cannot and will not take your son—for

his sake, and for my own sake I cannot and will not

accept of your kindness. Somehow, some place, I'm

going to paddle my own canoe."
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"Guid lass; gu'ul lass," lie wlilspcml huskily. "Re-

member, then, if your canoe upsets and spills you, a

wire to ine will right you, and no questions asked.

Good-by, my dear, and ^ood luck to you !'*

He pressed her hand, lifted his hat, and walked

briskly away in the direction of The Tyee Lumber
Company's office, tjuite oblivious of the fact that his

interview with Nan Brent hud been observed by a person

to whom the gods had given at birth a more than aver-

age propensity of intrigue, romance, and general cus-

sedness—Mr. Daniel J. ()"L( ary, of whom more anon.

From the station. Hector McKaye hurried over to

the mill office and ente/ed Andrew Daney's room.

•'Andrew,'* he began, "you've been doing things.

What became of old Caleb Brent's motor-boat?"

"I opened the seacock, cast it off, and let it drift

out into the bight on the ebb-tide one night recently."

"Why?"
"In order that I might have a logical and reasonable

excuse to furnish Nan Brent with sufficient funds to

leave this town and make a new start elsewhere. I have

charged the twenty-five hundretl to your personal ac-

count on the company books."

"You also indulged in some extraordinary statements

regarding our pressing need for the Sawdust Pile as

a dryinfT-yard."

"We can use it, sir," Daney replied. "I felt justified

in indicating to the girl that her room was desired

to her company. Your son," he added deliberately,

"was treading on soft ground, and I took the license of

an old friend and, I hope, a faithful servant, to rid him
of temptation."

"I shall never be done with feeling grateful to you.
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Andrew. The girl is leaving on the train that's just

pulling out, and - the inci iit is closed. My son is

young. He will get over it. Thank you, Andrew, dear

friend, until you're better paid—as you will be some

day soon."

"I'll have need of j'our friendship if Donald ever dis-

covers my pui in this deul. He'll fire me out o' hand."

"If he does, ril hire you back."

"Hell will pop when he finds the bird has flown, sir."

"Let it pop! That kind of popping is music in my
cars. Hark. Andrew lad! There's the train whistling

for Harrow's Crossing. From there on the trail is lost

—lost

—

lost, I tell you ! O Lord, God of Hosts, I thank

Thee for Thy great mercy !"

And, quite suddenly, old Hector sat down and began

to weep.



XXVII

NAN BRENT'S departure from i>he Sawdust Pile

was known to so few in Port Agnew that it was

fully ten days before the news became general; even

then it excited no more tluin momentary commrnt, and
a wiek later when Donald McKaye returned to town,

soniewliat sooner than he had anticipated, Port Agnew
had almost forgotten that Nan Brent had ever lived

and loved and sinned in its virtuous midst. Even the

small gossip about her and the younfj laird had sub-

sided, condemned by all, including the most thoughtless,

as a gross injustice to their favorite son, and conse-

quently dismissed as the unworthy tattling of unworthy,

suspicious old women. Life in the busy little sawmill

town had again sagged into the doldrums.

For SI veral days, a feeling of lassitude had been

stealing over Donald. At first he thought it was mental

depression, but when, later, he developed nausea, lack

of appetite, and pains in his head, back, and extremities,

't occurred to him that he wasn't feeling well physically

d that The Dreamerie was to be preferred to his

igh pine shanty in the woods, even though in the

Ititter he had sanctuary from the female members of

his family.

lie came in unexpectedly on the last log-train on

Saturday night ; tired, with throbbing head and trem-

bling legs, he crawled off the caboose at the log dump
and made his way weakly up to the mill office. It was

20o
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deserted when he ^ot there at half-past six, but in his

mail-box he found somctliin^f which he had promised
himself would be there, despite certain well-remembered
assurances to the contrary. It was a letter from Nan.
He tore the envelop eagerly and read

:

Donald dear, I love you. That is why I am leaving

you. We shall not meet again, I think. If we should, it

will doubtless be years hence, and by that time we shall

both have resigned ourselves to this present very neces-
sary sacrifice. Good-by, poor dear.

Always your sweetheart.

Nan.

He read and reread the letter several times. It

was undated. Presently, with an efFort, he recovered
the envelop from the waste-basket and examined the

postmark. The letter had been mailed from Seattle,

but the post-date was blurred.

With the letter clutched in his hand, he bent forward
and pillowed his hot face ii> his arms, outspread upon
his father's old desk. He wanted to weep—to sob aloud
in a childish effort to unburden his heart, scourged
now with the first real sorrow of his existence. His
throat contracted; something in his breast appeared to

have concealed, yet for upward of an hour he neither

moved nor gave forth a sound. At last, under the inspi-

ration of a great hope that came apparently without
any mental effort or any desire for hope, so thoroughly
crushed was he, the black, touseled head came slowly

up. His face, usually ruddy beneath the darT . sun-

tanned skm but now white and haggard, showed a
fleeting little smile, as if he grinned at his own weakness
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and lack of faith ; he rose unsteadily and clumped out

of the office-building.

(ione! Nan gont?—like that? No, no! He would

not believe it. She might have intended to go—she

might have wanted to go—she might even have started

to go—but she had turned back ! She loved him ; she

was his. During those long days and nights up in the

woods, he had fought the issue with himself and made

up his mind that Nan Brent was the one woman in the

world for him, that there could never, by God's grace,

be any other, and that he would have her, come what

might and Ik? the price what it would. Rather than the

fortune for which his father had toiled and sacrificed,

Donald preferred Nan's love ; rather than a life of ease

and freedom from worry, he looked forward with a

fierce joy to laboring with his hands for a pittance, pro-

vided he might have the privilege of sharing it with her.

Ap'' The Dreamerie, the house his father had built

wl ch great, passionate human hopes and tender

ye... .lugs, the young laird of Port Agnew could aban-

don without a pang for that little white house on the

Sawdust Pile. Kound steak and potatoes, fried by

the woman destined to him for his perfect mate, would

taste better to him than the choicest viands served by
light stepping servitors in his father's house.

What, after all, was there worth while in the world

for him if he was to he robbed of liis youth and his

love.-* For him, the bare husks of life held no allure-

ment ; he was one of that virile, human type that rejects

the doctrine of sacrifice, denial, and self-repression in

this life for the great«>r glory nf find and man's tirnniise

of a reward in another life, of which we wot but little

and that little not scientifically authenticated. He
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wnnttMl the prreat, all-conipi'lling, omnipotent Present,
with its ^rifts that hi- could ckitch in his fierci- hands or
draw to liis hungry heart. To hell with the future. He
reflected that misers permit their thoughts to dwell
upon it and die rich and despised, leaving to the apostles
of fh. Present the enjoyment of the fruits of a foolish
sacrifice.

"She came back. I know .she did," he mumbled, as ho
groped his way through the dark of the drying-yard.
"I'm sic k. I must see her and tell her to wait until I'm
well. The damned dirty world can do what it jolly
well plea.ses to me, but I'll protect her from it. I will

—by God !"

He emerged into the open fields beyond which lay
the Sawdust Pile, snuggled down on the beach. The
Rrent cottage was visible in the dim starlight, and he
observed that there was no light in the window; never-
theless, his high faith did not falter. He pressed on,
althor»h each step was the product of an efFort, mental
and physical. His legs were heavy and dragged, as if

he wore upon, his logger's boots the thick, leaden soles
of a deep-sea diver.

At the gate, he leaned and rested for a few minutes,
then entered the deserted yard and rapped at the front
door; but his summons bringing no response, he stag-
gered round to the back door and repeated it. He
waited half a minute and then banged furiously with
his fist upon the door-panel. Still receiving no response,
he seized the knob and shook the door until the little

house appeared to rattle from cellar to cupola.
Nan ! Nnn

! Where are von?" ho rolled "It is I
Donald. Answer me, Nan. I know you haven't gone
away. You wouldn't ! Please answer me. Nan !'*
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But the only sound ht heard was the labored pumping
of his own heart and the swish of tin- wavelets n^ainst

tlie timhered Inittress of the Sawehist Pile. The con-

viction slowly came to his torj)icl hruin that he was
seeking admittance to a deserted house, and he leaned

against the door and fought for control of himself,

rresentlv. like a stricken animal, he went slowly and
uncertainly away in the direction whence he had come.

Andrew Daney had put out the cat and wound the

clock and was about to ascend to his chamber (now,
alas, reoccupicd by Mrs. Daney, upon whom the news
of Nan's departure !md descended like a gentle rainfall

over a hitherto arid district) when he heard slow foot-

steps on his front veranda. 7Tpon going to the door
and peering out, he was amazed to see Donald McKicye
standing just outside.

"Well, bless my soul !" Daney decli red. "So it*s you
Donald. Come in, lad ; come in."

Donald shook his head.

"Xo, I've only come to stay a minute, Mr. Daney.

'rii.ink you, sir. I—T notice youVe running a light

track from the drying-yard down to the Sawdust Pile.

Stumbled over it in the dark a few minutes ago, and
I
—" He essayed a ghastly smile, for he desired to

remove the sting from the gentle rebuke he purposed
giving the general manger—"couldn't seem to remember
having ordered that track—or—suggesting that it be

laid."

"Quite so, Donald ; quite so," Daney answered, **I

1; on Miv Own initiative. Nan Brent luis abandoned
the Sawdust Pile—moved away from Port Agnew, you
know; Sv I decided to extend the drying-yard, and
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squat on t}io Sawdust Pile before lome ondetirafale
took posscssiop."

"Hm-m-m! I see. Well, suppose Nan takes a notion
to return to Port A^fnew, Mr. Daney. SheMI find our
dryinff-yard Minu tliinfr „f ,i nuisance, will she not?**

"Oh, l)ut slu's not comin'^ h.ick," Daricy assured him,
with all the couHdiiue of one free from the slightest
doubt on the subject.

"She might. I could see rather dimly into the kitchen
and it appears Miss Brent left her little home fur-
nished."

"Yes, she did, Donald. I believe she just turned the
key in the lock and went away.*'

"Know where she went, Mr. Daney?**
"No. She didn't even leave a forwarding address for

her mail."

The young laird of Tyee lurched up to Mr. Daney
and laid a heavy hand on the older man's shoulder.
"How do you know that?" he demanded, and there

was a growl in his voice. "Has Mrs. Daney been asking
the postmaster?"

Mr. Daney saw that, for some inexplicable reason, he
was in for a bad five minutes or more. His youthful
superior's face was white and beaded with perspiration.
Daney had a suspicion that Donald had had a drink
or two.

"There has been no gossip, Donald," he answered
crisply. "Get that notion out if your head. I would
protect you from gossip, for I think I know my duty
to the McKayes. T ]( amed that lesson a long time ago,**

he added, with spirit.

"You haven't answered my question, Mr. Daney,"
Donald persisted.
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"I shall. I know, because she told me hersrlf.'* Mr.
Danoy had not intended that Donald should ever dis-

cover that he ha<i had an interview with Nan Brent, but

his veracity had, for the moment, ap[)eared to him to

be questioned by his superior, and he was too truthful,

too tliorouirhly honest to attempt now to protect his

nputation for truth-telling by utterinp a small fib,

allxnt he squirmed inwardly at the terrible necessity

for such inte^frity.

'All I Then Nan called upon you again?**

Mr. Daney sighed.

"No, I called upon her.'

"With reference to what?'*

"To settle with her for the loss of the Brutus.**

"When did you lose the Brutus."

Mr. Daney pulled at his ear, gazed at the porch light»

rubbed his Adam's apple, and gave the exact date.

"What happened to the Brutus.?"

"She just disappeared, Donald. She was tied up
alongside the buivr'——

"

The heavy hand on Mr. Daney s shou'der tightened a

little. Donald was merely holding fast to the general

manager in order to stay on his feet, but Mr. Daney
credited him with being the victim of rising anger.

"When did Nan leave Port Agnew, Mr. Daney?"
'"Let nie see, Donald." Mr. Daney tugged at his

beard. "Why, she left two weeks ago yesterday. Yes;
she left on the nineteenth.**

"When did you settle with her for the loss of the

Brutus.'"

"On the sixteenth," Daney answered glibly.

"How much?"
"Twenty-five hundred dollars. It was more than the
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Brutus was worth, but I disliked to appear niggardly

in the matter, Donald. I knew you and your father

would approve whatever sum I settled for—and the

loss of the little boat provided a nice opportunity for

generosity wiLhout hurting' the girl's pride."

"Yes—thank you, Mr. Djuu v. That was kind and

thoughtful of you." Donald spoke the words slowly,

as if he searched his brain carefully for each word and

then had to coax his tongne into speaking it. "You
settled, tlicn, two days after the boat disappeared.

Fast work. Nobody up here would steal the boat.

Too much distance between ports—run short of gaso-

line, you know, on her limited tank capacity—and if

anybody had purchased cased gasoline around here

to load on deck, you'd know of it. Hard to conceal or

disguise a forty-foot boat, too." His fingers closed like

steel nippers over Mr. Dancy's shoulder. "Where did

you hide the boat, Mr. Daney? Answer me. I'll not

be trifled with."

"I scuttled her—if you must have tlie truth."

"I knew you wouldn't lie to me. On whose orders,

Mr. Daney.? My father's?'*

"No, sir; it was my own idea." Daney's face was

white with mental and physical distress and red with

confusion, by turns. His shoulder was numb.

"Why.?"

*'I figured that if the girl had some money to make
a new start elsewhere, she'd leave Port Agnew, which

would be best for all concerned."

*'Why, Andrew Daney, you old hero ! Cost you some-

thing to confess that, didn't it.? Well—I guessed you

or my father had induced her to go, so I concluded

to start the investigation with you.'* He passed his
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hand over liis white dripping brow before resuming

what he had to say. "The Tyee Lumber Company isn't

equipped to carry on its p'-;. - il !>Tr. Donald McKaye
and the man who interfer s in his ptrr-o.ial affair, even

though actuated by a kim i\ interest, ifou rip up that

track you're laying and Ic . \ m 's hjme alone. Then

ynu clean up your desk and hand me your resignation.

I'm sick—and your damned interference hurts. Sorry

;

but you must go. Understand.? Nan*s coming back—
understand.? Coming back—devilish 'lot night—for

this time of year, isn't it? Man, Fm huming up."

It came to 'Mr. Diuiey tliat the young laird was acting

in a most peculiar manner. Also, he was talking that

way. Consequently, and what with the distress of being

dismissed from the McKaye service in such cavalier

fashion, the gciu ral nuinagcr decided to twist out from

under that terrible grasp on his shoulder.

Instantly', Donald released from this support, swayed

and clutched gropingly for Mr. Daney's person.

"Dizzy," he panted. "Head's on strike. Mr. Daney,

where the devil are you? Don't run away from me.

You damned old muddle r, if I get my handa on you I'll

})ick you apart—^yes, I will—to see—what makes you

go. You did it. Yes, you did—even if you're too

stupidly honest—^to lie about it. Glad of that, though,

Mr. Daney. Hate liars and interfeiing duffers. Ah

—

the cold-blooded calculation of it—took advantage of

her poverty. She's gone—nobody knows— May God

damn your soul to the deepest hell— Where are you ?

I'll kill you—no, no; forgive me, sir— Yes, you've

been faithful, and you're an old employe— I wish you

a very pleasant good-evening, sir."

He stejjped gingerly down the three wide stairs.
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pitched forward, and measured his len^h in a bed of

pansies. Mr. Daney came down, struck a match, and

looked at his white face. Donald was apparently un-

conscious; so Mr. Daney knelt, placed his inquisitive

nose close to tlio j)artly open lips, and sniffed. Then he

swore his chiofest oatli,

"Hell's bells and panther-tracks! He isn't drunk.

He's sick."

Fifteen minutes later, the young Laird of Port Agnew
reposed in the best room of his own hospital, and An-

drew Daney was risking his life motoring at top speed

up the cliff road to The Dreamerie with bad news for

old Hector. Mrs. McKaye and the girls had retired

but The Laird was reading in the living-room when
Dane}' entered unannounced.

Old Hector looked up at his general manager from

under his wliite, shagf^y brow.

*'Ye, Andrew," he saluted the ^ itter gently, "I see by

your face it*s not welcome news you bring. Out with

it, man."

So Andrew came "out with it," omitting no detail,

and at tlie conclusion of his recital, the old man wagged

his head to eni[)hasi/,e his comprehension.

"My son is not a dull man by any means," he said

presently. "He knows what he knows—a man sure of

himself always—and oh, Andrew man, because of the

brain of him and the sweet soul of him, it breaks my
heart to give pain to him. And what does the doctor

say?"

'"From a cursory examination he suspects typhoid

fever.**

'*Ah, that's bad, bad, Andrew.'*
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"The boy has tl strength of a Hercules, sir. He'll

beat through, never fear."

"Well, he'll not die to-night, at any rate," old Hector
answered, "and I can do no ^ood puttering round the
hospital to-night. Neither vould I alarm his mother
and the girls. Send for the best medical brains in

the country, Andrew, and don't quibble at the cost.

Pay them what they ask. 'Twill be cheap enough if

they save him. Good-night, Andrew, and thank you
kindly." He stood up and laid his liand affectionately

upon the shoulder of his faithful scnant and walked
with him thus to the door. "My good Andrew," he
murmured, and propelled the general manager gently
outside, "there's no need to worry over the dismissal.

When the lad's well, he'll rescind his order, so, in the
meantime, do not leave us."

"But—if he shouldn't rescind it?" Daney pleaded
anxiously. Although he was comfortably fixed with
tliis world's goods and hud long since ceased to work
for monetary reward, the Tyee Lumber Company was,
nevertheless, part of his life, and to be dismissed from
its service was akin to having some very necessary
part of him amputated.

"Tusl), man ; tush ! Don't be building a marc's nest,"

old Hector answered and closed the door upon him. For
The Laird was losing control of himself and he could
not bear that any human eye should gaze upon his
weakness.
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THE morring following Donald's admittance to the

hospital, tlio company doctor confirmed lus orig-

inal diagnosis that the patient was suffering from ani

attack of typhoid fever. The disease had evidently been

two weeks incubating, for the woods boss reported that

his siipi rior liad romplainod of being "under the

weather*' f".' t; u days before yielding to the former's

repeated advice to go dowTi to Port Agnew and have

the doctor look him over. As a result of Donald's stub-

bom refusal to acknowledge his illness, the disease had

reached a fair stage of development by the time ha
receive(? medical attention.

He was not delirious when The Laird and Mrs. Mc-
Kaye reached the hospital that morning, however, they

were permitted to see him for but a few minutes only.

"Has 1m' a fi^'liting chance?" old XL etor demanded

blur fly of tlse doctor. It seemed to him that his son's

face alrcadv wore the look of one doomed to dissolution

at an early date.

"Yes, he has, Mr. McKaye,** the doctor replied

gravi-lv; "provided he'll figlit. Yon will understand

that in typhoid fever the mortality rate is ratlier higli

—as high as thirty per cent. However, in the case of

Donald, who is a husky athlete, I should place the

odds at about ten to one that he'll sur\'ive an attack

of oven more than moderate severity. That is," he

added, "under the most favorable conditions,"

216
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"Well, what's wrong with the conditions in this

case?" The Laird demanded crisply. "You can have

I anything you want—if you're shy on material to work
with, and I've sent for the best physician in the state

to come ht re and consult with you."

*'The hospital conditions are perfect, Mr. McKaye.
What I mean is this : It is a well recognized principle

of medical practice that a patient combating a disease

of extreme severity and high mortality is sustained quite

as much by his courajre and a passionate desire to get

well—in a word, by his morale—as he is by his capacity

1 for physical resistance. Your son is, I think, slightly

depressed mentally. That is the sole reason I see to

warrant apprehension."

"Oh—so that's all, eh?" The I.aird was relieved.

''Then don't worry about him. He'll put up a battle

—

never fear. Why, he never quit in all his life. How-
( vcr, in case he might need a bit of encouragement from
his old daddy from time to time, you'll have a room
made ready for me. I'll stay here till he's out of dan-

gcr."

That was a terrible week on old Hector. The nurse,

discovering ihat his presence appeared to excite her

patient, forbade him the room; so he spent his days

and part of his nights prowling up and down the cor-

ridor, with occasional visits to the mill office and The
Drcamerie, there to draw such comfort from Daney and
Ins family as he might. While liis temperature re-

mained below a hundred and four, Donald would lie in a

semi-comatose condition, but the instant the thermom-

eter crept beyond that point he would commence to mut-
ter incoherently. Suddenly, he would announce, so
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loudly Tlie Laird could hear every word, tliat lie con-

templated the complete and immediate destruction of

Andrew Daney and would demari that the culprit be
brou^rht before him. Sometimes he assumed that Daney
was present, and the not unusual phc! omenon atten-

dant upon delirium occurred. When in good health

Donald never swore; neither would he tolerate rough
languaffe in his presence from an employe; neverthe-
less, in his delirium lie inanni^ed, at least once daily, to

heap upon the unfortunate Daney a generous Ik iping

of invective of a quality that would ha\e made a mule-

skinner blush. Sometimes Mr. Daney was unfortunate
enough to drop in at the hospital in time to hear this

stream of anathema sounding through the corridor;

upon such occasions he would go into The Laird's room
and he and old Hector would eye each other grimly but
mj never a word.

ILivinq- demolished Mr. Daney with a verbal broad-
side, Donald -vvould appear to consider his enemy dead
and direct his remarks to Nan Brent. He would re-

proach her tenderly for leaving Port A;.'^ew without

informing him of her intention ; he assured her he loved

her, and tliat unless she returned life would not be
wortli living. Sometimes lie would call upon old dead
Caleb to reason witli her in his behalf. About
that time he would be emerging from a Brand bath
and, with the decline of his temperature, his mutterings

and complaints gradually ;^ew incoherent again and
he would ?!' ep.

Thus two Aveeks passed. Donald showed no sign of

the improvement whieli should ordinarily be looked for

in the third week, and it was apparent to the doctors

.and nurses who attended him that the young Laird was
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not making a fight to get well—that his tremendous

j)hy.sical resistance was gradually being undermined.

His day-nurse it was who had the courage, womanlike,

to bring the matter to an issue.

"He's madly in love with that Nan girl he's always

raving about," she declared. "From all I can gather

from his disconnected sentences, she has left Port Agnew

forever, and he doesn't know wlu re she is. Now, I've

seen men—little, weak men—recover from a worse at-

tack of typhoid than this big fellow has, and he ought

to be on the up-grade now, if ever—yet he's headed

dowTi-hill. About next week he's ^joing to start to coast,

unless Nan Brent shows up to take him by the hand

and lead him back up-hill. I h Ueve she could do it

—

if she would."

"I believe she could, also," the doctor agreed. "Per-

haps you've noticed that, although his family have lis-

tened to him rave about her, they have never given the

shghtest indication tiiat they know what he is raving

about. The girl's tabu, apparently."

"The Laird appears to be a human being. Have you

spoken to him about this—Nan girl?"

"I tried to—once. lie looked at me—and I didn't try

any more. Tlie fact is," the.doctor added, lowering his

voice, "I have a notion that old Hector, through Daney,

gave the girl money to leave the country.'*

"If he knew what an important ]> r^onatre she is at

this minute, he'd give her more money to come back

—

if only just long enough to save his son. Have you

spoken to Mr. Daney?"
"Nr! : hut T think I had better^ He»'has a j^reat deal

of influence with The Laird, and since I have no doubt

they were in this conspiracy together, Daney may ven-
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ture to discuss -witli the old man the advisability of

brin^Tifj the I'-irl back to Port Agiiew."

*'If she doesn't appear on the scene within ten

days **

"I agree with you. Guess I'll look up Mr. Daney."

He (lid. Daney was at his desk in the mill office

when tlie doctor entered and, without the least circum-

locution, apprised him of the desperate state to which

Donald was reduced.

"I tell y'lUf Mr. Daney," he declared, and pounded

Dancy's desk to emphasize his statement, "everything

that medical science can do for that hoy has been

done, but lie's slipping out from under us. Our last

hope lies in Nan Brent. If she can be induced to come

to his bedside, hold his hand, and call him pet names

when he's rational, he'll buck up and win out. There

are no dangerous pliysical complications to combat

now. They are entirely mental."

While the physician was speaking, Andrew Daney*s

face had gradu.iliv heen taking on the general color-

tones of a ripe old Kdam cheese. Ilis chin slowly sagged

on his breast; his lips parted in horror and amaze-

ment until, finally, his mouth hung open slackly, fool-

ishly; presently, two enormous tears gathered in the

comers of his eyes and cascaded slowly across his cheeks

into liis wliiskt, I S. He gripped the arms of his chair.

"O God, forgive me !'' he moaned. "The Laird doesn't

know where she is, and neither do I. I induced her to

go away, and she*s lost somewhere in the worlc*. To
find her now would be like searching a haysta a for a

needle,"

"But you might telegraph a space-ad to every lead-

ing newspaper in the country. The Laird can afford
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to spend a million to find her—^if she can be found in a

hurry. Why, even a telegram from her would help to

buck him up."

But Andrew Djiiuy could only sway m his chair and

quiver with his pi-ofound distress.

"The scandal!'* he kept murmuring, "the damned

scandal! I'll Ikivl- to go to Seattle to send the tele-

grams. The local oi.iee w juld leak. And even if we

found her and induced her to come back to save him,

she'd—she'd have to go away again—and if she

wouldn't—if he wouldn't permit her—why, don't you

see how impossible a situation has develoj)ed? Man,

can Donald McKaye wed Nan Brent of the Sawdust

rile?"

"My interest in the case is neither sentimental nor

ethical. It is entirely professional. It appears to me

that in trvinf? to save this young fellow from the girl,

you've sidled liis d^ath warrant; now it is up to you

to save him from himself, and you're worrying because

it may be necessary later to save the girl from him or

him from the girl. Well, I've stated the facts to you,

and I tried to si ate tliem to The Laird. Do as you

think best. If the bo- dies, of course, I'll swear that

he was doomed, anyhow, due to perforation of the intes-

tines."

"Yes, yes!'* Daney gasped. "Let The Laird off as

lightly as you can."

"Oh, I'll lie cheerfully. By the way, who is tliis ^nrl?

T haven't been in Port Agnew long enough to have ac-

quired all the gossip. Is she impossible?"

"She's had a child bom out of wedlock."

"Oh, then she's not a wp.ntrin?"

"I'm quite sure she is not."
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**Well, I'll be damned! So that's all that's

with her, t h r" Like the majority of his profession, this

physician looked up sucli a coritretcnips with a kindly

and irului^atit t Vf. In all prohahility, most of us would
if we but knew as many of the secrets of men as do our
doctors and lawyers.

I-on<r .iftcr the doctor had left him alone with liis

terrihic prol)Iiiii, ^Ir. Dancy continued to sit in his

chair, legs and arms aspnnvl, chin on breasU From
time to time, he cried audibly:

"O Lord ! O my God ! What have I done? What
shall I do? How shall I do it? O Lord!"
He was quite too incoherent for orf^anizcd prayer;

nevertheless his agonized cry to Omnipotence was, in-

deed, a supplication to which tlie Lord must have in-

clined favorably, for, in the midst of his desolation and
bewilderment, the ; r opened and Dirty Dan CWLeary
presented himself.
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THANKS to the constitution of a Nubian lion. Dirty

Dan's wounds and contusions had healed very rap-

idly and after he got out of hospital, he spent ten

days in recuperating his sailly di ph t. d -^tren^tli. His

davs he spent in tlio sunny h'o of a lumber pile in the

drvin<r-vanl, \shere, in defiance of the published ord-

inance, he smoked plug tobacco and perused the Gaelic

American.

Now, Mr. O'Lcary, as has been stated earlier in this

clironlcle, was bad l)lack Iri^h. Since the advent of

Oliver Cromwell into Ireland, the males of every gen-

eration of the particular tribe of O'Leary to which

Dirty Dan belonged had actively or past vely supported

the battles of Ould Ireland against the hereditary enemy

across the Channel, and Dirty Dan h.'d suckled tiiis holy

hat red at his mother's Im ast ; uiierefore he regarded

it in the light of his Christian duty to keep that hate

alive oy subscribing to the Gaelic American and believ-

ing all he read therein anent the woes of the Emerald

Isle. Mr. O'Leary was also a member of an Irish-

American revolutionary society, and was therefore

aware that presently his kind of Irish were to rise, cast

off their shackles (and, with the help o' God and the

German kaiser) proclaim the Irish Republic.

For several months past, Daniel's dreams had dwelt

mostly ^v^th bayonet-practice. Ordinary bayonets, how-

ever, were not for him. He dreamed his trusty steel

223



KINDRED OF THE DUST

was as loii^' us a c ross-cut saw, and nightly lie skcweml
British soldiers on it after the fashion of kidneys and
l)a( ()n en brocJiette. For two months he had been sav-

ing; his nionc V toward a passa^jc hoine to Ireland and
the punliasi' of a riHu and two tliousutid rounds of

:uiiinuiiition—soft-nosf bulk-ts prtfirred—with the

pious intention of starting with "th' blioys** at the very
begiiMiitii,' and f2;o'm<r through with them to the bloody
and t ritiinpliaiit finish.

riifortuiiati iy for Dii ty Dun, liis hattlo in dt fi-nsc

of Donald MeKaye had delayid his ,ortie to the fields

of martyrdom. On the morning that Nan Brent left

Port Agnew, however, fortune had again smiled upon
The (VT-cary. M( ( ting Judge Moore, who occupied two
local ollifc's— justice of the peace and coroner—upon
the street, that futu t ionary had inforiiied Dan that the

public generally, and he and the town marshal in par-
ticular, traced an analogy between the death of the

mulatto in Darrow and Mr. 0*Leary*8 recent sojourn
in the Tyec Lumber Company's hospital, and there-

u])on, verbally sul)i)ni tiaed him to appear before a coro-
ner's jury the following,' day at ten o'clock A M., then
and there to tell what he knew about said homicide.

Dirty Dan received this summons with outward non-
chalance but tremendous secret apprehensions, and im-
mediately fled for advice to no less a person than An-
drew Daney.

However, the Fates ordained tl> at Andrew Daney
.should be spared the trouble of ad\ i.^ing Dirty Dan, for

as the latter came shu m jg down the hall toward Da-
ney's office door, The Laird emerged from his old office

and accosted his henchman.
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"Well, Dun!" la- ;^rt'cli(l tlu- convulcsc at, "how tiu

you find yourself these days?**

"Poorly, sir, poorly," Dirty Dan declared. *' Twas
only yistinl'v I had to tiiki- the ot!;< r sido uv the

shtn. ' to iv'i ! Ji swamper from Darrow, sir."

Tiu' LiUlil ^lllik•(l.

"Well, Dan, I think it's about time I did something

to niaki- you frt.1 lu tti r. I owe you considerable for

liifit night's work, m) hi re's a ti.ims.i: d iollar-. for vou,

!iiy hoy. (io down to soMthtrn < iliti i or J-lorida

lor a inofith or two, and wlieri yo-i're li i. k in your old

form, ref)ort for duty. T have an idea Mr. Donald
hitends to make you fc < lan o*" tin loadin slii ds and
the (h-yini^-yard wiien yi a'rt' rradv for duty."

"(lod hless ye, nie lord, an' u\ \ the htaveni ,j tOur

bed!" murmured the astounded luniberjark, cis The
Laird produced his wallet and counted into Dan's grimy
(juivi ring paw ton crisp iumdn d-dolhir bills. "Oh,
t'ank you, sor; t'ank you a t'ou-.and times, sor. An'

ve'll j)ronii.se me, won't ye, to sind for nie firrst-off

if yc should be wantin* some blackguard kilt.'"'

"I assure you, Dan, you are my sole official killer,"

laufjhed The I.aird, iiid sliook int O'Leary's hand with

^ireat Inartincss. "Better take niy advice about a

good rest, Dan."
"Sor, I'll be afther havin* the vacation o' me life."

"Good-by, then, and good lu< k to you, Dan !**

"Good-by, an' God bles yc, sor!"

i'i ' niiiuitis later. Da' =1 J. O'Leary was in the

general store fitting on what he termed a "Sunday
suit." Also, he bought him.self two white shirts of the

"b'iled" variety, a red necktie, a brown Derby hat, and a

pair of shoes, all too narrow to accommodate comfort-
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ably his care-free toes. Next, he repaired to the bar-

ber-ship, where he had a hair-cut and a shave. His

ragged red mustache, ordinarily of the soup-strainer

pattern, he had trimmed, waxed, and turned up at each

end; tlie barber put much pomade on his hair and

combed it in a Mazeppa, witli the result that when

Daniel J. O'Leary appeared at the railroad station the

following morning, and purchased a ticket for New
York City, Hector McKaye, loifcriiig in front of the

station on the lookout for Xan Brent, looked at and

through Mr. O'Leary without recognizing him from

Adam's off ox.

It is, perliaps, superfluous to remark that Dirty Dan
was about to embark upon an enterprise designed to

make his dreams come true. Ho was headed for Ireland

and close grips with tlie hated redcoats as fast as train

and steamer could bear him.

Nuw, Mr. O'Leary had never seen Nan Brent, al-

though he had heard her discussed in one or two bunk-

houses about the time her child had been bom. Also,

he was a lumberjack, and since lumberjacks never speak

to the *'main push" unless first spoken to, he did not

regard it as all necessary to bring himself to Hector

]McKaye's notice when his alert intelligence informed

him that The Laird had failed to recognize him in his

going-away habiliments. Further, he could see with

half an eye that The Laird was waiting for somebody,

and when that somebody appeared on the scene, tlie imp

of suspicion in Dirty Dan's character whis])cre<l : "Be-

gorra, is the father up to some shenanigans like the

son? Who*s this girrl? I dunno. A young widder,

belike, seein* she has a youngster wit* her."

He saw Nan and The Laird enter into earnest con-
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Tcrsation, and his curiosity mastering him, he ventured

to inquire of a roustabout who was loading baggage on
a truck who the young lady miglit bo. Upon receiving

the desired information, lie, with difficulty repressed

a whistle of amazement and understanding; instantly

his active imagination was at work.

The girl was leaving Port Agnew. That was evident.

Also, The Laird must have known of this, for he had
reached the station before the girl and waited for her.

Therefore, he must have had something to do with in-

ducing her to depart. Mr. 0*Leary concluded that it

was quite within the realm of possibility that The Laird

had made it well worth her while to refrain from wreck-

iiiff the honor of his house, and he watched narrowly

to observe whether or not money passed between them.

One thing puzzled Dirty Dan extremely. That was
the perfectly frank, friendly manner in which his em-
ployer and this outcast woman greeted each otlier, the

earnestness with which they conversed, and the effect of

the woman's low-spoken words upon the color of Hector
McKaye's face. Wlien The Laird took his leave, the

lumberjack noted the increased respect—the emotion,

even—with which he parted from her. The lumber-

jack heard him say, "Good-by, my dear, and good luck

to you wherever you go" ; so it was obvious Nan Brent
was not coming back to Port Agnew. Knowing what
he knew, Mr, O'Leary decided that, upon the whole,

here was good riddance to the McKaye family of rub-

bish that might prove embarrassing if permitted to re-

main dumped on the Sawdust Pile.

"Poor gurrl," he reflected as he followed Nan aboard
the train. "She have a sweet face, that she have, God
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forgire her ! An be th' Rock av Cashel, she have a v*ice

like an angel from heaven.**

He sat down in a seat behind her and across the

aisle, and all tlie way to Seattle he stared at the back

of her neck or the beautiful rounded profile of her cheek.

From time to time, he wondered how much Hector

McKaye had paid her to disappear out of his son*s

life, and how that son would feel, and what he would

say to his father when he discovered his light o' love had

flown the cage.

The following morning Mr. OT-eary boarded a tour-

ist-sleeper on the Canadian Pacific, and, to his pro-

found amazement, discovered that Nan Brent and her

child occupied a sectior ^n the same car.

"Begorra, she couldn't have shtuck the ould man

very deep at that, or 'tis in a standard shlecper an'

not a tourist she*d be riding,** he reflected. 'What the

divil's up here at all, at all, I dunno.'*

Dirty Dan saw her tntrr a taxicab at the Grand

Central Station in New York.

*'I wonder if the young Caddyheck himself'U meet

her here,** Mr. 0*Leary reflected, alive with sudden sus-

picion, and springing into the taxicab that drew in at

the stand the instant the taxi bearing Nan and her

child pulled out, he directed the driver to follow the car

ahead, and in due course found himself before the en-

trance to a hotel in lower Broadway—one of that fast

disappearing number of fifth-class hotels which were

first-class thirty years ago.

Dirty Dan hovered in the offing until Nan had regis-

tered ard gone up to her room. Immediately he regis-

tered also, ttuJ, while doing so, observed that Nan had

signed her real name and given her address as Port
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Agnew, Washington, With unexpected nicety. Dirty

Dan decided not to embarrass her by registering from

Port Agnew also, so he gave his address as Seattle.

For two days, he forgot the woes of Ireland and

sat round the stuffy lobby, awaiting Nan Brent's next

move. When he saw her at the cashier's window paying

nut, he concealed himself behind a newspaper, and

watched her covertly as the clerk gave instructions to

the head porter regarding the disposition of her bag-

gage. The instant she left the hotel, accompanied by
her child. Dirty Dan approached the porter and said

with an insinuating smile:

"I'd give a dollar to know the address the young lady

wit' the baby bhoy give you f'r the delivery av ner

trunk."

Tlie porter reached for the dollar and handed Dirty

Dan a .shi|)])ing tag containing the address. Mr.

O'Leary laboriously wrote the address in a filthy little

memorandum-book, and that afternoon made a point

of looking up Nan's new habitation. He discovered

it to be an old browii stone Uront in lower Madison
Avenue, and a blue-and-fjold si^n over the area fence in-

dicated to Mr. CLear}' that, from an abode of ancient

New York aristocracy, the place had degenerated into

a respectable boarding-house.
" Tis true," Dirty Dan murmured. "Slie's given

the young fella the go-by. Hurro! An' I'm bettin'

Vin the only lad in the wide, wide wurrld that knows

where she's gone. Faith, but wouldn't Misther Donald
pay handsomely for the information in me little book."

Having, as he judged, followed the mystery to its

lofrical conclusion, ISIr. O'Leary was sensible of a sud-

den waning of his abnormal curiosity in Nan Brent's
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affairs. He acknowledged to himself that he had spent

time and money on a matter that was absolutely none of

his business, but excused himself upon the ground

that if he hadn't investigated the matter thoroughly,

his failure to do so mi^ht annoy him in the future. If,

for no other reason tlian the desirability of being on

the inside truck of this little romance of a rich man's

son, his action was to be commended. People have no

business disappearing without leaving a trace or saying

good-by to those that love them. Dirty Dan hadn't

the least idea of IHii'^ his information to Donald Mo-

Kaye, but something in his peculiar mental make-up

caused him to ciierisli a secret for its own sake ; he had

a true Irishman's passion for being "in the know," and

now that he was in it, he was tremendously satisfied

with himself and dismissed the entire matter from his

mind. Old Ireland and her woes were again paramount,

so Mr. O'Leary presented himself before the proper au-

thorities and applied for a passport to visit Ireland.

Now, while Daniel J. did not know it, one of the first

questions the ujiplicant for a passport is r('(|uired to

answer is his reason for desiring to make the journey,

and during the Great War, as everj'body of mature

years will recall, civilians were not permitted to subject

themselves to the dangers of a ruthless submarine war

without good and sntticieiit reason. Air. O'Leary had a

reason— to his way of thinking, the noblest reason in all

the world ; consequently he was proud of it and not at

all inclined to conceal it.

"I'm goin' over there," he declared, witli ])rofane em-

phasis, '"to kill all the damned English I can before they

kill me."

His interlc 'ntor gravely wrote this reply down in
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Mr. O'Lcary's exact language and proceeded to the
other questions. When the application was completed.
Dirty Dun certified to the correctness of it, and was
Han smilingly informed that he had bettor go back
whvix- lie came from, because his ai)j)lication for a pass-
])()rt was denied. Consumed with fury, the patriot
thereupon aired his opinion of the Government of the
United St ites, with particular reference to its repre-
sentative then present, and in the pious ho}K' of drown-
iiiif his sorrows, went forth and proceeded to get
drunk.

When drunli, Mr. O'Leary always insisted, in the
III!} sta^rc s of Jiis delirium, on singing Hibernian bal-
l u!- (ies(Ti])tiVo of the unflinching courage, pure pa-
trioti-in and heroic sacrifices of tlie late Owen Hoc
O'XeiU and O'Donnell Abu. I^ater in the evening he
would howl like a timber-wolf and throw glasses, and
to vard morning he always fought it out on the floor

with s-nie enemy. Of course, in the sawmill tomi- of
the great Northwest, where folks knew Mr. O'I.eary
and others of his ilk, it was the custom to dodge the

triasscs and continue to discuss the price of logs.

'J'ow; -d Diriy Dan. liowever. New York turned a sin-

/zularly cold shoulder. The instant he threw a glass, the
liarl. ( per tapped him with a "billy"; then a policeman
took him in tow, and tlie following morning, Dirty Dan,
sick, sore, and repentant was explaining to a police

,in.fL,"e lliat he was from Port Agnew, Washington, and
really h.a'ln't meant any harm. He was, therefore, fined

five dollars and ordered to depart forthwith for Port
.\.:;new, Wasiiington, which he did, arriving there abso-
lutely penniless and as hungry as a cougar in mid-
wijiter. He fled over to the mill kitchen, tossed about
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five dollars worth of ham and eggs and hot biscuit u.to

his empty being, and began to take stock of life. Nat-

urally, the first thing he recalled in mind was The

Laird's remark that Donald planned to make him fore-

man of the loading-sheds and drying-yards: so \w

wasted no time in presenting himself before Donald's

office door. To his repeated knocking there was no re-

ply, so he sought :Mr. Daney.

"Hello, Dan! You back?" Daney greeted him.

"Glad to see you. Looking for Mr. Donald?"

"Yes, sor: iluink you, sor."

"Mr. Donald is ill in the company's hospital. We're

afraid, Dan, that he isn't going to pull through."

"Glory be!" Mr. O'Leary gasped, horrified on two

counts. Krst, bt eausc he revered his young boss, and.

second, Wcause \W hitter's death might nullify his op-

portunity to become foreman of the loading-sheds and

drying-yard. "Sure, what»8 happened to the poor

bhoy?"'
. .

Before Daney could answer, a terrible suspicion shot

through the ajjile and imaginative O'Leary brain. In

common with several million of his countrymen, he al-

ways voiced the first thought that popped into his head

;

so he lowered that member, likewise his voice, peered

cunningly into Andrew Daney's haggard face, and whis-

pered :
. . ,

'•Don't tell me he tried to commit suicide, what wit

his poor broken heart an' all!"

It was Andrew Daney's turn to peer suspiciously at

Dirty Dan. For a few seconds, they faced each other

like a pair nf belliffcrent game-cocks. Then said Daney

:

"How do you know his heart was broken?**

Dirty Dak didn't know. The thought hadn't eve-.
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occurred to him until ten seconds before; yet, from
the solemnity of Daney's face and manner, he knew
instantly that once more his feet were ahovit to tread the

trails of romance, and the knowledge imbued him with

a deep sense of importance,

lie winked knowingly,

"Beggin' yer pardon, ^Mis'her Daney an' not m*ania'

the least offinse in life, hut— I know a lot about that

young man—yis, an' the young leddy, too—that divil a

sowl on earth knows or is goin' to find out.** He tried a

shot in the dark. "That was a clever bit o' wurrk
gettin' her out o' Port Agncw "

Andrew Daney's hands closed about Dirty Dan's col-

l;ir, and he was jerked violently into the latter's olfice,

while Daney closed and locked the door behind them.

The general manager was white and trembling.

"You danini;!, running mick, you!" he cried, in a

low voice. "I believe you're right. You do know a lot

about this affair "

"Well, if I do, I haven't talked about it,'» Dirty Dan
reminded him with asperit}'.

"You knew the girl had left Port Agnew and why,

do 3'ou not.-"' Daney demanded.

"Of course I do. She left to plaze The Laird an* get

rid o* the young fella. Whether Th* Laird paid her to

go or not, I don't know, but I'll say tliis: 'If he gave

her anythin' at all, 'twas damned little.'
"

"He didn't give her a red cent," Daney protested.

"I believe you, sor,** Mr. O'Leary assured him, as

solemn as a Supreme Couit justice. "I judged so be

the way she traveled an' the hotel she shtopped at."

Daney made another dive at the returned prodigal,

but Mr. O'Leary evaded him.
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*'Where did she travel, and what hotel did she put up
at?" the general manager demanded.

"Slic traveled to the same place s an' put up at the

same hotels that I did," Dirty Uan replied evasively,

for his natural love for intrigue bade him hoard his

secret to the last.

Dancy sat down and said very quietly : "Dan, do
you know wlicre Nan Brent may he found?"

"\Vlitre she may be found? Faith, I can tell you
where she can be found—^but I'll not."

"Why not.?"

"Because 'tis her secret, an' why should I share it

wit* you, m'anin' no disrespect, sor, at that?"

*'Your sentiments do you honor, Dan—a heap more

honor than I ever thought you possessed. If Mr. Don-

ald's life should happen to be the price of your silence,

however, you'd tell me, wouldn't you ?"

"I would. The young gintlemin's blood runs in my
veins, sor."

*'Thank you, Dan. Give me her address."

**Number one eighty-five Madison Avenue, Noo Yorrk

City," Dirty Dan replied promptly. "More I do not

know. Am I on the pay-roll agin?"

*'You bet ! I'll pick out a good job for you as soon

as I find time to think .about it.*'

"Could I have a dollar or two in advance—" the wan-

derer began, as Daney hastened toward the door*

"Certainly." The door slammed, and Dirty Dan
could hear the general manager shouting in the general

office. "Dirty Dan is brick. Give liim some money."

^Ir. O'Leary sighed contentedly.

"Oh-ho, 'tis the great life we live," he murmured, and
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hastened outside to present himself at the cashier's win-
dow, while Andrew Daney continued on to the Tyee
Lumber Company's hospital, tiptoed down the corridor
to the n)om where tlie youn^f Laird of Port A^ew lay

dying, and rapped lightly on the door. A nurse came
out and closed the door after her.

"WeU?" Daney demanded.
"No change. His temperature fell two degrees dur-

ing the night and he slept a httle, but the fever is up
again this moming, and he's raving again. Any news
at your end ?**

"Yes. I have the girPs address. She's in New York.
Is his father inside?**

"Yes."

"Ask him to step into the reception room for a few

minutes, please."

The Laird appeared promptly in response to this

message, and the two men walked slowly down the hall

to the reception-room. Daney closed the door and reso-

lutely faced The Laird.

"The doctors and the nurses tell me things, sir,

tlicy're afraid to tell you," he began. **Ordinarily, the

boy should be able to fight this thing through success-

fully, for he has n splendid body c^nd a lot of resistance,

but the fact of the matter is, he isn't trying. He doesn*t

want to get well."

The Laird's face went white.

"They believe this.?"' he cried sharply.

**They do. His subconscious mind clings to the mem-
ory of his loss. He keeps calling for her in his de-

lirium. dnesTi't he? Now that ho is assun'd she has

dropped out of his life forever, he doesn't give a snap
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whether school keeps or not—and the doctors cannot

cure him. If the girl were here—wcil, she might. Her

vcrv presence would bring about a strong mental and

physical reaction
—'* He paused a moment. Then, "I

know where she can be found.**

The Laird raised his haggard face and though his

stem gray eyes wore dull with agony, yet Daney saw

in them the liijlit of an unfalterinj^ resolution.

"I have left my son's honor and his life in the hands

of God Almighty. I have made my bed and I'll lie in

it,** he panted.

"But if the boy should die
**

"Rather tluit than—than "

"But you're not going to take a chance on his pull-

ing through, in the face of the advice of the doctors that

only the girl's presence can stimulate him to a desire

to live. I tell you. Hector McKayc, man, he's dying

because he is not interested in living."

"God's will be done, Andrew. If I asked her to come

back and save my lad, I'd have to surrender him to

her, and I would be derelict in my duty as a father if

I permitted that. Better that he should pass out now

than know the horror of a living death through all the

years to come. God knows best. It is up to Him, Let

there be no talk of this thing agnin, Andrew." Ab-

ruptly he quitted the room and returned to his vigil by

the side of the son who was at once the light and the

shadow of his existence.

The nurse came stealthily to the reccption-rooir

entrance and looked in inquiringly. Daney shook his

head, so sho rnmr- into the room and pointed at him a

singularly commanding index-finger.
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*'If that old man is permitted to have his itubbom

way, Donald McKaye will die,** she declared.

"Sc will old Hector. He'll be dead of a broken heart

within the \e;ir."

"He's sacrificing his son to Iiis Scotch pride. Now,

his mother is far more bitter against the girl than The

Laird is ; in her distress she accuses the Brent girl of

(Icstrovlnf^ her son. Nevertheless, Mrs. McKaye*s pride

and rosi'iitnuiit are not so intense that she will sacrifice

her son to them.'*

"Then give her this address,** Daney suggested weak-

ly, and handed it over. "I'm caught between the upper

and nether millstone, and I don't care what happens

to me. Damn the women, say I. Damn th' m ! Damn
them! Th.cy'rc the ones that do all the talking, set

up a cruel moral code, and make a broad-minded, gen-

erous man follow it.**

"Thanks for the compliment,** the nurse retorted

blithely. "If I had time, I'd discuss the matter with you

to your disadvantage, but, fortunately, I have other fish

to fry. My job is to keep Donald McKaye alive for

the next five or six days imtil Nan Brent can get here.

She'll come. I know she will. She*d lie do-xn in the

street and die for him. I know it. I spent two days

with her when her father was dead, and let mo toll you

something, ^Ir. Daney: 'She's too good for them.

There! I feel better now.

**What a remarkable woman!" Mr. Daney reflected,

as he walked back to the mill office. "What a truly

remarkable woman!'' Then he remembered the com-

plications that wer*^ about to ensue, and to the wondor-

ment of several citizens of Port Agnew, he paused in
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front of the postofflce, threw both anna aloft in an
,a^tat(.'({ floiiii !i, and cr'wd audibly:

"Hill's IkIIs arul ])anthi'r-tra(-k ' IM ^Hv, a ripe

peach to hv in hell or nm utlur iijxMt, () Lordy,
Lordy, Lordy! And jili lit • alvcs ^ A louse!"
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herself to devote more time to him, more study to his

masculine needs for wifely devotion, as soon as Eliza-

beth and Jane sliould be settIe(K

Ilcr son's acute illness and the possibility that he

might not survive it had brought her closer to The

Laird than these tTiain had been in twenty years; the

blow that had all but crusiied him had not even stag-

gered her, for she told herself that, during this crisis

she must keep her feet and her head. A wave of pity

for her husband and a tinge of shame for her years of

neglect of him revived more than a modicum of the old

honeymoon tenderness, and, to her mild amazement, she

discovered that she was still, in old Hector's eyes, young

and beautiful; her breast, her lips, still had power to

soothe and comfort.

In those trying days she was The Laird's greatest

asset. With maternal stubbornness, she resolutely re-

fused to entertain the thought that her son might die.

She could understand the possibility of some other

woman's son dying, but not hers ! she, who knew him so

well (or thought she did, which amounts to the same

thing), met with gentle tolerance and contempt the

portentous nods and anxious glances of doctors and

trained nurses. 'Fraid-cats—every last one of them!

She told old Hector so and, to a considerable extent,

succeeded in making him believe it.

After The T.ainl's interview with Andrew Daney he

came home that night to The Dreamcrie, and, to please

Nellie, he pretended to partake of some dinner. Also,

during the course of the meal he suddenly decided to

relate to his wife tnd daughters as much as he knew

of ilie course of the affair between Donald and Nan

Brent; he re^/cated his conversation with Nan on the
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two occasions he had spoken with her, and gave them

to understand that his efforts to induce Donald to "be

sensible" had not been successful. Finally, his distress

making him more communicative, he related the cunning

stratagem by which Daney had made it possible for

Donald to be separated from the source of temptation.

Elizabeth was the first to comment on his extraor-

dinary revelations when he appeared to have finished his

recital.

"The girl has a great deal more character than I

supposed," slic opined in her soft, throaty contralto.

"Slie played the game in an absolutely ripping man-

ner!" Jane declared enthusiastically. "I had no idea

slie was possessed of so much force. Really, I should

love to be kind to her, if that were at all possible

now."

The Laird smiled but wiiliout limus.

"You had ample opportunity once, Janey," he re-

minded her. "But then, of course, unlike Donald and

myself, you had no opportunity for realizing what a

fine, wholesome lass she is." He lowered his gaze and

rolled a bread-crumb nervously between tliumb and

forefinger. "They tell me at the hospital, Nellie," he

began again presently, "that her absence is killing our

boy—that he*ll die if she doesn't come back. TheyVe
been whispering to Daney, and this afternoon he men-

tioned the matter to me." Three pairs of eyes bent

upon him ; gazes of mingled curii ^ity and distress,

"Have you Iieard aught of such talk from the doctors

and nurses," he continued, addressing them collectively.

"I have," said Mrs. McKaye meekly, and the two girls

nodded. "I think it's all poppycock," Jane added.

"It isn't all poppycock, my dear,"' old Hector re-
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bukcd her. He rolled another bread-crumb. "Andrew

has her address," he resumed after a long silence.

"She's in New York. He asked me to wire her to come

immediately, or else permit him to wire her in my
name, i refused. I told Daney that our boy's case was

in the hands of God Almiglity."

"Oh, Hector!" Mrs. McKaye had spoken. There

was gentle reproach and protest in her voice, but sjie

canouflaged it immediately by adding: "You poor

dear, to be called upon to make suc'i a decision.'*

"His decision was absolutely riglit," Elizabeth de-

clared. "I'd almost prefer to sec my brother decently

dead than the laughing-stock of the town, ma. ried to a

woman that no respectable person would dare receive in

her home."

Old Hector looked up in time to see Jane nod ap-

proval of her sister's sentiments, and ISIrs. McKaye,

by her silence, appeared also to agree with them. The

Laird reached forth and laid his great band over

hers,

"Poor Nellie!" he murmured afftcHonately. "'Tis

hard to stand between our love and duty, is it not, lass?

By God, sweetheart, I had to do it. I couldn't stand

to see him wedded wie a lass that any man or woman
could throw mud at.** His voice shook with the inten-

sity of his emotion; his flashing glanr swept the board

in pitiful defiance. "I have a right to protect my
honor and the honor of my house!" he cried sharply.

**Is not Jesus Christ the embodiment of honor? How
can He blame me if I trust in His power and discre-

tion. I've prayed to Him—ach, man, how I've prayed

to Him—to keep my son from makin* a fule o* him-

self
"
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"Now, there you go again, Hector, dear," his wife

soothed. She rose from her place at the table, came
round to him, put her arms around his great neck, and
laid her check against his. "An open confession is good

for tlic soul, they say. Hector. I'm glad youVe taken

us into your confidence, because it permits us to share

with you an equal burden of this heart-breaking de-

cision. But you mustn't feel badly, father. Haven't

I told you our hoy isn't going to die?"

"Do you really think so, Nellie?" he pleaded child-

ishly, and for the hundredth time.

"Silly old Hector ! I know so.** And this time there

was in her voice such a new note of confidence and in

lior eyes such a gleam of triumph that she actually did

succeed in comforting him. "Ah, well, God's will be

done,'* he said piously, and attacked his dinner again,

while Mrs. McKaye slipped out of the room and up-

stairs on some pretext. Once in her bedroom, she

seized the extension telephone and called up Andrew
Daney.

"Andrew,** she said softly but distinctly, "this is

Nellie McKaye speaking. Hector and I have been dis-

cussing the advisability of sending for the Brent girl.**

"I—I was goin* to take tlie matter up with you,

Mrs. ^^cKaye. I had a talk with your husband this

afternoon, but he was a bit wild **

"He isn't so wild now, Andrew. He's talked it over

witli the girls and me. It's a terrible alternative, An-
drew, hut it s*' '• means our boy's life for the gratifi-

cation of oui . selfish family pride **

"Exactly ! jLxactly ! And though I understand just

how you feel, Mrs. ^IcKaye» after all, now, it*s only a
nine days' wonder, and you can*t keep people from talk-
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ing anyliow, unless you gag the brutes. The boy has

been raving, and some of the hospital attendants have

talked, and tlie gossip is all over town again. So why

not send for her? Sl'c doesn't have tu marry him just

because her presence will revive his sinking morale '*

"Certainly not. My idea, exactly, Andrew. Well,

Andrew, suppose you telegraph her '*

"No, no, no ! I'll telephone her. Remember, wc have

a transcontinental telephone service nowadays. She

might not realize the vital necessity for speed ; she might

question her right to come if I tried to cover the situa-

tion in a telegram. But, catch her on the 'phone, Mrs.

McKaye, and you can talk to her and convince her."

"Oh, that's perfectly splendid! Tlace tlie call for me

immediately, Andrew, please. And—Andrew, don't

mention to Hector what Fve done. He wants to do it,

poor man, but he simply cannot bring himself to the

point of action.'*

"Don't I know it?" Daney's voice rose triumphant.

"The blessed old duffer!" he added. "I'll put in a call

for New York immediately. We ought to get it through

in an hour or two."
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It was Mr. Daney*s task to place the call for Nan
Brent in New York City and while he did not relish

the assignment, nevertheless h^ was far from shrinking

from it. Wliile the citizens ol Port Agnew had been

aware for more than two years that transcontinental i i

telephoning was possible, they knew also that three

minutes of conversation for twenty-five dollars tended

to render silence more or less golden. As yet, there-

fore, no one in Port Agnew had essayed the great ad-

venture; wherefore, Mr. Daney knew that when he did ; J

his conversation would be listened to eagerly by every

tilephone operator in the local office and a more or less

C^arbled report of same circulated through the town
i.ofore morning ualess he took pains to prevent it. This '

'

;

he resolved to do, for the Tyee Lumber Company owned
^

the local telephone company and it was quite gener^
ally understood in Port Agnew that Mr. Daney was 11:

hicrh, Idw, and jack and the game, to use a sporting f- I f|

expression. :

He stood by the telephone a moment after hanging
up the receiver, and tugged at his beard reflectively. |p

"No,"' lie murmured presently, "I haven't time to
'

motor up-coun'ry forty or fifty miles and pl.-icc the call ML
in some town where we are not known. It just isn't go-
ing to be possible to smother this miserable affair;
Fooiicr or later the lid is going to fly off, so I mi|^t as
well be game and let the tail go with the hide. Oh,

245
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damn it, damn it ! If I didn't feel fully responsible for

this dreadful state of affairs, I would most certainly

stand from under!"

He turned from the 'phone and beheld Mrs. Daney,

alert of countenance and fairly pop-eyed with excite-

ment. She grasped her husband by the arm.

"You have a private line from tlie mill office to The

DronnKrie," she reminded him. "Have tlie call run in

on your office telephone, then call Mrs. McKaye, and

switch her in. We can listen on the office extensions.'*

Upon his spouse Mr. Daney bent a look of profound

contempt.

"When I consider tlio loyalty, the love, the forebear-

ance, and Christian charity that have been necessary to

restrain me from tearing asunder that which God, ii

careless moment, joined together, Mary, I'm inclined to

regard myself as four-fifths superman and the other

fifth pure angel," he declared coldly. "This is some-

thing you're not in on, woman, and I hope the stram

of your curiosity will make you sick for a week."

He seized his hat and fled, leaving his wife to shed

bitter, scalding tears at his cruel words. Poor thing!

She prided herself upon being the possessor of a su-

perior brand of virtue and was always quick to take

refuge in tears when any one decried that virtue; in-

deed, she never felt quite so virtuous as when she

clothed I'l rsdf, so to speak, in an atmosphere of pa-

tient iT- !gi)afion to insult and misunderstanding. Peo-

ple wlio delude themselves into the belief that they can

camouflage their own nastiness and weaknesses from

discovery by intelligc ti*^ persons are the bane of exist-

ence, an;! in his better half poor Daney had a heavy

cross to bear.
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He left the house wishing he might dare to bawl
aloud with anguish at the knowledge that he was yoked
for life to a woman of whom he was secretly asliamed;
he wished he mi^rht dare to frvt fearfully intoxicated
and remain in that condition for a long time. In his

youth, he had been shy and retiring, always envying the
favor uliicli the ladies appeared to extend to the daring
(Kvils of his acquaintance; conser|ucntly, his prenuptial
existence had not been marked by any memorable
amourous experiences, for where other young men sowed
wild oats Mr. Daney planted a sweet forget-me-not.
As a married man, he was a model of respectability

—

sacrosanct, almost. His idea of worldly happiness con-
sisted in knowing that he was a solid, trustworthy
business man, of undoubted years and discretion, whom
no human being could blackmail. Now, as he fled from
I he odor of respectability he yearned to wallow in
deviltry, to permit his soul, so long cramped in virtue,
to expand in wickedness.

On his way down-town he met young Bert Darrow,
son of the man after whom the adjacent lumber-town
had hcen clirisfened. :Mr. Darrow had recently been
indicted under the Mann law for a jolly little interstate
romance. But yesterday, Mr. Daney had regarded
Bert Darrow as a wastrel and had gone a block out of
his way to avoid the scapegrace; to-night, however,
Bert appealed to him as a man of courage, a devil of a
fellow with spirit, a lover of life in its infinite moods
and tenses, a lad with a fine contempt for public opin-
ion and established morals. Morals.' Bah, what were
they

! In France, Bert Darrow would have earned for
hnnself a wink and a shrug, as though to say: "Ah,
thtbc young fellows ! One must watch out for the ras-

.'li' i
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cals !'* In the United States, he was a potential felon.

"Evening, Bert,** Mr. Daney saluted him pleasantly,

and paused long enouijh to sluike the lattcr's hand. "I

saw your ad in the Seattle P. I. this morning. You
young dog! Hope you crawl out p£ that mess all

right."

"Cest la guerre" Bert murmured nonchalantly.

"Thanks, awfully."

Mr. Daney felt better after that brief interview. He
had clasped hands with sin and felt now like a human

being.

He went directly to the local telephone office and

placed his New York call with the chief operator, after

which he sat in the manager's office and smoked until ten

o'clock, when New York reported "Ready !"

"You young ladies," said Mr. Daney, addressing the

two young women on duty, "may take a walk around the

block. Port Agnew will not require any service for the

next twenty minutes.'*

They assimilated his hint, and when he was alone

with the chief operator Mr. Daney ordered her to switch

the New York call on to Mrs. McKaye at The D-eam-

erie. Followed ten minutes of "Ready, Chicago." "All

right, New x crk. Put your party on the line !"—a lot

of persistent buzzing and sudden silerce. Then : "Hello,

Port Agnew."

IMr. Daney, listening on the extension in the office of

the manager, recognized the voice instantly as Nau
Brent's.

**Go on, Mrs. McKaye," he ordered. **That'8 the

Brent girl calling Port Agnew."

"Hello, Miss Brent. This is Donald McKaye's

mother speaking. Can you hear me distinctly?"
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"Yes, Mrs. McKaye, quite distinctly."

"Donald is ill with typhoid fever. We are afraid he
is not going to get well, Miss Brent. The doctors say
that is because he does not want to live. Do you under-
stand why this sliould be.'"'

"Yes; I tliink I understand perfectly."

"Will you come back to Port Agnew and help save
him? We all think you can do it, Miss Brent. The
doctors say you are the only one that can save him.**
There was a moment of hesitation. "His family desires
this, then.?" "Would I telephone across the continent
if we did not?**

"I'll come, Mrs. McKaye—for his sake and yours. I
suppose you understand why I left Port Agnew. If notj
I will tell you. It was for his sake and that of his
family."

••Thank you. I am aware of that. Miss Brent. Ah

—

of course you will be amply reimbursed for your time
and trouble, Miss Brent. When he is well-^en all
danger of a relapse has passed—I think you realize.

Miss Brent, all of the impossible aspects of this unfor-
tunate affair which render it necessary to reduce mat-
ters strictly to a business basis."

•'Quite, dear Mrs. McKaye. I shall return to Port
Agnt w—on business—starting to-morrow morning. If
I arrive in time, I shall do my best to save your son,
although to do so I shall probably have to promise not
to leave him again. Of course, I realize that you da
not expect me to keep that promise."

"Oh, I'm so sorry, my dear girl, that I cannot say
'No' to that. But then, since you realized, in the first
place, how impossible

"Good-night. I must pack my trunk.*
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"Just a minute, my girl,'* Andrew Dancy interrupted,

"Daney ppeaking. When you get to Chicago, call up
the C. M. St. P. station. Fll have a special train

waiting there for you."

"Thank you, IVIr. Dancy. Tm sorry you cannot
charter an airplane for me from New York to Chicago.

Good-night, and tell Donald for me wliatever you
please."

"Send him a telegram," Daney pleaded. **Good-by.'*

He turned to tl\c chief operator and looked her square-

ly in tlie evi.s. "The I^aird likes discreet young women,"
he announced meaningly, "and re^^'ards discretion. If

you're not the highest paid chief operator in the state

of Washington from this on, I*m a mi^ty poor guess-

er."

The girl smiled at him, and suddenly, for the first

time in all his humdrum existence, Romance gripped Mr.
Daney. He was riotously happy—and courageous!

He thrust a finger under the girPs chin and tilted it in

a most familiar manner, .at the same time pinching it

with his thumb.

"Young woman,'* he cautioned her, "don't you ever

be prim and smug! And don't you ever marry any man
until you're perfectly wild to do it; then, were he the

devil himself, fellow your own natural impulses." He
let go her chin and shook his forefinger between her

eyes. "I'd rather be happy than virtuous," the amaz-

ing man continued. "The calm placidity that comes of

a love of virtue and the possession of it makes me sick!

Such people are dull and stupid. They play hide-and-

seek n-ith themselves. I tell you. Suspicious little souls

peering out of windows and shocked to death at every-

thing they see or hear—condemn everything they do not
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understand. Damn it, girl, give me the virtue that's

had to fight like the devil to stay on its feet—the kind
that's been scratched and has had the corners knocked
off in contact with the world and still believes that God
nind«' man to liis own image and likeness. I tell you,
the Lord knew what he was about when he invented the

devil. If he hadn*t, we'd all be so nasty-nice nobody
could trust the other fellow further'n you can throw a
bear u|)-hill by the tail. I toll you, young woman, sin

is a great institution. Why, just think of all the fun
we have in life—wc good people—forgiving our neigh-

bor his trespasses as he does not forgive us for tres-

passing against him.*'

And with this remarkable statement, Mr. Daney be-
took himself to his home. Mrs. Dancy, a trifle n <1 and
watery about the eyes and nose, sat up in bed and de-
manded to be informed what had kept him down-town
to late.

"Would you sleep any better if you knew?" he de-
manded.

She said she would not.

"Then, woman, resign yourself to the soft embrace
of Bacchus, the god of sleep," he replied, mixed meta-
phorically. "As for me, my dear, I'm all talked out!"
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DONALD, trembling on the brink of Beyond, rot

from his disease but from the exhaustion inci^t

to it, was conscious whi n liis father entered the ro««i

and sat down bt side his bed.

^•Wtll, lad," he grtctcd the boy with an assumption

of heartiness he was far from feeling, "and hare you no

good news for your old father this morning. Tell me

you'ri' feeling better, lad.'*

"lUad the til( <;ram," Donald whispered, and old

Hector, seeing a telegram lying on the bed, picked it up.

It was dated from New York that morning, and the

Laird read

:

Due Port Apnew Friday nioi.iing. Remember the last

line in the fairy-tale. Love and kisses from your

SWBBTHSABT.

"God bless my soul!" The Laird almost shouted.

"Who the devil is 'Sweetheart'.?'*

"Only—have one—Scotty. Sorry—for you—but do

you—happen to know—last line—fairy tale? Tell you.

*And so—they—were married—and lived—happy

—

ever—after."

Fell a long silence. Then, from The Laird:

"And you're going to wait for—^her, my son?**

"Certainly. Foolish die—now. I'll try—to wait.

Try hard.**

262
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He was still trying when Nan Brent stepped off the
special train at Port Agnew on Friday nHjrniii;^. She
wi^ lii avily viilod, and because of t' c (li>,titi( tl \ metro-
politan cut of her garments, none recognized her. With
her child trotting at her side, she walked swiftly to the
company hosi)itaI, and the nurse, who had been watch-
in:: for lu r, met her at th., door. Tlie girl raised a
wliite, haggard face, and her sad blue eyes asked tlie

question. The nurse nodded, led her down the hall,

pointed to the door of Donald^s room, and then picked
II [) Xan's child and carried him off to the hospital
kitelicn fui- a ookic.

The outcast of Port Agncw entered. Hector Mc-
Kaye sat by tlie bed, gazing upon his son, wlio lay with
closed eyes, so still and white and emaciate-d that a sud-
den fear rose in Nan's mind. Had she arrived too
late?

The La I turned and gazed r - •: aa instant with
dull eyes, ti,.n sprang to meet her.

"Well, lass,** he demanded, and th^ . . a belliger-

ent and resentful note in his voice, '"is 'i • playing the
Srie.?" She nodded, lur blurred eye - fi^od upon his
st.i

, and old Hector's face softened wuh a tenderness
almost paternal. "Then," he whispered, "you didn't

mean that—about the last line of the fairy-* le?**

Her head moved in negatiuu, but sh*^ / ! not look
at him. She had eyes only for the wreck ox the man
bhe loved.

"I heard you needed me—to save him, Mr. MrKaye.
So I*m here—to save him, if I can—for you—^iiot?ung

more."

He bowed to her, deeply, humbly, as if slie were in

truth the grandest lady in the land, then left the room
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hurriedly. Nan approached the bed and leaned over

Donald, gazing at him for several minutes, for he was

not as yet aware of her presence. Suddenly she com-

menced to sing softly the song he loved: ''Carry Me
Back to Old Virginny," and her hand stole into his. The
little grin tliat crept over his bearded face was ghastly;

after the hrst bar, she bent and laid her cool cheek

against his.

**Well, old shipmate," she murmured in his ear, "I'm

back."
" 'God's in—his heaven,* ** he whispered. ** *A11*«

wdl—^with the—world.*
*'
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FROM the company hospital. The Laird went

straight to his general manager's office. Enter-

ing, he strode to Daney*s desk and transfixed that

harassed individual with an accusing finger.

"Andrew, this is your work, is it not?"

Mr. Daney's heart skipped a beat, but he remem-

bered this was Friday morning. So he decided not to

be foolish and spar for time by asking The I.aird what

work he referred to. Also, having read somewhere that,

in battle, the offensive frequently wins—the defensive

never—^he glared defiantly at The Laird and growled.

"Well, what are you going to do about it?'* His

demeanor appeared to say : "This is my work, and I'm

proud of it."

To Daney's profound amazement. The Laird smiled

benignantly and thrust out his hand, which Mr. Daney
shook gingerly, as one might a can of nitroglycerin.

"I thank you more than you will ever realize, An-

drew, for taking this matter out of my hands. I left

the decision up to the Almighty and evidently he in-

spired you to disobey me and save the day—^without

cotiiDromlsing me."

"Pooh ! That's the easiest thing I do." Mr. Daney's

courage had returned with a rush. "For heaven's sake,

don't talk about it, sir. I placed a call for the

girl on the telephone—at your expense. Yes, sir; I

talked with her clear across the continent, and before

255
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she even started from New York, it was understood that
she is to jilt Donald the minute the doctors pronounce
him strong enough to stand jilting."

"She told mc, practically, the same thing. Oh, An-
drew, Andrew, my boy, this is bully work! Bully!
Bully!"

Mr. Daney replied to this encomium with a depreca-
tory shrug and hoped The Laird would never ask hhn
xvho hod made the bargain. Tims far, he flattered him-
self, he had not strayed from the straight and narrow
path of strict veracity, and he hoped he would not have
to. To obviate this, he decided to get rid of Tlie Laird
immediately; so he affected embarrassment; fussed with
the pile of mail on Ins desk, and f^rowlcd:

"All rifrht, boss. If you're satisfied, I am. I haven't
been able to sleep very well since I started mixing in
your family affairs, and without sleep a man cannot
hold up his job. I've got a lot of work to do, and I
cannot have any idle, interfering fellows stampeding
round my office ; so I suggest that you run up to The
Dreamcric to break the good news to your poor wife and
the girls, and let me get something done.**

"All right, Andrew ; I'll go in a minute. Er—ah

—

you're certain, Andrew, the girl understands quite thor-
oughly tliat I haven't had a thing to do with bringing
her back to Port Agnew.?" The Laird smote Ihe desk
resolutely; he desired to be absolutely certain of Us
ground.

iVIr. Daney looked up with a slight frown.

"I'll answer your questii»ri uifli another. Have you
seen and talked with Nan lirent this morning?"

"Yes. I did—the minute she entered Donald's room."
**And you demanded a show-down then and there?"
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Parenthetically it may be stated that Mr. Daney*s inti-

mate knowledge of The Laird's character prompted this

question. He was certain of an affirmative reply.

"I did."

"And lu r answer was satisfactory?"

"Absolutely r
**So I judged from the fact that you shook hands

with me upon entering my office. 1 had expected noth-

ing more nor less than instant dismissal . . . Well,

since you desire tlic girl's testimony confirmed, I repeat

tliat she came out here on the distinct understanding

that Donald's family had not receded from its original

position. This is a business trip, pure and simple, in

so far as tlie ^IcKaye family is concerned, although I

grant 3'ou there is a heap of .sentiment on Nan's part

—at least sufficient to persuade her to do anything for

the boy's sake. She places his welfare above her own,"
The Laird nodded.

"The girl is capable of doing the most unexpected

things, Andrew. I really think she'll play the game.

When she told me what her intentions were, I believe she

stated th« absolute truth."

"Well, lv\ us fiope she doesn't change them, sir. Re-
memb< r. has no more intention of marrying him
this morning than she had when she fled from Port

Agnew. I was certain of that when listening to her on
the telephone the other night. However, nr« I want to

go on record, here and now, as dkdfinsiing responsibility

for afi ything that may occ'r hereafter. I am not the

seventh son of a seventh son, and miWtt r was I bom
with a caul. H< nce, I do not pretend to foretell future

events wRh Any degree of ezaHitu^. I muf^j §mn»-
tee you, sir, thM. the girl redH?#s tiwt 70a hvre hmi
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nothing whatsoever, directly or indirectly, to do with

the request for her return. Also, I give you my word
of Iionor that I have not made her a single promise-
directly or indirectly.'*

"Well, 1 am relieved. I dreaded the thought that I

might be compromised—indirectly, for, as you well

know, Andrew, I have a repugnance to asking favors

from anybody to whom I am not prepared to grant

them. My son is my chief happiness. Now, if I were

to ask her to save my happiness, while at the same time

reserving the right to deny the girl hers—^well, thank

God, I*m saved that embarrassment! Thanks to you,

you fox !" he addcfl.

"Bless my wicked heart! I'm glad youVe gone and
that I'm out of it so easy," the general manager
soliloquized, as the door closed behind The Laird.

He reached for the telephone and called Mrs. Mc-
Kaye at The Dreamerie.

"Your husband is on his way home, Mrs. McKaye,"
he advised her. "The girl is here, The Lniril has met

her and talked with her and is quite hut)i)y over the

situation. However, I want to warn you that you will

avoid unpleasantness by keeping from him the fact

that you asked the Brent girl to come back to Port

Agnew. He thinks I did that, and I have not seen fit,

for reasons of my owiu to deny it."

"WHiy, I asked you not to tell him, Andrew," she re-

plied, surprised that he sliould forget it.

"I know. But you had planned to tell him yourself

if, after tlu< girl had arrived, you discovered he was
secretly pleased that siie had eoinc."

"Yes; that is true. However, since you say Hector
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is quite pleased with the situation, why should I not

tell him, Andn w?"

•'I have a suspicion the news will trouble him. He is

quite willing to accept of the girl's services, as it were,

but not at the behest of any member of his family. Bet-

ter hear what lie has to say on the subject before you

commit j'oursi If. Mrs. !McKayc."

"Oh, I think I can be depended upon to manage Hec-

tor," she replied confidently, and hung up, for already

through the window she could see Tlie Laird's car tak-

ing tlie grade up Tvee Head. He arrived a few minutes

later and entered smilingly, rubbing his hands a> indic-

ative of liis entire satisfaction with the universe as

constituted that morning.

"My dears, I have wonderful news for you !" he an-

nounced.

Elizabeth, warned bv her mother of the impending

announcement, and already in the latter's confidence re-

garding the long-distance conversation with Nan Brent,

interrupted him. She was a born actress.

"Oh, do tell us quickly, daddy dear," ahc gushed, and

flew to throw her anns round his neck. Over his shoul-

der she winked at Jane and her mother and grimaced

knowingly.

"Donald's going to pull through. The doctors feel

certain he'll take in the slack on his life-line, now that

the Brent girl has suddenly turned up. In fact, the

lad has been holding his own since he receiveil a tele-

gram from her some days back. I didn't tell you about

that, my dears, not being desirous of worrying you;

and since it was no doings of mine, I saw it could not be

helped, an<l we'd have to make the best of it."

"Oh, daddy! How could you? That's perfectly
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dreadful news!** the artful Elizabeth cried, while her

motlier raised lier eyes rcsi^iedly upwnrd and clasped

her hands so tightly that they trembled. The Laird

thought his wife sought comfort from above; had he

known that she had just delivered a sincere vote of

thanks, ht> would not have hugged her to his heart, as

he forthwith y)rocee(le(l to do.

"Now, now, Nellie, tiiy dear," he soothed her, "it's all

for the best. Don't cross your bridges before you come

to them. Wait till I tell you everything. That fox,

Daney, had the common sense to call tlie girl on the

tcleplione and explain the situation; he inrluced her to

come out here and tease that soft-hearted moonstruck

son of ours back to life. And when Donald's strong

enough to stand alone—by Jupiter, that's exactly how
he's going to stand!—We're not the slifjhtcst bit com-

promised, il- ars. The McKaye family is absolutely

in the clear. The girl has done this solely for Don-

ald's sake.**

"Hector McKaye," Jane declared, "you've really got

to do something very handsome for Andrew Daney.**

"Yes, indeed," Elizabeth cooed.

"Dear, capable, faithful Andrew!" Mrs. McKaye
sighed.

"Ah, he's a canny lad, is Andrew,** old Hector de-

clared haj>pi!y. "He took smart care not to com-

promise me, for will lie knows my rode. When I re-

jected his suggestion that I send for the lass, Andrew

knew why without asking foolish questions. Well, he

realized that if I should ask her to come and save my
son, I would not he tinfair ( iiounh to tdl her \:\U r that

she rtas not a fit wife for thai son. As a matter o'

manly princi])le, I would have had to withdraw my
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opposition, and Donald could wed her if he liked and
with my blessing, for all the bitter cost. I did not build

The Dreamerie with the thou^t that DoiMld would
bring a wife like this Brent lass liome to live in it, but

—God Ix' thanked!—the puir bairn loves him too well

to ruin him "

He broke off, wiping his eyes, moist now with the

pressure of his emotions, and while he was wiping them,

Mrs. McKaye and her daughters exchaiif^cd frightened

glances. Elizaheth's penchant for ill-timed humor dis-

appeared ; she stood, alert and awed, biting her lip.

Jane's eyebrows went up in quick warning to her

mother, who paled and flushed alternately. The latter

understood now why Andrew Dancy had taken the

precaution to warn her against tlie dantjer of conjugal

confidences in the matter of Nan Brent; devoutly slie

wi.shcd she had had the common sense to have left

those delicate negotiations entirely in the hands of

dear, capahlc, faithful Andrew, for, delicate as they

liad l)(.en, sh-.' nalizid now, wlitn it was too l ite, that in

all probahility Mr. Daney, although a mere man, would

have concluded them without compromising the McKaye
familj'. Surely he would have had the good taste to as-

sure Nan that he was acting entirely upon his own
initiative.

On the instant, Mrs. McKaye hated the unfortunate

general manager. She told herself that, had he been

possessed of the brains of a chipmunk, he would have

pointed out to her the danf^r r of her course; that he

had not done so was proof that the craven had feared

to compromise liimself. He had made a cat's-paw of her,

that's what he had done ! He had taken advantage of

a momentary lack of caution—the result of her im-
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petuout mother lore. Ah, what a blockhead the man
was, not to have warned her of the diplomatic dangers

she was risking! At that moment, placid Nellie Mc-
Kaye could n.ive shrinked with fury; it would have been

a relief to her if she could have stuck her liatpin in that

monumental chucklehead, Daney. Like so many of her

sex, the good lady's code of sportsmanship was a curi-

ous one, to say the least. It hud not Ixcn prudence but

an instinctive desire to protect h -r son tluit had moved

her to be careful when begging Nan to return to Port

Agnew, to indicate that this request predicated no

retirement from the resolute stand which the family

had taken af^uinst the latter's alliance with Donald. In

a hazy, indefinite way, she had realizi d the importance

of nullifying any tendency on her part to compromise

herself or her family by the mere act of telephoning to

Nan, and with the unintentional brutality of a not very

intelligent, tactless woman she had taken this means of

protection.

Curiously enough, it had not occurred to her until

this moment that she had done something shameful and

cruel and stupid and unwomaidy. She shrivi let! m< u-

tally in the contemplation of it. Not until her husband

hud so unexpectedly revealed to her a hitherto liiduen

facet of his character—his masculine code of an eye

for an eye and a tooth for a tooth—did she realize

how dreadfully she had blundered. She realized now

that, without having t^iven liie slightest thouglit > the

commission of an act unworthy of her womanhood she

had acted because, to her, the end appeared to ju-tify

the means ; never given to self-analysis, she had merely

followed the imperative call of her mother love to the

point where nothing mattered save results.
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She looked up tearfully ut The I^ainl. For tliirty

odd years she hud lived with this strange soul ; yet she

had not known until now how fierce was his desire for
independence, how dear to him was his passion for selif-

rcspect. Even now, she fuund it difficult to understand
why, even if lie had Ixen able to subdue his pride to

the point of asking Nun Brent to preserve life in that
which was dearer to him than his own life, his passion
for always giving value received should preclude bar-
piining with tlu' frirl. It was plain to her. therefore,

tliut her husband could never love tluir son as his

mother Icved him, else, in a mutter of life or deutii, he

would not have paused to consider the effect on himself
of any action that luiylit safc^ard his son's existence.

Shi' knew what lie had thought when Daney first pro-
[)()so(l tlu matter to liini. That sort of thing wasn't

"playnig t ho game." Poor, troubled soul ! She did not
know that he was capable of playing any game to the

finisli, even though every point scored against him
iiould burn ViVv a branding-iron.

The Laird, noting her great distn ss, hold her fondly
in his arms and soothed her; manlike, he assumed that

she wept because her heart was overflowing with joy.
For half un hour ho cliatted with lu r; then, with a light

step and a cheerful ''(lood-by, \ollio, wife," he entered
his automobile and druve back to town.

His departure was the signal for Jane and Elizabeth
to rally to their mother's side and inaugurate a plan of
dofonse.

"W.ll, mother doar," Elizabeth opined calmly, "it

appears that you've spilled the beans."

'*What a funny old popsy-wops it is, to be sure!**

Jane chirped. "It's fine to be such a grand old sport.
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but so dreadfully in< onvenicnt ! B< Mi. can vou imagine

what father M Kay« would say if he only knew?"

"I wouldn't mind the things he'd say. The things

he*d do would be apt to linge r longest in our mem-
ories."

"Oh, my dears, what shall I do?'* poor Mn. McKaye
quavered.

"Stand pat, should necessity ever arise, and put the

buck up to Mr. Daney," the slangy Elizabeth suggested

promptly. "He has wurned you not to confess to fa-

ther, hasn't he' Now, why did he do this? Answer:

Because he realized that if dad should learn that you
telephoned this odious creature from the Sawdust Pile,

the head of our clan would consider himself compro-

mised—bound by the action of a member of his clan, as

it were. Then we'll have u wedding and after the wed-

ding we'll all be thrown out of The Dreameric to make
room for Master Don and his consort. So, it appears

to me, since Mr. Daney has warned you not to tell,

mother dear, that he cannot afford to tell on you him-

self—no, not even to save his own skin."

"You do not understand, Elizabeth," Mrs. McKaye
sobbed. *'It isn't because that stupid Andrew cares a
snap of his finger for us; it*8 because he's devoted to

Hector and doesn't want him worried or made un-

happy."

And in this observation, it is more tlian probable that

the lady spoke more truly than she realized.

**0h, well, if that's the case, it's all as clear a.s mud!**

Jane cried triumphantly. "If the worst should ever

come tc. the worst, Mr. Daru v will lie lik. n gentleman

and—why, he ha;; already done so, silly! Of course he

has, and it*s rather gallant of him to do it, I think.**
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"He'a an imbedle, and why Hector hat employed him
all these years—why he trusts him so implicitly. I»tai
sure I am at a loss to comprehend.** Mrs. McKaye
complained waspishly.

"Dear, capable, faithful Andrew!" Elizabeth mim-
icked her mother's speech earlier in the day. "Cheer
up, ma! rh. rrios are ripe." She snapped her fingers,
swayed her lithe body, and undulated ^rracefullv to the
piano, where she hron^rlit both hands down on the keys
with a crash, and played ragtime with feverish fury for
five minutes. Then, her impish nature asserting itself,
she literally .smashed out the opening bars of the
Wedding March from T.ohcngrin, and shouted with glee
when her mother, a finger in each ear, fled from the
room.
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XXXIV

MR. DANEY worked through a stack of mail with

his stenographer, dismissed her, and, in the

privacy of his sanctum, lighted his pipe and proceeded

to mend lils fences. In the discretion of the chief opera-

tor at tlie tclophone exchange, he had great confidence

;

in that of ]Mrs. McKaye, none at all. He believed that

the risk of having the secret leak out through Nan her-

self was a negligible one, and, of course (provided he

did not talk in liis slcei>) the reason for Nan's return

was absolutely safe with him. Indeed, the very fact

that The Laird had demanded and received en explana-

tion from the girl would indicate to Nan that Mrs. Mc-

Kaye had acted on her own initiative ; hence. Nan would,

in all probability, refrain from disclosing this fact to

The Laird in any future conversations.

Reasoning further, Daney concluded there would be

no future conversations. The Laird, following his usual

custom of refraining from discussing a subject already

settled to his satisfaction, could be depended upon to

avoid a discussion of any kind with Nan Brent in future,

for such discussions would not be to his interest, and

he was singularly adept in guarding that interest.

His cogitations were interrupted by a telephone-

call from Mrs. McKaye. The good soul's first gust of

resentment having passed, she desired to thank him for

his timely warning and to assure him that, on the sub-

ject of that transcontinental telephone-conversation

266



KINDRED OF THE DUST 267

she and her daughters could be depended upon to remain
as silent as the Sphinx.

This information relieved :\Ir. Daney greatly. "Af-
ter all," he confided to the cuspidor, "it is up to the girl
whether we fish or cut bait. But then, wliat man in his
senses can trust a woman to stay put. Females are
always making high dives into shoal water, and those
tactless McK&ye women are going to smear everything
up yet. You wait and see."

The longer Mr. Daney considered this situation, the
more convinced did he become that mischief was brew-
mg. Did not periods of seraphic calm always precede
i tornado? In the impending social explosion, a few
hard missiles would most certainly come his way, and in
a sudden agony of apprehension and shame because he
had told The Laird a half-truth, he sprang to his feet,
resolved to seek old Hector, inform him that Mrs. Mc-
Kaye had compromised the family, and thus enable
him to meet the issue like a gentleman. But this de-
cision was succeeded by the reflection that perhaps this
action would merely serve to precipitate a situation that
might not be evolved in the ordinary course of affairs.
Furthermore, he could not afford to betray Mrs. Mc-
Kaye on the mere suspicion that, sooner or later, she'
would betray herself, for this would savor of too much
anxiety to save his own skin at her expense. "I'm a
singularly unhappy old duffer," he groaned and kicked
his inoff:nding waste-basket across the office. "The fe-
males! The mischief-making, bungling, thoughtless,
crazy females! There are millions of wonderful, an-
gelic women in this terrible world, but what I want to
know is: Where the Sam HiU do they hide them-
selves?**
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NAN did not remain at the hospital more than fif-

teen minutes. She was ill at case there ; it was no

comfort to her to gaze upon the pallid, wasted face of

the man she loved when she realized that, by hor pres-

ence here, she was constituting herself a party to a

heart-breaking swindle, and must deny herself the joy

of gazing upon that same beloved countenance when,

later, it should be glowing with health and youth and

high hopes. He was too weak to speak more than a

few words to her. The faintest imaginable pressure of

his hand answered the pressure of hers. It appeared to

be a tremendous effort for him to open his eyes and look

up at her. ^^Hien, however, he had satisfied his s^vim-

niinfj senses that she was really there in the flesh, he

murmured

:

"You'll not—^run away—again? Promise?"

"I promise, dear. The next time I leave Port Agnew,

I'll say fjood-by."

"You nmst not—leavo—again, rromise?"

She knew his life might be the reward of a kindly

lie ; so she told it, bravely and without hesitation. "Was

she not there for that purpose?"

"Good—news ! Tf I get—well, will you—marry me,

Nan?" She choked up then; nevertheless, shv nodded.

"More good—news ! Wait for me—Sawdust Pile

—

sweetheart."

She interpreted this as a dismissal, and gratefully

268
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made her exit. From the hospital office slie tcl'?plioned or-

ders to the butcher, the baker, the grocer, and the milk-

man, forcibly separated little Don from the nurse, and
walked down through Port Agncw to tlic Sa^v(hl^'^ Pile.

The old-fashioned garden welcomed lier with its fra-

grance ; her cat, which she had been unable to give away
and had not the heart to destroy at the time of her

departure, came to the little white gate to meet her and
rubbed against her, purring contentedly—apparently
none the worse for a month of vagabondage and ri-her

by a litter of kittens that blinked at Nan from under
the kitchen stoop. From across the Bight of Tyee, the

morning breeze brought her the grateful odor of tHe

sea, while the white sea-gulls, prinking themselves on
the pile-butts at the outer edge of the Sawdust Pile,

raised raucous cries at her approach and hopped
toward her in anticipation of the scraps she had been

wont to toss them. She resurrected the key from its

hiding-place under the eaves, and her hot tears fell so

fast that it was with difficulty she could insert it in

:lie door. Poor derelict on the sea of life, she had
gone out with * e ebb and had been swept beck on the

flood, to bob around for a little while in the cross-cur^

rents of human destinies before going out again with

the ebb.

The air in the little house was hot and fetid; so she

threw open the doors and windows. Dust had accu-

mulated everjrwhere and, with a certain detachment,

she noted, even in her distress, that she had gone away
without closing the great square piano. She ran her

fingers over the dusty keys and brought forth i few

sonorous chords; then she observed that the little, an^

cient, half-portion grandfather^s clock had died of in-
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anition ; so she made a mental note to listen for the

twelve-o'clock whistle on the Tyee mill and set the clock

by it. The spigot over the kitchen sink was leaking a

little, and it occurred to her, in the same curious de-

tached way, that it needed a new gasket.

She sighed. Once more, in this silent little house

so fraught with happy memories, the old burden of

existence was bearing upon her—the fecbng that she

was in jail. For a month she had been free—free to

walk the streets, to look in shop windows, to seek a live-

lihood and talk to other human beinjs without that

terrible feeling that, no matter how pleasant they might

appear to be, their eyes were secretly appraising her

—that tliey were thinking. And now to be forced to

abandon that freedom

"Oh, well! It can't last forever," she soliloquized,

and, blinking away her tears, jhe proceeded to change

into a house dress and put her little home in order.

Presently, the local expressman arrived with her bag-

gage and was followed by sundry youths bearing sun-

dry provisions; at twelve-thirty, when she and young

Don sat down to the luncheon she had prepared, her

flight to New York and return appeared singularly

unreal, like the memory of a dream.

She visited the hospital next day, choosing an hour

vhen Port Agnew was at its evening meal and too pre-

occupied with that important detail to note her com-

ing and going. She returned to her home under cover

of darkness.

At the hospital she had received a favorable report

of the patient's progress. His physicians were dis-

tinctly encouraged. Nan looked in on her lover for

a minute, and then hurried away on the plea that her
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baby was locked in at the Sawdust Pile, in the absence
of some one to care for him ; she had the usual mater-
nal presentiment that he was playing with matches.
As she was going out she -let The Laii I and Mrs.

McKaye coming in. Old Hector lifted his hat and said
quite heartily:

"How do you do, my dear girl. The news this even-
ing is most encouraging—thanks to you, I*m told—so
we are permitted to see Donald for five minutes. Nellie,
my dear, you remember little Nan Brent, do you not?'*
Mrs. McKaye's handsome mouth contracted in a

small, automatic smile that did not extend to her eye .

She acknowledged Nan's "Good-evening, Mrs. Mc-
Kaye,** with a brief nod, and ag-ain favored the girl
with another property smile, between the coming and
going of which her teeth flasJied with the swiftness of
the opening and closing of a camera shutter,

"We are «o grateful to you, Miss Brent," she mur-
mured. And then, womanlike, her alert brown eyes,

starting tV Ar appraisal at Nan's shoes, roved swiftly
and calmly upward, noting every item of her dress,
every soft seductive curve of her healthy young body.
Her glance came to a rest on the girl's face, and for
the space of several seconds they looked at each other
frankly while old Hector was saying

:

"Aye, grateful indeed. Nan. We shall never he out
of your debt. There are times when a kindness and a
sacrifice are all the more Avclcome because unexpected,
and we liad no right to expect this of you. God bless

you,my dear, and remember—I am always your friend."
"Yes, indeed," his wife murmured, in a voice that,

lacking his enthusiasm, conveyed to Nan the informal
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tion timt The Laird spoke for himself. She tugged

geiii'y at her husband's arm ; again the automatic smile

;

with a cool: "Good-nij?ht, Miss Brent. Thank you

again

—

so much,'* she propelled The Laird toward the

hospital entrance. He obi vod promptly, fflad to escape

a situation that was painful to him, for he had realized

that which his wife did not credit him with having suf-

ficiently acute perception to realize—to-wit, that his

wife's camouflage was somewhat frayed and poorly

manufactured. She had not played the game xcith him.

It would have cost her nothing to have been as kindly

and since: as he had been toward this unfortunate

girl; nevertheless, while he had sensed her deficiency,

his wife had carried the affair off so well that he could

not advance a sound argument to convince her of it.

So he merely remarked dryly as the hospital door closed

behind them:

"Nellie, I'm going to propotmd a conundrum for you.

Why did your greeting of the Brent girl remind me

of that Louis Quinzc tapestry for which you paid sixty

thousand francs '' la ,t time you were abroad?"

"I loathe coi j Hector," she replied coldly.

**I do not care .;». the answer."

"The answer i? : Not quite genuine," he retorted mild-

ly, and said no more about it.

After that \asit, Nan went no more to the hospitaL

She had met Donald's mother for the first time in four

years and had been greeted as "Miss Brent,'* although

in an elder day when, as a child, Donald had brought

her to The Dreamcrie to visit his mother and sisters,

and later when she had sung in the local Presbyterian

choir, Mrs. McKaye and her daughters had been wont

to greet her as "Nan." The girl did not relish the
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prospect of facing again that camcra-shuttcr smilo and
slie shrank with the utmost distress from a chance meet-
ing at the hospital with Elizabeth or Jane McKaye.
As for The Laird, while she never felt ill at ease in his

presence, still she proforred to moot him as infre-

(jutntly as possible. As a result of this decision, she

wrote Andrew Daney, and after explaining to him what
she intended doing and why, asked him if he would
not send somt' trustworthy person to her every eveniiig-

with a report of Donald's progress.

Accordingly, Dirty Dan O'Lcary, hat in hand and
greatly embarrassed, presented himself at the Sawdust
Pile the following evening under cover of darkness,

and handed her a note from Daney. Donald's condition

was continuing to improve. For his services, Mr.
O'Leary was duly thanked and given a bouquet from
Nan*8 old-fashioned garden for presentation to the

invalid. Tucked away in the heart of it was a tiny en-
velop that enclosed a message of love and cheer.

Dirtv Dan was thrilled to think that he had been
sflected as the intermediarv in this secret romance.
Clasping the bouquet in his grimy left hand, he bowed
low and placed his equally grimy right in the region of
his umbilicus.

"Me hearrt's wit' ye, agra," he declarer!. "Sure *tis

to the divil an' back agin I'd be the proud man to go, if

'twould be a favor to ye, Miss Brint."

"I know you would, Dan," she agreed, tactfully set-

tmg the wild rascal at his ease when addressing him
hy his Christian name. "I know what you did for Mr.
Donald that night. I think you're very, very wonder-
ful. I haven't had an opportunity heretofore to tell

you how grateful I am to you for saving him."
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Here was a mystery! Mr. O'Leary in his Sunday
clothes bound for Ireland resembled Dirty Dan O'Leary

in the raiment of a lumberjack, his wild hair no longer

controlled by judicious applications of pomade and his

mustache now—alas—returned to its o! ' filial state of

neglect, as a butterfly resembles a caterpillar. With-

out pausing to consider this. Dirty Dan, taking the

license of a more or less privileged character, queried

impudently

:

"An' are ye glad tlicy sint for ye to come back?'*

She decided that Jlr. O'Leary was inclined to be

familiar; so she merely looked at him and her cool

glance chilled him.

"Becu>, if ye are,'* he continued, embarrassed, "ye

have me to thank for it. 'Tis meself that knows a

thing or two wit'out bein' told. Have ye not been

surprised that they knew so well where to find ye whin

they wanted ye?'*

She stared at him in frank amazement.

*'Yes, I have been tremendously interested in learning

the secret of their mar.'clous perspicacity.'*

"I supplied Misther Daney wit' your address, al-

lanah.*'

"How did you know it ? Did The Laird "

"He (lid not. I did it all be mcscl'. Ah, 'tis the

romantic divil I am, Miss Brint. Sure I got a notion

ye were runnin* away an* says I to meself, says I: *I

don't like this idjee at all, at all. Tliese mysterious

disappearances are always loadin' to throublo.' Sure,

what if somebody should die an' lave ye a fortun*?

What good would it be to ye if nobody could find ye?

An' in back o* that agin," he assured her cunningly,

**I realized what a popular laddy buck Fd be wit*
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Misther Donald if I knew what he didn't know but was
wishful o» knowin*?"

"Hut liow did you procure my addresi in New York?**
she dini.i!. -v'd.

"Now, I'm a wise man, but if I towld yo that, ye'ti be
as wise as I am. An* since 'twould break me heart to
think anybody in Port Agnew could be as wise as me-
sel', yc'il have to excuse me from blatherin' all I know."
"Oh, but you must tell mo, Dan. There nro reas;^n8

why I should know, and you wouldn't refuse to set my
mind at ease, would vou ?'*

Dirty Dan grinned and played his ace.

"If yo'll sing 'The Low-backed Car* an' 'She Moved
Through tlie Fair' I'll tell ye," he promised. "Sure I
listened to ye tlie night o' the battle, an' so close to
death was I, sure I t*ought 'twas an angel from glory
singing'. Troth, I did.**

She sat down, laughing, at the antiquated piano, and
sang him the songs he loved ; then, because she owed him
a great debt she sang for him "Kathleen Mavoumeen,"
"Pretty Molly Brannigan,'* "The Harp That Once
Thro' Tara's Halls," and "Killarney. Dan stood just
outside the l.itchen door, r ^ pr, timing to enter, and
when the last song w > s fini d, he h d tc . In piggy
little eyes; so he fled with the po i- , tarried to
thank her and wish her a pleasant go t. No hef
did he keep his promise by telling her h- cam to
know her New York address.

"Let me hear anny blackguard mint ^ one's
name wit' a lack o' respect," Mr. O'Leary ithed, as
he crossed the vacant lots, "an* 1*11 break back o'
him in twn halves! Whirro-o-o! SureFdnu anjum-
my out o* him !"
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A MONTH passed, and to the Sawdust Pfle one

evening, insttud of Dirty "D in, there came another

messenmT. It was ]VIr. Dhiio^ To Nan's invitation

to enter and be seated, he gave ready acceptance; once

seated, however, lie showed indubitable evidence of tin-

easiness, and that he was the bearrr of news of more

than ordinary interest was ai)j>;vrent by tlie nervous

manner *n which he twirled his hat and scattered over

her cleai. floor a quantity of sawdust wliich had accu-

mulated under the rim during his peregrinations round

the mill that day.

"Well, X.in, he went home to The Dre.imerie this

aftemonn," t!ie general manager began pre^^cntly. "Got

up and dressed himself unaided, and insisted on walk-

ing out to the car without assistance. He's bad: on a

solid diet now, and the way he's filling up the chinks

in his superstructure is a sight to marvel at. I ex-

pect he'll he back on the job within a month,"

"That is wonderful news, Mr. Daney."

"Of course,'* Daney continued, *'his hair is calling

out, and he'll soon be as bald as a Chihuahua dog. But

—it'll grow in again. Yes, indeed. Tt'll rrrow in."

"Oh doar! T do hope it will grow out," she bantered,

in an effort to put him at his ease. "What a pity if his

illness should leave poor Don with a head like a thistle

—

with all tlie fuzzy-wuzzy inside.**

He laughed.
•76
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**I'in ?Iad to find yojx in such ffood spirits, Nan, be-

cause l\c cnlled to tnlk business. And, for lome re*Mm
or other, I do not relish my job."

"Thin, suppose T dismiss you froi,: this particular

job, Mr. Dancy. Suppose 1 decluie to discuss busi-

ness."

"Oh, but busine' s is something that has to be dis-

cussed sooner or later," he asured her, on the authority

of one whose \d been dedicated to that exacting

duty. "I 8. you've kept track of your expenses

since you left i^ew York. That, of course, will include

the outlay for your living-expenses while here, and ia

order to make doubly certain that we arc on the safe

side, I am instructed to double tliis total to co ^r the

additional expenses of your return to Now York. And
if you will set a value upon your lost time from the day
you left New York until your return, both df.yg inclu-

sive, I will include that in tlie ch' ok also."

"Suppose T should charge you one thousand dollars

a day for my lost time," she suggested curiously.

"I should pay it without the slightest quibble. The
T/aird w»;uld be delighted to get off so clieaply. He
feels himself obligated to you for returning to Port
Agnew '*

"D" ^ The Laird send you here to adjust these finan-

cial details with me, Mr. Daney?'*

"He did rot. The matter is entirely in my bands.

Certainly, in all justice, you should be reimbur / 1 for

the expenses of a journey voluntarily incurred ior the

McKaye benefit.'*

**Did he say so?**

"No. But I know him so well that I have little dif-

ficulty in anticipating his desires. I am acting under
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Mrs. McKaj'e's promise to you over the telephone to

reimburse you.**

"I am glad to know that, Mr. Daney. I have a very

high regard for Donald*s father, and I should not care

to convict h'm of an attempt to settle with me on a cash

basis for declining to marry his son. I wish 3'ou would

inform Tlie Laird, Mr. Daney, that what I did was done

because it pleased me to do it for his sake and Donald's.

They have been at some pains, throughout the years,

to bo kind to the Brents, but, unfortunately for the

Brents, opportunities for rcciprocil v have always been

lacking until the night Mrs. McKays tcleplioncd me in

New York. I cannot afford the gratification of very

many desires—even very simple ones, Mr. Daney—but

this happens to be one of the rare occasions when I can.

To quote Sir Anthony Gloster, 'Thank God I can pay
for "iy fancies!' The Laird doesn't owe nr.e a dollar,

and I beg you, Mr. Daney, not to distress me by offer-

ing it."

"But, my dear girl, it has cost you at least five hun-

dred dollars- »>

"What a marvelous sunset we had iliis evening, Mr.

Daney. Did you observe it? I\Iy f;itlicr always main-

tained that those curious clouds predicated sou'west

squalls."

"I didn't come here, girl, to talk about sunsets.

You're foolish if you do not accept "

The outcast of Port Agnew turned upon Mr. Daney
a pair of sea-blue eyes that flashed dangerously.

"I think I have paid my debt to the McKaycs,** she

declared, and in her calm voice tliere wa"? a sibilant little

note of passion. "Indeed, I have a slight credit-bal-

ance due me, and though Mrs. McKaye and her daugh-
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ters cannot bring themselves to the point of acknowl-
edging this indebtedness, I must insist upon collecting

it. In view of the justice of my claim, however, I can-
not stultify my womanhood hy permitting the Mc-
Kaye women to think they can dismiss the obligation by
writing a clieck. I am not an abandoned woman, Mr.
Daney. I have sensibilities and, strange to relate, I,

too, have pride—^more than the McKayes I think some-
times. It is possible to insult me, to hurt me, and cause
me to suffor cruelty, and I tell you, Mr. Daney, I would
rather lie down and die by the roadside than accept one
penny of McKaye money."
Mr. Danej stared at her, visibly distressed.

"Why, what's happened?" he blurted.

She ignored him.

"I repeat tliat The Laird owes me nothing—not even
his thanks. I met him one night with Mrs. McKaye on
the hospital steps, and he tendered me his meed of
gratitude like the splendid gentleman he is."

"Oh, I see !" A great light had suddenly dawned on
Mr. Daney. "The Laird led trumps, but Nellie Mc-
Kaye revoked and played a little deuce .?>"

"Well, Mr. Daney, it seemed to me she fumbled the
ball, to employ a sporting metaphor. She bowed to me
—like this—and smiled at mc—like thaf !" Her cool,

patronizing nod and the sudden contraction and relaxa-

tion of Nan's facial muscles brought a wry smile to old
Daney's stolid countenance. "Even if 1 felt that I
could afford to or was forced to accept reimbursement
for my expenses and lost time," Nan resumed, "her ac-
tion precluded it. Can't you realize that, Mr. Daney?
And Jane and Elizabeth went her one—no, two—bet-
ter. I'm going to tell you about it. I went up-town the

u
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other day to send a telegram, and in the telegraph-of-

fice I met Donald's sisters. I knew they would not care

to have me speak to them in pubUc, so, when the teleg-

rapher wasn't looking at me and intuition tc,l(i me that

Eliazbeth and Jane were, I glanced up and favored them

with a very small but very polite smile of recognition.

"And then," (luoted Mr. Daney, reaching into his

ragbag of a mind and bringing up a remnant of Shake-

speare, '"there came a frost—a killing frost!'"

"Two hundred and forty-five degrees below zero, and

not even a stick of kindling in the wood-box," she as-

sured him humorously. "They Ipoked at me, through

me, over me, beyond me '*

"And never batted an eye?"

"Not even the flicker of an eyelash."

His canine loyalty bade Mr. Daney defend The

Laird's ewe lambs.

«*Well, maybe they didn't recognize you," he pro-

tested. "A good deal of water has run under a number

of bridges since the McKaye girls saw you last."

"In tliat event, Mr. Daney, I charge that their man-

ners would have been extremely bad. I know town dogs

that smile at me when I smile at them. However, much

as I would like to assure you that thoy didn't know me,

I must insist, Mr. Daney, that they did."

"Well, now, l\ow do you know. Nan?"

"A little devil vook possession of me, Mr. Daney, and

inspired me to smoke them out. I walked up and held

out my hand to Jane. 'How do you do, Jane,' I said.

*rm Nan Brent. IT ive you forgotten me?' "

Mr. Daney raised both arms toward the ceiling.

"'Oh, God! cried the woodcock,—and away he

flew!' What did the chit say?"
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"She said, 'Why, not at all,' and turned her back on
me. I then proll'ered l':iizabcth a similar fjrt eting and
said, *Surely, Elizabeth, y/oM haven't forgotten me!'
Elizabeth is really funny. She replied : 'So sorry ! I've
always been abst nt-mindcd !' She looked at me steadily
with sucli a cool niirtli in her eyes—she has nic-o eyes,
too—and I must have li.ul mirth in mine, also, because
I remember that at precisely that minute I tliought up
a perfectly wonderful joke on Elizabeth and Jane and
their mother. Of course, the poor Laird will not see
tlie point of the joke, but then he's the innocent by-
stander, and innocent bystanders are always getting
hurt."

"Ah, do not hurt him!" Daney pleaded anxiously.
"He's a good, kind, manly gentleman. Spare him!
Spare him, my dear!"'

"Oh, I wouldn't hurt Iiim, Mr. Daney, if I did not
know I had the power to heal his hurts."

Suddenly she commenced to laugh, albeit there was in
her laugh a quality which almost caused Mr. Daney to
imagine that he had hackles on his back and that they
were rising. He much preferred tlie note of anger of
a few minutes previous ; with a rush all of his old appre-
hensions returned, and he rasped out at her irritably

:

''Well, well
! What's this joke, anyhow? Tell me and

perhaps I may laugh, too."

"Oh, no, Mr. Daney, you'd never laugh at this one.
You'd weep."

"Try me."

''Very well. You will recall, Mr. Daney, that when
Mrs. McKaye ranf; me up in New York, she was care-
ful, even while asking me to recum, to let me know my
place?"
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"Yes, yes. I was listening on the line. I heard her,

and 1 thought she was a bit re w. But no matter. Pro-

ceed."

"Well, since she asked me to return to Port Agnew,

I'm wondering who is going to ask me to go away

again ?*

'TU be shot if I will! Ha! Ha! Ha!" And Mr.

Dane:^ threw back his head and laughed the most en-

joyable laugh he had known since the night an itinerant

hypnotist, entertaining the citizens of Port Agnew, had

requtskd any adventurous gentleman in th aud-.nce

who thought he couldn't be hypnotized, to walk up and

prove it. Dirty Dan O'Leary had volunteered, had

been mesmerized after a struggle, and, upon being told

that he wns Dick Whittington's cat, had proceeded to

cut some fi-linc capers that would have tickled the sen-

sibilities of a totem-pole. Mr. Dar.cy's honest cachin-

nations now were so infectious that Nan commenced to

laugh with him—heartily, but no longer with that strid-

ent little note of resentment, and cumulatively, as Mr.

Daney's mirth mounted until the honest fellow's tears

cascaded across his ruddy cheeks,

"Egad, Nan," he declared presently, "but you have

a rare sense of humor! Yes, do it. Do it! Make 'em

all come down—right here to the Sawdust Pile! Ma •

'cm remember you—all three of 'em—make 'em say

please! Yes, sir! 'Please Nan, forgive me for forget-

ting. Please Nan, forgive me for smiling like the head

of an old fiddle. Please, Nan, get out of Port Agnew,

so we can sleep niglits. Please, Nan, be careful not +o

say "Good-by." Please, Nan, knock out a couple of

vour front teeth and wear a black wig and a sunbon-

net, so nobody'U recognize you when you leave, follow
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you, and learn your address.' " He paused to wipe his
eyes. "Why, dog my cats, girl, yoi/ve got 'era where
the hair is short ; so make 'em toe the scratch !"

**WeJl, of course,** Nan reminded him, "they are not
likely to toe the scratch unless they receive a hint that
toeing scratches is going to be fashionable in our best
Port Airnew circles this winter."

Mr. . aney arched his wild eyebrows, pursed his lips,

popped his eyes, and looked at Nan over the rims of his
spect' 'bs.

"Very well, my dear girl, I'll be the goat. A lesson
in humility will not be wasted on certain parties. But
suppose they object Suppose they buck and pitch and
sidestep and bawl and carry on.'' What then?"

*Why,** Nan replied innocently, regarding him in

friendly fashion with those wistful biuo eyes, "you
might hint that I'm liable to go to The Laird and tell

him I regard him as a very poor sport, indeed, to ex-

pec* me to give up his son, in view of the fact that his

son's mother sent for me to save that son's life. Do
you know, dear Mr. Daney, I suspect that if The Laird
knew his wife had compromised him so, he would be a
singularly wild Scot !"

"Onward, Christian soldier, marching as to war!"
cried Mr. Daney, and, seizing his hat from the table,

he fled into the nit^ht.



xxxvn

UPON reaching his home, Mr. Daney telephoned to

Mrs. McKaye.

"It is important," he informed her, "that you, Miss

Jane and Miss Elizabeth come down to my office to-

morrow for a conference. I would come up to The

Dreamcrie to see you, but Donald is liome now, and

his father will be 'with him; so I would prefer to see

you down-town. I have some news of interest for

Vou."

The hint of news of interest was sufficient to secure

from Mrs. ]\IcKayo a promise to call at his office with

the jrirls at ten o'clock the following morning.

"What is this interesting news Andrew.?^' Mrsw

Daney asked, with well-simulated disinterestedness.

She was knitting for the French War-Relief Commit-

tee a pair of those prodigious socks with which well-

meaning souls all over these United States have in-

spired many a poor little devil of a poilu with the

thought that the French must be regarded by us as

a Brobdingnagian race.

"We're arranging a big blowout, unknown to The

Laird and Donald, to celebrate the boy's return to

hcaltli. I'm planning to shut down the mill and the

logging-camps for three days," he replied glibly. Of

late he was finding it much easier to lie to her than to

tell the trath, and he had observed with satisfaction

that Mrs. Daney's bovine brain assimilated either with

equal avidity.
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"How perfectly lovely !'* she cooed, and dropped a

stitch wliich later would be heard front on tlie march,

in the shape of a blistt r on a Gallic heel. "You re so

thoughtful and kind, Andrew! Sometimes I wonder if

the McKayes really appreciate your worth."

"Well, we'll see," he answered enigmatically and went

off to bed.

It was with a feeling of alert interest that he awaited

in his office, the following morning, the arrival of the

ladies from The Dreamerie. They arrived half an hour

late, very wi M content with themselves and the world

in general, and fillin;^ Mr. Daney's office with the per-

fume of their presence. They apjjeareJ to be in such

good fettle, indeed, that Mr. Daney took a secret savage

delight in dissipating their nonchalance.

"Well, ladies," he began, "I decided yesteraay thf t

it was getting along toward the season of the year when

my thoughts stray as usual toward the Sawdust Pile

as a drying-yard. So I went down to see if Nan Brent

had abandoned it again—and sure enough, she hadn't.*'

He paused exasperatin* ly, after the fashion of an

orator who realizes tliat ho has awakened in his audi-

ence an alert and respectful interest. "Fine kettle of

fish brewing down there," he resumed darkly, and paused

again, glanced at the ceiling critically as if searching

for leaks, amacked his lips and murmured confiden-

tially a sinr^le word: "Snag!"

"'Snag!'" In chorus.

"Snag! In some unaccountable manner, it appears

that you three ladies have aroused in Nan Brent a spirit

of antagonism-

"Nonp^iise

!

,1"

"Tlie idea !"
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•Tifldlc-sticks!"

"I state the condition as I found it. I happen to

know that the girl possesses sufficient means to permit

her to live at the Sawdust Pile for a year at least."

"But isn't slic going away?" Mrs. McKayt's voice

rose sharply. "Is she going to break licr bargain?"

"Oh, I think not, Mrs. McKayc. She merely com-

plained to me that amebody begged her to come back

to Fort Agnew; so she*s waiting for somebody to come

down to the Sawdust Pile and beg licr to go away again.

She's inclined to bo capricious about it, too. One per-

son isn't enough. She wants three people to call, and

she insists that they be—ah—ladies !'*

**Good gracious, Andrew, you don't mean it?"

"I am delivering a message, Mrs. McKaye."
*'She must be spoofing you," Jane doclared.

"Well, she laughed a good deal about it, Miss Jane,

and confided to me that a bit of lurking devil in your

sister's eyes the day you both met her in the telegrapb

office gave her tlie inspiration for this joke. She be-

lieves that slio who laughs last laughs best."

Mrs. McKaye was consumed with virtuous indigna-

tion.

**The shameless hussy! Does she imagine for a mo-

ment that I will submit to blackmail, that my daughters

or myself could afford to be seen calling upon her at.

the Sawdust Pile?"

**She wants to force us to i-ecognize her, mother."

Jane, recalling that day in the telegraph-office, sat star-

ing at Daney with flashing eyes. She was biting the fin-

ger of her glove.

"Nothing doing," Elizabeth drawled smilingly.

Mr. Daney nodded his comprehension.
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"In that event, ladies," he countered, with malignant
joy in his suppressed soul, "I am requ. ed to remind
you that The Laird will be infonncd by Miss Hrent that
she considers him a very short sport, indeed, if he in-

sists upon regarding her as unworthy of his son, in view
of the fact that his son's mother considered her a person
of such importance that she used the transcontinental

telephone in order to induce "

"Yes, yes ; I know what you*re going to say. Do you
really think she would go as far as that, Andrew?'* Mrs.
McKaye was very pale.

"Beware the anger of a woman scorned," he quoted.

"In the event that she should, Mr. Daney, we should
have no other alternative but to deny it." Elizabeth
was speaking. She still wore her impish glacial smile.

"As a usual thing, we are opposed to fibbing on the

high moral ground that it is not a lady's pastime, but
in view of the perfectly appalling results that would
follow our failure to fib in this particular case, I*m
afraid we'll have to join hands, Mr. Daney, and prove
Nan Brent a liar. Naturally, wo count on your help.

As a result of his conversation with you, father believes

you did the telephoning.'*

"I told him half the truth, but no lie. I have never
lied to him. Miss Elizabeth, and I never shall. When
Hector McKaye asks me for the truth, he'll get it." In

Mr. Daney's voice there was a growl that spoke of slow,

quiet fury at the realization that this cool young woman
should presiune to dictate to him.

"I think you'll change your mind, Mr. Daney. You'll

not refuse the hurdle when you come to it. As for this

wanton Brent girl, tell her that wc will think her propo-
-'tion over and that she may look for a call from us.
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Wv do not can- liow long slu> looks, do wo moHicr?"

And sh.r l;iu;.'-'it'!l 1 r ^^ay, inipisli 1,'iufjli. "In the iiicun-

tinie, Mr. Duiu v, we will do our bt st to spure ourselvei

and you the i^nioininy of that fib. The doctors will

order Donald away for a complete rest for six months,

and dad will go with liini. When theyV <ronv that

Brent house on the Sawdust Tile is f^oin/r to citch fire

—accidently, mysteriously. The man who scuttled the

Brcni's motor-boat surely will not scruple at such a

simple matter as burning the Brent shanty. Come,

niothi r. Jane . for fjoodness' sake, do buck up! Good-

by, dear Mr. Daicy."

He st'u-ed at her admiringly. In Elizabeth, he dis-

cerned, for the first time, more than a modicum of her

father's resolute personality; he saw clearly that she

dominated her motlier and Jane and, like The Laird,

would carry lur ob jective, once she decided upon it, re-

gardless of consequences.

"Good-morning, ladies. I shall repeat your message

—verbatim. Miss Elizabeth," he assured the departing

trio.

And that night he did so.

"They neglected to inform you ho\. much time they

would require to think it over, did they not?'* Nan in-

terrogated mildly. "And they didn't tell you approxi-

mately wlien I should look for their visit?"

"Xo," lie admitted.

"Oh, I knew they wouldn't submit," Nan flung back

at him. "They despise me—impersonally, at first and

before it seemed that I might dim the family pride;

pcrsonallv, 'vhi n it was apparent that I could dim it if

I desired. Well, Fm tired of hc'in^ looked at and

sneered at, and I haven't money enough left to face New
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Vork tt'rahi. I had dreamed of the kind of living I
mi^hf earn, and when tiic opporturiify to ram it was
already in my ^,'ra.sj), I abandojiid it to conu' hack to
Port A^ow. I had intended to play fair with thoni,
a!tlK)n,!i I had to lie to Donald to do that, but—they
hurt ,)!iulhinfT inside of me—something (hep that
hadn't hn n hurt lK>fore—and—and now "

"Nou- :i'hafr Mr. Daney cried in anguished tones.
"If Donald McKaye comes down to the Sawdust Pil*

and asks to marry him, I'm going to do it. I havt
a ritrht tr) happiness; I'm—I'm t!r( d—sacrifl.ing-
Nobody c irrs—no apprec iation - Nan of tlio Sawdu
Pile Mill b<—mistress of The Dreamerie—and when tlx

—enter house of mine—they shall be—humbler tlian I

Tlicy shixU »

As Mr. Daney fled from the house, he looked ba
throu'^'h the little hall and saw Nan Brent seated
her tiny living-room table, her golden head pillow
in her arms outspread upon the table, her body shak a
with ^.--n at, passionate sobs. Mr. Daney's heart - *s
ronstrieted. He hadn't felt like that since the Ai
Stock f'otnpany had played "East Lynne" ir » Port
Agnew Opera House.
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AT the Sawdust File the iiionoton y of Nnn Brent's

life rciimined unbroken ; she was marking time,

waiting for something to turn up. Since the last visit

of the McKave ambassador she had not altered hpr

determination to exist inclependcnt of financial aid from
the McKaje women or their father,—for according to

her code, the acceptance of remuneration for what she

had done would be debasing. Nan had made this deci-

sion even while realizing that in waiving Mr. Daney's
proffer of reimbursement she was rendering impossible

a return to New \ork witli her child. Tlie exj)eiises of

their journey and the maintenance of their brief resi-

dence there; the outlay for clothing for both and the

purchase of an additional wardrobe necessitatcnl when,

with unbelievable good luck she had succeeded in secur-

ing twenty weeks ti.nc over a high-class vaudeville cir-

cuit for her "Songs of the 'Sixties," had, together with

tho cost of transportation back to Port Agnew, so de-

pleted iior resources that, with the few hundred dollars

rema^'nin , h( r courage was not equal to tl^e problem

whio unemployment in New York wouhl present, for

with the receipt of Mrs. McKaye*s message. Nan had

written the booking agent explaining that she had been

called West on a matter which could not be evaded and

expressed a hope that at a later date t!ic "time" might

be open to her. Follo'.ving her return to the Sawdust

Pile she had received a brief communication stating that
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there would be no opening for her until the following
year. The abandonment of lur contract and the sub-
sequent loss of rommissions to the agent had seriously
peeved that pemn.
The nceipt of tills news, wliili- a severe disappoint-

ment, l;fid not caused her to f!inc!i, f„r .slic hud, in a
rmusure, anticipated it and with the e.ihmuss of des-
peration already commenced giving thought to the
F)robleni of her future existence. In the end she had
< ornforte l herself with the tl.

'
i that good cooks

were exc.ydin;^!y scarce—p' in fact, that even
a cook with impedimenta . ,ic shai)e of n small son
might bo reasonably certain jf prompt and well-paid
employment. Picturingr herself as a kitchen mechanic
brought a wry smile to her sweet face, but—it was hon-
orable employment and she preferred it to being a
waitress or an underfed and underpaid saleswoman in
a department store. For she could cook wonderfully
well and she knew it ; she believed she could dignify a
kjtchen and she preferred it to cadging from the Mc-
Kayes t'..^ means to enable her to withstand the eco-
nomic siege incident to procuring a livelihood more dig-
nified and remunerative.

Thus she had planned up to the day of her unex-
pected meeting with Jane and Elizabeth McKaye in the
Port Agnew telegraph office. On that day, something
had happened—something that had constituted a dis-
tinct event in Nan Brent's existence and with which
the well-bred insolence of +' McKaye girls had noth-
ing to do. Indirectly u .a . - T^rent had been re-
sponsible, for by the ,

, re ac -A .jyiug, his three-
quarter pay as a retiret' ^ai>or ha 1 ftu :omatically ter-
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minated, and Nan had written the Navy Department

notifying it accordingly.

Now, tlie death of a retired member of the Army

or Navy, no matter what his grade may be, consti-

tutes news for the service journals, and the fact that

old Caleb had been a medal of honor man appeared,

to the editor of one of these journals, to entitle the dead

sailor to three hundred words of posthumous pubUcity.

Subsequently, these three hundred words came under

the eye of a retired admiral of the United States Navy,

who thereby became aware that he had an orj>]ianed

grand-daughter residing in Port Agnew, Washing-

ton.

As a man grows old he grows kindlier ; those things

which, at middle age, appear so necessary to an unruf-

fled existence, frequently undergo such a metamorpho-

sis, due to the corroding effects of time, that at eighty

one has either forgotten them or regards them as some-

thing to be secretly ashamed of. Thus it was with

Nan's grandfather. His pride and dignity were as

austere as ever, but his withered heart yeanud for the

love and companionship of one of his own blood; now

that Caleb Brent was tlead, the ancient martinet for-

got the offense which this simple sailor had committed

against the pride of a long line of distinguished gen-

tlemen, members of the honorable profession of arms.

He thought it over for a month, and then wTote the

only child of his dead daughter, asking her to come to

liim, hinting broadly that his days in the land were

nearly numbered and that, in the matter of worldly

goods he was not exactly a pauper.

H'lvini^ posted tiiis U tter the old admiral waited pa-

tiently for an answer, and when this answer was not
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forthcoming within the time he had set, he had tele-

graphed the postmaster of Port Agncw, requesting in-

formation as to her address. This telegram the post-

master had promptly sent over to Nan and it was for
the purpose of replying to it that she had gone to the

telegraph office on the day when Fate decreed that
Jane and Elizabeth McKaye should also be there.

After her return to the Sawdust Pile tluit day Nan's
thoughts frequently adverted to the Biblical line: "The
Lord giveth and the Lord taketh away." Certainly,

in her casv.-. He appeared to be working at cross pur-
poses. At a time when she had resigned herself to

domestic labor in order to avoid starvation, her aris-

tocratic, arrogant, prideful grandfather had seen fit

to forgive her dead father and offer her shelter from tlie

buffi'ts of the world; yet, even while striving, apparent-
ly to be kind, she knew that the reason underlying his

invitation was plain, old-fashioned heart-hunger, a ten-

der conscience and a generous admixture of human sel-

fishness. She smiled bitterly at his blunt hint of a
monetary reward following his demise; it occurred to

her that the stubborn old admiral was striving to buy
that which he might have had for a different ask-

ing.

She read the admiral's letter for the twentieth time
—and from the thick white page her glance went to her
child. Would he be welcome in that stern old sea dog^s

home? Woiold his great-grandfather forget tl bar sin-

ister of little Don's birth and would her own misfor*

tune bo viewed by him with the tenderness and perfect

understanding accorded her by old Caleb.? She did not
think so; and with the remembrance of her dead facher,

the flames of revolt leaped in her heart. He had been
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loyal to her and she would be loyal to him. No, no!

She was not yet prepared to come fawning to the feet of

that fierce old man who had robbed her father of his

happiness. What right had he to expect forgiveness,

sans the asking, sans an acknowledgment of his heart-

lessness?

With a bitter smile she wrote him a long letter, relat-

ing in detail the incident of her marriage, the birth of

her child, her standing in Port Agnew society and her

belief that all of this rendered acceptance of his invi-

tation impossible if she were to act with deference to

his point of view and still remain loyal to the memory

of her dead father. For these reasons she declined,

thanked him for his ki. hiess and remained his very

sincerely. VI hen she h&d posted this letter she felt

better, and immediately took up the case of the Mc-
Kayes.

Until that moment she had not considered seriously

the possibility of a marriage with the yoimg Laird of

Port Agnew as a means of humiliating these women who

had humiliated her. The thought had oc':'\ r-'cd to her

in the tele/:^rapli office and at the moment Iiad held for

her a certain delightful fascination ; prior to that meet-

ing her resolution not to permit Donald McKaye to

share her uncertain fortunes had been as adamant.

But long and bitter reflection upon the prohkn! thrust

upon her by her grandfather had imbued her with a

clearer, deeper realization of the futility of striving

to please everybody in this curious world, of the cruelty

of those who seek to adjust to their point of view that

of another fully capable of adjusting his own ; of the

sacrifice would meet from the very persons who shrank
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from the ignominy incident to non-sacrifice on the part
of her whom they held in open contempt

!

Donald McKaye was not unintelligent. He was a
man, grown, with all a man»8 passions, with all the
caution to be expected in one of his class. If he stUl
loved her sufficiently, following a period of mature
dehberation and fierce opposition from his people, to
offer her honorable marriage, would she not be a fool
to cast away such a priceless gift? How few men
know love so strong, so tender, so unselfish, that they
do not shrink from sharing with the object of their
love, the odium which society has always set upon t .e
woman taken in adultery.

In rejecting his proffered sacrifice, she had told her-
self that she acted thus in order to presen-e his hap-
piness, although at the expense of her ov^-n. By so
doing Nan realized that she had taken a lofty, a noble
stand

;
nevertheless, who was she that she should pre

sume to decide just wherein lay the preservation of his
happiness? In her grandfather's letter before her she
Imd ample evidence of the miscarriage of such pompous
assumptions.

There is a latent force in the weakest of women, an
amazing capacity for rebellion in the meekest and a
regret for lost virtue even in the most abandoned.
Nan was neither weak, meek, nor abandoned; where-
fore, to be accorded toleration, pohte contumely and
resentment where profound gratitude and admiration
were her due, had aroused in her a smouldering resent-
"'•^nt whiJi had bumod like a handful of oil-soaked
waste tossed into a comer. At first a mild heat ; then
a dull red glow of spontaneous combu.Lion progresses
—and presently flame and smoke.
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It is probable- timt mere man, who in voi- iias been

able to conipnhciul the intensity of feelinjr of which

a woman is capable, is not equal to the problem of

realizing the effect of solitude, misunderstanding and

despair upon the mind of a woman of more than or-

dinary sensibilities and imafriration. Thv seed of

doub'', planted ill such soil, burgeons rapidly, anil when,

upon the very day that Mr. Daney had made his last

call at the Sawdust Pile, Nan, spurred to her decision

by developments of which none but she was aware, had

blazed forth in open rebellion and given the Tyec Lum-

ber Company's general manager the fright of his pro-

suic existence.
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A FTER leaving the Sawdust Pile, Mr. Daney walked
twice around tlie Right of Tyee before arriving

at a definite decision as to his future conduct in this
intrigue, participation in which had been thrust upon
him by his own loyalty to his employer and the idiocy
of three hare-brained women. Time and again as he
paced the lonely strand, .Air. Daney made audible ref-
erence to the bells of the nether regions and the pres-
ence of panther tracks! This was his most terrible
oath and was never employed except under exceptional
circumstances.

At length Mr. Daney arrived at a decision. He
would have nothing further to do with this horrible
love affair. In the role of Dan Cupid's murderer he
was apparently a Tumble Tom ; for three months he had
felt as if he trod thin ice—and now he had fallen
through! "I'll carry no more of their messages." he
declared aloud. "I'll tell them so and wash mv hands
of the entire matter. If there is to be anv asking
of favors from that girl the McKaye women can do
it."

It was after midnight when he returned to his home
.ind his wife was sitting up to receive an explanation of
his nocturnal prowHngs. However, the look of despera-
tion with which he met her accusing glance frightened
iier into silence, albeit she had a quiet little crying
spell next morning when she discovered on the floor of
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Mr. Daney's room quite a quantity of sand which had

worked into his sliocs during liis acptatcd spring around

Tyee Beach. She was quite certain he had indulged

in a moonlight stroll on the seashore with a younger

and prettier woman, so she resolved to follow him when

next ho fared forth and catch tlic traitor red-handed.

To her surprise, Mr. Daney went out no more o'

nights. He had kept his word given to himself, and

on the morning succeeding his extraordinary interview

with Nan he had again summoned the ladies of the

McKaye family to his office for a conference. How-

ever, the capable Elizabeth was the only one of the trio

to present herself, for this young woman—and not

without reason—regarded herself as Mr. Daney's men-

tal superior; she was confident of her ability to retain

his loyalty should he display a tendency to betray

them.

"Well, dear Mr. Daney," she murmured in her melted-

butter voice, "what new bugaboo have you developed

for us?'*

"You do not have to bother calling upon the Brent

girl. Miss Elizabeth. She says now that if Donald asks

her to marry him she'll accept. She has an idea she'll

be --'stress of The Dreamerie."

abeth arched her eyebrows. **What else?'* she

Q- .1 /; amiably.

lhat's all—from Nan Brent. I have a small defi

to make on my own account, however. Miss Elizabeth.

From this minute on I wash my hands of the private

affairs of the McKaye family. My job is managing

your father's financial affairs. Believe me, the next

move in this comedy-drama is a wedding—if Donald

asks her in all seriousness to marry him—that is, if he
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insists on it. He may insist and then again he may not,

but if he should, I shall not attempt to stop him. He's

free, white and twenty-one; he's my boss and I hope I

know my place. Personally, I'm willing to wager con-

siderable that he*ll marry her, but whether he does or

not—I'm through.'*

Elizabeth McKayc sigh.d. "That means we must
work fast, Mr. Daney. Donald will be feeling strong

enough within two weeks to call on her; he may even

motor down to the Sawdust Pile within ten days.

Mother has already broached the subject of taking
him away to southern California or Florida for a long
rest : Dad has .seconded the motion with great enthusi-

asm—and that stubborn Donald has told them frankly
that he isn't going away for a rest."

"Gosh!"' Mr. Daney gasped. "That makes it a
little binding, eh.'"'

She met his clear glance thoughtfully and said: "If
licr house should burn down—accidentally—to-day or
to-night, when she and her baby aren't in it, she'll

have to leave Port Agnew, There isn't a house in town
wlu re she could find shelter, and you could see to it that
all tlie rooms in the hotel are taken."

"You forget, my dear," he replied with a small

smile. "I have no further interest in this affair and
moreover, I'm not turning firebug—^not this year."
"You refuse to help us.-"'

"Absolutely. What is to be will be, and I, for one,

have decided not to poke my finger into the cogs of

destiny."

"Well—thanks awfully for what you've already done,
Mr. Daney." Again she smiled her bright, impish
smile. "Good-morning."
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"Good-morning, Miss Eli/.nbtth."

As she lift thf office, Mr. Dancy noted her debutante

Joueli and <rritted his teeth. ''Wonder if tliey'll call

on Nan now, or make a combined attack on the boy and

try bluff and threats and tears," he soliloquized.

As a matter of fact they tried tlie latf. r. The storm

hv»hr after luncheon one day mIkh Donald declared

I'.c felt stroiifT enou^;h to f^o down to Port Agnew, and,

in thi- ])reseTice of the entire family, ordered the butler

to tell his father's chauffeur to bring the closed car

around to the door. Innnediately. the astute Ell/.abeth

precipitated matters by askin<j her brother sharjily

if his ])rojected visit to Port Agncw predicated also

a visit to the Sawdust Pile.

"Why, yes, Elizabeth," he answered calmly.

The Laird scowled at her, but she ii^nored the scowl :

so old He-*or flashed a warning glance to Jane and

her mot' i f,dance that said (juitc plainly: "Let

there Ix? ^^)braiding of my son."

"Do you think it is quite—ah, delicate of you, Don-

ald, to call upon any young lady at her apart

ments in the absence of a proper chaperon, even if

tlie lady herself ap})ears to have singularly free and

easy views on the propriety of receiving you thus?"

He saw that she was bound to force the issue and

was rather relieved than otherwise. W^ith a mental

promise to himself to ke* p his temper at all hazards he

replied: "Well. Elizabeth, Ell admit the situation is

a trifle awkward, but wliat caimot be cured must be

endured. You see, I want to have a talk with Nan

Brent and I cannot do so litiless I call upon her at

the Sawdust Pile. It is impossible for us to meet on

neutral ground, I fear. However, if you will write her
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fi iiici' friendly little note and invite her up lure to visit

i:;e, the question of u chaperon will be solved and I
will postpone my visit until she gets here."

"Don't 1k' a fool," she retorted bitterly.

".\s for Xan's free and easy views on the subjects,
who ill Port A-,ni( w, may I ask, eX|)eets her to act dif-
ferently? Why, therefore, since she is fully convinced
that I possess a few of the outward appearances of
.1 i^entlenian, should she fear to receive me in hor home?
'f'o <f)iif()rni to the social standards of those who decry
li' I- \irtiie:-' Kli/alK th, you expect too mucli, I fear."

yllear, hear," cried The Laird. He realized that
Elizabeth was not to be denied, so he thought best to
tssunie a jocular attitude during the discussion.
"Father," his eldest dau/rhter reminded him. "It is

your duty to forbid Donald doin/r anything which is

certaui to bring his family into disrepute and make it

the target for the tongue of scandal."
"Oh, leave him alone, you pestiferous woman," old

n»( tor cried sharply. "Had it not been for the girl
he would not l)e living this minute, so the least he can
do is to express his compliments to her. Also, since
this disagreeable topic has again been aired, let me
nmind you that the lass isn't going to marry Donald.
She came out here, Donald," he continued, turning to
his son, "with the distinct understanding that her job
was U. humor you back to health, and for that you owe
her your thanks and I'm willing you should call on her
and express them. Don't flattter yourself that she'll

marry you, my boy. I've had a talk with her -since
you must know it, sooner or later—^and she pi. used
mc she wouldn't."

The young Laird's face paled a little but he main-
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tainod his composure. "I ffroutly fear you misunder-

stood her, father," he replied gently. "She promised

me she'd marry me. You see," he added looking the

old man resolutely in the face, "I think she's virtuous,

so Tin f^om^i; to marry her."

His fatlier snuli<l sadly. "Poor lad. God knows I'm

sorry for you, but- -well, go see her and let's have the

issue settled once for all. For God's sake, lad, grant

me peace of mind. End it to-day, one way or the

other."

"Ah, yes, vou're brave," Elizabeth flung at her

father. "You're .so certain that girl will keep her

promise, aren't you.? Well, I happen to have been in-

formed, on very good authority, that she intends to

betray you. She had made the tatement that she'll

marry Donald if he asks her—again."

"The girl doesn't impress mo as one who would lie,

Elizabeth. Who told you this?"

"Andrew Daney.**

"Bear with me a moment, son, till I call Andrew on

the telephone," the Laird requested, and went into the

telephone booth under the stairs in the reception hall.

When he emerged a few minutes later his face was

pale and haggard.

•Well? What did I tell you?" Elizabeth's voice was

triumphant.

Her father ignored her. Placing himself squarely be-

fore his son, he bent forward slightly and thrust his

aggressive face close to Donald's. "I command you

to respect the honor of my house," he cried furiously.

"For the last time, Donald McKaye, ha' done wie this

woman, or- " and his great arm was outflung in a
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sweeping gesture that <lenote<l all too forcibly the
terrible sentence he shrank from speaking.
"Are you offering me an alternative?" Donald's voice

was low and very calm, hut his hrown eves were blazing
with suppressed rage. ''The Droanierie or—" and he
swung and pointed to the Brent cottage far below them
on the Sawdust Pile.

"Aye," his father cried in a hard cracked voice.
"Aye !"

Donald looked over at his mother with the helpless-
ness of a child who lias fallen and hurt himself. "And
you, mother? What do you say to this?'*

She thought she would faint. "You—you must obey
your father," she quavered. Until her son should marry
Nan Brent she could not force herself to the belief
that he could possibly commit such an incredible of-
fense.

"The opinions of you and Jane," Donald continued,
turning to each si er in turn, "do not interest me par-
ticularly, but wliiK the polls are open you might as well
vote. If I marry Nan Brent are you each prepared
to forget that I am your brother?"
Elizabeth nodded calmly. She had gone too far

now to develop weakness when an assumption of invin-
cible strength might yet win the day.
"I couldn't receive such a peculiar sister-in-law,"

Jane murmured, evidently close to tears. "Surely, you
would not expect us to take such a woman to our
hearts, Donald dear?"

*'I did not build The Drcamerie for yon lass," The
Laird burst forth passionately.

His son stood with bowed head. "Have you, mother,
or you, my sisters, been down to the Sawdust Pile
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to tli.ulk Xfiii for iiispiritif^ itk—no iid. iter how—with

a (lesirc to livtr' I tliitik vou nali/.e that until she

came I was too unhappy—too (Hs^fustcd with life—to

care whether I got 11 or not' IIjivc you ahsolv.d

your-tlvr- of an obli/ration winch must be perfectly

evident to pt'rfcct ladits?''

"We have not." I'.lizalK'th's calm voice answered

him. "What the girl did was entirely of her own voli-

tion. She did it for your saki . and since it is appar-

ent that slu' ])lans to tolkct tlx ward of her disin-

terested i tFort we have oonsiden it a formal expres-

sion cf thanks would he superfl ..>iis."

"I see. I see. Well, perhaps you're right. I shall

not quarrel with your point of view. And you're all

quite certain you will never recede from your attitude

of lu)stility toward Nan—under no circumstances, to

recognize her as n»y wife and extend to her the hospi-

tality of The Dieamcric?"

He cliallonged his father with a look and the old man

slowly nodded an affirmative. His mother tl ought Don-

ald was about to yield to tlieir opposition . nd nodded

likewise. "I have already answered that question,"

•lane murmured tragically, and Elizabeth again re-

minded liim that it was not necessary for him to make

a fool of himself.

"Well, I'm glad this affair has hwn ironetl out— at

last," Donald assured them. "I had c lierislied the hope

that when you knew Nan In'tter
—" He choked up for

a moment, then laid his hands on his father's shoulders.

"Well, sir," lie gulped, "I'm going down to the Saw-

dust Pile and thank Nan for saving my life. Not," he

added bitterly, "that I anticipate enjoying that life to
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Hr' fulli-st fcir .sonic years to coiiu'. If I <lid not believe

that time will solve tin- problem '*

Tin- Laird's Ik art K)ijH(l. "Tusli, tusli, boy. Run
aloii^' and don't do anytliiii^^ foolish." Hi- flapped

Donald In; itiU across fli(l)ack wliiU' t lie decisive sw» cp

of that same hand an instant later infornied the women
of his household that it would be unnecessary to discuss

this painful matter further.

'"I understand just how y«»u feel, dad. I hold no

nxntment," Donald assun-d 'lim. and dra^^<red The
Laird dose to him in a filial embrace. He crossed the

room and kissed his mother, who clung to him a mo-

ment, ^earfuily; seeing him .so submissive, Jane and

Kliz.abcth eacli came up and claimed the right to em-

brace him with sisterly aflection.

The butler entered to announce that the car was

waiting at the front door. Old Hector helped his son

into a preat coat and Mrs. McKaye wound a reefer

around his neck and tucked tlie ends inside the coat.

Then 'i'he Laird bel[>c<l him into the car; as it rolled

slowly down the cliff road, Old Hector snorted with

relief.

"By Judas,'* he declared, ''I never dreamed the boy
woul'l accept such an ultimatum."

"Well, the way to find out is to try," Elizabeth

-'Ug^H'sted. "Sorry to have been forced to disregard

that optical S. O. S. of yours, Dad, but I realized that

we had to strike now or never.*'

"Whew-w-w !" The Laird whistled again.
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WITH the license of long tamiliiu ; y, Donald

knocked at tlie front door of the Brent cottage

to anounce his arrival; then, without awaiting per-

mission to enter, he opened the door and met Nan in

the tiny hall hurrying to admit him.

"You—Donald !" she rej)r()ved him. "What are you

doing here? Vou shouldn't he out."

"That'.s why I came in," he retorted drily and kissed

her. "And I'm here because I couldn't stand The

Dreamerie another instant, I wanted my mother and

sisters to call on vou and thank vou for having heen so

nice to me during my illness, but the idea wasn't received

very enthusiastically. So, for the sheer sake of doing

the decent thing I've called myself. It might please

you,'* he added, *'to know that my father thought I

should."

"He is always tactful and kind," slie agreed.

She led him to her father's old easy chair in the

living room.

"As Dirty Dan O'Leary once remarked in my pres-

ence,*' ne began, "it is a long lane that hasn*t got a

saloon at tlie end of it. I will first light a cigarette, if

I mav, and make myself comfortable, before putting

you on the witness stand and subjecting you to a severe

cross-examination. Seat yourself on that little hassock

before me and in such a position that I can look

squarely into your face and note flush of guilt when

you fib to me.'*

306
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She obeyed, with some slight inward trepidation, and
Silt looking up at him demurely.

"Nan," he began, "did anybody ever suggest to you
that the sporty thing for you to do would be to run
uway and hide where I could never find you?'*

Slie '^hook hor head.

"Dal anybody ever suggest to you that the sporty
thing for you to do would be to return to Port Agnew
from your involuntary exile and inspire me with some
enthusiasm for life?"

His ]i> n perception did not fail to interpret the
slight flush of embarrassment that suffused Nan's face.

"I object to that question, your honor," she replied
with cleverly simulated gaiety, "on the ground that to
do so would necessitate the violation of a confidence.'*

"The objection is sustained by the court. Did my
father or Andrew Daney, acting for him, ever offer

you any sum of money as a bribe for disappearing out
of my life?"

"No. Your father offered to be very, very kind to
me the morning I was leaving. We met at tlie railroad
station and his offer was made after I informed him
that I was leaving Port Agnew forever—and why. So
I know he made the offer just because he wanted to be
kind—because he is kind."

"Neither he nor Daney communicated with you in

anyway following your departure from Port Agnew?"
"They did not."

"Before leaving New York or immediately after your
return to Port Agnew, did you enter into verbal agree-
ment with any memlK-r of my family or their representa-
tive to nurse me back to health and then jilt meP"

"I did not. The morning I appeared at the hospital
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vour fatlier, remcinlKriii^ my statement to him the

morninij I fled from Port A^jnew, suspected that I had

had a change of heart. He said to -ie: 'So tliis is your

idea of playing the game, is it?' 1 assured liiin then

that I had not returned to Tort Af^ncw with the inten-

tion of niarryinij you, but nu rely to .stiffen your morale,

us it were. He seemed <]uite satisfied with my expla-

nation, which I gave him in absolute good faith."

"Did he ever question you as to how you ascertained

I was iUr"

"Xo. While I cannot explain my impression, I gath-

ered at the time that he knew."

"He credited Andrew Daney with that philanthropic

job. Nan. He does not know that my mother com-

nnmicated with you."

"Neither do you, Donald. I have not told you she

did."

"I am not such a stupid fellow as to believe you

would ever tell me anything that might hurt mc, Nan.

One does not relish the information that one's mother

has not exhibited the sort of delicacy one expects of

one's mother," he added bluntly.

"It is not nice of you to say that, Donald. How do

you know that Mr. Daney did not send for me?"

He smiled tolerantly. "Before Daney would dare do

that he would consult with my father, and if my father

had consented to it he would never have left to Daney

the task of requesting such a tremendous favor of you

for his account. If Daney ever consulted my father as

to the advisability of such a course, my father refused

to consider it.'*

"What makes you think so, old smarty.?'*

"Well, I know my father's code. He had no hesitancy
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in porniittinfT you lo know that you were not welcome
as fi prospective daughter-in-law, although ho was not
so rude as to tell you why. He kft tliat to your imag-
ination. Now, for my father to ask a favor of any-
body is very unusual. He has a motto that a favor
acfi nted is a debt incurred, ajid lie dislikes those ])eren-

nial debts. ]\Iy father is a trader, niy dear. It' he l>ad,

directly or indirectly, been resj)onsible for your return

to Port Agnew for the purpose of saving liis son's life,

he would not be—well, he just wouldn't do it,*' he

i \|)l,!irH(l with some embarrassment. "lie couldn't do

it. He would say to you, 'My son is dy in <^ because

he finds life uninteresting without you. If you return,

vour presence will stimulate in him a renewed interest

in life and he will, in all probability, survive. If you
.tre ^"ood enough to save my son from diath you are

.;i)(id enough to share his life, and although this wed-
ding is about going to kill me, nevertheless we M-ill

pull it off and make believe we like it.*
'*

"Nonsense," she retorted.

"Knowing how my fat Ik r wiuld act under such cir-

cumstances, I was dunifounded when he informt-d me
this afternoon that you had agreed to perform under
false ])retenses. He was quite certain you would pro-
cttd to jilt me, now that I am strong enough to stand
it. He said you had promised him you would."

"I did not promise him. I merely toKl liim truth-

fully what my firm intention was at the time he

demanded to be informed as to the nature of my inten-

tions. I reserved my isonian's right to change my
mind.*'

"Oh !"

"Had I made your father a definite promise I would
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have l<opt it. If I were a p<arty to such a contract with

your father, Donald dear, all of your pleading to in-

duce nie to break it would be in vain."

"A contract without a consideration is void in law,"

he reminded her. "Dad just figured he could bank on

your love for me. He did you the honor to think it

was so strong and wonderful that death would be a

delirious delight to you in preference to spoiling my

career by marrying me—^well—^Elizabeth disillusioned

him!"

Nan's eyebrows lifted perceptibly.

"r^he informed my father in my prescn^-e," Donald

continued, "that you had had a ciiange of heart; that

you were now resolved to accept me should I again

ask you to marry me. It appears you had told Andrew

Daney this—in cold blood as it were. So Dad went to

the telephone and verified this report by Daney; then

we had a grand show-down and I was definitely given

my choice of habitation—The Dreamerie or the Saw-

dust Pile. Father, Mother, Elizabeth and Jane jointly

and severally assured me that they would never receive

you, so Nan, dear, it appears that I will have to pay

rather a heavy price for the privilege of marrying

you '*

"I have never told you I would marry you," she

cried sharply.

"Yes, you did. That day in the hospital."

"That was a very necessary fib and you should not

hold it against me. It was a promise absolutely not

made in good faith."

"But did vou tell Daney that you would accept me

if I should ask you again to marry me.?"
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She was visibly agitated but answered him truth-
fully. "Vt s, I did."

"You said it in anger?"
"Yes." Very softly.

"Daney had come to you with an offer of monetary
n ward for your invaluable services to the McKaye
faiuily, had he not? And since what you did was not
done for profit, you were properly infuriated and
couldn't resisf nving Daney the scare of his life? That
was the way o. it, was it not?"
Xan nodded and some tears that trembled on her

long lashes were flicked off by the vigor of the nod;
son.c" of thtm fell on the big gaunt hands that held hers.

"1 suppose you haven't sufficient money with which
to return to New York?" he continued.

Again she nodded an affirmative.

"Just what are your plans, dear?'*

"I suppose I'll have to go somewhere and try to
procure a position as a cook lady."

"An admirable decision," he declared enthusiasti-
cally. "I'll give you a job cooking for me, provided
you'll agree to marry me and permit me to live in your
house. I'm a man without a home and youVe just got
to take me in, Nan. I have no other place to lay my
weary head."

She looked at him and through the blur of her tears
she saw him smiling down at her, calmlv, benignantly
and with that little touch of whimsicality that was
always in evidence and which even his heaw heart
could not now subdue,

•\ou've yGa'vL--chosen the Sawdust Pile?'* she
cried incredulously.
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"How else wonld a man of spirit choose, old ship-

mate?"
"But you're not inavryinfr me to suve nic from pov-

erty, Donald? You must be certain you aren't mis-

taking for love the sympathy which rises so naturally

in that big heart of you s. K it's only a great pity—

if it's only the protective instinct
"

"Hush! It's all of tliat and tlien some. I'm a man

grown beyond the puppy-love stage, niy dear—and the

McKayes are not an impulsive race. We count the

costs carefully and take careful note of tlie potential

profits. And while I couhi grant my jM ople the right

to make liasli of my happiness I must, for some inexpli-

cable reason, deny them tlie privilege of doing it with

yours. I think I can make you happy, Nan; not so

happy, perhaps, that the shadow of your sorrow will

not fall across your life occasionally, but so much

happier tlian you are at ])resent that the experiment

seems wortli trying, oven at the expense of sacrificing

the wordly pride of my people.'*

"Are you entertaining a strong hope that after you

marry me, dear, your people will forgive you, make the

best of what they consider a bad bargain and acknowl-

edge me after a fashion? Do you think they will

let bygones be bygones and take me to their hearts

—

for your sake?"

"I entertain no such silly illusion. Under no cir-

cumstances will they ever acknowledge you after a

fashion, for the very sufficient reason that the oppor-

tunity to be martyrs will never be accorded my mother

and sisters by yours truly, Donald McKaye, late Laird

apparent of Foi l Agnew. Bless your sweet sosil, Xan,

I have some pride, you know. I wouldn't permit
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them to tolerate you, I prefer open warfare every
time."

"Have you broken with your people, dear?"

"Yes, but they do not know it yet. I didn't have the

lioart to raise a scene, so I merely gave the old pater
ii hug, kissed niotlRr and the girls and came away.
I'm not ^joiii^ bcick."

"You will—if I refuse to marry you?'*

"I do not anticipate such a refusal. However, it

does not enter into the matter at all in so far as my
(kcisioii to q It The Dreamerie is concerned. I'm
tlirough! Listen, Nan. I could win my fatlicr to you
—win him wholeheartedly and without reservation

—

if I should inform him that my mother asked you to
lome back to Port Agnew. My mother and the girls

have not told him of this and I suspect they have en-
couraf^^ecl his assumption that Andrew Daney took
matters in his own hands. Father has not cared to

inquire into the matter, anyhow, because he is secretly

ffrateful to Daney (as he thinks) for disobeying him.
Mother and the girls are forcing Daney to protect
them; they are using his loyalty to the family as a
club to keep him in line. With that club they forced
him to come to you with a proposition that must have
been repugnant to him, if for no other reason than
that he knew my father would not countenance it.

When you told him you would marry me if I should
ask you again, to whom did Daney report? To Eliza-
beth, of course—^the brains of the opposition. That
proves to me that my father had nothing to do with it

—why the story is as easily understood from deduc-
' '• « '-••I vivt-LillJ il'-.-:;! Lliv;! iipa. XJUU

I cannot use my mother's peace of mind as a club
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to beat dad into line ; I cannot tell him something that

will almost make him hate nioth^ and my sisters;

I would not force him to do that which he does not

desire to do because it is the kindly, sensible and hu-

mane course. So I shall sit tight and say nothing

—

and by the way, I love you more than ever for keeping

this afFuir from nie. So few women are true blue

sports, I'm afraid."

"You must be very, very angry and hurt, Donald?"

"I am. So angry and hurt that I desire to be

happy within the shortest possible period of elapsed

time. Now, olrl girl, look right into my eyes, because

I'm going to propose to you for the last time. My
worldly assets consist of about a hundred dollars im

cash and a six dollar wedding ring which I bought as

I came through Port Agnew. With these wordly goods

and all the love and honor and respect a man can possi-

bly have for a woman, I desire to endow yv;u. Answer

me quickly. Yes or no?**

"Yes,'* she whispered.

"You chatterbox! When?*
"At your pleasure.'*

"That's trading talk. Well be married this after-

noon.*' He stretched out his long arms for her and

as she slid off the low hassock and knelt beside his

chair, he gathered her hungrily to him and held her

there for a long time before he spoke again. When

he did it was to say, with an air of wonder that was

almost childlike:

"I never knew it was possible for a man to be so

utterly wretched and so tremendously happy and all

within the same hour. I love you so much it hurts."

He released her and glanced at his watch. "It is now
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two o'clock. Nan. If we leave lu re by three we can
reach the countj seat by five o'clock, procure a license

and be married bj iix. By half past seven we will

have finished our wedding supper and by about ten

o'clock we shall be back at the Sawdust Pile. Put a
tloun pair of rompers on the young fellow and let's

go! From this (. ij forward we live, like the Sinn
Fein "For oursclTea alone."

While Nan was preparing for that hurried ceremony,
Donald strolled about the little yard, looking over the
neglected garden and marking for future attention
various matters such as a broken hinge on the gate,
some palings off the fence and the crying necessity

for paint on the little white house, for he was striving
mightily to shut out all thought of his past life and
concentrate on matters that had fo do with the future.
I'resently he wandered out on tlie bulkluad. The great
white gulls which spent their leisure hours gravely con-

templating the Bight of Tyee from the decaying ])llliig,

rose lazily at his approach and with hoarse cries of

resentment flapped out to sea; his dull glance followed
them and rested on a familiar sight.

Through the Bight of Tyee his father's barkentine
Kohala was coming home from Honolulu, ramping in

l)efore a twenty mile breeze with every shred of canvas
drawing. She was heeled over to starboard a little

and there was a pretty little bone in her teeth; the
colors streamed from her mizzen rigging while from her
foretruck the house-flag flew. Idly Donald watched her
until she was abreast and below The Dreamerie and
her house-flag dipped in salute to the master watching
from the clifT

; instantly the young Laird of Tyee saw
a woolly puff of smoke break from the terrace below
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the house and sevonil seconds liittT the tin!! boom of|

the signal /^iin. His hinrt was cons»^ri» lrd "Ah,

never for hk- !" he niurnmred, "never for nit— until

he tells them to look toward the Sawdust Pile for

the master P*

Ho strode out to t!ie ffate where his futhcr'N chiuif-

fetir \- nitcd with the limousine. '"Take Uie cur home,"

he ordered, "and as you pass througii t( wn stop in at

the Central Garage and tell them to send a closed car

over to me here."

The cliauffeur lookcc? at him with siirpvisc but

obeyed at onre. Hy the ,h- the hired ear h.u? - rived

Nan and her child were ready, and just befor 'n\g

the house Nan, realizing that they would not return

to the Sawdust Pile until long after nightfall, hauled

in the flag that floated over the little cupola; and for

the second time, old Hector, watcliing up on thr clifT,

viewed tin's infallible portent of an event out of the

ordinary. His liand trembled as he held his marine

glasses to his blurred eyes and focussed on The Saw-

dust Pile, in time to see his son enter the limousine

with Nan Brent and her child—and even at that dis-

tance lie could see thiU the car in which tliey wore

(lepart iiiq' from tlie S.iwdust P ie was not the one in

which Donald had left The Drei. lerie. From that fact

alorj The Laird deduced that his son had made his

choice . .nd because Donald was his father's son, imbued

with the same fierce high pride and love of inde-

pendence, he declined to bo under oblic^ation to his

people even for the service of an automobile upon his

wedding day.

The Laird stood watching the car until it was out
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of s'lfrht ; then he si^lud very deeply, entered the house

and rang for the butler.

"Tell Mrs. AIcKaye and tlie young laflies that I

would thank them to come here at once,** he ordered

calmly.

They ca.no ]ireci])itut( ly, vairm ly a])prrli( nsive. "My
dears," he said in an unnaturally .subdued voice, "Don-

ald has just left the Sawdu.st Pile with the Brent lass

to be married. He has made his bed and it is my wish

t'lat ho sliall lie in it."

"Oh, Hector!" Mrs. McKfiye had spoken quaver-

iiiirly. "Oh, Hector, dear, do not be hard on him!"

He raised his great arm as if to silence further

Hrq;ument. "He has brought disgrace upon mv house.

He is no longer son of mine and we are discussing him

f"i- the last time. Hear me, now. There will be no

i'lntlier mention of Donald in my presence and I for-

bid you, Nellie, you, Elizabeth and you, Jane, to liave

aught to do wie him, directly or indirectly.'*

Mrs. !MeKaye sat down abruptly and commenced to

weep and wall her woe aloud, while Jane souf^ht vainly

to comfort her. Elizabeth bore the news with <'xtreme

fortitude; with unexpected tact .she took her father

by the arm and steered him outside and along the

terrace walk where the agoni,, ' nhs and moans of

her mother could not Ik? heard- li>r what Elizabeth

feared in that first great moment < f remorse was a

torrent of self-accusation from her isother. If, as

her father had stated, Donald was en route to be

married, then the mischief was cione and no good

could come out of a confession to 'J'he ^ aird of the

manner in which the family honor had b>.rn compro-

mised, not by Donald, but by his mother, aided and
I
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abetted by his sisters! The Laird, now quite dumb
with distress, walked in silence with his eldest daughter,

vaguely conscious of the comfort of her company and

sympathy in his hour of trial.

When Elizabeth could catch Jane's attention

through the window she cautiously placed her finger

on her lip and frowned a warning. Jane nodded her

comprehension and promptly bore her mother off to

bed where she gave the poor soul some salutary advice

and left her to the meager comfort of solitude and

smelling salts.

Just before he retired that night, The Laird saw a

light shine suddenly forth from the Sawdust Pile. So

he knew his son had selected a home for his bride, and

rage and bitterness mingled with his grief and mangled

pride to such an extent that he called upon God to

take him out of a world that had crumbled about his

hoary head. He shook his fist at the little liglit that

blinked so far below hiin and Mrs. McKaye, who had

crept down stairs with a half-formed notion of con-

fessing to The Laird in the hope of mitigating her

son's offense—of, mother-like, taking upon her shoul-

ders an equal burden of the blame—caught a glimpse

of old Hector's face, and her courage failed her. Thor-

oughly frightened she returned noiselessly to her room

and wept, dry-eyed, for the fountain of her tears had

long since been exhausted.

Meanwhile, down at the Sawdust Pile, Nan was

putting her drows}' son to bed; in the little living-roora

her husband had lighted the drift-wood fire and had

drawn the old divan up to the blue fiamrs. He was

sitting with his elbows on his knees and his chin in his
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hands, outlining plans for their future, whtu Nan,

having put her child to bed, came and sat down beside

him. He glanced at her vith troubled eyes and grinned

a trifle foolishly.

"Happy?" he queried.

She nodded. **In a limited fashion only, dear heart.

I'm thinking how wonderfully courageous you have been

to marry me and how tremendously grateful I shall

always be for your love and faith.'* She captured his

right hand and fondled it for a moment in both of

hers, smiling a little thoughtfully the while as if at

some dear little secret. "Port Agnew will think I

married you for money,** she resumed presently ; "your

mother and sisters will think I married you to spite

them and your father will think I married you be-

cause you insisted and because I was storm-tossed and

had to find a haven from the world. But the real

reason is that I loTe you and know that some day I

am going to see more happiness in your eyes than I

can see to-night."

Again, in that impulsive way she had, she bent and

kissed his hand. "Dear King Cophetua," she mur-

mured, "your beggar maid will never be done with

adoring you." She looked up at him with a sweet

and lovely wistfulneas shining in her sea-blue eyes.

"And the sweetest thing about it, you angelic simple-

ton,'* she added, **i« that you will never, never, never

know why."



XXXXI

THE first hint of the tremendous events impending

came to Mr. Daney through the medium of no

less an informant than his wife. Upon returning from

the mill office on the evening of Donald McKaj'e's

marriage, ^Ir. Daney was met at his front door bj

Mrs. Daney who cried triumphantly:

**Well, what did I tell you about Donald McKaye?**

Mr. Daney twitched inwardly, but answered com-

posedly. "Not one-tenth of one per cent, of what I

have discovered without your valuable assistance my
dear."

She wrinkled the end of her nose disdainfully. **He*s

gone motoring with Nan Brent in a hired car, and they

took the baby with them. Tliey passed through town

about half past two this afternoon and they haven't

returned yet."

"How do you know aU this?" he demanded coolly.

"I saw them as they passed by on the road below ; I

recognized that rent limousine of the Central Garage

with Ben Nicholson driving it, and a few moments ago

I telephoned the Central Garage and asked for Ben.

He hasn't returned yet—and it*8 been dark for half

an hour.**

"Hum-m-m I What do you suspect, my dear?'*

"The worst," she replied dramatically.

"What a woudLrful fail day tlris has been," he re-

marked blandly as he hung up liis hat. She turned

320
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upon him a glance of fury ; he met it with one so calm
and impersonal that the good lady quite lost control

of herself. "Why do you withhold your confidence

from me?" she cried sharply.

"Because you wouldn't respect it, my dear; also, be-

cause I'm paid to keep the McKaye secrets and you're
not."

"Is he going to marry her, Andrew? Answer me,"
she demanded.

"Unfortunately for you, Mrs, Daney, the young
gentleman hasn't taken me into his confidence. Neither
has the young lady. Of course I entertain an opinion
on the subject, but since I am not given to discussing

the intimate personal affairs of other people, you'll

excuse my reticence on this subject, I'm sure. I repeat
that this has been a wonderful fall day."

She burst into tears of futile rage and went to her

n m. Mr. Daney partook of his dinner in solitary

state and immediately after dinner strolled down town
and loitered around the entrance to the Central Garage
until he saw Ben Nicholson drive in about ten o'clock.

"Hello, Ben," he hailed the driver as Ben descended
from his seat. "I hear you've been pulling off a wed-
ding."

Ben Nicliolson lowered his voice and spoke out the
corner of his mouth. "What do you know about the

young Laird, eh, Mr. Daney? Say I could 'a' cried

to see him throwin* himself away on that Jane."
Mr. Daney slirngged. "Oh, well, boys will be boys,**

he declared. "The bigger they are the harder they
fall. Of course, Ben, you understand I'm not in posi-

tion to say anything, one way or the other," he added
parenthetically, and Ben Nicholson nodded compre- IN
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hcnsion. Thereupon Mr. Daney sauntered over to the

cigar stand in the hotel, loaded his cigar case and

went down to his office, where he sat until midnight,

smoking and thinking. The sole result of his cogita-

tions, however, he summed up in a remark he directed

at the cuspiclor just before he went home:

"Well, there's blood on the moon and hell will pop

in the morning.'*

For the small part he had played in bringing Nan

Brent back to Port Agnew, the general manager fully

expected to hi- dismissed from the McKaye service

within thirty seconds after old Hector should reach

the mill office; hence with the heroism bom of twelve

hours of preparation he was at his desk at eight o'clock

next morning. At nine o'clock The Laird came in and

Mr. Daney saw by his face instantly that old Hector

know. The general manager rose at his desk and bowed

with great dignity.

"Moritori salutamus, sir," he announced gravely.

"What the devil arc you talking about, Daney?"

The Laird demanded irritably.

"l^iat's what the gladiators used to say to the

Roman populace. It means, I believe, 'We who are

about to die, salute you.' Here is my resignation, Mr.

McKaye."
"Don't be an ass, Andrew,'' The Laird commanded

and threw the proffered resignation into the waste

basket. "Why should you resign?"

"To spare the trouble of discharging me, sir.**

"What for?"

"Bringing the Brent girl back to Port Agnew. If I

liadn't gotten her address from Dirty Dan I would!

never have suggested tc
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"Enougli. We will not discuss what mi^t have
l)een, Andrew. The boy has married her, and since
the blow has fallen nothing that preceded it is of the
slightest importance. What I have called to say to
you is this: Donald McKaye is no longer connected
with the Tyee Lumber Company."

"Oh, come, come, sir," Daney pleaded. "The mis-
chief is done. You'll have to forgive tlie boy and make
the best of a bad business. What can't be cured must
be endured, you know.'*

"Not necessarily. And you might spare me your
platitude, Andrew," The Laird replied savagely. "I'm
done with the lad forever, for son of mine he is no
longer. Andrew, do you remember the time he bought
that red cedar stumpage up on the Wiskah and un-
loaded it on me at a profit of two hundred thousand
dollars?"

Mr, Daney nodded. "And you, in turn, sold it at
a profit of fifty thousand,'* he reminded the irate old
man.

"Donald did not retain that profit he made at my
expense. 'Twas just a joke with him. He put the
money into bonds and sent them to you with instruc-
tions to place them in my vault for my account." Mr.
Daney nodded and The Laird resumed. "Take those
bonds to the Sawdust Pile, together with a check for
all tlie interest collected on the coupons since they
came into my possession, and tell him from me that
I'll take it kindly of him to leave Port Agnew and
make a start for himself elsewhere as quickly as he
can. He owes it to his family not to affront it by his
presence in Tort Agnew, giving ground for gossip and
scandal and piling needless sorrow upon us. And
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when the Sawdust Pile is again vacant you will re-

move the Brent house and put in the drying yard

you've planned this many a year."

"Very well, sir. It's not a task to my liking, but

—

His pause was eloquent.

"Have my old desk put in order for nio. I'm back

in the harness and back to stay, and at tliat I'm not

so certain it isn't the best thing for mo, under the

present circumstances. I dare say," he added, with a

sudden change of tone, "the news is all over Port

Agnew this morning."

Mr. Dancy nodded.

"You will procure Donald's resignation as President

and have him endorse the stock I gave him in order to

qualify as a director of the company. We'll hold a

directors' meeting this afternoon and I'll step back

into the presidency.'*

"Very well, sir."

"You will cauie a notice to be prepared for my sig-

nature, to be spread on the bulletin board in each

department, to the effect that Donald McKaye is no

longer connected in any way with the Tyee Lumber

Company."
"Damn it, man," Daney roared wrathfully, "have

you no pride? Why wash your dirty linen in public?"

"You are forgetting yourself, my good Andrew. If

you do not wish to obey my orders I shall have little

difficulty inducing your assistant to carry out my

wishes, I'm thinking." The Laird's voice was caUn

enough; apparently he had himself under perfect con-

trol, but- the Blue-Bonncts-coming-ovor-the-Border

look was in his fierce gray eyes : under his bushy iron-

gray brows they burned like campfires in twin caverns
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at night. His arms, bowed belligerently, hu:ig tense

at his side, his great hands opened and closed, a little

to the fore; he licked his lips and in the brief silence

that followed ere Mr. Daney got up and started fum-
bling with the combination to the great vault in the

corner, old Hector's breath came in short snorts. He
turned and, still in the same attitude, watched Daney
while the latter twirled and fumbled and twirled. Poor
man! He knew The Lird's baleful glance was boring
into his back and for the life of him he could not remem-
ber the combination he had used for thirty years.

Suddenly he abandoned all pretense and turned sav-

agely on The
"Get out of my office,** he yelled. "I work for you.

Hector McKaye, but I give you vfil'i;? received and in

this otfice I'm king and be damned to you." His voice

rose to a shrill, childish treble that presaged tears of

rage. '*You'll be sorry for this, you hard-hearted man.
Please God 1*11 live to see the day your dirty Scotch

pride will be humbled and you'll go to that wonderful
boy and his wife and plead for forgiveness. Why,
you poor, pitiful, pusillanimous old pachyderm, if the

boy has dishonored you he has honored himself. He's

a gallant young gentleman, that*s what he is. He has

more guts than a bear. He*8 married the girl, damn
you—and that's more than you would have done ui his

age. Ah, don't talk to me ! We were young together

and I know the game you played forty years ago with

the girl at the Rat Portage—^yes, you—you with your
youth and your hot passions—turning your big proud
bfif-k on your peculiar personal god to wallow in sin

and enjoy it.'*

"But I—I was a single man then," The Laird sput-
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tered, almost inarticulate with fury and astonishment.

"He was a single man yesterday but he's a married

man to-day. And she loves him. She adores him. You

can see it in her eyes when his name is mentioned. And

she had no reason to behave herself, had she? She has

behaved herself for three long years, but did she win

anybody's approbation for doing it? I'm telling you

a masterful man like him might have had her without

the wedding ring, for love's sake, if he'd cared to play

a waiting game and stack the cards on her. After all,

she's human."

Suddenly he commenced to weep with fury, the tears

cascading into his whiskers making him look singularly

ridiculous in comparison with the expression on his

face, which was anything but grievous. "Marriage!

Marriage !" he croaked. "I know what it is. I married

a fat-head—and so did my wife. We've never known

romance ; never had anything but a quiet, well-ordered

existence. I've dwelt in repression; never got out of

life a single one of those thrills that comes of doing

something daring and original and nasty. Never had

an adventure; never had a woman look at me like I

was a god; married at twenty and never knew the

Grand Passion." He threw up his arms. "Oh-h-h,

God-d-d ! If I could only be young again I'd be a devil

!

Praise be, I know one man with guts enough to tell 'em

all to go to hell."

With a peculiar little moving cry he started far the

door.

"Andrew," The Laird cried anxiously. "Where are

you going?"

**None of your infernal business," the rebel shrilled,

"but if you must know, I'm going down to the Saw-
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(lust Pile to kiss the bride and shake a man's hand and
wish him well. After I've done that I'll deliver your
message. Mark me, he*ll never take those bonds.'*

"Of course he will, you old fool. They belong to
him."

"But he refused to make a profit at the expense of
his own father. He gave them to you and he's not an
Indian giver."

"Andrew, I have never known you to act in such a
peculiar manner. Are you crazy? Of course he'll take
them. He'll have to take them in order to get out of
Port Agnew. I doubt if he has a dollar in the world."
Mr. Daney beat his chest gorilla fashion. "He

doesn't need a dollar. Boy and man, I've loved that—
ahem! son of yours. Why, he always did have guts.
Keep your filthy money. The boy's credit is good with
me. I'm no pauper, even I if do work for you. I
work for fun. Understand. Or do you, Hector Mc-
Kaye?»»

"If you dare to loan my son as much as a thin dime
I'll fire you out of hand."
Mr. Daney jeered. "How?" he demanded very dis-

tinctly, and yet with a queer, unusual blending of the
sentence with a single word, as if the very force of
his breath had telescoped every syllable, "would you
like to stand off in that corner there and take a long
runnin' jump at yourself, proud fatherP"

**Out of this ofBce! You're fired."

Mr. Daney dashed the tears from his whiskers and
blew his nose. Then he pulled himself together with
dignity and bowed so 1g;v he loit \m center of ^?ravity
and teetered a little on his toes before recovering
his balance. 'Tired is GOOD," be declared. "Where
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do you get that stuff, oh? My dear old Furiosity,

ain't niy rcsifrnation in the wastebasket ? Good-by,

good luck and may the good Lord give you the iense

God giyea geese. I*m a better man than you are, Gunga

Din."

The door banged open. Then it banged shut and

The Laird was alone. The incident was closed. The

impossible had come to pass. For the strain had been

too great, and at nine o'clock on a working day morn-

ing, steady, reliable, dependable, automatic Andrew

Daney havin<j imbibed Dutch courafje in lieu of Na-

ture's own brand, was, for the first time in his life,

jingled to an extent comparable to that of a boiled owl.

Mr. Daney's assistant thrust his head in the door, to

disturb Tlie Laird's cogitations. **The knee-bolters

went out at the shingle mill this morning, sir," he an-

nounced, "They want a six and a half hour day and

fifty per cent, increase in wages, with a whole holiday

on Saturday. There's a big Russian red down there

exhorting them."

'Send Dirty Dan to me. Quick !"

A telephonic summons to the loading shed brought

Daniel P. O'Leary on the run. *«Come with me, Dan,**

The Laird commanded, and started for the shingle

mill. On the way down he stopped at the warehouse

and selected a new double-bitted ax which he handed to

Dirty Dan. Mr. O'Lca:^ received the weapon in

silence and trotted along at The Laird's heels like a

faithful dog, until, upon arrival at the shingle mill the

astute Hibernian took in the situation at a glance.

"Sure, 'lis no conipliiicnt ;ou've p;iid rne, ?or, think^

in' I'll be ufther needin an ax to take that fella's meas-

ure," he protested.
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"Your job in to keep t\\o>v other animals off me iHiile

/ take his measure," The Liiird corrected him.

Without an instant's hesitation Dirty Dan wung his

iix and charged the crowd. "Gower that, ye vaga-

bones,** he screeched. As he passed the Russian he

-cized the latter by the cdll ir, swung liim and threw

iiiiM lM>dily toward old Hector, wlio received him greed-

ily and drew him to his lieart. The terrible O'Leary

tiien stood over the battling pair, his ax poised, the

while he hurled insult and anathema at the knee-bolters.

A very large percentage of knee-bolters and shingle

w( ;ivers are menil)ors of the I. VV. W. iiiid knowing this,

Mr. O'Leary begged in (iulcct tones, to '>e informed why
in this and that nobody seemed willing to lift a hand

to rescue the Little Comrade. He appeared to be

keenly disappointed because nobody tried, albeit other

axes were quite plentiful thereabouts.

Presently The Laird got up and dusted the splinters

and sawdust from his clothing; the Ked, battered terri-

bly, lay weltering in his blood. "I feel better now,**

said The Laird. "This is just what I needed this

morning to bring me out of myself. Help yourself,

I);in," and he made a dive at the nearest striker, who

fled, followed by his fellow-strikers, all hotly pursued

by The Laird and the demon Daniel.

The Laird returned, puffing slightly, to his office and
once more sat in at his own desk. As he remarked to

Dirty Dan, he felt better now. All his rescntinont

against Daney had fled but his resolution to pursue

his contemplated course with reference to his son and
the latter's wife had become firmer than ever. In

sornu ways The Laird was a terrible old man.



NAN wns r ,t at sui |>r >ed ^hen, upon responding

to ' jjuc 'T>torv ' nock if ' fi loor she (lis

i-ov red n-lrf' Ham 'airMi^ ^ The gincral

iii.iii. '^r, ;.r- s s V .
TIk' Laird

had ^)crit tw I ^rs in ,c t lumber pilf,

waiting' for iho cofiolit <"
i' »m I 's brain,

for he had lin-
'

s* vri'm: th all was

not wci V i ho ii > . h\s in

order v . . nn ido and ffrooi.,

"Goo om ti V, .Nan greeted him. "Do

cor.je in.

lod mo 'liiig, vir iViLKaye. Thank you. I shall

with nlca-'"'

IT. foi 1 ii, . d Mie 1 tie hallway to the liv

in^;' ui n It I) t" w th his great thin legs

str* 111 1 out t( ire.

• )on't rise, 1 ' rise," Mr. Daney protested.

M ! til all K the 1 ride and .shake your

•ny . ! visit is entirely friendly and un-

\. 1 1 you're a dear," Nan cried, and pre-

nt
i f.i 'hoek for the tribute he rioiimed.

1 a rebel, boy," Mr. Dar -y cried

h !' ;() . "God bless you and may you

ai.wiy.s . e hap, r ti.an you are this minute."

Donald wru.ig the Dancy digits with a heartiness he

would not have thought possible a month before.

"I've quarreled witb your father, Donald," he

330
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announced, seatinf^ himself. "Over you—and you," he
addcfl, no(Ming brightly at boO young people. "H*-
Hiinks hc'.s lircd nni>." lie paused, slanctd aronrul,
roi; ^rl„.(J a coiiplo of fimcs .tn<} cnnu mt wif it. "WolU
what arc yuu goiti/j to do now to put tobacco in your
old tobacco box, Donald?'*

Donald smiled sadly. «*01i, N an still ): as a few dollars
I' " from ' at motor boat .'••vindlc you perpetrated, Mr.
Daiit'V ; e'll take irv of mc for a couple of weeks
until I'lu iiysclf again; then, if my father btill proves
recalcitrant «n 1 declines to have roe connected with
I lie Tyee JLumber Company, 1*11 manage to make a
living for Nan and the boy somewhere else.*'

Brieti; Air. inoy oiitluiod The Laird's expressed
eourse of action witli '-egard to bis son.

"He means it,** D« aid assured the general manager.
"He nevt r bluffs. He gave me plenty of warning
and his <! ision has n_»t been arrived at in a hurry.
He's throuf^li v itb me."

"I fear he is, my boy. Er-ah-ahem! Ilarumph-h-h

I

Do you remember those bonds you sent me from New
Vork oiu t—the proceeds of your deal in that Wiskah
river cedar?"

"Yes."

*'Your father desires that you accept the entire two
hundred thousand dollars worth and accrued interest."

"Why?"
I supjiose he thinks they'll come in handy

^vhen Vol! liavo Port Afjnew."

"Well, i"ni not going to leavr v. An*'

"Your father instructed m'
would take it kindly of you '

sons.**
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**I appreciate his point of view, but since he has

kicked me out he has no claim on my sympathies—at

least not to the extent of forcing his point of view and

causing mo to abandon niy own. Please ''ay to my
father that since I cannot have his forgiveness I do not

want his bonds or his money. Tell him also, please,

that I'm not going to leave Port Agnew, because that

would prcdi "i^^e a sense of guilt on my part and lend

some support to the popular assumption that my wife

is not a virtuous woman. I could not possibly oblige

my father on this point because to do so would be a

violent discourtesy to my wife. I am not ashamed of

her, you know.'*

Mr. Dancy gnawed hir thumb nail furiously. " 'The

wicked flee when no man pursueth'," he quoted. "How-

ever, Mr Donald, you know as well as I do that if your

father should forbid it, a dicky bird couldn't make a

living in this town."

"There are no such restrictions in Darrow, Mr.

Daney. The superintendent up there will give me a

job on the river."

Mr. Daney could not forbear an expression of

horror. "Hector McKaye's son a river hog.*" he cried

incredulously.

"Well, Donald McKaye's father was a river hog,

wasn't he.'"'

**Oh, but times have changed since Hector was a

pup, my Ixjy. Wliy, this is dreadful."

"No, Mr. Uaney. ]Merely unusual."

"Well, Donald, I think your father will raise the

ante considerably in order to avoid that added dis-

grace and force you to listen to reason."

"If he does, sir, please spare yourself the trouble of
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bearing his message. Neither Nan nor I is for sale,

sir."

"I told him you'd decline the bonds. However, Mr.
Donald, there is no reason in life why you shouldn't

get money from me whenever you want it. Thanks to
your fatlicr I'm worth more than a hundred thousand
myself, although you'd never guess it. Your credit is

A-1 with me."

"I shall be your debtor for life because of that

speech, Mr. Daney. Any news from my mother and
the ^irls?"

"None."

"Well, I'll stand by for results,'* Donald assured

liiin gravely.

"Do not expect any."

"I don't."

Mr. Daney fidgeted and finally said he guessed he'd

hotter be trotting along, and Donald and Nan, realiz-

iii<j it would be no kindness to him to bo polite and
assure him there was no need of hurry, permitted him
to depart forthwith.

"I think, sweetheart," Donald announced with a
pained little smile, as he returned from seeing Mr.
Daney to the front gate, '"that it wouUln't lie a half

had idea for you to sit in at tliat old piano and play

and sing for me. I think I'd like something light an 1

lilting. What's that Kipling thing that's been set to

music?

So we went strolling,

Down by the rolling, domi by the rolling sea.

You may keep your croak for other foik

But you can't frighten me!
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He lighted a cigarette and stretched himself out on

the old divan. She watched him blowing smoke riiigs at

the ceiling—and there was no music in her soul.

In the afternoon the McKayc limousine drew up at

the front gate and Nan's heart fluttered violently in

contemplation of a visit from her husband's mother

and sisters. She need not have worried, liowever. The

interior of the car was unoccupied save for Donald's

clothing and personal effects which some thoughtful

person at The Dreamerie had sent down to him. He
hazarded a guess tliat the cool and practical Elizabeth

had realized his needs.
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r> ETURNING to the mill office, Mr. Daney sat
A V at his desk and started to look over the mail.
The I^ird heard his desk Inizzcr sounding frequently
an ' rightly conjecturing that his general manager ^as
back on the job, he came into the latter's office and
glared at him.

"I thought I fired you?*' he growled.
"I know. You thought you did," the rebel replied

complacently. "I see by your knuckles you've been
fighting. Hope it did you good."

"It did. Are you going to leave this oflice?"

"No, sir."

"I didn't think you would. Well, well ! Out with it.»»

Mr. Daney drew a deal of pleasure from that invita-
tion. "Tho boy directs me to inform you, sir, that he
will not accept the bonds nor any monies you may
desire to give him. He says he doesn't need them be-
cause he isn't going to leave Port Agnew."

"Nonsense, Andn w. Tie cannot rciniiin in this town.
He hasn't the courage to face his little world after
marrying that girl. And he has to make a living for
her."

^

"We shall see that which we shall se,** Mr. Daney
replied enigmatically.

"I wonder if it is possible he is trying to outgame
me," old Hector mused aloud. "Andrew, go back and
tell him that if he will go to California to lire I will deed
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him that Lassen county siif^ar and white pine Mid build

him tlie fiiH'st mill in the state,"

"The terms are quite impossible," Daney retorted

and explained why.

"He shall get out of Port Agnew," The Laird threat-

ened. "He shall get out or starve."

"You are forjritting something, sir."

"Forgetting what?"

"That I have more than a hundred thousand dollars

in bonds right in that vault and that I have not as yet

developed paralysis of tlie r\v:\d hand. Tlie l)oy sl'all

not starve and neither shall he crawl, like a beaten dog

currying favor with the one that has struck him."

"I am the one who has been struck—and he has

wounded me sorely," The Laird cried, his voice cracked

with anger.

"The mischief is done. What's the use of crying

over spilled milk? You're going to forgive the boy

sooner or later, so do it now and be graceful about it.'*

"I'll never forgive him, Andrew."

Mr. Daney walled his eyes toward the ceiling.

"Thank God,"' he murmured piously, "I'm pure. Here-

af'ar, every time Reverend Mr. Tingley says the Lord's

prayer I'm going to cough out loud in church at the

line: *Forgive us our trespasses as we forgive those

who trespass a«r linst us.' You'll hear that cough and

remember. Hector McKaye."

A deeper shadow of distress cettled over The Laird's

stem features. "You're uncommon mean to me this

bitter day, Andrew," he complained wearily. "I take

it as most unkind of you to thwart my wishes like

this."

"I'm for true love!" Mr. Daney declared firmly.
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'"Ah come, come now ! Don't be a stiff-necked old dodo.

Forgive the boy.'*

"In time I may forgive him, Andrew. I'm not sure

of myself where be is coiicerned, but we canna receive

thf girl. 'Tis not in rtasoii that we sbould."

•'I believe I'll cough twice," Daney murmured mus-

ingly.

And the following day being Sunday, lie did! He sat

two rows behind the McKaye family pew but across

the aisle, and in a cold fury Tlic Eaird turned to

>(iu(lch him with a look. What he saw in tlie Daney
pew, however, chilled his fury and threw him into a

veritable panic of embarrassment. For to the right

of the incomprebensible general manager sat the young
t'\-laird of Port Agnew ; at D;iney's left the old Laird

briield his new daugliter-in-law, while further down the

pew as far as she could retreat, Mrs. Daney, with face

aiiumc, sat rigid, her bovine countenance upraised and

her somewhat vacuous glance fixed unblinkingly at a

j»uint some forty feet over Mr. Tinglcy's j)ious head.

Donald intcr<"epted the old man's amazed and troubled

glance, and smiled at his father with his eyes—an

affectionate overture that was not lost on The Laird

ore he jerked his head and eyes once more to the

front.

Mrs. MeKaye and her two {laughters were as yet

unaware of the horror that impended. But not for

long. When the congregation stood to sing the final

hymn. Nan's wondrous mezzo-soprano rose clear and
sweet over the indifferent-toned notes of every other

woman present ; to the mo'^t dull it would liave been

obvious that there was a trained singer present, and
Mrs. McKaye and her daugliters each cast a covert
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glance in the direction of the voice. However, since

every other woman in the church was gazing at Nan,

nobody observed the effect of her presence upon the

senior branch of the McKayc family, for which small

blessing the family in question was duly grateful.

At the conclusion of tlic sorv^ice old Hector remained

in his pew until the majority of the congregation had

filed out ; then, assuring himself by a quick glance, that

his son and the latter's wife had preceded him, he fol-

lowed with Mrs. McKaye and the girls. From the

church steps he observed Donald and Nan walking

home, while Mr. Dancy and his outraged spouse fol-

lowed Home twenty feet behind them. Quickly The
Laird and his family entered the waiting limousine; it

was the first occasion that anybody could remember

when he had not lingered to shako hands with Mr.

Tingley and, perchance, congratulate him on the excel-

lence of his sermon.

They were half way up the cliff road before anybody

spoke. Then, with a long preliminary sigli, The Laird

voiced the thouglit that obsessed them all.

"That damned mutton-head, Daney. I'd run him

out of the Tyee employ if it would do a bit of good.

I cannot run him out of town or out of church.**

"The imbecile!" Elizabeth raged. Jane was dumb
M'ith shame and rage and Mrs. McKaye was sniffling a

little. Presently she said:

"How dare he bring her right into church with

him,'* she cried brokenly. "Right before everybody.

CMi, dear, oh dear, is my son totally lacking in a sense

of di-rrrifv? Tliis is tcrrihlo, tirr'hle."

"I shall not risk such another awful Sunday morn-

ing," Elizabeth announced.
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"Nor I," Jane cried with equal fervor.

"We shall have to leave Port Agnew now," Mrs.
"'.'•"ICayc sohlx'd.

Old IIci tor patted her hand. "Yes, I think you'll

re to, Nellie. Unfortunately, I cannot go with you.
Diincy doesn't appear to be quite sane of late and with
Donald out of the business I'm chained to a desk for

the remainder of my life. I fear, however," he added
savagely, "I do not intend to let that woman run me
out of my own church. Not by a damned sight!"

The instant they entered the house, rightly conjec-
tu ring that the Daneys had also reached their home,
Mrs. McKaye went to the teleplione and proceeded to

inform Mr. Daney of the opinion which the McKaye
family, jointly and severally, entertained for his idea
of comedy. Daney listened respectfully to all she had
to say touching his sanity, his intelligence, his sense

of decency, and his lovalty to Hector and when, stung

because he made no (.cfense, she asked: "Have you no
explanation to make us for your extraordinary be-

havior?** he replied:

"I am an uslu r of our church, Mrs. McKaye. When
Donald and his wife entered the church the only va-

cant scats in it were in my pew; tiie only person in the

church who would not have felt a sense of outrage at
having your daughter-in-law seated with his or her
family, was my self-sacrificing self. I could not be
discourteous to Donald and I'm quite certain his wife

has as much right in our church as you have. So I

shooed them both up to my pew, to the great distress

"You should be ashamed of yourself, Andrew. You
should !"
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"Fm not ashamed of inysilf, Mrs. McKaye. IVe btcn

a pussy-foot all niy life. I had to do something 1

knew would detract from my popularity, but since I

had to do it I decided to do it promptly and as if I

enjoyed it. Surely you would not have commended mv

had I nut the younj? couple at the door and said to

them: 'Get out of this church. It is not for such as

you. However, if you insist upon staying, you'll have

to stand up or else sit down on the floor. Nobody hen-

wants to sit with you. Tluy'rc afraid, too, they'll

offend the Chie<^ PooVhah of this town'."

"You could have pretended you did not sec them."

"My dear Mrs. McKaye," Daney retorted in even

tones, "do you wish me to inform your husband of a

certain long distance telephone conversation? If

so "

She hung np without waiting to say good-by, and

the following day she left for Seattle, accompanied by

her daughters.

Throughout the week The Laird forbore mentioning

his .,on's name to 'Mr. Daney; indeed, he refrained from

addressing the latter at all unless absolutely necessary

to speak to him directly—wherefore Daney knew him-

self to be blacklisted. On the following Sunday The
Laird sat alone in the family pew and Mr. Daney did

not rou/:;:}i during tlie recital of the Lord's prayer, so

old Hector managed to conquer a tremendous yearning

to glance around for the reason. Also, as on the pre-

vious Sunday, he was in no hurry to leave his pew at

the conclusion of the service, yet, to liis profound irri-

tation, when he did leave it a-id start down the ccntrnl

aisle of the church, he looked squarely into the faces

of Donald and Nan as they emerged from the Dam v
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pew, Mn. Daney was conspicuous by her absence.
Nan's baby boy had fallen asleep during the service

and Donald was carrying the cherub.

Old Hector's face went white; he gulped when his

son spoke to him.

"Hello, Dad. You looked lonely all by yourself in

tilat big pew. Suppose we come up and sit with you
next Sunclny?"

Old Hector ymuscd and bent upon his son and Nan
a terrible look. "Never speak to me again so long
as you live,** he replied in a low voice, and passed out
of the church.

Donald gazed after his broad erect figure and shook
his head dolefully, as Mr. Daney fell into step beside

him. "I told you so," he whispered.

"Isn't it awful to be Scotch?** Nan inquired.

"It is awful—on the Scotch," her husband assured
liiT. "The dear old fraud giil])cd like a broken-hearted
boy when I spoke to him. He'd rather be wrong than
president."

As they wen? walking home to the Sawdust Pile, Nan
captured one of her husband's great fingers and swung
it childishly. "I wish you didn't insist upon our going
to church, sweetheart," she complained. "We*re spoil-

ing your father's Christianity."

"Can*t help it,** he replied doggedly. *We*re going
Ix' thorou|^reds about this, no matter how much

it hurts."

She sidled. * ind you're only half Scotch, Donald.'*
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BY noon of the following day, Port Agnew was

astounded by nt-ws broug^it by tlic crew of one

of the light draft launches used to tow lo^ rafts down

the river. Donuld McKayc was working for Darro*-.

He was their raftsman ; he had been seen out on the log

boom, pike pole in hand, shoving logs in to the endless

chain elevator that drew them up to the seas. As

might be imagined, Mta. Daney was amoni; the first

to glean this information, and to her husbunil she re-

peated it at luncheon with every evidence of pleasure.

**Tut, tut, woman,** he replied carelessly, "this is no

news to mc. He told me yesterday after service that he

had tlie job."

The familiar wrinkle appeared for an instant on the

end of her nose before she continued: **I wonder what

The Laird thinks of that, Andrew?**

"So do I," he parried skilfully.

"Does he know it ?"

"There isn't a soul in Port \gncw with sufficient

courage to tell him.**

"Why do you not tell him?"

"None of my business. Resides, I do not hanker to

see people squirm witii suffering."

She wrinkled her nose once more and was silent.

As Mr. Daney had declared, there was none in Port

Agnew possessed of sufficient hardihood to inform tlie

Laird of his son's lowly status and it was three weeks

342
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bel; t > be discovered it for himself. He had gone up
the river to one of his \ogging camps and the humor
luid seized hira to make tlie trij) in a fast little motor-
boat he had ^iven Dotuild ut Christmas many years

before. lie was busy juljustiii^ the carburetor, after

months cf disuse, as he passed the Darrow log boom in

the morning, so he failed to see his big son leaping

across the logs, balancing himself skilfully with the pike

pole.

It was rather late wlu>n lie started homo and in the

knowledge that darkness might find him well up the

river he hurried.

Now, from the Bight of Tyee to a point some five

miles above Darrow, the Skookum flows in almost a
straiffbt line: t!ie few bends are wide and gradual, and
when The Laird came to this home-stretcli he urged the

boat to its maximum speed of twenty-eight miles per

hour. Many a time in happier days he had raced down
this long stretch with Donald at the helm, and he

knew the river thoroughly ; as he sped along he steered

nieeliani('ally, his mind occupied in a consideration of

the dishonor that had come upon his clan.

The sun had already set as he came roaring down a

wide deep stretch near Darrow's mill ; in his preoccupa-

tion he forgot that his competitor's log boom stretched

ncross the river fully two-thirds of its width; that he

should throttle down, swerve well to starboard and
avoid thf> Held of stored logs. The deep shadows cast

by the sucker growth and old snags along the bank
blended with the dark surface of the log boom and
prevented him from observing that he was headed for

the heart of it ; the first intimation he had of his dan-
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ffcr c.inie t.. him in a warninfr .,),.,ut hum th. l. f^ Uxxxk

- I shout that rose above tho roar of the exhaust.

'Mump! Overboard! Quickly 1 The log boom!"

Old Hector awoke from his bitter reverie. He, '^ho

had once been a river hog, had no i.eed to bo told of t ...

danger incident to abrupt precipitation into the heart

of that log boom, particularly when it would presently

be ffontlv a^ntaled by the 'ong high "bone" the racing

boat carried in her teeth. When logs weighing twenty

tons come gently together^even when they barely rub

against each other, nothing living caught between tlieni

may survive.
. , ^ xi *

The ii.iknown who warned him was right. He must

jump overbc "d and take his chance in the nver, for

it was too late now to slow down and put his motor m

reverse. In the impendiuff crash that -vhs only a nuit-

ter of seconds. 'I'^ e Laird would undoubtedly ^'^tjipult

from the stern sheets into the water—and if h«

.should Irift in under the logs, kne^r the nv t would

eventuah ' give up his body so -e .> d m the B.gb

of Tvee. On the other hand, sh< -> i.e be thrown oui

on t .e boom he would stand an •

i

'.nee of bein|

seriou.sly injured by the impact o. ra.hed to deatl

when his helpless body should fall belw.on the logs

In anv event the boat would be tek -c oped down to th

cockpit and sink at the edge of 'Uc lo- fi. l<l.

He was wearing a heav- overcoat, fo it was late i

the fall, and he had no time to remove V ; not eve" t mi

to stand up and dive clear. So he m-rely burled hi

big body against the starboard ^'mwale and topple

overboard -and thirty f...t further on the '-)at struc

with a crash that rchoed up and down the rr er, tel

scoped snd drove under the log boom. It wa
"
not i
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<\ir\il when old Hector roso jiuffini; to the surface and

Ik llowid for help before starting to swim for the lo^

boom.

The voice answ ered him instantly : **Coming! Hold

on

Huridicapfit-d ns he wa, with his overcoat, old Hector

found it a j)rodi;^ious task to reach the l)oom; as he

clung to the boom-stick he could make out the figure

of a man with a j)iki' pole coining toward him in long

l» a{)s across the logs. And then old Hector noticed

something else.

He had swum to the outer edge of the log boom and

grasped the light boom-stick, dozens of which, chained

end to end, formed the floating enclosure in which the

\o'^ supply was stored. The moment he rested his

wi iglit on this boom-stick, however, one end of it sub-

mi rged suddenly*—wherefore The T-,aird l:new that th»

impact of the motor-boat had broken a link of the boom

and that this broken end was now sweeping outward

and downward, with the current releasing the millions

of feet of stored logs. Within a few minutes, provided

In should keep afloat, he would he in tiie midst of these

tremendovis .luggemau ts, for, clinging to the end of

the broken boom he was gradually describing a circle

on the outside of the log field, swinging from beyond

the middle of the river in to the left-hand bank ; pres-

. ntly, when the boom should have drifted its maximum

(li-^t.iiice h< would h hung up st ition iry in dei ; .viter

while the n leased logs hore down upon him with tht

current .uid gently slioulder him into eternity.

He clawed his way along the submerging boom-stick

to its other end, where it was linked with its neighbor,
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and th# combined buoyancy of both boom-sticks was

sufficient to float him.

"Careful " he calR d to the man leaping over the log-

field toward him. "The boom is broken ! Careful, I tell

you ! The logs are moving out—they're slipping apart.

Be careful."

Even as he spoke, The Laird realized that the ap-

proaching rescuer would not heed him. He had t(<

make speed out to the edge of tlie moving logs; if he

was to rescue the man clinging to the boom-sticks he

must take a chance on those long leaps through the

dusk ; he must reach The Laird before too much open

water developed between the moving logs.

Only a trained river man could have won to him in

such a brief space of time; only an athlete could have

made the last flying leap across six feet of dark water

to a four-foot log tlmt was bearing gently down, butt

first, on the figure clinging to the boom-stick. His

caulks bit far up the side of the log and the force of his

impact started it rolling; yet even as he clawed his

way to the top of the log and got it under control the

iron head of his long pike pole drove into the boom-

stick and fendi.l The Laird out of harm's wa\ ; before

the log the man rode could slip by, the iron had been

released and the link of chain between the two boom-

sticks had bcpn snagged with the pike hook, and both

men drifted sidt by side.

"Safe—o," his rescuer warned OKI Hector quietly.

"Hang on. I'll kcc y) tlie logs away from you and when

the field floats by Fll get you ashore. We're drifting

gradually in toward the bank below the mill."

The Laird was too chilled, too exhausted and too

lacking in breath to do more than gasp a brief word
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of thanks. It seemed a long, long time that he clung

there, and it was (juite dark when his rescuer spoke

again. "I think the hist log has flouted out of the

booming ground. I'll swim ashore with you now, as

soon as I can shuck my boots uiid mackinaw." A few

minutes later he cried reassuringly, "All set, old-timer,'*

and slid into the water Ixvslde Tlie Laird. **Relax your-

self and do not strugfjle." ills hands came up around

old Hector's jaws from the rtar. ''Let go," he com-

manded, and the hard tow commenced. It was all foot-

work and their progress was very slow, but eventually

tin V won tl roug^. As soon as he could stand en ct

in the mud the rescuer uncorenioiiiously seized Tlie

Laird by the nape and dragged him high and dry up

the bank.

"Now, then," he gasped, "I guess you can take care

of yourself. Better go over to the mill and warm your-

self in the furnace room. I've got to hurry away to

'plione the Tyee people to swing a dozen spare links ol

their log boom across the river and stop those run-

aways before they escape into the Bight and go to sea

on the ebb.**

He was gone on the instant, clambering up the bank
through the bushes that grew to the waters edge;

old Hector could hear his breath coming in great ga.sps

as he ran.

"Must know that chap, whoever he is," The Laird

soliloquized. "Think lie's worked for nic some fin)e or

other. His voire sounds mighty familiar. Well—I'll

look him up in the morning."

He climbed after his rescuer and stumbled away
through the murk toward Harrow's mill. Arrived

here lie found the fireman banking the fires in the fur-
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nace room and while he warmed himself one of them

summoned Bert Darrow from the mill office.

•Bert," The Laivd explained, "I'd be obliged if you'd

run mo home in more or less of a hurry in your closed

car. I've ken in the drink," and he related the talc of

his recent adventures. "Your raftsman saved my life,"

he concluded. "Who is he? It was so dark before he

got to me I (ouldn't see his face distinctly, but I think

he's a young Mlow who used to work for me. I know

because his voice .sounds so very fjiniihar.

"He's a new hand, I believe. Lives in Port Agnew.

I believe your man Daney can tell you his name," Dar-

row re])lie(I evasively.

"I'll ask Dnney. Tlie man was gone before I could

recover enough breath to thank him for my life. Sorry

to have mossed up your boom, Bert, but we'll stop the

runaways at my boom and I'll have them towed back in

the morning. And I'll have a man put in a new boom-

stick and connect it up again."

Rert Darrow set him down at the Tyee Luml)er Com-

pany's olfice, and wet and chilled as he was, The Laird

went at once to Mr, Daney's office. The latter was just

leaving it for the day when Tli' Laird appeared.

•'Andrew," tin latter U'^nn iM-iskly. "I drove that

fast motor- !»(>at at full .sjucd into Darrow's bouin on

my way down river this evening; I've had a ducking

and only for Darrow'H raftsman you'd hp closing down

tin mill to-morrow ont of r« ^pect to mw iiK niorv Bert

Darrow s i • thi ir raff-man used to work for us; he's

a new man with tiu m and B« ft lys you know who la-

is.

"

"I tfiink I know the man," Mr. Daney refiied

n»ou^tfully. "Hp's been with tht j? about three weekf;
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resigned our employ a couple of weeka before that. I

was sorry to lose hina. He's a good man.**

"I grant it, Andrew. He's tlie fastest, coolest hand

tlu't ever balanced a pike pole or rode a log. We can-

not afford to let men like that fellow get away from

us for the sake of a little extra pay. Get him back on

the payroll, Andrew, and don't be small with hini. I'll

remember him handsomely at Cliristmas, and see that I

do not forget this, Andrew. What is Ins name?"

"Let me think." Mr. Daney bent his head, tipped

back his hat and massaged his brow before replying.

'*I think that when he worked for tlie Tyee Lumber

Company he was known as Donald McKaye."

He looked vip. The old Laird's face was ashen.

"Thank you, Andrew," he managed to murmur pres-

ently. "Perhaps you'd better let Darrow keep him for

a while. G

—

g—good-night !

'

Outside, his chauffeur waited with his car. "Home

—and be quick about it," h.' mumbled and crawled into

the tonneau slowly and weakly. As the car rolled

briskly up the high cliff road to The Dreamerie, the old

man looked far below him to the little light that twin-

kled on the Sawdust Pile.

'•She'll have his dinner cooked for him now and be

waiting and watching for lain," he thought.
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TTECTOR McKAYE suffered that winter. He dwelt

in Gcthscmane, for lie had incurred to his outcast

son the greatest (k-ht that one man can incur to another,

and he could not publicly acknowledge the debt or hope

to repay it in kind. By the time spring came his heart

liunger was almost beyond control ; there were times

when, even against his will, he contemplated a recon-

ciliation with Donald l)ased on an acceptance of the

latter's wife but with certain reservations. The Laird

never quite got around to defining the reservation but

in a vague way he felt that they should exist and that

eventually Donald would come to a realization of the

fact and help l)i!!i define them.

Each Sunday during that period of wretchedness he

saw his boy and Nan • at church, although they no

longer sat with Mr. Danoy. From Reverend Tingley

7'he Laird learned that Donald 'low had a pew of his

own, and he wondered why. He knew his son had

never been remotely religious and eventualh' he de-

cided that, in his son's place, though he were the devil

himself, he would do exactly as Donald had done.

Damn a dog that carried a low head and a dead tail!

It was the sign of the mongrel strain—curs always

crept under the barn when beaten

!

One Sunday in the latter part of May he observed

that Nan came to church alone. He wondered if Don-

ald was at home ill and a vague apprehension stabbed

350
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him; he longed to drop into step beside Nan as she

left the church and ask her, but, of course, that was

unthinkable. Nevertheless he wished he knew and that

afternoon lie spent the entire time on the terrace at

The Dreainerie, searching the Sawdust Pile with his

marine glasses, in the hope of seeing Donald moving

about the little garden. But he did not see him, and

that night his sleep was more troubled than usual.

()n the foUowinfr Sunday Nan was not accompanied

by her husband either. The Laird decided, therefore,

that Donald could not be very ill, otherwise Nan would

not have left him home alone. This thought comforted

him somewhat. During the week he thought frequently

of telephoning up to Da rrow and askinfj if they still

had the same raftsman on the payroll, but his pride

forbade this. So he drove up the river road one day

and stopped his car among the trees on the bank of

the river from the Darrow log boom. A tall, lively

voung fellow was leapin^^ nimbly about on the logs, but

so active was he that even at two hundred yards The

Laird could not be certain this man was his son. He
returned to Port Agnew more troubled and distressed

than ever.

Mrs. McKaye and the girls had made three flying

visits down to Port Agnew during the winter and The

Lair" lud spent liis week-ends in Seattle twice; other-

wise, save for the servants, he was quite alone at The

Dreamerie and this did not add to his hap])iness.

Oradually the continued an.l iruxplieahle absence of

Donald at Sunday service became an obsession with

him; he could think of nothing else in his spare mo-

ments and even at times when it was imperative he

should give all of his attention to important business
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matters, this rtcrnal, dainnablo query continued to con-

front him. It went to bed with him and got up with

him and under its steady relentless attrition he began

to lose the look of robust health that set him off so

well among men of his own age. IIis eyes took on a

worried, restless gleam; he was irritable and in tiie

mornings he frequently wore to the office the haggard

appearance that speaks so accusingly of a sleepless

night. He lost his appetite and in consequence he lost

weight. Andrew Daney was greatly concerned about

him, and one day. apropos of nothing, he demanded a

bill of particulars.

"Oh, I daresay I'm getting old, Andrew," The Laird

replied evasively.

"VVorr^ing about the boy.'"'

It was a straight shot and old Hector was too

inexpressibly weary to attempt to dodge it. He nodded

sadly.

"Well, let us hope he'll come through all right,

sir."

"Is he ill.'' What's wrong with him, Andrew.^ Man,

I've been eating iny heart out for months, wondering

what it is, but you know the fix I'm in. I don't like

to ask and not a soul in Port Agnew will discuss him

with me."

"W^hy, there's nothing wrong with him that I'm

aware of, sir. I spoke to Nan after services last

Sunday and she read me a portion of his last let-

ter. He was quite \v« 11 at that time.**

"W-wh-where is h. , .Xndrew?"

"Somewhere in France. He's not allowed to tell."

"France.'' Good God, Andrew, not France!**

"Why not, may I ask? Of course he*8 in France.
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lie cnlistL-d as a private sliortly after war was declared.

Dirty Dan quit his job and went with liiin. They went

over with the Fifth Marines. Do you mean to tell me
this is news to you?" he added, frankly amazed.

"I do," old Ilector mumbled brokeiily. "Oh, An-
drew man, tliis is terrible, terrible. I canna stand it,

man." He sat down and covered his face with his

trembling old hands.

"Why can't you? You wouldn't want him to sit at

liniiic and be a slacker, would you? And vou wouldn't

have a son of yours wait until the draft board took

him by tiie ear and showeil him his duty, would you?"
"If" he's killed I'll nae get over it." The Laird com-

nunci fj to weep childishly.

'\\
1 11, better nuMi or at least men as fine, are paying

that price for cit i 'cnsliip, Ilector Mi Kave."

'*Iliit his wife, man? Me was married. 'Twas not

expected of him "

''I believe his wife is more or less proud of him,

-ir. Her people have always followed the flag in some
capacity."

"But how does she exist? Andrew Daney, if you're

<^ivin^ her the money "

"If I am you have no right to ask impertinent ques-

tions about it. But I'm not."

•*r n<\ r tuw it, I m^- • knew it," the old man
conijilained hi'tcrly. " N'obo'iy ti lls me anything about

IV ..ua I '1 ;il<)n"-: I >it in the durkru'ss, stifling

money-—oh, UvJn >v, Andrew, 1 didn't .say good-

*<> him! I let hma go in sorrow and in anger."

"Vou may have time to cure all that. Go down tf»

t he Sawdust Pile, take tlte girl to your heart like a good
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father should and then cable the boy. That will squar

things beautifully."

Even in his great distress the stuljborn old head wa

shaken emphatically. The Laird of Port Agnew wa

not yet ready to surrender.

Spring lengthened into summer and sununer int(

fall. Quail piped in the logged-over lands and wih

ducks whistled down throu^fh tlie timber and rested oi

the muddy bosom of the Skaokum, hut for the first tin.

in forty years The Laird's sitters remained in thei

konnels and his fowling pieces in their leather cases

To him the wonderful red and gold of the grieal

Northern woods had lost the old allurement and he n<

longer thrilled wli<n a ship of his fleet, homewan

bound, dij)p( (l h' r liuuse-flag far below him. He wa

slowly disintegrating.

Of late he had observed that Nan no longer cam

to church, so he assumed she had found the task o

facing her world bravely one somewhat beyond lu

strength. A few months hifore, this realization wouli

have proved a source of savafTf satisfaction to hiu

hut time and suffering wen. working queer changes ii

his point of view. Now, although he told himself i

served htr right, he was sensible of a small feeling o

sympathy for her and a lar<,'e ftcling of resentmen

againsi the conditions that had brought her into con

flict with the world.

"I dare.ay," Andrew Daney renuirked to him abou

Christmas time, "you haven't forgotten your resolv

to do something handsome for that raftsman of Dar

row's who saved your life last January. You told ri

remind you of him at Christmas."
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"I hare not forgotten the incident," old Hector an-

swered savagely.

"I think it iniglit be a nice thing to do if you would
Mild word to Nan, by mo, that it will j)lt'uso you

if >lic will consent to have your grandchild bom in the

t onij)aiiy hospital. Otherwise, I imagine she will go to

a Seattle hospital, and with doctors and nurses away to

the war there's a chance she may not get the best of

car.."

•'Do as you set» fit," The Laird answered. He lonf^cd

to evade the issue—lie realized that Daney was crowd-

ing him always, setting traps for him, driving him re-

lentlessly toward a recoroiliation that was abhorrent

to hini. "I have no objection, {".he cannot afford the

• xjH'ti.se of a Seattle hospital, I daresay, and I do not

(li'.sire to oppress her.'*

The following day Mr. Df.nev reported that Nan
I)ad declined with thanks his permission to enter the

'I'yee Lumber Company's hospital. As a soldier's wife

>ho would be cared for witliout expense in the Base

iio-^pital at Camp Lewis, less than a day's journey dis-

t.mt.

The Laird actually quivered when Daney broke this

news to him. He was hurt—^terribly hurt—but he
i! ircd not admit it. In January he learned through
.Mr. Daney that he was a grmdfather to a nine-pound

l>oy and that Nan planned to call the baby Caleb, after

her father. For the first time in his life then. The
Laird felt a pang of jealousy. WTiilc the child could

never, by any possibility, be aught to lum, nevertheless

he felt that in the case of a male child a certain polite

deference towai^ the infant's paternal ancestors was
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always commendable. At any rtte. Caleb wa. Yankee

and hateful.
i u 4 »

"I am the twelfth of my line to be named Hector,

he said present Iv-and Andrew Daney with difficulty

repressed a roar of maniac laughter. Instead he said

soberly.
, 4 i.

"The c-l.iM'^ pliiviiiff in hard luck as matters stand,

it woul.l Ik .uhliM- insult to injury to call him Hector

McKave, Thu teenth. Isn't that why you named your

son Donald?" ,

The Laird preten.led not to hear this, llavmg been

fired on from ambush, as it ^vere, he innned.ately started

discusMMf; an order for some ship timbers for the Emer-

cency Fleet Corporation. When he retired to his own

office, however, he locked the door and wept with sym-

pathy for his son, so far away and in the shadow

of death upon the occasion of the birth of his firsl

son.

J
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SPRING came. Overhead the wild geese flew in long

wedges, honking, into the North, and The Laird re-

membered how Donald, as a boy, used to shoot ut them

with a rifle as they pnssi'd over T'.ii- Drosimerie. Their

honking wakened eclioes in his heart. With the win-

ter's supply of logs now gone, logging operations com-

menced in the woods with renewed vigor, the river

teemed with rafts, the shouts of the rivennen echoing

from bank to bank. Both Tyee and Darrow were get-

titig out spruce for the government and ship timbers for

the wooden shipyards along San Francisco Bay.

Business had never been so brisk, and with the addi-

tion of the war duties that came to every eonniiunity

leader, The Laird found some surcease from his

he.irt-hunger. Mrs. McKaye and tlie girls had re-

turned to Tiie Dreamerie, now that Donald's niarriagt

liad ceased to interest anybody but themselves, so old

Hector was not .so lonely. But— thi- flag was flying

again at the Sawdust Pile, each day of toil for Tlie

Laird was never complete without an eager search of

the casualty lists published in the Seattle papers.

Spring lengthened into summer. The Marine cas-

Ui'.lties at BelU au Wood and Chateau-Thierry appalled

The Laird ; he read that twenty survivors of a charge

that started two hundred and fifty strong across the

wheat field at Bouresches had taken Bouresches and

held it against three hundred of the enemy—led by

357
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Sergeant Daniel J. O'T.cary, of Port Agnew, Wash-
ington ! Good old Dirty Dan ! At last he was finding

a legitimr^te outlet for his talents! He would get the

Distinguished Service Cross for that ! The Laird won-

dered what Donald would receive. It would be ter-

rible should Dirty Dan return with the Cross and

Donald McKaye without it.

In September, Donald appeared in the Casualty List

as slightly wounded. Also, he was a first lieutenant

now. The Laird breathed easier, for his son would bo

out of it for a few months, no doubt. It was a sevcn'

punishment, however, not to bo able to discu/ss his gal-

lant son with anybody. At home his dignity and a hmi

adherence to his previous announcement that his son's

name should never be mentioned in his presence, for-

bade a discussion with Mrs. McKaye and the girls; and

wlion he weakly sparred for an opportunity with An-

drew Daney, that stupid creature declined to rise to

the bait, or even admit that he knew of Donald's com-

mission. When told of it, he expressed neither surprise

nor approval.

In November, the great influenza epidemic came to

Port Agnew and took heavy toll. It brought to The

Laird a newer, a more formidable depression. What if

Donald's son should catch it and die, and Donald be

deprived of the sight of liis first-born? WHiat if Nan
should succumb to an attack of it wliile her husband

was in France? In that event would Donald forgive and

forget and come home to The Dreamerie.'' Somehow,

old Hector had his doubts.

For a long time now, he had felt a great urge to see

Donald's son. He had a curiosity to discover whethc-

the child favored the McKayes or the Brents. If it
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favored the McKayes—well, perhaps he might make
some provision for its future in his will, and in order
to prove himself a good sport he would leave an equal
sum to Nan's illegitimate child, which Donald had for-
mally adopted a few days after his marriage to Nan.
Why make fish of one and fowl of tlic other? he thought.
They were both McKayes now, in the sight of the law,
and for aught he knew to the contrary they were full

brothers

!

The child became an obsession with him. He longed
to weigh it and compare its weight with that of Don-
ald's at the same age—he had the ancient record in

an old memorandum book at the office. He speculated
on whether it had blue eyes or brown, whether it was a
blond or a brunette. He wondered if Danej had
seen it and wondering, at length he asked. Yes, Mr.
Daney had seen the youngster several times, but be-
yond that statement he would not go and The Laird's
dignity forbade too direct a probe. He longed to
throttle Mr. Daney, who he now regarded as the most
unsympathetic, prosaic, dull-witted old ass imagin-
able.

He wanted to see that child! The desire to do so
never left him during his waking hours and he dreamed
of the child at night. So in the end he yielded and went
down to the Sawdust Pile, under cover of darkness, his

intention being to sneak up to the little house and en-
deavor to catch a glimpse of the child through the
wuidow. He was enraged to discover, however, that
Nan maintained a belligerent Airedale that refused,
like all good Airedales, to waste his time and dignity
in useless barking. He growled—once, and The Laird
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knew he meant it, so he got out of that yard in a

hurry.

He was in a fine rage as he walked back to the mill

office and got into his car. Curse the dog! Was he to

be deprived of a glimpse of his grandson by an insen-

sate brute of a dog? He'd be damned if he was !
He'd

shoot the animal first—no, that would never do. Nan

would come out and he would be discovered. More-

over, what right had he to shoot anybody's dog until it

attacked him? The thing to do would be to put some

strychnine on a piece of meat—no, no, that would never

do. The person who would poison a dog—any kind of

a dog

—

It was a good dog. The animal certainly was acting

within its legal rights. Yes, he knew now where Nan

had gotten it. The dog had belonged to First Sergeant

Daniel J. O'Leary of the Fifth Marines; he had doubt-

less given it to Nan to keep for him when he went to

the war; The Laird knew Dan thought a great deal

of that dog. His name was Jerry and lie had aided

Dirty Dan in more than one bar-room battle.

Jerry, like his master, like the master of tlie woman

he protected, was a Devil-dog, and one simply cannot

kill a soldier's dog for doing a soldier's duty. Should

Jerry charge there would be no stopping him until he

was killed, so The Laird saw very clearly that there

was but one course open to him. If he marched through

that gate and straight to the door, as if he meant busi-

ness, as if he had a moral and legal right to be there

on business, Jerry would understand and permit him

to pass. But if he snooped in, like a thief in the night,

and peered in at a window

—

"I wish I had a suit of Fifteenth Century armour,"
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he thought. "Then Jerry, you could chew on my leg

and be damned to you. You're a silent dog and I could

have a good look while you were wrecking your

teeth."

He went back to the Sawdust Pile at dusk the next

evening, hoping Jerry would be absent upon some un-

lawful private business, but when he approached the

gate slowly and noiselessly Jerry spoke up softly from

within and practically said: "Get out or take the

consequences."

The following night, however, The Laird was pre-

pared for Jerry. He did not halt at the dog's pre-

liminary warning but advanced and rattled the gate a

little. Immediately Jerry came to the gate and stood

just inside growling in his throat, so The Laird thrust

an atomizer through the palings and deluged Jerry s

hairy countenance with a fine cloud of spirits of am-

monia. He had once tried that trick on a savage bull-

dog in which he desired to inculcate some respect for

his person, and had succeeded beyond his most san-

guine expectations. Therefore, since desperate circum-

stances always require desperate measures, the mem-
ory of that ancient victory had moved him to at-

tempt a similar embarrassment of the dog Jerry.

But Jtrry was a devil-dng. He had been raised

and trained by Dirty Dan O'Leary and in company

with that interesting anthropoid he had been through

many stormy passages. Long before, he had learned

that the offendive frequently wins—the defensive never.

It is probable that he wept as he sniffed 4ie awful stuff,

but if he did they were tears of rage.

Jerry's first move was to stand on his head and cover

his face with his paws. Then he did several back flips
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and wailed aloud in his misery and woe, his yelps of

distress quite filling the empyrean. But only for the

space of a few seconds. Recovering his customary

aplomb he made a flying leap for the top of the gate,

his yelps now succeeded by ambitious growls—and in

self-defense The Laird \ as forced to spray him again

as he clung momentarily on top of the palings. With

a sob Jen \ dropped back and buried his nose in the

dust, while The Laird beat a hurried retreat into the

darkness, for he had lost all confidence in his efforts to

inculcate in Jerry an humble and contrite spirit.

He could hear rapid footsteps inside the little house

;

then the door opened and in the light that sti-camed

from within he was indistinctly visible to Nan as she

stood in the doorway.

"Jerry!" he heard her call. "Good dog! What's

the matter? After him, Jerry. Go get him, Jerry!"

She ran to the gate and opened it for the dog, who

darted through, but paused again to run his afflicted

nose in the dust and roll a couple of times. Apparently

he felt that there was no great hurry ; his quarry could

not escape hiin. It is probable, also, that he was more

or less confused and not quite certain which direction

the enemy had taken, for Jerry's sense of smell was

temporarily suspended and his eyes blinded by tears;

certain his language was not at all what It should

have been.

The Laird ran blindly, apprehensively, but for a

very short distance. Suddenly he bumped into some-

thing quite solid, which closed around him viciously.

"Halt, damn you," a commanding voice cried.

Despite his years, Hector McKaye was no weakling,

and in the knowledge that he could not aflFord to be
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captured and discovered, seemingly he slipped forty

years from his shoulders. Once more he was a lumber-

jack, the top dog of his district—and he proceeded to

fight like one. His old arms rained punches on the

midriff of the man who held him and he knew they

stung cruelly, for at every punch the mm (grunted nv.'A

stiove to clinch him tighter and smotlicr the next blow

.

"Let go me or I'll kill you," The Luird panted. "Mau
dinna drive me to it." He ceased his rain cf blows,

grasped his adversary and tried to wrestle him down.

Ho succeeded, but the man would not stay down. He
wriggled out with amazing ease and h;i(i old Hector
with his shoulders touching before The Laird's heaving

chest and two terrible thumbs closed down on each of

The Laird's eyes, witli four powerful firgers clasping

his t" -e like talons. "Quit, or I'll squeeze your eye-

balls out," a voice warned him.

The Laird's hand beat the ground beside him. He
had surrendered to a master of his style of fighting.

With something of the air of an expert, his cor

queror ran a quick hand over him, seeking for w^eapons,

and finding none, he grasped The Laird by the collar

and jerked him to his feet. "Now, then, my hearty,

I'll have a look at you," he said. *'Yon'll explain why
you're skulking around here and abusing that dog !"

The Laird quivered as he found himself being

dragged toward the stream of light, in the center of

which Nan Brent stood silhouetted. He could not af-

ford this and he was not yet defeated.

"A thousand dollars if you let me go now," he
panted. "I liavc the money in my pocket. Ask yon
lass if I've done aught wrong."

His captor paused and seemed to consi ler this.
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"Make it ten thousand and I'll consider it," lie whis-

pered. "Leave it on the mail box just outside tiie Tyee

Lumber Company's office at midnigh! tomorro^v

night."

"I'll do it—so help me God,'* The Laird promised

frantically.

His son's voice spoke in his ear. "Dad! You low-

down, worthless lovable old -aud!'*

"My son! My son!" Hector's glad cry ended

in a sob. "Oh, my sonny ooy, my bonny lad ! I ranna
stand it, I carina! For^ie me, lad, forgie me—and

ask her to forgie me !" His old arms were around his

8on*s neck and he was crying on Donald's shoulder, un-

ashamed, was trying for a look at bairn,** he

cried brokenly, "and 'twas a privilege God would nae

gie me seeing that I came like a sneak and not like an

honest man. The damned dog—he knew ! Och, Don-

ald, say 3'e forgie ye're auld faither. Say it, lad. Ma
heart's breakin'."

"Why, bless your bare-shanked old Scotch soul, of

course I forgive you. I never held any grudge, you

know. I simply stood pat until you could see things

through my eyes.'*

"Is that you, Donald?" Nan called.

"Aye, aye, sweetheart. Dad's here. He wants to

know if you regard him as a particularly terrible old

man. I think he's afraid you will refuse to let him

look at Laird Hector, Thirteenth.*'

"Man, man," the old man urged, quite shocked at

this casual greeting of a returned hero to his wife, "go

to her, lad. She'll not relish favoritism."

"Oil, this isn't our first meeting, Dad. I got home

yesterday. I have thirty days leave. They sent me
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home as an instructor in small arms practice and gave
me a boost in rank. I was just up town for a beef-

steak and I've lost the beefsteak battling with you."

The Laird wiped his ej'cs and got control of liimself.

Presently he said: "Keep that blessed dog off me,'*

and started resolutely for the front gatj. Without a
moment's hesitation he folded Nan in his arms and
kissed her. "Poor bairn," he whispered. •I've been

cruel to you. Forgie me, daughter, if so be you can

find it in your heart to be that generous. God knows,
lass, I'll try to be worthy of you."

"Am I worthy of him.?" she whispered, woman-
like.

"Flar more than his father is," le admitted hum-
bly. **Danm the world and damn he people in it.

You're a good girl. Nan. You always were a good
girl "

"But suppose she wasn't—always .f"' Donald queried

gently. "Is that going to make any difference—to

you

**I don't care what she was before you married her.

I haven't thought about that for a long time the way
I used to think about it. I built The Dreamerie for you
and the girl you'd marry and I—I accept her uncon-

ditionally, my son, and thank God she h»s the charity

to accept an old Pharisee like me for a father-in-

law."

Donald slipped his arm around Nan's waist, and
started with her toward the door. "Tag along, fa-

ther," he suggested, "and Nan will show you a prize

grandson."

At the door. Nan paused. "Do you think, father
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McKaye,'* she queried, *'that the remainder of the fam-

ily will think as you do?"

"I ftur not,'* he replied sadly. "But then, you

haven't married the family. They'll accept you or keep

out of Port Agnew; at any rate they'll never bother

you, my dear. I think," he added grimly, "that I may
find a way to make them treat you with civility at

least."

"He's a pretty good old sport after ail, isn't he,

Nan?" her husband suggested.

"I'll tell the world he is," she answered arclily, em-

ploying the A. E. F. slung she had already learned

from Donald. She linki ! her arm in okl Hector's and

steered him down the hail to the living-room. "Your

grandson is in there," she said, and opening the door

she gently propelled him into the room.



XXXXVII

NAN was right. His grandson was there, but strange

to relate he was seated, as naked as Venus (sare

for a dinper) on his grandmotlior's lap.

Hector McKaye paused and glared at liis wife.

**Damn it, Nellie," he roared, "what the devil do you
mean by this?'*

**I*in tired of being an old fool, Hector,** she re-

plied meekly, and held the baby up for his inspec-

tion.

"It*s time you were," he growled. "Come here,

you young rascal till I heft you. By the gods of war,

he's a McKaye !'* He hugged the squirming youngster

to his heart and continued to glare at his wife as if

she were a hardened criminal. "Why didn't you tell

me you fell yourself slipping?" he demanded. "Out
with it, Nellie."

"There will be no post-mortems,'* Nan interdicted.

"Mother McKaye and Elizabeth and Jane and I

patched up our difficulties when Donald came home
yesterday. How we did it or what transpired before we
did it, doesn't matter, you dear old snooper.'*

"What? Elizabeth and Jane? Unconditional sur-

render?"

She nodded smilingly and The Laird admitted his

entire willingness to be—jiggered. Finally, having in-

spected his grandson, he turned for an equally minute

inspection of his soldier son' under the lamplight.

"Three service stripes and one wound stripe,** he

367
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murmured. **And you*rc not crippled, boy dear?'*

"Do I fii^t like one? Hector, man, those punches of

yours would have destroyed <i battalion of cri[)plos.

Ob, you old fHlse-iilann ! Honestly, Dad, you're tbe

most awful dub imaginable. And trj'ing to bribe mo
into permitting you to escape—what the deuce have

you been monkeying with? You reek of ammonia

—

here, gn ;i\vay from my son. You're poison."

The Laird ignored him. "What's that ribbon?" he

demanded.

"Distinguished Service Cross.*'

**You must i.ave bought it in a pawnshop. And that

thing?"

"Croix de Guerre."

"And that red one?"

"Legion d'Honneur."

A pause. "What did Dirty Dan gel, son?*'

"The one thing in the world he thought he despised.

The Congressional Medal of Honor for valor in sav-

ing the life of a British colonel, who, by the way, hap-

pens to be an Orangeman. When he discovered it he

wanted to bayonet the colonel and I won the Croix de

Guerre for stopping him."

"Oh, cease your nonsense, Donald," his wife urged,

"and tell 3'our father and mot! or something. I think

they are entitled to the news now.**

"Yes, Nan, I think they are. Listen, folks. Now
that you've all been nice enough to be human beings

and accept my wife at her face value, I have a sur-

prise for you. On the day when Nan married the

father of my adopted son, he waited until the officiat-

ing minister liad signed the marriage license and at-

tested that he had performed the ceremony; then while

the niinister's attention was on something else, he took
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possession of the license and put it in his overcoat

pocket, Later he and Nan drove to a restaurant for

luncheon and the overcoat: witlj the license in tlie pocket
was stolen, from the aiit()iiu)l)ilt . The thief pawned
the coat later and the pawnbroker discovered the li-

cense in the pocket after the tliief had departed. The
following day the fellow was arrested in the act of

stealing another overcoat: tlie ])awiil)r()ker read of the

arrest and remembered he had loaned five dollars on

an overcoat to a man who ,;ave the same i.ame this

thief gave to thr police. So the pawnbroker **

*'I am not interested, my son. I require no proofs.**

"Thank you for that, father. But you're entithd to

them and you're ffoing to get tin -n. The pawnbroker
found on the inside lining of the inner breast pocket

of the overcoat the tag which all tailors sew there when
they make the garment. This tag bore the name of the

owner of the overcoat, his address and the date of de-

livery of the overcoat."

"Now, the pawnbroker noticed thaf • man who
owned the overcoat was not the person > med in the

marriage license. Also he noticed that the marriage li-

cense was attested by a '^oinister ' * that it had not
been recorded by the stai i oard ot ' ealth, as rcquu^
by law—and the pawnbroker was aware that marriage

licenses are not permitted, by law, to come into the

possession of the contracting parties until the fact that

they have been legally married has been duly recorded

on the evidence of the marriage—which is, of course,

the marriage license."

"Why didn't the idiot send the license back to the

minister who had performed the ceremony.''" Tlie Laird
demanded. "Then this tangle would never have oc-

curred.'*
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"He Scays he thought of that, but he was suspicious.

It was barely possible that the officiating clergyman

had connived at the theft of the license from his desk,

so the pawnbroker, who doubtless possesses the in-

stincts of an amateur detective, resolved to get the li-

cense into the iiands of Xan Brent direct. Before do-

ing so, however, he wrote to the man named in the

license and sent his letter to the address therein given.

In the course of time that letter was returned by the

postoffice department wit i the notation that the loca-

tion of the addressee was unknown. The pa^v^^broker

then wrote to the man whose name appeared on the

tailor's tag in the overcoat, and promptly received a

reply. Yes, an overcoat had been stolen from his auto-

mobile on a certain date. He described the overcoat

and stated that the marriage license of ;i friend of his

might be found in the brear', pocket, provided the thief

had not removed it. If the license was there he would

thank the pawnbroker to forward it to him. He en-

closed a check to redeem the overcoat and pay the cost

of forwarding it to him by parcel post, insured. The

pawnbroker had that check photograpiied before cash-

ing it and he forwarded the overcoat but retained the

marriage license, for he was more than ever convinced

that things were not as they should have been.

"His next move was to write Miss Nan Brent, at

Port Agnew, Washington, informing her of the cir-

cumstances and advising her that he hud her marriage

certificate. This letter reached Port Agnew at the time

Nan was living in San Francisco, and her father re-

ceived it. He merely scratched out Port Agnew,

Washington, and substituted for that address: 'Care
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of using Nan's married name, Altamont Apart-
ments, San Francisco.*

""By the time that letter reached San Francisco Nan
had left that address, but since she planned a brief

absence oidy, she left no forwarding address for her

mail. That was the time she came north to visit her

father and in Seattle she discovered that her supposed

husband was already married. I have told you, father,

and you have doubtless told mother, Nan's reasons for

refusing to disclose this man's identity at that time.

"Of course Nan did not return to San Francisco, but
evidently her husband did and at their apartment he

found this letter addressed to Nan. He opened it, and
immediately set out for San Jose to call upon the

pawnbroker and gain possession of the marriage li-

cense. Unknown to him, however, his lines were all

tangled and the pawnbroker told him frankly he was a
fraud and declined to give him the license. Finally

the pawnbroker tried a bluff and declared that if the

man did not get out of his place of business he would
liave him arrested as a bigamist—and the fellow fled.

"A month or two later the pawnbroker was in San
Francisco so he called at the Altamont Apartments to

deliver the license in person, only to discover that the

person he sought had departed and that her address

was unknown. So he wrote Nan again, using her mar-
ried name and addressul her at Port Agnew, Wash-
ington. You will rememlx^r, of course, that at this time

Nan's marriage was not known to Port Agnew, she had
kept it secret. Naturally the postmaster here did not

know anybody by that name, and in due course, when
the letter remained unclaimed he did not bother to

advertise it but returned it to the sender.'*
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"It doesn't seem possible,'* Mrs. McKaye declared,

quite pop-eyed with excitement.

"It was possible eiujugh," her son continued drily.

"Well, the bewildered pawnbroker thrust the license

away in his desk, and awaited the next move of the man
in the case. But he never moved, and after a while the

pawnbroker forgot he had the license. And the minis-

ter was dead. One day, in cleaning out his desk he

came across the accumulated papers in the case and it

occurred to him to write the state board of health and

explain the situation. Promptly he received a letter

from the board informing him that inquiries had been

made at the board of health office for a certified copy

of the license, by Miss Nan Brent, of Port Agnew,

Washington, and tliat the board had been unable to

furnish such a certified copy. Immediately our oblig-

ing and intelligent pawnbroker, whose name, by the

Way, is Abraham Goldman, bundled up the marriage li-

cense, together with the carbon copy of the pawn
ticket he had given the thief; a press clipping from the

San Jose Mercury recounting the story of the capture

of the thief ; carbon copies of all his correspondence in

the case, the original of all letters received, the photo-

graph of the check—everything, in fact, to prove a

most conclusive case through the medium of a well-

ordered and amazing chain of optical and circumstan-

tial evidence. This evidence he sent to Miss Brent,

Port Agiiew, W^ashington, and she received it about

a week before I married her. Consequently, slie was

in position to prove to the most captious critic that she

was a woman of undoubted virtue, the innocent victim

of a scoundrel who had inveigled h.er into a bigamous

marriage. Of course, in view of the fact that the man
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siic went through a legal marriage ceremony with al-

ready had a wife living. Nan's marriage to him was il-

Icf^al—how do you express it? Ipso facto or per se?

Ill tlie eyes of the law slie had never been married ; the
man in the case was legally debarred from contracting
another marriage. The worst that could possibly be
said of Nan was that she played in mighty hard
luck."

"In the name of heaven, vliy did you not tell me
this the day you married her?" The Laird demanded
wrathfuUy.

"I didn't know it the day I married her. She was
curious enougli to want to see how ^ame I was. She
wanted to Ix' certain I truly loved her, I think—and in

view of lier former experience I do not blame her for

it. It pleased you a wliole lot, didn't it, honey?" he
added, turning to Nan, "when I married you on faith?"
"But wliy didn't you tell us after you had discov-

' red it, Donald?" :Mrs. McKaye interrupted. "That
was not kind of you, my son."

"Well," he answered soberly, "in the case of you and
the girls I didn't think you deserved it. I kept hoping
you and the girls would confess to Dad that you tele-

T)lioned Xan to come back to Port Agnew that time I
was sick with typhoid "

"Eh? What's that?" The Laird sat up bristling.

Mrs. McKaye flushed scarlet and seemed on the verge
of tears. Donald went to her and took her in his arms.
"Awfully sorry to have to peach on you, old dear," he
continued. "Do not think Xan told on you, ^Mother.

She didn't. I figured it all out by myself. However,
as I started to remark, I expected you would confess

and that your confession would start a family riot, in
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the midst of it I knew father would rise np and de-

clare himself. I give you my word, Dad, that for two

weeks before I went to work up at Darrow I watched

and waited all day long for you to come down here and

tell Nan it was a bet and that we'd play it as it lay.'*

Old Hector gritted his teeth and waged hia head

sorrowfully. "Nellie," be warned his trembling wife,

"this is what comes of a lack of confidence between man

and wife."

She flared up at that. "Hush, you hypocrite. At

least I haven't snooped around here trying to poison

dogs and kill people when I was discovered playin;?

Peeping Tom. A pretty figure you've cut throughout

tills entire affair. Didn't I beg you not to be hard on

our poor boy ?"

"Yes, you had better lay low. Father," Donald

warned him. "YouVe been married long enough to

know that if you start anything with a woman she'll

put it all over you. We will, therefore, forget Moth-

er's error an (1 concentrate on vou. llemcniber the

niglit I dragged you ashore at Darrow's log boom?

Well, permit me to tell you that you're a pretty heavy

tow and long 1)01 ore my feet struck bottom I figured on

two Widows McKaye. If I'd had to swim twenty feet

further I would have lost out. Really, I thought you'd

come thro.igh after that."

"I would if you'd waited a bit," old Hector protested

miserably. "You ought to know I never do things in a

hurry."

"Well, I do, Dad, but all the same I grew weary wait-

in^ for you. Then I made up my mind Fd never tell

you about Nan until you and Mother and the girls

had completely reversed yourselves and taken Nan for
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the woman she is and not the woman you once thought
she was."

"Well, you've won, haven't you?"' The Laird's voice

was very husky.

"Yes, I have; and it's a sweet victory, I assure you.**

"Then slmt up. Shut up, I tell vuu.'»

"All i-ight! I'm through—forever."
The Laird bent his beetling brows upon Nan. "And

you?'* he demanded. "Have you fin -^lied.?"

She came to him and laid her soft cheek against
his. "You funny old man," she whispered. **Did ji.

ever hear that I had begun i'"

"Well, nae, I have not—now that you mention it.

And, by the way, my dear! Referring to my grand-
son's half-brother?*'

"Yes."

"I understand he's a McKaye."
"Yes, Donald has legally adopted hin."

'Well, then, I'll accept him as an adopted grand-
son, my dear. I think there'll be money enough for
pverybody. But about this scalawag of a man that
fathered him. I'll have to know who t e is. We have a
suit of zebra clothing waiting for him, my dear."

"No, you haven't. Father McKr ;'e. My boy's father

is never going to be a convVt. That man has other
children, too."

"I'm going to have a glass frame made and in it I'm
going to arrange photographic reproductions of all

the documents in Nan's case," Donald stated, "xhe
history of the case will all be there, then, with the ex-

ception, of course, of the name of the man. In defer-

ence to Nan's desiros I will omit tliat. Then I'll have
that case screwed into the wall of the postoffice lobby
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where all Port Agnow can sec and understand

"Nellie," The Laird interrupted, "please stc

dling with that baby and dress him. Dh ighter, <

other i^andson ready, and you, Donald, run o

the mill office. My cai* is standing there. B:

hero anti we'll all go home to The Droamerie

and tell Daney to come up and help me empty a

to—to—^to my additional family. Hell h h
wife, of course, but then we must endure the bittt

the sweet. Good ohl file, I);vney. None better.'

Donald {)ut on his cap and departed. As tht

gate closed behind him Hector McKaye sprang i

hurried out of the house after him. "Hey, there

he called into the darkness. "What was that yc

about a glas:: case?"

Donald returned and repeated the statement

plan.

"And you're going to the trouble of explain

this sorry world," the old man cried sharply,

the longest thiy she lives there'll bo brutes th

say 'twas old man McKaje's money that frar

alibi for her.' Son, no man or woman was e

pure that some hypocrite didn't tread 'em und<

like dust and re;;ard them as such. Lad, yoi

will always be dust to some folks, but—we're I

to her—so what do we care? We understand. .

explain to the damned Pharisees. They would]

derstand. Hang that thing in the postofflce lobl

some superior person will quote Shakespeare, ai

'Methinks the lady doth protest too much.' "

"Then you would advise me to tell the world

to "

"Exactly, so^^ exactly."
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