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FROM THE HOUSETOPS
CHAPTER I

MR. TEMPLETON THORPE w« .„„„ ,„ b.
married for the KK:ond time. Back in 1860

the year wST \^^^ °' fenty-two, and now intne year 191S he was taking nnto himself another girlof twenty-two. In the interim he had achieved a

Hwh r" "'" *-'"tJ->me. In hi, .eyen-ty seventh year he was worth a great many million, ofdolto and for that and no other reason ^rhaps?o.eof Uie newspapers, m commenting on the approachine

many more years to live."

The woman in the chair started, her eyes narrowing.The flush deepened in her cheeks. It had been faint btfore and steady, but now it was ominous.
I fear you are again putting words into my mouth »

she sa,d cold ,.. « Have I .ade any such statement? »
I did not say that you had, Mrs. Tresslyn," said

«^ young man. «I n^erely observed that yoi were

mto words. He ,s a very old man, so you are right in

four times the age of Anne,- that'- how old he is,-iand tmie flies very swiftly for him.'»

1
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" I must again remind jou that you are in danger of
becoming offensive, Braden. Be good enough to remem-
ber that this interview is not of my choosing. I con-

sented to receive you in—'*

" You knew it was inevitable— this interview, as you
call it. You knew I would come here to denounce this

damnable transaction. I have nothing to apologise for,

Mrs. Tresslyn. This is not the time for apologies.

You may order me to leave your house, but I don't

believe you will find any satisfaction in doing so. You
would still know that I have a right to protest against

this unspeakable marriage, even though it should mean
nothing more to me than the desire to protect a senile

old man against the—'*

" Your grandfather is the last man in the world to

be described as senile," she broke in, with a thin smile.

" I could have agreed with you a month ago, but not

now," said he savagely.

** Perhaps you would better go now, Braden," said

she, arising. She was a tall, handsome woman, well

under fifty. As she faced her visitor, her cold, un-

friendly eyes were almost on a level with his own. The
look she gave him would have caused a less determined

man to quail. It was her way of closing an argument,
no matter whether it was with her butcher, her grocer,

or the bishop himself. Such a look is best described as

imperious, although one less reserved than I but perhaps
more potently metaphorical would say that she simplj'"

looked a hole through you, seeing beyond you as if you
were not there at all. She had found it especially ef-

ficacious in dealing with the butcher and even the bishop,

to say nothing of the effect it always had upon the

commonplace nobodies who go to the butcher and the

bishop for the luxuries of both the present and the
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future life, and it had seldom failed to wither and blight
the most hardy of masculine opponents. It was not
always so effective in crushing the members of her own
sex, for there were women in New York society who
could look straight through Mrs. Trcsslyn without
even appearing to suspect that slie was in the range of
vision. She had been known, however, to stare an Eng-
lish duke out of countenance, and it was a long time bt
fore she forgave herself for doing so. It would appear
that It IS not the proper thing to do. Crushing the
possessor of a title is permissible only among taxi-driv-
ers and gentlemen whose daughters are already married.

,'^"L^°°^
^'^ "°* S° ^^^ t°^-'a^d intimidating

joung Mr Thorpe. He was a rath-r sturdy, athletic
lookmg fellow with a firm chin and a well-set jaw, and
a pair of grey eyes that were not in the habit of
wavering.

" I came here to see Anne," he said, a stubborn ex-
pression settling in his face. « Is she afraid to see
me, or IS she obeying orders from you, Mrs. Tresslyn? »

« Twf ,w/ '*r^ *° '^^ y°"'" «*^^ Mrs. Tresslyn.
That s all there ,s to be said about it, Braden."

bo far as I am concerned, she is still engaged to
me. She hasn't broken it ofF by word or letter Ifyou don't mind, I'd like to have it broken off in the
regular way. It doesn't seem quite proper for her to
remain engaged to me right up to the instant she mar-
ries my grandfather. Or is it possible that she intends
to remain bound to me during the lifetime of my grand-
parent, with the idea of holding me to my bargain
when he is gone?

"

-^ &

" Don't be ridiculous," was all that Mrs. Tresslyn saidm response to this sarcasm, but she said it scathingly
For a full minute they stood looking into each
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.n the p„s,t,„„ „t „„, „h„ attack, without .tratLvand leap, fr™ „„e expced ,p„t to another. TtlZ

Ld h
"

n„ / 7"r " '«'• o™. ""d doubtless

Shrh»rn 7v ?"' **" ""'"S' '«' h«d said to her.

f.rth. . u-
''" *° ''" *•'* ^"'^ !•"• to hi, grand-father-, mjlhon,, and ,he had liked him, no doubt quitea, smeerel,. after the old man had declared thaT hed.d not ,„,e„d to ruin a brilliant career by leavL alot of un,n,p,n„g money to hi, ambition, ^a„d,on*In ,o many word,, old Templeton Thor™ had said

tifal ra^'h '"'°"' """ -= »'»"«' to leave prl':tically all of his money to charity! All ejcept thetwo mdhon, he stood ready to settle upon hirbrfde theday she married him! Possibly Mr,^ Tres,ly„ ffi^'the grandson all the more for the treasure, telehad lo,t, or was about to lose. It i, easv t„ l;Lman who will not be pitied. At 4 rateTL did Ltconsider ,t worth while .o despise him, Low that he

™:;>^e3:^itL^xs„L^:--r;r:
my grandfather. That isn't even debatab, . / ^that I am the only person in the world who doe, loveh.m I suspect, too, that if he loves any one I amthat one If ,„„ ,hi„k ^^^^^ ^^ J

o^, I am
M.^ve that Anne loves him, you are vastlv mi fllHe Know, perfectly well that she doesn't, and, by gad"
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he doesn't blanje her. He understands. That's why
he sits there at home and chuckles. I hope you will
not mind my saying to you that he considers me a
very lucky person."

"Lucky?" said she, momentarily ofF her guard.
'

Y y°^/f
e to hear exactly how he puts it, he says

I m damned lucky, Mrs. Tresslyn. Of course, you 'are
not to assume that I agree with him. If I thought all
this was Anne's doing and not yours, I should say that
I am lucky, but I can't believe -good heavens, I will
not believe that she could do such a thing! A young,
beautiful happy girl voluntarily_ oh, it is unspeak-
able! She IS being driven into it, she is being sacri-
need to—

"

°

"Just one moment, Braden," interrupted Mrs.
Tresslyn, curtly. «I „,ay as well set you quite
straight m the matter. It will save time and put an
end to recriminations. My daughter does not care
the snap of her fingers for Mr. Thorpe. I think she
loves you quite as dearly now as she ever did. At any
rate, she says she does. But that is neither here nor
there. She is going to marry Mr. Thorpe, and of her
own volition. I have advised her to do so, I will admit,
but I have not driven her to it, as you say. No ope
but a fooi would expect her to love that old man. He
doesn t ask it of her. He simply asks her to marry
him. Nowadays people do not always marry for love
In fact, they frequently marry to avoid it— at least
for the time being. Your grandfather has told you
of the marriage settlement. It is to be two million
dollars, set apart for her, to be hers in full right on
the day that he dies. We are far from rich, Anne and
I. My husband was a failure— but you know our
circumstances quite well enough without my going into
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them. My daughter is her own mistress. She is
twentj-three. She is able to choose for herself. It
pleases her to choose the grandfather instead of the
grandson. Is that perfectly plain to you ? If it is, my
boy, then I submit that there is nothing further to bo
said. The situation is surely clear enough for even you
to see. We do not pretend to be doing anything noble.
Mr. Thorpe is seventy-seven. That is the lonir and
short of it.'»

*

"In plain English, it's the money you are after,"
said he, with a sneer.

"Obviously," said she, with the utmost candour.
"Young women of twenty-three do not marry old men
of seventy-seven for love. You may imagine a young
girl marrying a penniless youth for love, but can you
picture her marrying a penniless octogenarian for the
same reason? I fancy not. I speak quite frankly to
you, Braden, and without reserve. We have always
been friends. It would be folly to attempt to delude
you into believing that a sentimental motive is back of
our— shall we f j enterprise?"

Yes, that is what I would call it," said he levelly.
** It is a more refined word than scheme."
" The world will be grateful for the opportunity to

bear me out in all that I have said to you," she went on.
" It will cheerfully, even gleefully supply any of the
little details I may have considered unnecessary or
superfluous in describing the situation. You are at
liberty, then, to go forth and assist in the castigation.
You have my permission,— and Anne's, I may add,
to say to the world that I have told you plainly why
this marriage is to take place. It is no secret. It
isn't improbable that your grandfather will consent to
back you up in your denunciation. He is that kind
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of a man. He has no illusions. Permit me to remind
you, therefore, that neither you nor the world is to
take It for granted that we are hoodwinking Mr.
Thorpe. Have I made myself quite clear to you.
Braden?" "^

The young man drew a deep breath. His tense
figure relaxed. "I did not know there were sucli
women m the world as you, Mrs. Trcsslyn. There
were heartless, soulless women among the Borgias and
the Medics, but they lived in an age of intrigue.
Iheir acts were mildly innocuous when compared
with—'* *^

"I must ask you to remember that you are in my
home, Braden," she interrupted, her eyes ablaze.

^

«0h, I remember where I am, perfectly," he cried.
It was m this very room that Anne promised to be-

come my wife. It was here that you gave your con-
sent, less than a year ago."
He had been pacing the floor, back and forth across

the space in front of the fireplace, in which logs were
blazing on this raw February afternoon. Now he
stopped once more to face her resolutely.

" I insist that it is my right to see Anne," he said.
His eyes were bloodshot, his cheek pallid. «'

I must
hear from her own lips that she no longer considers
herself bound to me by the promise made a year ago.
I demand that much of her. She owes it to me, if not
to herself, to put an end to the farce before she turns
to tragedy. I don't believe she appreciates the
wickedness of the thing she is about to do. I insist
that it is my right to speak with her, to urge her to
reconsider, to point out to her the horrors of—"
"She will not see you, Braden," broke in the mother,

nnality m her voice.
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She must see me." he .houted. « If not to-day.

to-morrow; ,f not then, some other day, for. by theL erna
,
Mrs. Tresslyn, I intend to specie with her if

I have to wait until the accursed day you have selected,-at the very altar, if necessary. She shall not gointo tins thing until she has had the final word with

2'S l"-^^
^'''^^' ^^'^ "°t l^now what she is

doing. She is carried away by the thought of all thatn.oncy^ Money! Good God. Mr.,. Tidslyn. she hi
told me a hundred times that she would marry me if Iwere as poor as the raggedest beggar in the streets.She loves me, she cannot play this vile trick on me.

sTiI^nTV' ^V"' .^°" '*"°°* "^'^^ '"^ l^^'^-^ that
she isn t hones and fair and loyal. I tell you now.once and for all, that I will not stand idly by and sle
this vile sacrifice made in order to "

"Rawson," interrupted Mrs. Tresslyn, lookingbeyond him m the direction of the door, "Doctof

IaP^» ^kT5- ^'".^°" «^^^ ^™ ^^» h"t and
coat. She had pressed a button beside the mantel-
piece, and in response to the call, the butler stood inthe doorway "Good day, Braden. I am sorry thatAnne is unable to see you to-day. She—

»

"Good day Mrs. Tresslyn," he choked out, con-
trolling himse with an effort. "Will you tell her
that I shall call to-morrow? "

She smiled "When do you expect to return to

th:tSding.>'
'°^^' *° '^^^ ^°" ''^y -*^^ '^^^-

-ThU'^\''''' "?"" °^ *" "^°'t *h«n hers.
Thanks. My grandfather has expressed the samehope. He says the affair will not be complete withoutmy presence at the feast. To-morrow, at this hour,

I shall come to see Anne. Thank you. Rawson."



CHAPTER II

cwapid him. There wa. not an object in the room th«td.d not po,,e« for him . peculiar claim o iZct
"

h d'Li,"t'„;o;T"',°'
""""" "'" ^»-- -^ho"

n..„d«l l" 1 r.K '•''°P'''- » """"'='• '"t"« that de-
"1, ... "'"<^ "' "•'= imagmation. He could never forg^tth,, room and .11 „,at it had held for him

»e.f e,tSi;;r c^f-oH^i rr '« '-" '•'-

-^•itt€£Gf^^^^^^^^

;n«i.o^een,.th:;:rkthTdZ;r.^frTr:r

sra^ch^irr-s™£ i'^between the then and the now.
intervened

He recalled that after the wreck h«H !».„ i j
"P. Mrs. Tresslyn had a palt« twenttfi^^h"''"'^a J-ear on which to maintL tihous^e that fort"tou.l3, had been in her name at the time of tit ^mal
ItheoLrnd::^^ °'"'' """"'' *" '-"""d

mobiles and wft^ i -u "''f"'*'-'-"'" "stead of auto-•noDues, and with children instead of servantsTen years had elapsed since the death of ArthurTresslyn, and stiU the house In the east Sev^tfestfd
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upon which h. ... gZX:^'7lCttVl"*'proof .g,i„.t tfc. t,^p,.ti„„, ^h^tXjf ™'
.».Urr..«d by their ,ich««., J'v Sid J^n^"'!.

.
..ug «i,tio„.hip to h.™„„; in L,! „, .r'*'""*

Uchment. «,d the wU. of in.uff.r.We c7^ to
" .f

pitd d pt"iliifiriT '"'•*"i,°'
"p"'"- -^^

l.«l been Zed bvtt
'^'

k,"*!
"""" ^ "<•"« "»J'

h.v. «™ofed .hen,*;:^thtt M™"tt™f "•'".''°'

<ii.«u.,i1;g't"a thrift
""' '"'"'• " «" '^""y

had .l.'v. t^ At " '' 1"' '"'l". ,„d here he

to the end of L tT' " "'' "'"y"""'' '»"
'ather,e« gr.lon " S Seto^'Th"""'"'"".her„hed .mong hcirloo™ thafnevor had^adT

'""

-»Hng a n-a^mt::: p ell ' Le'the'T
"' ''•'

>=». that Mr,. Tre.„. hcLwod "u^^L «t,^Xf
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Not the fe.3t rcg.1 .„d i„p„.i„g o^ect in
".'

roo™

« hf.,;:r;Jm -r ''"" *•' ««p'- - «ng

«dlc .tier™^' "h" H- 1:":;" ™ •' "' ""*
wa. .. i„„„.T.- !' .

'"«''-'»^' •rirtocratio face

~pt ad^jatio. z h"id t^iii^'s r."j: L"the face o the di..grooable , .he had acquir^ the
„"

TK„„ u J ,
*^®" °"» bewildered lover was inevitable

daughter. He meant nothine to her H„^ 1

1

*: thT i3-„f hc^d' ;r i" •:r" «- -" '""-^ ^™

Mrs. Trcslyn felt, and honestlv ton that I,., „
assurances that Anne ,„ved hi. would be'^r^Z
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isfactorj as If Anne were to utter them herself. ItaU canae to the same thing, and she had an idea that

dauX """^ ^'*"'^*"° "°" ^'^^ *^- »^-

And Mrs. Tresslyn was quite sure that it would come

thatln? "m^
'"''- ''^ '^^"'* *^^ remotest doubthat Anne could marry Braden later on, if she cared

there to worry about? Things always shape themselves after the easiest possible fashion"^ It wasn'tTs
TrtV^\'"r^'''^ ^ ^°""^ "^^^ ^'th money. Mrs.Tresslyn had seen things shape themselves beforeMoreover she rather hated the thought of beW agrandmother before she was fifty. And so it was Slya pleasure to turn this possible son-in-law out of herhou e just at this time. It would be a very simp ematter to open the door to him later on and in4
She stood beside her hearth and watched him go^th a calm and far from uneasy eye. He would co^again o-morrow, perhaps,- but even at his worst hecould not be a dangerous visitor. He was a gentle-man. He was a bit distressed. Gentlemen are oftenput to the test, and they invariably remain gentle-

He stopped at the door. « Will you tell Anne thatin be here to-morrow, Mrs. Tresslyn?"

lifted' tfioil":::
°' ^°"^^^'" '''' ^"- '^--'^' -^

^
He went out, filled to the throat with rage and resent-

Tl u' '. °"^ ^""^y ^^' ^^"* «« ^f against a gale,

pockets. In h,s haste to get away from the house, hehad fairly flung himself into the ulster that Rawson
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Mr. Thorpe's °rruS^b^,r'> """^ '" '>'°'' ""d
door a, wa. hrprTct1 J ?•"« ''''*''* '** "''"y
and there would be a . v Ir .' ^''''^' ''« "'*!•».

'r but not ,•„ ht so:fee'^^r af °" *': """"'''
h» grandfather's house befame ^ Ti "'™'"« '"

come back and teU the „M i
"^ promised to

the hon,e of his ttrltU Th" '?; '"' ""• '"«> «'
him earlier in the afteZt It ?" """' '>»'' 'a-d to
.bout women than he'd e^r t \7'^'' '"""' -<>«
his interview was ovir, and had d"

^^.''.''^ "" *'""'

world was full to overflo^l "f
"""'j "^^ »«' the

-o' -"ried the n,™ h"Trdi.°°' "°T '^o had
just enough to exolamV^ .? '"P''"^' '''^ "««
P-ferred fo mar^^l^ t^f '"^ - the. loved

»tot;tai?.ro„fanrasT'^'' ^^ '"'"^ «"- «
found Mr. ThJ^^Z. rt^ '""" ">= •O"-". he
».de the door, Zt^ he T "^ '" *'"' b"' »"«-

orders with the V^r^t ^7^ rllps'"'"-"^
'"

horr„::tef,3t:"t'°- Thorpe iXed iu the

them Wade hid L™\^/jr' "^ '"/ "'''•'^-"'° »'
n.atter how softly he call d tT °', *"' ™-'^' "»
« bell, night or day H J-7 ""*"" """ ™"«
answer bells, ^e butler^o 1;f/I ""P'"^ ^'«'« *»

™«H, if the form„ h"ln^ . t"""*'
'"' ""^ P"'--"-

Wade always k» htE . ^ '?''" "">" «»"•'•

in the attitude of ^elistTnl
'^''1 » "* 'o one side,one listening, and so long had he been
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at it that it is doubtful if he could have cocked it the
other way without snapping something in his neck.
That right ear of his was open for business twenty-
four hours out of the day. The rest of his body may
have slept as soundly as any man's, but his ear was '-

ways awake, on land or sea. It was his boast tha. .le

had never had a vacation.

Braden.. after his long ride down Fifth Avenue on
the stage, found Wade in the hall.

"Is my grandfather in the library. Wade?" he
asked, surprised to find the man at the foot of the
stairs, quite a distance from his accustomed post.

"He is, sir," said Wade. "He asked me to wait
here until you arrived and then to go upstairs for a
little while, sir. I fancy he has something to say to
you in private." Which was a naive way of explaining
that Mr. Thorpe did not want him to have his ear
cocked in the hall during the conversation that was to
be resumed after an advisable interval. Observing the
strange pallor in the young man's usually ruddy face,

he solicitously added :
" Shall I get you a glass of—

ahem!— spirits, sir? A snack of brandy is a handy
thing to—

"

" No, thank you. Wade. You forget that I am a
doctor. I never take medicine," said Braden, forcing
a smile.

" A very good idea, sir," said Wade.
Meanwhile, Mrs. Tresslyn had reported to Anne,

in the cosy little boudoir at the top of the house in

the Seventies.

"It is just as well that you insisted on me seeing
him, dear," she said on entering the room. " He would
have said things to you that you could not have for-

given. As it is, you have nothing to forgive, and you
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have saved yourself a good many tears. He— butmy dear, what's this? Have you been cryW? »
Anne, taU and slender, stood with her back to thewindow, her exquisite face in the shadows. Even inthe dim, colourless light of the waning day, she wislovely -lovely even with the wet cheeks^' a„d Thedrooped, whimpering lips.

"What did he say, mother? » she asked, her voicehushed and broken. « T^ did he look? " Her headwas bent and she lookeJ at her mother from benelth

desperate? Did- did he say that he- that he loved

and ^' ^°°!'!??7 ?"' ^' ^*^ ^"S^y* h^ ^^« desperate

^th the f f ^" ^°''^ ^°"'" ^^P^^^^ ^^^«- Tre-lyn,with the utmost composure. « So dry your eyes. Hedid just what was to have been expected of2 andjust what you counted upon. He--"

+k"?^ ^°"!'*^^' ^^"^y ««id that he loved me?" cried

" Y^t~ t'uly^^^^^

'"^ "' "'^""^ " '"P ^'^^*

"

Anne dried her eyes with a fresh bit of lace,
bit down, mother, and tell me aU about it," she

coich'^TZ' rli ''": '^'^""^ ^° *^^* ^* ^-^d thecouch. Then she threw herself upon the latter andreachmg out with a slender foot, drew the chair closer

sonlaTt:t^;.r^
'-'' ^-^ -^^^ -y ^^^ure grand-
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New York hospitals, after graduation from

«n^ A f

Hopkins, and had been sent to Germanyand Austria by his grandfather when he was twenty^

Ind « V "°'L""^-
*he advanced scientists of Viennaand Berhn. At twenty-nine he came back to New Yorka serious-mmdod, purposeful man, wrapped up ITsprofession and heterodoxically humanef to us^ thewords of his grandfather. The first day after Ls re-turn he confided to his grim old relative the somewha"

beT:Tf °''""" *'^* '°P^^^^^'^ afflicted lem*

errbv attL;"'^""^ '^ P"* °"* ^' *h"' --
t7n /f a r "^ physicians, operating under the direc

anLlf
,\;°°^™^««^°n appointed to consider such cases,and that the act should be authorised by law •

«c »?''uf
*"'^^^*^'''

^'"'"S seventy-six and apparently

th?r. r' ?^ ""^ ^°"^*^ h°Pe t° be at that age, saidthat he thought it would be just as well to k^H 'emlegally as any other way, having no good ooinion o^doctors, and admitted that his grandfon had an exceptionally soft heart in him even^hough his head Ja,

so^^tg"'^'
^"^ *^^^- *h- - nLssary In Zl

daZ%"Br?d ^^ir'^i"^.^
«"*' -nyhow, isn't it, grand-

«1JI K ^"^ '^'^' '^'*^ S^^^t earnestness
It IS, my boy," said Templeton Thorpe; «

especiallvwhen you haven't got anything serious the matt'erwlth

« But if you were hopelessly ill and suiferin eyond
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Jl endurance youNJ welcome death, wouldn't you?"No, I wouldn't," sa,d Mr. Thorpe promptly. " Theonly t.n,e I ever wanted to shuffle off wa, «i„ yl„grandmother first refused to marry me. The secondtae she refused me I decided to do something a Ztbut not ,„,te so terrible, so I went West. The thirdt.me 1 proposed, she accepted me, and out of sheer ov Ivery stupidly got drunk. So, you see, therelrilZssomethmg to live for," he concluded,' with iltZl

Brlden^'^f'
"™" """"^ ''' g'-dfather," said

JLVJI"'""- x,^'"'
^"^ "' P'"""^ *» hang outyour s>gn here m New York pretty soon, and you aregomg to become a licensed physician, the confrfre and

wTuT. °' " ';'
"t

"''""^^-hed gentlemen who^heve just as you do about putting sufferers out of theirmisery but who wouldn't think of doing it, so I'd adrise

full r"T ""r"' '" ^'"-" What do you

tTonZt f ^™ "''""' '"'' "»<' S«ve you an educa-

kicked out of your profession before you've fairly wellput a foot into it, or a knife into a plutocrat, or a pUinto a pauper? No, sirree, my boy. You sit t^ght a^dIrt the hangman do aU the legal killing that ha^s to be

"Oh, I know perfectly well that if I advanced this

ttT^'T"'
"^'™<^'-»t P««nt. I'd be kicked out ofthe profession, notwithstanding the fact that it has allbeen discussed a million times by doctors in ety ;artof the world. I can't help having the feeling that itwould be a great and humane thing_» ^

ot"^'^;'^?' '" *"' "'' —• "t"' >=* - talk



lb FROM THE HOUSETOPS

li iii

mm

''fl'

iS'iil

if

m
1.1'

Ifti

th«1 r ^ a' S'*^'"
'*'"" *° ^™ «"^ announced

that he and Anne Tressljm were betrothed. They hadknown each other for years, and from the time thatAnne was seventeen Braden had loved her. He had beena quiet, rather shy boy, and she a gay, self-possesseS
creature whose outlook upon life was so far advancedbeyond his, even in those days of adolescence, that helooked upon her as the eighth wonder of the world. Shehad poise, manner, worldly wisdom of a pleasantly
superficial character that stood for sophistication in hisbhssful estimate of her advantages over him, and shewas so adroit in the art of putting her finger upon theright spot at precisely the right moment that he foundh mself wondering if he could ever bring himself up toher insuperable level.

^

m)tf "^i'"
^'Tl ^°'"' ^^*'^ ^^' *^° y^^^' i« Europe,

filled wih great thoughts and vast pretentions of asmgularly unromantic nature, he found her so much
lovelier than before that where once he had shyly covetedhe now desired with a fervour that swept him headlong

T, I Ta- ^"'^^ ^''* ^' ^"^ ^^^t^d t°° long andthat he had irretrievably lost her while engaged in thewretchedly mundane and commonplace pursuit of trifles.He was intensely amazed, therefore, to discover that shehad loved him ever since she was a child in short frocks.He expected her to believe him when he said to her thatshe was the loveliest of all God's creatures, but it wasmore than he could believe when she declared that hewas as handsome as a Greek god. That, of course, tohim was a ludicrous thing to say, a delusion, a falicy
thac could not be explained, and yet he had seen himself
in a mirror a dozen times a day, perhaps, without even
suspecting, in his simplicity, that he was an extremely
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good-looking chap and weU worth a second glance fromany one except himself.

il; R T; ?f
^'^ ^^^^ ^"P^^*^°g i*- He realised

!r fh^'nt • u'*°"^
*^'*'" *'°"^ ^^^^^ accountable

for the delay m bnngmg the issue to a head.
And when do you expect to be married? » he had

mquired, squmting at his grandson in a somewhat dubi-ous manner.

"^™; th« year, I hope," said Braden. « Ofcourse, I shall have to get a bit of a start before we canthmk of getting married."
«A bit of a start eh? Expect to get enough of a

^ fA.r ? n^'" *° ^'^P ^"^ Soing, do you? »
We shall live very economically."

" Is that your idea or hers? "

« She knows that I have but little more than two
thousand a year, but, of course, it won't take much ofa practice to add something to that, you know."

Besides, you can always depend upon me to helpyou out, Braden,- that is, within reason," said the
other, watchmg him narrowly out of his shrewd old eyes
Braden flushed. " You have done more than enough

for me already, grandfather. I can't take anything
more, you see. I'm going to fight my own way now!
sir."

"I >»see " said Mr. Thorpe. « That's the way to
talk, my boy. And what does Anne say to that ? "

« She thinks j ust as I do about it. Oh, she's the right
sort, granddaddy, so you needn't worry about us. oncewe are married."

" Perhaps I should have asked what her mother has to
say about it."
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"Well, she gave us her blessing," said his grandson,

with a happy grin.

"After she had heard about your plan to live on the
results of your practice?

"She said she wasn't going to worry about that, sir.
If Anne was willing to wait, so was she."
"Wait for what?"
" My practice to pick up, of course. What do youmean?" ^

« w*^?'*
*^.**' ""^ ''°""^'" '^'^ **^^ o'^ man quickly.

Well, my boy, while I daresay it isn't really necessary,
I give my consent. I am sure you and Anne wiU be
very happy in your cosy little five-room flat, and that
she will be a great help to you. You may even attain
to quite a fashionable practice,— or clientele, which is
it .''— through the Trcsslyn position in the city. Thou-
sand dollar appendicitis operations ought to be quite
common with you from the outset, with Anne to talk you
up a bit among the people who belong to her set and who
are always looking for something to keep them from
being bored to death. I understand that anybody who
has an appendix nowadays is looked upon as exceedingly
vulgar and is not even tolerated in good society. As
for a man having a sound liver,— well, that kind of a
hver IS absolutely inexcusable. Nobody has one to-day
If he can afford to have the other kind. Good livers
always have livers,— and so do bad livers, for that
matter. But, now, let us return to the heart. You are
quite sure that Anne loves you better than she loves
herself? That's quite important, you know. I have
found that people who say that they love some one better
than anybody else in the world, usually forget them-
selves,— that is to say, they overlook themselves. How
about Anne?"
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** Rather epigrammatic, aren't you, granddaddy? Ihave Anne's word for it, that's aU. She wouldn't nmrryme if she loved any one more than she does me,~ not

even herself, as you put it. I am sure if I were Anne I
should love myself better than aU the rest of the world."A very pretty speech, my boy. You should make
an exceptionally fashionable doctor. You will pardonme for appearing to be cynical, but you see I am a very
old man and somewhat warped,- bent, you might say,m my attitude toward the tender passion as it is prac-
tised to-day. Still, I shall take your word for it.Anne loves you devotedly, and you love her. The only
thing necessary, therefore, is a professional practice, or\m other words, a practical profession. I am sure you
will achieve both. You have my best wishes. I love
you, my boy. You are the only thing left in life for me
to love. Your father was my only son. He would
have been a great man, I am sure, if he had not been my
son. I spoiled him. I think that is the reason why he
died so young. Now, my dear grandson, I am not
going to make the mistake with his son that I made withmy own. I intend that you shall fight your own battles.
Among other things, you will have to fight pretty hard
for Anne. That is a mere detail, of course. You are
a resolute, determined, sincere fellow, Braden, and you
have m you the making of a splendid character. You
will succeed in anything you undertake. I like your
eye, my boy, and I like the set of your jaw. You have
principle and you have a sense of reverence that is quite
uncommon in these days of ours. I daresay you have
been wicked in an essential sort of way, and I fancy you
have been just as necessarily honourable. I don't like
a mollycoddle. I don't like anything invertebrate. I
despise a Christian who doesn't understand Christ.
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Christ despiaed sin but he didn't despise sinners. And
that brings us back to Mrs. Trcsslyn,—Constance Blair
that was. You will have to be exceedingly well fortified,
my boy, if you expect to withstand the clever Constance.
She is the refinement of maternal ambition. She will
not be satisfied to have her daughter married to a mere
practice. She didn't bring her up for that. She will
ask me to come and see her within the next few days.
What am I to say to her when she asks me if I expect
you and Anne to live on what you can earn out of your
ridiculous profession? "

"I think that's all pretty well understood," said
Bradcn easily. « You do Mrs. Tresslyn an injustice,
granddaddy. She says it will be a splendid thing for
Anne to struggle along as we shall have to do for a
while. Character building, is the way she puts it."
"Just the same, I shall expect a message from her

before the engagement is announced," said the old man
drily,

A hard glitter had come into his eyes. He loved this
good-looking, earnest grandson of his, and he was
troubled. He lay awake half the night thinking over
this piece of not unexpected news.
The next morning at breakfast he said to Braden:

" See here, my boy, you spoke tc me recently about your
desire to spend a year in and about the London hos-
pitals before settling down to the real business of life.

I've been thinking it over. You can't very well afford
to pay for these finishing touches after you've begun
struggling along on your own hook, and trying to make
both ends meet on a slender income, so I'd suggest that
you take this next year as a gift from me and spend it
on the other side, working with my good friend. Sir
George Bascombe, the greatest of all the English
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surgeons. I don't believe you will ever regret it."

Bradcn was overjoyed. " I should like nothing bet-
ter, grandfather. By jove, you are good to me.
You—"

" It is only right and just tY \i I should give to the
last of my race the chance to be a credit to it." There
was something cryptic in the remark, but naturally it

escaped Bradcn's notice. "You are the only one of
the Thorpes left, my boy. I was an only son and,
strange as it may appear, I was singularly without
avuncular relatives. It is not surprising, therefore,

that I should desire to make a great man out of you.
You shall not be handicapped by any failure on my part
to do the right thing by you. If it is in my power to
safeguard you, it is my duty to exercise that power.
Nothing must be allowed to stand in the way or to
obstruct your progress. Nothing must be allowed to
check your ambition or destroy your courage. So, if

you please, I think you ought to have this chance to
work with Bascombe. A year is a short time to a chap
of your age and experience, and it may be the most
valuable one in a long and successful life."

" If I can ever grow to be half as wise and half as suc-
cessful as you, grandfather, I shall have achieved more
than—

"

" My boy, I inherited my success and I've been more
of a fool than you suspect. My father left me with two
or three millions of dollars, and the little wisdom that I
have acquired I would pass on to you instead of money
if it were possible to do so. A man cannot bequeath his

wisdom. He may inherit it, but he can't give it away,
for the simple reason that no one will take it as a gift.

It is like advice to the youn^; : something to disregard.
My father left me a great deal of money, and I was too
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" you .r. going to ui^.
"tT* "'" "''" ""' "•'»•

kapponod to . WW. I'l'!"
««"'" """« that c.r

.
" •*'• •>"» I'm afraid that doMn'f At • -.i

«lerrupted th, old m.„, knittrA 1 "'"' "^ ?'"»•"
*a that ,o« .hould ,^oUyoZtll toT' " " " "•'

" 5?y™, ,e."t'd'
°:: t'eT'*"- ""^™- ™-

l>or tallc with Mr l^Zlt^^'': "" '"j '*''' '""' '»''

all that h. h«l to ,aT „;° ^°T' ""<'• «"" l>™ri«g

• yoar if not longer So^l.u'^r* "" "«<*"« 'or
A-»e appeared tri.aveS&'lV'i' '"•''"™* '•
person', notion, in re™r-) »

"^harming young
Braden found hin-^eir^' C° ^ T'^ «'"'•-.«. ~
London early in the fall JVu f ,

•^* ""'^ ^«nt to

then, while he wa, ftiSIrr '5%*''""''"bolt. And
father had tried to onv^^tirtl. ;r,!'

''" S™"*
« deuce of « good turn Hh •

'" '""' ''™' h™
In PatienoeV old™ a„td7•^''^''"'''

'^«"'>-"
-on's tirade, hi. ravinl h° a„ th

'""* *° *"' S^-i-uigs, his anathema.. He had heard
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It !» really waul, you, my boy, .hell chunl m.

k » II .

"^ ^^y* yo" understand,— and confirmn

here to me and tell me what she says -
And so it was that Braden Thorpe returned as he h.Aagreed to do to the home of the ma^whoZd robbed hLof IS greatest possession,— faith in wom^n H 7 j

xrT;„r"" '" '".^"^'"~- otatit
aht on T ' '° P*'''"«' *° ^^«"'be this remark-

?or on 'fT "' ""^ *"" '^"^ **^'"' -<i strangeller etfor one of h,s years. His gaunt, seamed face was beardOSS and almost repellent in its severity. I„ Ws deep-set p,erc,ng eyes lurked all the pains of a life-time Hehad been a strong robust man ; the framewo k was
"

tVt remamed of the staunch house in which his bein^
'

bell T r ^°"^' "'^ ^'^"^ «^-k and hL knefrebelled agau.st exertion, but his eye was unwaveringhis chin unflinch!n<r \iui.u^
^ »a uuwavenng,

unnmchmg. White and sparse was the thatch

i
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of hair upon his shrunken skull, and harsh was the thin
voice that came from his straight, colourless lips. He
walked with a cane, and seldom without the patient,
much-berated Wade at his elbow, a prop against the
dreaded day when his legs would go back on him and the
brink would appear abruptly out of nowhere at his very
feet. And there were times when he put his hand to his
side and held it there till the look of pain softened about
his mouth and eyes, though never quite disappeared.



CHAPTER IV

X ^as a fa j^ investment, and that a good invest

job was a one-sided undertaking i
^o tnmk that the

all that he received
"^""^^^^^^S- Braden worked for

iie received. There was no s Iver Dlatfpr ««golden spoon in Mr. Thorpe's cupboard Tho!.

abul„,o„t.^
*^ ^'" ""'•""''^ P»'' » projecting

"Calm yourself," ho rcmarkeH after B™,1„„'.what ^ild and incoherent beginning "a!h.

able if
::' z::: "^i^

" ""' '"'° --'"i^/™™-
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while you are stamping around like that. This isn't a

china shop. Control yourself. Now, let's have it in so

many words and not so many gesticulations. So Anne
declined to see you, eh? "

*' I don't believe Anne had a voice in the matter.

Mrs. Tresslyn is at the back of all this. She is the one

who has roped you in,— duped you, or whatever you

choose to call it without resorting to profanity. She's

forcing Anne into this damnable marriage, and she is

making a perfect fool of you. Can't you see it? Can't

you see— but, my God, how can I ask that question of

you? When a man gets to be as old as you, he—

"

He broke off abruptly, on the point of uttering the un-

forgivable.

" Go on, my boy," said Templeton Thorpe quietly.

" Sav it. I shan't mind."
*' Oh, what's the use ? " groaned the miserable lover.

" I cannot say anything more to you, sir, than I said

early this afternoon. I told you then just what I think

of your treachery. There isn't anything more for me
to say, but I'd like you to know that Anne despises you.

Her mother acknowledges that much at least,— and,

curse her, without shame !

"

" I am quite well aware of the fact, Braden," said the

old man. *' You couldn't expect her to love me, could

you ?
"

*' Then, why in God's name are you marrying her?

Why are you spoiling my life ? Why are you—

"

*' Is it spoiling your life to have the girl you love

turn to and marry an old wreck such as I am, just be-

cause I happen to be willing to pay her two million dol-

lars,— in advance, you might say? Is that spoiling

your life or saving it ?
"

Mr. Thorpe had dropped the cynical, half-amused air.
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and was now speaking with great intensity. Bradcn,
struck by the change, turned suddenly to regard the old
man with a new and puzzled light in his lowering
eyes.

" See here, my lad, you've had your chance. I knew
what I was about when I sent you to see her. I knew
precisely what would happen. She wants to marry you
but she prefers to marry me. That isn't as ambiguous
as It sounds. Just think it over,— later on, not now,
for I have something else to say to you. Do me the
honour to be seated. Thank you. Now, you've got
quite a good-sized, respectable nose upon your face. I
submit that the situation is quite as plain'as that nose,
if you look at it in the broad light of understanding.
If you think that I am marrying Anne because I love
her, or because I am in my dotage and afflicted with
senihty, you are very much mistaken. If you think I
am giving her two million dollars as a wedding gift
because I expect it to purchase her love and esteem, you
do my mteUigence an injustice. If you think that I
relish the prospect of having that girl in my house from
now till the day I die, worrying the soul out of me, you
are too simple for words. I am marrying her, not be-
cause I love her, my lad, but— but because I love you.
God forbid that I should ever sink so low as to steal from
my own flesh and blood. Stealing is one thing, barter-
mg another. I expect to convince you that I have not
taken anything from you that is of value, hence I am
not a malefactor."

Braden, seated opposite him, his elbows on the arms
of the chair, leaned forward and watched the old man
curiously. A new light had come into his eves when Mr.
Thorpe uttered those amazing words—" but because I
love your He was beginning to see, he was beginning

i !'
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l«i

to analyse the old man's motives, he was groping his
way out of the fog.

" You will have hard work to convince me that I have
not been treated most unfairly, most vilely," said he, his

lips still compressed.

" Many years ago," said Mr. Thorpe, fixing his gaze
on the lazy fire, " I asked Anne's grandmother to marry
me. I suppose I thought that I was unalterably in love
with her. I was the very rich son of a very rich man,
and— pardon my conceit— what you would call an
exceedingly good catch. Well, in those days things
were not as they are now. The young lady, a great
beauty and amazingly popular, happened to be in love
with Roger Blair, a good-looking chap with no fortune
and no prospects. She took the advice of her mother
and married the man she loved, disdaining my riches and
me as well. Roger wasn't much of a success as a hus-
band, but he was a source of enlightenment and educa-
tion to his wife. Not in the way you would suspect,
however. He managed in very short order to convince
her that it is a very ignorant mother who permits her
daughter to marry a man without means. They hadn't
been married three years when his wife had learned her
lesson. It was too late to get rid of Roger, and by
that time I was happily married to a girl who was quite
as rich as I, and could afford to do as she pleased. So,
you see, Anne's grandmother had to leave me out of the
case, even though Roger would have been perfectly de-
lighted to have given her sufficient grounds for divorce.

I think you knew Anne's grandmother, Braden? " He
paused for an answer, a sly, appraising look in his eyes.

Receiving no res-ponse except a slight nod of the head,
he chuckled softly and went on with the history.

'

'
Poor soul, she's gone to her reward. Now we come

(t
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to Anne's mother. She was an only child,— and one
was quite enough, I assure you. No mother ever had
greater difficulty in satisfactorily placing a daughter
than had Mrs. Blair. There was an army of young but
not very dependable gentlemen who would have married
her like a flash, notwithstanding her own poverty, had
It not been for the fact that Mrs. Blair was so thor-
oughly educated by this time that sh« couldn't even con-
template a mistake in her calculations. She had had
ample proof that love doesn't keep the wolf from the
door, nor does it draw five per cent, as some other bonds
do. She brought Constance up in what is now con-
sidered to be the most approved fashion in high society.
The chap who had nothing but health and ambition and
honour and brains to offer, in addition to that unprofit-
able thing called love, was a viper in Mrs. Blair's estima-
tion. He was v^-- properly and promptly stamped
upon by the fond mother and doubtless was very glad to
crawl off into the high grass, out of danger. He—

"

« What has all this got to do with your present be-
haviour?" demanded Braden harshly. "Speaking of
vipers," he added, by way of comment.

" I am coming to that," said Mr. Thorpe, resenting
the interruption but not its sting. "After a careful
campaign, Arthur Tresslyn was elected. He had a
great deal of money, a kind heart and scarcely any
brains. He was an ideal choice, everybody was agreed
upon that. The fellow that Constance was really in
love with at the time, Jimmy Gordon, was a friend of
your father's. Well, the gentle Arthur went to pieces
financially a good many years ago. He played hob with
all the calculations, and so we find Constance, his wife,
lamenting in the graveyard of her hopes and cursing
Jimmy Gordon for his unfaithfulness in marrying be-
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fore he was m a position to do so. If Jimmy had re-mained single for twelve years longer than he did Idaresay Aahur's widow would have^ucceeded in

1'
bing him whether or no. Arthur managed to die veryhappily, they say, quite well pleased with himself forhaving squandered the fortune which brought him somuch misery. Now we come to Anne, Arthur's daugh-
ter She became deeply enamoured of a splendid, ear-

V ealthT^L 7,7"'^ ^'"^"^ ^^°^P^' S^-"^-" oi thewealthy and doddering Templeton Thorpe, and recog-
nised as his sole heir. K-.p your seat, B;aden; I amcoming to the pomt. This young Thorpe trusted thefair and oeautifu Anne. He set out to make a nameand fortune for hmiself and for her. He sought knowl-edge and experience in distant lands, leaving his pooro^d grandfather at home with nothing to amuse himself

Zl'^'lSlr:, "!;"'°"' °^ ^°"^^« ^"d hi** dread of

fh ; .^ -^^ ^'"^''^ ^^^ experimenting in London,
this doddering, senile old gentleman of Washington
Square began to experiment a little on his own account.«e sot out to discover just what sort of stuif this Anne
Tresslyn was made of and to prove to himself that shewas worthy of his grandson's love. He began with the
girl s mother. As soon as possible, he explained to herthat money is a curse. She agreed that money is a curse
if you haven't got it. In time, he confessed to her thathe did not mean to curse his grandson with an unearned
fortune, and that he intended to leave him in his will the
trifling sum of fifty thousand dollars, thereby endowing
him with the ambition and perhaps the energy to earnmore and at the same time be of great benefit to the
world m which he would have to struggle. Also, he let
It be known that he was phUanthropically inclined, that
he purposed giving a great many millions to science,
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and that his death would be of untold value to the human
race. Are you attending, Braden? If you are not, I
shall stop talking at once. It is very exhausting and I
haven't much breath or time to waste.'*

" I am listening. Go on," said Braden, suddenly sit-

ting up in his chair and taking a long, deep breath.
The angry, antagonistic light was gone from his eyes.

"Well, the clever Mrs. Tresslyn was interested—
deeply interested in my disclosures. She did not hesi-
tate to infonn me that Anne couldn't begin to live on
the income from a miserable fifty thousand, and actually
laughed in my face when I reminded her of the young
lady's exalted preference for love in a cottage and joy
at any price. Biding my time, I permitted the distress-

ing truth to sink in. You will remember that Anne's
letters began to come less frequently about four months
ago, and—

"

" How do you happen to know about that? " broke
in the young man, in surprise.

" Where she had been in the habit of writing twice
and even three times a week," went on Mr. Thorpe, " she
was content to set herself to the task of dropping you a
perfunctory letter once in a fortnight. You will also
recall that her letters were not so full of intensity— or
enthusiasm : they lacked fervour, they fell off consider-

ably in many ways. I happen to know about all this,

Braden, because putting two and two together has al-

ways been exceedingly simple for me. You see, it was
about three months ago that Anne began to reveal more
than casual interest in Percy Wintermill. She—

"

" Percy Wintermill !
" gasped Braden, clutching the

arms of his chair. " Why, she has always looked upon
him as the stupidest, ugliest man in town. His atten-

tions have been a standing joke between us. He is
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'And that is just what she shaU do, poor girl," criedBradcn joyously. « She shaU not be driven ifto J'
Just a moment, please. Whon I discovered thatyoung W.ntermiU couldn't be .leponded upon to rescu

said Mr T orpe with fine irony. " I sensed the situa-tion perfectly. Percy was young and strong and en-

order of things. What Anne was looking for— nowkeep your seat my boy !_ what she wanttd was a hul'band who could be depended upon to leave her a widowbefore it was too late. Now, I am seventy-seven, andfailuig pretty rapidly. It occurred to me fhat I Cdbe JUS the thing for her. To make the story short, I

thft if I c UfT.r -^r* '°"^""^^^' -^ ^- hinted

!ul IT u'""^
'^' ''^^' ''''' °^ companion I wouldjunip at the chance to get married. That's putting itra her coarsely, my boy. but the whole business is sougly that It doesn't seem worth while to affect delicacy

Inside of two weeks, we had come to an understanding,-
that IS, an arrangement had been perfected. I thinkthat everything was agreed upon except the actual dayof my demise. As you know, I am to set aside for Anne
as an ante-nuptial substitute for all dower rights in my
^state, the sum of two miUion dollars. I may add thatthe securities guaranteeing this amount have been sub-
mitted to Mrs Tresslyn and she has found them to be
gilt-edged Those securities are to be held in trust forher until the day I die, when they go to her at once,
according to our contract. She agrees to—

"

" By gad, sir, it is infamous ! Absolutely infamous > '»

exclaimed young Thorpe, springing to his feet. «Icannot— I will not believe it of her."
"She agrees to relinquish all claims to my estate', >»
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i

concluded the old man, with a chuckle. « Inasmuch as
I have made it quite clear that all of my money is to go
to charity,— scientific charity,— I imagine that the
Trcsslyns feel that they have made a pretty good bar-
gain."

" I still maintain that she will renounce the whole de-
testable—

"

" She would go back on her contract like a shot if she
thought that I intended to include you among my scien-
tific charities," interrupted the old man.
"Oh, if I could only have an hour— half an hour

with her," groaned Braden. « I could overcome the
vile teaching of her mother anc. nring her to a realisa-
tion of what is ahead of her. I - -''

"Do you honestly,— in your heart, Braden,— be-
lieve that you could do that? " demanded Mr. Thorpe,
arising from his chair and layinfr his hand upon the
young man's shoulder. He forced the other's eyes to
meet his. « Do you believe that she would be worthy of
your love and respect even though she did back out of
this arrangement? I want an honest answer."
"God help me, I— I don't know what to think,"

cried Braden miserably. "I am shocked, bewildered.
I can't say what I believe, grandfather. I only know
that I have loved her better than my own soul. I don't
know what to think now."

" You might also say that she loves herself better
than she loves her own soul," said the old man grimly.
" She will go on loving you, I've no doubt, in a strictly
physical way, but I wouldn't put much dependence in
her soulfulness. One of these fine days, she will come to
you and say that she has earned two million dollars, and
she will ask you if it is too late to start ail over again.
What will you say to that? "
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" Good Lord, sir, what would you expect me to gay? '»

exploded Braden. " I should tell her to— to go to
hell !

" he grated between his teeth.

" Meanwhile, ' want you to understand that I have
acted for your best interests, Braden. God knows I am
not in love with this girl. I know her kind, I know htr
breed. I want to save you from— well, I want to give
you a fighting chance to be a great, good man. You
need the love of a fine, unselfish woman to help you to
the heights you aspire to reach. Anne Tresslyn would
not have helped you. She cannot see above her own
level. There are no heights for her. She belongs to
the class that never looks up from the ground. They
are always following the easiest path. I am doing
you a good turn. Somewhere in this world there is a
noble, self-sacrificing woman who will make you happy,
who will give strength to you, who will love you for
yourself and not for herself. Go out and find her,
my boy. You will recognise her the instant you see
her."

"But you— what of you?" asked Braden, deeply
impressed by the old man's unsuspected sentiment.
" Will you go ahead and— and marry her, knowing that
she will make your last few years of life unhappy,
un—

"

"I am under contract," said Templeton Thorpe
grimly. " I never go back on a contract."

" I shall see her, nevertheless," said Braden doggedly.
" It is my desire that you should. In fact, I shall

make it my business to see that you do. After that, I
fancy you will not care to remain here for the wedding.
I should advise you to return to London as soon as you
have had it out with her."

" I shall remain here until the very hour of the wed-
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ding if it i. to take place, and up to that very hour I
Blmll do my best to prevent it, grandfather "

" Your failure to do so will make me the happiestman ,n New York," said Mr. Thorpe, emotion in hi.
>oicc, for I love you dearly, Braden."



CHAPTER V

A CONSPICUOUS but somewhat unimportant
member of the Tresslyn family was a young
man of twenty-four. He was Anne's brotiier,

and he had preceded her into the world by the small
matter of a year and two months. Mrs. Tresslyn had
set great store by him. Being a male child he did not
present the grave difficulties that attend the successful
launching and disposal of the female of the species to
which the Tresslyn family belonged. He was born with
the divine right to pick and choose, and that ;s some-
thing that at present appears to be denied the sisters
of men. But the amiable George, at the age of one and
twenty and while still a freshman in college, picked a
girl without consulting his parent and in a jifFy put an
end to the theory that man's right is divine.

It took more tiian half of Mrs. Tresslyn's income for
the next two years, the ingenuity of a firm of expensive
^ uvyers, the skill of nearly a dozen private detectives,
and no end of sleepless nights to untie the loathsome
knot, and even then George's wife had a shade the better
of them in that she reserved the right to call herself
Mrs. Tresslyn, quite permanently disgracing his family
although she was no longer a part of it.

The young woman was employed as a demonstrator
for a new brand of mustard when George came into her
life. The courtship was brief, for she was a pretty
girl and virtuous. She couldn't see why there should
be anything wrong in getting married, and therefore was
very much surprised, and not a littl- "hagrined, to find

39
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out almost immediately after the ceremony that she had
committed a heinous and unpardonable sin. She shrank
for a while under the lashings, and then, like a beast
driven to cover, showed her teeth.

If marriage was not sanctuary, she would know the
reason why. With a single unimposing lawyer and not
the remotest suggestion of a detective to reinforce her
position, she took her stand against the unhappy George
and his mother, and so successful were her efforts to
make divorce difficult that she came out of chambers
with thirty thousand dollars in cash, an aristocratic
name, and a valuable claim to theatrical distinction.

All this transpired less than two years prior to the
events which were to culminate in the marriage of
George's only sister to the Honourable Templeton
Thorpe of Washington Square. Needless to say,
George was now looked upon in the small family as a
liability. He was a never-present help in time of
trouble. The worst thing about him was his obstinate
regard for the young woman who still bore his name but
was no longer his wife. At twenty-four he looked upon
himself as a man who had nothing to live for. He spent
most of his time gnashing his teeth because the pretty
little divorcee was receiving the attentions of young
gentlemen in his own set, without the slightest hint of
opposition on the part of their parents, while he was
obliged to look on from afar off.

It appears that parents do not object to young
women of insufficient lineage provided the said young
women keep at a safe distance from the marriage altar.

It is interesting to note in this connection, however,
that little Mrs. George Tresslyn was a model of proi
priety despite her sprightly explorations of a world that
had been strange to her up to the time she was cast
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into it by a disgusted mother-in-law, and it is still more
interesting to find that she nourished a sly hope that

some day George would kick over the traces in a very

manly fashion and marry her all over again

!

Be that as it maj', the bereft and humiliated George

favoured his mother and sister with innumerable half-

hours in which they had to contend with scornful and

exceedingly bitter opinions on the iniquity of marriage

as it is practised among the elect. He fairly bawled

his disapproval of tlie sale of Anne to the decrepit Mr.
Thorpe, and there was not a day in the week that did

not contain at least one unhappy hour for the women
in his hoire, for just so often he held forth on the sanc-

tity of the marriage vows.

He was connected with a down-town brokerage firm

and he was as near to being a failure in the business as

an intimate and life-long friend of the family would per-

mit him to be and still allow him to remain in the office.

His business was the selling of bonds. The friend of

the family was the head of the firm, so no importance

should be attached to the fact that George did not earn

his salt as a salesman. It is only necessary to report

that the young man made frequent and determined ef-

forts to sell his wares, but with so little success that he

would have been discouraged had it not been for the fact

that he was intimately acquainted with himself. He
knew himself too well to expect people to take much
stock in the public endeavours of one whose private

affairs were so far beneath notice. IMen were not likely

to overlook the disgraceful treatment of the little " mus-

tard girl," for even the men who have mistreated women
in their time overlook their own chicanery in preaching

decency over the heads of others who have not played

the game fairly. George looked upon himself as a
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marked man, against whom the scorn of the world was
justly directed.

Strange as it may appear, George Tresslyn was a tall,
manly looking fellow, and quite handsome. At a glance
you would have said that he had a great deal of charac-
ter in his make-up and would get on in the world. Then
you would hear about his matrimonial delinquency and
instantly you would take a second glance. The second
and more searching look would have revealed him as a
herculean light-weight,— a man of strength and beauty
and stature spoiled in the making. And you would be
sorry that you had made the discovery, for it would
take you back to his school days, and then you would
encounter the causes.

He had gone to a preparatory school when he was
twelve. It was eight years before he got into the fresh-
man class of the college that had been selected as the one
best qualified to give him a degree, and there is no telling
how long he might have remained there, faculty willing,
had it not been for the interfering " mustard girl." He
could throw a hammer farther and run the hundred
faster than any youth in the freshman class, and he
could handle an oar with the best of them, but as he
had spent nearly eight years in acquiring this proficiency
to the exclusion of anything else it is not surprising that
he excelled in these pursuits, nor is it surprising that he
possessed a decided aversion for the things that are
commonly taught in college by studious-looking gentle-
men who do not even belong to the athletic association
and have forgotten their college yell.

George boasted, in his freshman year, that if the fac-
ulty would let him alone he could easily get through the
four years without flunking a single thing in athletics.
It was during the hockey season, just after the Christ-
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mas holidays, that he married the pretty "mustard
girl » and put an abrupt end to what must now be re-
garded as a superficial education.
He carried his athletic vigour into the brokerage of-

fices, however. No one could accuse him of being lazy
and no one could say that he did not make an effort.
He possessed purpose and determination after a fashion,
for he was proud and resentful; but he lacked per-
spective, no matter which way he looked for it. Behind
him was a foggy recollection of the things he should
have learned, and ahead was the dark realisation that the
world is made up principally of men who cannot do the
mile under thirty minutes but who possess amazing
powers of endurance when it comes to running circles
around the man who is trained to (\> the hundred yard
dash in ten seconds flat.

A few minutes after Braden Thorpe's departure from
the Tresslyn drawing-room, young George entered the
house and stamped upstairs to his combination bed-
chamber and sitting-room on the top floor. He always
went upstairs three steps at a time, as if in a hurry to
have it over with. He had a re. at the top of the
house because he couldn't afford one lower down. A
delayed sense of compunction had ordered Mrs. Tresslyn
to insist upon George's paying his own way through
life, now that he was of age and working for himself.
When George found it 'mpossible to pay his week's

reckoning out of his earnings, he blithely borrowed the
requisite amount— and a little over— from friends
down-town, and thereby enjoyed the distinction of being
uncommonly prompt in paying his landlady on the dot.
So much for character-building.

And now one of these " muckers " down-town was
annoying him with persistent demands for the return of
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numerous small loans extending over a period of nineteen
months. That sort of thing isn't done among gentle-
men, according to George Tresslyn's code. For a
month or more he had been in the humiliating position
of bemg obliged to dodge the fellow, and he was getting
tired of It. The whole amount was well under six hun-
dred dollars, and as he had made it perfectly plain to
the beggar that he was drawing ten per cent, on the
loans, he couldn't see what sense there was in being in
such a hurry to coUect. On the other hand, as the
beggar wasn't receiving the interest, it is quite possible
that he could not look at the situation from George's
point of view.

*

Young Mr. Tresslyn finally had reached the conclu-
sion that he would have to ask his mother for the money.He knew that the undertaking would prove a trying one,
so he dashed up to his room for the purpose of fortify-
ing himself with a stiff drink of benedictine.
Having taken the drink, he sat down for a few minutes

to give It a chance to become inspirational. Then he
skipped blithely down to his mother's boudoir and
rapped on the door,— not timidly or imploringly but
with considerable authority. Receiving no response, he
moved on to Anne's sitting-room, whence came the sub-
dued sound of voices in conversation. He did not knock
at Anne's door, but boldly opened it and advanced into
the room.

" Hello
!

Here you are," said George amiably.
He was met by a cold, disapproving stare from his

mother and a little gasp of dismay from Anne. It was
quite apparent that he was an intruder.

" I wish you would be good enough to knock before
entering, George," said Mrs. Tresslyn severely.

" I did," said George, «< but you were not in. I al-
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ways knock at your door, mother. You can't say thatIve ever forgotten to do it." He looked aggrieved"You surely don't mean that I ought to knock a^Zet

^'* Certainly. What do you want? »
"Well," he began, depositing his long body on thecouch and preparing to stretch out, "I'd like to kissboth of you if you'll let me."

^
"Don't be silly," said Anne, « and don't put your feeton that clean chintz.'' ^ ^

thl'hl^/^V^"^^ ^' cheerfully. «My, how lovelythe bride is looking to-day! I wish old Tempy couldsee you now. He'd—'» ^^
" If you are going to be disagreeable, George, voumay get out at once," said Mrs. Tresslyn

^

"I never felt less like being objectionable in my life,"said he, « so If you don't mind I'll stay awhile. By theway, Anne, speaking of disa, .ble things, I am sure Isaw Brady Thorpe on the ave. a bit afo Has yourdiscarded skeleton come back with a'key to 'yZ

^
"Braden is in New York," said his mother acidly.
Is It necessary for you to be vulgar, George? "
Not at aU," said he. "When did he arrive? I

're^a^tftfadd.'^"'*''^^
^"^^^^ ^ *^^** -*^-*" ^^

"He reached New York to-day, I think. He has been

morVtVr "% ""'
'r

^°"^ '^"^^^ ^^"^ - -t^S
the sublec^I!;''

" '^"" '' ^°°' ^°°"^^ *« --d-

to"o^uT''^"^
^'^ "^' *° ^*^' ^'""^ ""^^^ ^' ^*^ *° ««J

« I am glad that you didn't," said Anne, « for if youhad you might have been under the painful necessity of

(
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calling him to account for it, and I don't believe you*d
like that."

"Facetious, eh? Well, my mind is relieved at any
rate. He spoke up like a little man, didn't he, mother?
I thought he would. And I'll bet you gave him as good
as he sent, so he's got his tail between his legs now and
yelping for mercy. How does he look, Anne? Hand-
some as ever? "

" Anne did not see him."
" Of course she didn't. How stupid of me. Where

is he stopping? "

" With his grandfather, I suppose," said Mrs. Tress-
lyn, as tolerant as possible.

" Naturally. I should have known that without ask-

ing. Getting the old boy braced up for the wedding, I

suppose. Pumping oxygen into him, and all that sort
of thing. And that reminds me of something else. I

may give myself the pleasure of a personal call upon my
prospective brother-in-law to-morrow."

" What? " cried his mother sharply.
" Yep," said George blithely. " I may have to do it.

It's purely a business matter, so don't worry. I shan't
say a word about the wedding. Far be it from me to
distress an old gentleman about—

"

"What business can you have with Mr. Thorpe?"
demanded his mother.

" Well, as I don't believe in keeping secrets from you,
mother, I'll explain. You see, I want to see if I can't

negotiate the sale of a thousand dollar note. Mr.
Thorpe may be in the market to buy a good, safe, gilt-

edge note—

"

" Come to the point. Whose note are you trying to
sell?"

" My own," said George promptly.
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Anne laughed. « You would spell gilt with a let-

jou?"»
'"'''**^'* ^'^°'^ *^' '' '° *^*' '^*''' ^°"^*^"'*

" I give you my word," said George, « I don't knowhow to spell It The two words sound exactly alike and
1 m always confusing them."

His mother came and stood over him. « Georee, vou
are not to go to Mr. Thorpe with your pecuniary diffi-
culties. I forbid it, do you understand ? "

"
^°f.^jd it, mother? Great Scot, what's wrong in an

honest httle business transaction? I shall give him the
best of security. If he doesn't care to let me have themoney on the note, that's his affair. It's business, not
friendship, I assure you. Old Tempy knows a good
thing when he sees it. I shall also promise to pay
twenty per cent, interest for two years from date. Two
years, do you understand? If anything should happen
to hun before the two years are up, I'd still owe the
money^to his estate, wouldn't I? You can't deny

"Stop! Not another word, sir! Am I to believe
that I have a son who is entirely devoid of principle?
Are you so lacking in pride that "

« It depends entirely on how you spell the word, prin-
cipal or with a pie. I am entirely devoid of the one end-
ing m pal, and I don't see what pride has to do with it
anyway Ask Anne. She can tell you all that is neces-
sary to know about the Trcsslyn pride."

" Shut up
!
" said Anne languidly.

"It's just this way, mother," said George, sitting up,
wi h a frown « I've got to have five or six hundred
dollars. I'll be honest with you, too. I owe nearly that
much to Percy Wintermill, and he is making himself in-
fernally obnoxious about it."
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Have you been borrowing
"Percy WintermiU?

money from him? "

" In a way, yes. That is, I've been asking him for it
and he's been lending it to me. I don't think I've ever
used the word borrow in a single instance. I hate the
word. I simply say: 'Percy, let me take twenty-five
for a week or two, will you '

» and Percy says, * All
right, old boy,' and that's all there is to it. Percy's
been all right up to a few weeks ago. In fact, I don't
believe he would have mentioned the matter at all if Anne
hadn't turned him down on New Year's Eve. Why the
deuce did you refuse him, Anne? He'd always been
decent tiU you did that. Now he's perfectly impos-
sible."

"You know perfectly well why I refused him," said
Anne, lifting her eye-brows slightly.

"Right-o! It was because you were engaged to
Brady Thorpe. I quite forgot. I apologise. You
were quite right in refusing him. Be that as it may,
however, Percy is as sore as a crab. I can't go around
owing money to a chap who has been refused by my
sister, can I? One of the Wintermills, too. By Jove,
it's awful!" He looked extremely distressed.

" You are not to go to Mr. Thorpe," said his mother
from the chair into which she had sunk in order to pre-
serve a look of steadiness. A fine moisture had come
out upon her upper lip. «« You must find an honourable
way in which to discharge your debts."

" Isn't my note as good as anybody's? " he demanded.
" No. It isn't worth a dollar."
" Ah, but it wai be if Mr. Thorpe buys it," said he in

triumph. « He could discount it for full value, if he
wanted to. That's precisely what makes it good. Vm

S-i
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'JoZTJ""^'
""'" "'^ "^"^^ '^^"^ ^^«»^ «»--.

"AfJ/r*" f?!.*''"^'
^'"«^»'* complained Anne.Mother and I have a great deal to talk about, and vouare a dreadful nuisance when you discover a r:ason forcommg home so long before dinner-time. Can't voupawn something? " ^

" Don't be ridiculous," said George.

rniUpV"!
^''^/°\ ^°"°^ "'^"^y f'-om Percy Winter-

mill? demanded Mrs. Tresslyn.
"There you go, mother, using that word * borrow

»

again I wish you wouldn't. It's a vulgar word. Youmaght « well say, *Why did you sjpe money fromPercy Wintermill? > He lent it to me because he rea^

su 087""^ ^'^''^""^ "^^ "^ ^"^ ^^^* '°"^ ^°' "^' I

youl°'
^'^'''°'' '*''"' ^'°'*'' ^°"'* *"" "^^ that

"IdSn'tVn V
'** ^°"i«f^',«^°tW» he interrupted,

til in f
• *'^^'™T" ^^'^ h"d-"P- I merely said, fromtime to time Let me take fifty, Percy.' I can't help it

If he suspects, can I? And say, Anne, he was so ter-r^Iy m love with you that he would have let me take athousand any time I wanted it, if Pd had occasion to ask

« r!"' u . °" °"S^* *° ^" *h^°J^^"l that I didn't."

^^

Don t drag me into it," said Anne sharply.

rnofnl T* i7l ^°^'^ *" *^°"S'" ^^^^ ^e, with a
rueful sigh. « I had an idea that you'd be tickled todeath to marry into the Wintermill family. Position,money family jewels, and all that sort of thing
Everything desirable except Percy. And then, juftwhen I thought something might come of it, you up and
get engaged to Brady Thorpe, keeping it secret from the
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public into the baxgain. Confound it, you didn't even
tell me till last fall. Your stupid secretivencss allowed
me to go on getting into Percy's debt, when a word from
yo\i might have saved me a lot of trouble."

•" Will you kindly leave the room, George? " said his
mother, arising.

" Percy is making himself fearfully obnoxious," went
on George ominously. «*For nearly three weeks I've
been dodging him, and it can't go on much longer. One
of these fine days, mother, a prominent member of the
Wmtermill family is going to receive a far from exclusive
thrashing. That's the only way I can think of to stop
him, if I can't raise the money to pay him up. Some
day I'm going to refrain from dodging and he is going
to run right square into this." He held up a brawny
fist. " I'm going to hold it just so, and it won't be too
high for his nose, either. Then I'm going to pick him
up and turn him around, with his face toward the Bat-
tery, and kick just as hard as I know how. I'll bet my
head he'll not bother me about money after that— un-
less, of course, he's cad enough to sue me. I don't think
he'll do that, however, being a proud and haughty Win-
termill. I suppose we'll all be eliminated from the Win-
termiU invitation list after that, and it may be that
we'll go without a fashionable dinner once in awhile, but
what's all that to the preservation of the family die-
nity?" ^ *

Mrs. Tresslyn leaned suddenly against a chair, and
even Anne turned to regard her tall brother with a look
of real dismay.

" How much do you owe him? " asked the former, con-
trolling her voice with an effort.

" Five hundred and sixty-five dollars, including inter-
est. A pitiful sum to get thrashed for, isn't it ?

"
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And you were planning to get the money from Mr.
Thorpe to pay Percy? "

" To keep Percy from getting licked, would be the bet-
ter way to put it. I think it's uncommonly decent of
me."

u n ^f'i
*"" ^**" "^ * ^""y* George,— a downright

bully, flared Anne, confronting him with blazing eyes.
" You have no right to frighten mother in this way.
It's cowardly."

"^

" He doesn't frighten me, dear," said Mrs. Tresslyn,
but her lips quivered. Turning to her son, she con-
tinued : " George, if you will mail a check to Percy this
minute, I will draw one for you. A Tresslyn cannot owe
money to a Wintermill. We will say no more about it.

The subject is closed. Sit down there and draw a check
for the amount, and I will sign it. Rawson will post it."
George turned his head away, and lowered his chin.

A huskiness came quickly into his voice.

" ^'"i— I'ra ashamed of myself, mother,— I give you
my word I am. I came here intending to ask you point-
blank to advance me the money. Then the idea came
into my head to work the bluff about old Mr. Thorpe.
That grew into Percy's prospective thrashing. I'm
sorry. It's the flrst time I've ever tried to put anything
over on you."

" Fill in the check, please," she said coldly. « I've
just been drawing a few for the dressmakers— a few
that Anne has just remembered. I shan't in the least
mind adding one for Percy. He isn't a dressmaker but
if I were asked to select a suitable occupation for him
I don't know of one he'd be better qualified to pursue.
Fill it in, please."

Her son looked at her admiringly. « By Jove,
mother, you are a wonder. You never miss fire. I'd
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give a thousand dollaw, if I hod it, to see old Mrs. Win-
termiU's face if that remark could be repeated to her."
A faint smile played about his mother's lips. After

all, there was honest tribute in the speech of this son
of hers.

" It would be worse than a bloody nose for Percy,"
said Anne, slipping an arm around her mother's waist.
" But I don't like what you said about me and the dress-
makers. I must have gowns. It isn't quite the same
as George's I.O.U. to Percy, you know."
"Don't be selfish, Anne," cried George, jerking a

chair up to the escritoire and scrambling among the
papers for a pen. " You won't have to worry long.
You'll soon be so rich that the dressmakers won't dare
to send you a bill."

"Wait a moment, George," said Mrs. Tresslyn
abruptly. " If you do not promise to refrain from say-
ing disagreeable things to Anne, I shall withdraw ray
offer to help you out of this scrape."

George faced her. «* Does that mean that I am to
put my O. K. upon this wedding of Anne's? " His look
of good-nature disappeared.

"It means tliat you are not to comment upon it,

that's all," said his mother. "You have said quite
enough. There is nothing more that you can add to an
already sufficiently distasteful argument."

George swallowed hard as he bent over the check-
book. « All right, mother, I'll try to keep my trap
closed from now on. But I don't want you to think
that I'm taking this thing pleasantly. I'll say for the
last time,— I hope,— that it's a darned crime, and
we'll let it go at that."

" Very weU. We will let it go at that."
" Great Scot !

" burst from his lips as he whirled in



FROM THE HOUSETOPS
the fragile chair to face the women of the house. "

I
just can't help feeling as I do about it. I can't bear to
think of Anne,— my pretty sister Anne,—married to
that old rummy. Why, she's fit to be the wife of a god.
She s the prettiest girl in New York and she'd be one
of the best if she had half a chance. A fellow like
Braden Thorpe would make a queen of her, and that's
just what she ought to be. Oh, Lord! To think of
her being married to that burnt-out, shrivelled-up—

"

" George
! That wiU do, sir

!

"

His sister was staring at him in utter perplexity.
Something like wonder was growing in her lovely, vel-
vety eyes. Never before had she heard such words as
these from the lips of her big and hitherto far from con-
siderate brother, the brother who had always begrudged
her the slightest sign of favour from their mother, who
had blamed her for securing by unfair means more than
her share of the maternal peace-offerings.

Suddenly the big boy dug his knuckles into his eyes
and turned away, muttering an oath of mortification.
Anne sprang to his side. Her hands fell upon his shoul-
ders.

"What are you doing, George? Are— are you
crazy?

"

».* -^

" Crazy nothing," he choked out, biting his lip. «« Go
away, Anne. I'm just a damned fool, that's all. I "
"Mother, he's— he's crying," whispered Anne, be-

wildered. « What is it, George? » For the first timem her life she slipped an affectionate arm about him and
laid her cheek against his sleek, black hair. « Buck -,,
little boy

;
don't take it like this. I'll— I'll be all rignt.'

I'll— oh, I'll never forget you for feeling as you do]
George. I didn't think you'd really care so much."

" Why,— why, Anne, of course I care," he gulped.



54 FROM THE HOUSETOPS
" Why shouldn't I care? Aren't you my sister, and I
your brother? I'd be a fine mess of a thing if I didn't
care. I tell you, mother, it's awful! You know it is!
It is a queer thing for a brother to say, I suppose, but— but I do love Anne. All my life I've looked upon
her as the finest thing in the world. I've been mean and
nasty and all that sort of thing and I'm always saying
rotten things to her, but, darn it, I— I do love my
pretty sister. I ought to hate you, Anne, for this in-
fernal thing you are determined to do— I ought to, do
you understand, but I can't, I just can't. It's the rot-
tenest thing a girl can do, and you're doing it. I— oh,
say, what's the matter with me ? Sniffling idiot ! I say,
where the devil do you keep your pen ? " WrathfuUy he
jerked a pile of note paper and blotters off the desk,
scattering them on the floor. «' I'll write the check,
mother, and I'll promise to do my best hereafter about
Anne and old Tempy. And what's more, I'll not punch
Percy's nose, so you needn't be afraid he'll turn it ud
at us."

^

The pen scratched vigorously across the check. His
mother was regarding him with a queer expression in
her eyes. She had not moved while he was expressing
himself so feelingly about Anne. Was it possible that
after all there was something fine in this boy of hers?
His simple, genuine outburst was a revelation to her.
" I trust this may be the last time that you will come

to me for money in this way, George," she said levelly.
" You must be made to realise that I cannot afford such
luxuries as these. You have made it impossible for me
to refuse you this time. I cannot allow a son of mine
to be in debt to a Wintermill. You must not borrow
money. You—

"

He looked up, grinning. " There you go again with
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that middle-class word, mother. But I'U forgive you
this once on condition that you never use it again
People m our walk of life never borrow anything but
trouble, you know. We don't borrow money. Wear-
range for it occasionally, but God forbid that we should
ever become so common as to borrow it. There you are
filled in and ready for your autograph— payable t

J

Percy Reginald Van Alstone WintermiU. I put his
whole name in so that he'd have to go to the exertion
of signmg It all on the back. He hates work worse than
poison. I'm glad you didn't accept him, Anne. It
would be awful to have to look up to a man who is so
insignificant that you'd have to look down upon him at
the same time."

Mrs. Tresslyn signed the check. « I w ill have Rawson
post It to him at once," she said. « There goes one of
your gowns, Anne,— five hundred and sixty-five dol-
lars."

« I shan't miss it, mother dear," said Anne cheerfully.
She had linked an arm through one of George's, much
to the surprise and embarrassment of the tall younff
man. *

" BuUy girl," said he awkwardly. «' Just for that I'll
kiss the bride next month, and wish her the best of luck.I~I certainly hope you'll have better luck than I
had."

" There's still loads of luck ahead for you, George "
said she, a little wistfully. « All you've got to do is to
keep a sharp lookout and you'll find it some day—
sooner than I, I'm sure. You'll find the riglit girl and— zip

! Everything will be rosy, old boy ! "

He^ smiled wryly. « I've lost the right girl, Anne."
" Nonsense

!
" exclaimed Mrs. Tresslyn sharply. Her

eyes narrowed as she looked into his. « You ought to
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g^t down on your knees and thank God that you arenot married to that—

"

•'^

T I^ u
* ^ ''''°"'^' '"°*h^^ " he broke in. « I'm afraidI Shan have to ask you to let her alone, now thaT yo"^

hv .K :
*'"!* ^' ^"^ '^P^'^*^^ *° ^^* old Temp/ slideby without noticing him."

^^

JhlZTi^, '^'^" '
u
^ ^^"- '^'•^^^^^"' ^"* this timewith less confidence in her voice. She looked intentlyinto her son's set face and fear was revived in her soulan ever-present fear that slept and roused itself withsickening persistency.

"We'll hang her up in the family closet, if you don'tmind, a ongside of Brady Thorpe, and we'll never men-tion her again If I can help it. I must say, though,that our skeletons are uncommonly attractive, aren't

ther^?^'" He
''^^\**""^ '^-^ - our clos'ets, are

tnerer- He squeezed her arm playfully, and wasamazed when she jerked it away. ^ ^ ^*
^"'^ "^^^

voui»*'
"'"' *° ^°"' ^°''«^' ^""^ tWs is the way

"Forgive me, please I didn't mean it in an offensive

r.h nfV" t '* ^°'' ^*°*^^ ^^^^ ^«'<^ understandeach other. At any rate, we've got one thing to bethankful for There are no Wintermill skeleton! hang!ing m our closets. We've both succeeded in dodgingthem, praise the Lord." *^
It so happened that Percy's excessively homely sisterhad been considered at one time as a most desirable help-

T !r *^:*PJ^ly developing George, and it is barely
possible that the little mustard girl upset a social
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MR. THORPE was as good as his word. He ar-
ranged for the meeting between Braden and
Anne, but with characteristic astuteness laid

unexi'cTr r! l^''
"^'^ *" ^^"'^ "P^ -<^h °ther

tTtirBLei^
'^''^^^' °" *'^ ^^^^"^ ^^^ '^^^^ ''^

Mr. Thorpe's plan involved other people as well asthe two most vitally interested. There was to be ameeting at his house late in the afternoon for the pur-pose of signing the antenuptial contract already
agreed upon Five o'clock was the hour set for the
gathering. Lawyers representing both parties were

Mr Thorn
'"*' •^'?- ^'^"^^"' ^^°'«^ -<! A"-' -dMr. Thorpe s private secretary, who, with Dr. Bates,was to serve as a witness to the instrument.

lyiT° ^Zt^^
d^^iy^red a letter to Miss Tresslyn inwhich Mr. Thorpe said that he would be pleased ifshe would accompany him to Tiffany's for the purposeof selecting a string of pearls. He made it quite clear

ing his desire to be the only witness to her confusionwhen confronted by the "obsequious salesman and hisbauWes from the sea.» If quite agreeable to her hewould make an appointment with the jeweller for 3.30and would call for her in person. After that, he con-
tmued, the signing of a contract for life would notseem such a portentous undertaking, and they could go
to the meeting with hearts as light as air. It was a
cheerful, even gay little missive, but she was not for

57
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an instant blind to the irony that lay between the linesi

Anne selected the pearls that he had chosen in ad-

vance of their visit to Tiffany's. He did not tell her

that he had instructed the jeweller to make up a string

of pearls for her inspection, with the understanding

that she was to choose for herself from an assortment

of half-a-dozen beautiful offerings, no price to be men-

tioned. He was quite sure that she would not even

consider the cost. He credited her with an honest

scorn for sentimentality; she would make no effort to

glorify him for an act that was so obviously a part

of their unsentimental compact. Tb'jre would be no

gushing over this sardonic tribute to her avarice. She

would have herself too well in hand for that.

They were about her neck when she entered the

house near Washington Square almost an hour before

the time appointed for the conference. In her secret

but subd'^ed pleasure over acquiring the costly present,

she had lost all count of time. That was a part of

Mr. Thorpe's expensive programme.

All the way down in the automobile she had been

estimating the value of her new possession. On one

point she was satisfied: there were few handsomer

strings in New York than hers. She would have to

keep them in a safe place,— a vault, no doubt. Nearly

every matron of her acquaintance made a great deal

of the fact that she had to buy a safe in which to store

her treasures. There was something agreeable—
subtly agreeable— in owning jewels that would have

to bo kept in one of t^ose staunch, opulent looking

safes. She experienced a thrill of satisfaction by de-

scribing hersilf in advance, as one of the women with

pearls. And there was additional gratification in the

knowledge that she could hardly be called a matron in
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the strict sense of the word. She was glad that she
was too young for that. She tried to recall the names
of all the women who possessed pearls like these, and
the apparent though undeclared age of each. There
was not ne among them who was under forty. Most
of them had endured many years of married life be-
fore acquiring what she was to have at the outset.
Mrs. Wintermill, for instance: she was sixty-two or
three, and had but recently come into a string of pearls
not a whit more valuable than the one that now adorned
her neck and lay hidden beneath the warm fur collar
of her coat.

Her calculations suddenly hit upon something that
could be used as a basis. Mrs. WintermiU's pearls had
cost sixty-five thousand dollars. Sixty-five thousand
dollars! She could not resist the impulse to shoot a
swift, startled look out of the corners of her eyes at
the silent old man beside her. That was a lot of
money! And it was money that he was under no obli-
gation to expend upon her. It was quite outside the
contract. She was puzzled. Why this uncalled for
generosity? A queer, sickening doubt assailed her.
"Are— are these pearls really and truly to be

mine?" she asked. "Mine to keep forever?"
"Certainly, my dear," he said, looking at her so

oddly that she flushed. He had read the thought that
was in her mind. « I give and bequeath them to you
this day, to have and to hold forever," he added, with
a smile that she could not fail to understand.

" I wanted to be sure," she said, resorting to frank-
ness.

When they entered the Thorpe home. Wade was
waiting in the hall with the butler. His patient, set
smile did not depart so much as the fraction of an inch
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from its habitual condition. His head was cocked a
little to one side.

"Are we late, Wade?" inquired Mr. Thorpe.
" No, sir," said Wade. ** No one has come." He

glanced up at the tall clock on the landing. "It is

a quarter past four, sir. Mrs. Tresslyn telephoned a
few minutes ago, sir."

"Ah! That she would be late?"
" No, sir. To inquire if— ahem !— if Mr. Braden

was likely to be here this afternoon."
Anne started violently. A quick, hunted expression

leaped into her eyes as she looked about her. Some-
thing rushed up into her throat, something that
smothered.

"You informed her, of course, that Mr. Braden
declines to honour us with his presence," said Mr.
Thorpe suavely.

"Yes, sir, in a way."
" Ahem

! Well, my dear, make yourself quite . at
home. Go into the library, do. You'll find a roaring
fire there. Murray, take Miss Tresslyn's coat. Make
her comfortable. Come, Wade, your arm. Forgive
me, Anne, if I leave you to yourself for a few minutes.
My joy at having you here is shorn of its keenness by
a long-established age that demmds house-boots, an
eider-down coat and— Murray, w hat the devil do you
mean by letting the house get so c( !d as all this? It's

like a barn. Are the furnaces out. What am I pay-
ing that rascally O'Toole for? Tell him to— "

" It is quite comfortable, Mr. Thorpe," said Anne,
with a slight shiver that was not to be charged to the
defective O'Toole.

The long, wide hall was dark and grim. Wade was
dark and grim, and Murray too, despite his rotundity.
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There were lank shadows at the bottom of the hall

t'r. iz^'T °' °'^^^*^ *^^* «*-^ ^- ---:":tion. a suit of armour, a gloomy candlestick of prodi-

fv an »r K '

""^ " *^'" '^^^'^^ ^«»^'-* surmo^untedby an urn whose unexposed contents might readily havesuggested something more sinister thfn the dust of

th
;:f„^^«^°-.fl-hed dully from the firepL acrossthe room creepmg out into the hall and then dartingback agam as .f afraid to venture. The waning sun^light struggled «,rough a curtained window at the top

CljlTtuJ'''' ^'' '"^' ^" ''' ^°- ^-nin^

Anne stood in the middle of the library, divested ofher warm fur coat. Murray was poking^he fire, andcheerful flames were leaping upward in rfsponse t^ the

With the shm, bared fingers she fondled the pearlsabout her neck, but her thoughts were not of baubles.

Ty^" 1" "? °f
^^'' *^"«^ ^°°"^ ^"» °f shadows,

shadows through which she would have to walk formany a day where night would always be welcome be-
cause of the light it demanded.

sub!trr ^T

™ «•' '°r-
^^">*h^"g i» it ^as massive,

substantia. Big chairs, wide lounges, and a thick
soft carpet of dull red that deprived the footfall of its
sound. Books mounted high,- almost to the ceiling,
-filling all the spaces left unused by the doors and
windows. Heavy damask curtains shut out the light
of day. She wondered why they had been drawn so
early, and whether they were always drawn like this.
Near the big fireplace, with its long mantelpiece over
which hung suspended the portrait of an early Knick-
erbocker gentleman with ruddy, even convivial coun-
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tenance, stood a long table, a reading lamp at the far-

ther end. Books, magazines, papers lay in disorder

upon this table.

She recalled something that Braden once had told

her : his grandfather always ** raised Cain " with any

one who happened to be guilty of what he called crim-

inal orderliness in putting the table to rights. He
wanted the papers and magazines left just as they

were, so that he could put his hand upon them without

demanding too much of a servant's powers of divina-

tion. More than one parlour-maid had been dismissed

for offensive neatness.

She closed her eyes for a second. A faint line, as

of pain, appeared between them. In this room Braden

Thorpe had been coddled and scolded, in this room he

had romped and studied— She opened her eyes

quickly.
*' Murray," she said, in a low voice ;

" you are quite

sure that Mr. Braden is— is out ?
"

The old butler straightened up from his task, his

hand going to his back as if to keep it from creaking.

" Yes, Miss Tresslyn, quite sure." He hesitated for

a moment. " I think he said that he intended to give

himself the pleasure of a call— ahem ! I beg pardon.

Yes, he is quite out— I should say, I'm quite sure he

is out." He was confused, a most unheard of t.iing in

Murray.

"But he will return— soon?" She took a step

or two nearer the door, possessed of a sudden impulse

to run,— to run swiftly away.
" I think not, miss," said he. " He is not expected

to be here during the— er— you might say, the—
ahem !

"

" I'll have a look about the room," said Anne softly.
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She felt that she was going to like Murray. Shewanted h,m to like her. The butler may have caught
the queer httle note in her voice, or he may have sLn
the hunted look in her eyes before she turned them
away. At any rate, he poked the fire vigorously once
more. It was his way of saying that she might depend

dtr i^hind^ht"
'^ ^^"* °"* °' *'^ '°°"'' ''-'-^ ''^

She started violently, and put her hand to her
Heart. She had the queer, uncanny feeling that shewas locked in this sombre room, that she would never
be free again.

In a room upstairs, Mr. Templeton Thorpe was
saymg to Wade:
"Is my grandson in his room? "

"Yes, sir. He came in at four and has been wait-
ing for you, as you directed, sir."

"Tell him that I would like to see him at once in
the library," said Mr. Thorpe.
"Yes, sir," said Wade, and for the first time in

years his patient smile assumed the proportions of a
grin. He did not have to be told that Anne's presencem the house was not to be made known to Braden. All
that he was expected to do was to inform the young
man that his grandfather wanted to see him in the
library,— at once.

And so it came to pass that three minutes later,
Braden and Anne were face to face with each other,
and old Mr. Thorpe had redeemed his promise.
Of the two, Braden was the more surprised. The

girl's misgivings had prepared her for just such a
crisis as this. Something told her the instant she set
foot mside the house that she was to be tricked. In
a flash she realised that Mr. Thorpe himself was re-
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sponsible for the encounter she had dreaded. It wai
impossible to suspect Braden of being a party to the
scheme. He was petrified. There could be no doubt
that he had been tricked quite as cloverlj as she.
But what could have been in the old man's design?

Was it a trap? Did he expect her to rush into
Braden's arms? Was he lurking behind some near-by
curtain to witness her surrender? Was he putting her
to the test, or was it his grandson who was on trial?
Here was the supreme crisis in the life of Anne

Tresslyn: the turning point. Her whole being cried
out against this crafty trick. One word now from
Braden would have altered the whole course of her
life. In eager silence she stood on the thin edge of
circumstance, ready to fall as the wind blew strongest.
She was in revolt. If this stupefied, white-faced young
man had but called out to her: "Anne! Anne, my
dariing! Come!" she would have laughed in triumph
over the outcome of the old man's test, and all the years
of her life would have been filled with sweetness. She
would have gone to him.

But, alas, those were not the words that fell from
his lips, and the fate of Anne Tresslyn was sealed as
she stood there watching him with wide-spread eyes.

" I prefer to see you in your own home," he said,
a flush of anger spreading over his face; "not here
in my grandfather's house."

There was no mistaking his meaning. He thought
she had come there to see him,— ay, conceivably had
planned this very situation ! She started. It was like
a slap in the face. Then she breathed once more, and
realised that she had not drawn a breath since he en-
tered the room. Her life had been standing still, wait-
ing till these few stupendous seconds were over. Now
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had failed her Iml
'.""'"«?<:"" """ '^''•ind her. He

have tow with itthr" '""= '" P"^- «• "-"W

h« would eomcTh^ ^ 1 J T"'^" '» '''"''" "»'
She could noup^lk at ?1 "".1 ''"''^' *™"

she would rise ahovo !,- • ? f .
^'^®" ^^^e time,

To have uttered the w'^rttrh"""
""""'""'''' ''"'

lip. would have rioS l.-
"."« ""'"cred on her

l.er pride foZr*"1 p" "'"' ^""«'" ^'"""'^ ">

awaiting deliverance "d ff
"" ""'''' "•""'''«' 'h'"

word, -1.. Take "e h^l ^^^ ?" «°«' "<• honest

were never .poC Thev ^"^ '^'""«'" ^hey

good. This i, Ltay of-^t""
'•
-I"'

ha. n,ade

middle of the «nten<^ l!. • ^' *•"'"' °'^ » «h=

about and the .„"X etse^a :rrh ^r
"-"^^

wX^^tTf:^t\tter^,r---
"•»d? Was this insanity" sChT ?"""»
driven mad by disaoDo^nh^^f,! ^'' '""''•' ™»
and killed- Brrwlr?. ^'•\''"'""'y »»* upon

stopped short. Hs^.wTas , IIm,
""" «"" '"-^

.«ne light in the eves th^ J, ^ j I" ""' "° '""

S„„,ehol-a„d sSnwl^r,! " '" ^'^*''"^-
uueniy jier composure was re-
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lored. She was not afraid of him. She wat not
afraid of the hands and arms that had caressed her so
tenderly, nor was she afraid of the words that were to
fall from the lips that had kissed hers so many times.
He was merely going to plead with her, and she was
well prepared for that.

For weeks and weeks she had been preparing herself
for this unhappy moment. She knew that the time
would come when she would have to face him and defend
herself. She would have to deny the man she loved.
She would have to tell him that she was going for a
higher price than he could pay. The time had come
and she was ready. The weakness of the minute before
had passed— passed with his failure to strike when,
with all her heart and soul, she wanted him to strike.

" You need not be frightened," he said, subduing his
voice with an effort. " Let us take time to steady our-
selves. We have a good deal to say to each other.
Let*8 be careful not to waste words, now that we're
face to face at last."

"I am quite calm," she said, stockstill beside the
table. "Why should I be frightened? I am the last

person in the world that you would strike, Braden."
She was that sure of him!
" Strike? Good God, why should that have entered

your head? "

" One never knows," she said. " I was startled. I
was afraid— at first. You implied a moment ago that
I had arranged for this meeting. Surely you under-
stand that I— "

"My grandfather arranged it," he interrupted.
" There's no use beating about the bush. I told him
that I would not believe this thing of you unless I had
it from your own lips. You would not see me. You
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were not permitted to see me. I told him that you
were being forced into this horrible marriage, that
your mother was afraid to let me have a single word
with you. He laughed at me. He f.aid that you were
going into it with your eyes open, that yo.» ^vcre obey-
ing your mother willingly, that you— "

" Pardon mc," she interrupted coM'y. ' Ts
grandfather secreted somewhere near s.. in.\' In
be able to enjoy the— "

"I don't know, and I don't cnro. i.c jiiv 'i <ir
*

he wants to. Why should either <.t u, .„,.. jic
knows all there is to know about :>.)u .nu iio crtiinly
appreciates my position. We may r., v.d. « • -ak
freely. It will not make the slightest tlifFrr .ir-c, one
way or the other, so far as he is cont.ri.d. He
knows perfectly well that you are not marrying him
for love, or respect, or even position. So let's speak
plamly. I say that he arranged this meeting between
us. He brought you Ler.-, and he sent upstairs for
me to join him in this room. Well, you see he isn't
here. We are quite alone. He is fair to both of us.
He IS giving me my chance and he is giving you yours.
It only remains for us to settle the matter here and
now. I know all of the details of this disgusting com-
pact. I know that you are to have two million dollars
settled upon you the day you are married— oh, I
know the whole of it! Now, there's just one thing to
be settled between you and me: are you going ahe«d
with it or are you going to be an honest woman and
marry the man you love?"
He did not leave her much to stand upon. She had

expected him to go about it in an entirely different
way. She had counted upon an impassioned plea for
himself, not this terse, cold-blooded, almost unemo-
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tional summing up of the situation. For an instant
she was at a loss. It was hard to look into his honest
eyes. A queer, unformed doubt began to torment her,
a doubt that grew into a question later on: was he
still in love with her?

"And what if I do not care to discuss my private
affairs with you?" she said, playing for time.

"Don't fence, Anne," he said sternly. "Answer
the question. Wait. I'll put it in another form, and
I want the truth. If you say to me that your mother
is deliberately forcing you into this marriage I'll be-
lieve you, and I'll— I'll fight for you till I get you.
I will not stand by and see you sacrificed, even though
you may appear to—r"

Stop, please. If you mean to ask that question,
I'll answer it in advance. It is I, not my mother, who
expects to marry Mr. Thorpe, and I am quite old
enough and wise enough to know my own mind. So
you need not put the question."

He drew nearer. The table separated them as they
looked squarely into each other's eyes through the
fire-lit space that lay between.

" Anne, Anne
!
" he cried hoarsely. " You must not,

you shall not do this unspeakable thing! For God's
sake, girl, if you have an atom of self-respect, the
slightest— '*

^

" Don't begin that, Braden! " she cut in, ominously.
%I cannot permit you or any man to say such things
to me, no matter what you may think. Bear that in
mind."

"Don't you mind what I think about it, Anne?»»
he cried, his voice breaking.

" See here, Braden," she said, in an abrupt, matter-
of-fact manner, " it isn't going to do the least bit of
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Thorpe and I shall do so if I live till the twenty-third
of next month. Provided, of course, that he lives till
that day himself. I have gone into it with my eyes
open, as he says, and I am satisfied with my bargain.
I suppose you will hate me to the end of your days.But If you tlunk that I expect to hate myself, you arevery much mistaken. Look ! Do you see these pearls?They were not included in the bargain, and I couldhave gone on very well without them to the end of myterm as the mistress of this house, but I accepted themfrom my fiance to-day in precisely the same spirit inwhich they were given: as alms to the undeserving.
} our grandfutlier did not want me to marry you. He
is merely paying me to keep my hands ofF. That's thelong and the short of it. I am not in the least de-
ceived, lou will say that I could -and should have
told lum to go to the devil. Well, Vm sorry to have
to tell you that I couldn't see my way clear to doing
that. I hope he ts listening behind the curtains. We
drove a hard bargain. He thought he could get offwith a million You must remember that he had de-
hberately dismherited you,- that much I know. His
will IS made. It will not be altered. You will be apoor man as wealth is reckoned in these days. Butjou will be a great man. You will be famous, dis-
tinguished, honoured. That is what he intends. He
set out to sacrifice me in order tiiat you might he
spared.J ou were not to have a millstone about yo^neck m the shape of a selfish, unsacrificing wife. What
rot

!
From the bottom of my heart, Braden,— if you

will grant me a heart, -I hope and pray that youmay go to the head of your profession, that you maybe a great and good man. 1 do not ask you to hi

I
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lieye me when I say that I love you, and always—»»

" For God's sake, don't ask me to believe it ! Don't
add to the degradation you are piling up for yourself.
Spare yourself that miserable confession. It is quite
unnecessary to lie to me, Anne."

"Lie? I am telling you the truth, Braden. I do
love you. I can't help that, can I? You do not for
an mstant wspect that I love this doddering old man,
do you? Well, I must love some one. That's natural,
isn t it? Then, why shouldn't it be you? Oh, laugh
if you will! It doesn't hurt me in the least. Curse
me, if you like. I've made up my mind to go on with
this business of marrying. We've had one unsuccess-
ful marriage in our family of late. Love was at the
bottom of it. You know how it has turned out,
Braden. It— '

*i."',.^i'f^ ^ ''""'^ ^°'^ ^* "^^^t have turned out if
they had been left to themselves," said he bluntly.

She would have been a millstone, nevertheless."
she argued.

• 17 ."^r'f
^^^ "^^^ ^°"' ^«°'«e ^ound his levelm that little nobody, as you all have called her. Poor

little thing, she was not so lucky as I. She did not
have her eyes opened in time. She had no chance to
escape. But we're not here to talk about Lutie Car-
nahan. I have told my grandfather that I intend to
break this thing off if it is in my ->ower to do so. I
hall not give up until I know tha you are actually
married. It is a crime that must not— "
"How do you purpose breaking it off?" she in-

quired shrilly. Visions of a strong figure rising in
the middle of the ceremony to cry out against the final
words flashed into her mind. Would she have that
to look forward to and dread?
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"I shall go on appealing to your honour, your

decency, your self-respect, if not to the love you say
you bear for me."

^ ^

She breathed easier. "And will you confine your
appeals to me? " "^

"What do you mean?"
« I thought you might take it into your head to ap-

peal to Mr. Thorpe's honour, decency, self-respect and
love for you," she said, sullenly. " He is quite as
guilty as I, remember."

t "."f t\V^^- ^ ^'^'^^""^ °^j^^* •" ^i'^^- He seems
to feel that he is doing me a good turn, not an evil
one."

"Bosh!" She was angry. "And what will be
your attitude toward me if you do succeed in prevent-
ing the marriage? Will you take me back as I was
before this thing came up? Will you make me your
wife, just as if nothing had happened? In view of my
dehberate intention to deny you, will you forget every-
thing and take me back?

"

o j

He put his hand to his throat, and for a moment
appeared to be struggling against himself. "I will
take you back, Anne, as if nothing had happened, if
you will say to me here and now that you will marryme to-morrow." "^

She stared at him, incredulous. Her heart began
to beat rapidly once more and the anger died away.
You would do that, knowing me to be what I am? "
Knowing you to be what you were^ he amended

eagerly "Oh, Anne, you are worth loving, you are
pure of heart and—

"

s. j " «re

*1^S
^ 7?","'**'^^ yo" to-morrow?" she went on,

watching his face closely.

"Yes. But you must say it now— this instant.
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I will not grant you a moment's respite. If you do
not say the word now, your chance is gone forever.
It has to be now, Anne."

" And if I refuse— what then? "

" I would not marry you if you were the only woman
on earth," he said flatly.

She smiled. "Are you sure that you love me,
Braden?"

" I will love you when you become what you were,—
a month ago," he said simply. "A girl worth the
honour of being loved," he added.

" Men sometimes love those who are not worth the
honour," she said, feeling her way. "They cannot
help themselves."

"Will you say the word now?" he demanded
hoarsely.

She sighed. It was a sigh of relief,— perhaps of
triumph. He was safe for all time. He would come
to her in the end. She was on solid ground once more.

" I am afraid, Braden, that I cannot play fast and
loose with a man as old as Mr. Thorpe," she said
lightly.

He muttered an oath. "Don't be a fool! What
do you call your treatment of me? Fast and loose!
Good Lord, haven't you played fast and loose with
me?'»

^

" Ah, but you are young and enduring," she said.
"You will get over it. He wouldn't have the time
or strength to recover from the shock of "

" Oh, for God's sake, don't talk like that ! What do
you call yourself? What—" He checked the angry
words and after a moment went on, more quietly:
" Now, see here, Anne, I'm through parleying with you.
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I shaU go on trying to prevent this marriage, but suc-
ceed or fail, I don't want to see your face again as long
as I live. I'm through with you. You are like your
mother. You are a damned vampire. God, how I
have loved and trusted you, how 1 have believed in you.
I did not believe that the woman lived who could de-
grade herself as you are about to degrade yourself.
I have had my eyes opened. All my life I have loved
you without even knowing you. All my life I "

"All my life I have loved you," she broke in
cringmgly.

He laughed aloud. « The hell you have! » he cried
out. « You have allowed me to hold you in my arms,
to kiss you, to fondle you, and you have trembled with
joy and passion,— and now you call it love! Love!
You have never loved in your life and you never will.
You call self-gratification by the name of love.
Thank God, I know you at last. I ought to pity you.
In all humanity I ought to pity a fellow creature so
devoid of—

"

"Stop!" she cried, her face flaming red. "Go»
Go away! You have said enough. I will hate you if
you utter another word, and I don't want to hate you,
Braden. I want to go on loving you aU my life. I
must go on loving you."
"You have my consent," he said, ironically, bowing

low before her. « Humanity compels me to grant you
aU^ the consolation you can find in deceiving yourself."
"Wait!" she cried out, as he turned toward the

door. « I— I am hurt, Braden. Can't you see how
you have hurt me? Won't you "

"Of course, you are hurt!" he shouted. "You
squeal when you are hurt. You think only of yourself
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when jou cry • I am hurt ' ! Don't you ever think of
any one else? " His hand grasped the big silver door-
knob.

" I want you to understand, if you can, why I am
doing this thing you revile me for."
" I understand," he said curtly.

She hurried her words, fearful that he might rush
from the room before she could utter the belated
explanation.

"I don't want to be poor. I don't want to go
through life as my mother has gone, always fighting
for the things she most desired, always being behind
the game she was forced to play. You can't under-
stand,— 30U are too big and fine,— you cannot un-
derstand the little things, Braden. I want love anc'

happiness, but I want the other, too. Don't you see

that with all this money at my command I can be in-

dependent, I can be safe for nil time, I can give more
than myself in return for the love that I must have?
Don't you understand why—

"

She was quite close to him when he interrupted the
impassioned appeal. His hand shook as he held it up
to check her approach.

"It's all over, Anne. There is nothing more to
be said. I understand everything now. May God
forgive you," he said huskily.

She stopped short. Her head went up and defiance
shone in her face.

*' I'd rather have your forgiveness than God's," she
said distinctly, " and since I may not ask for it now,
I will wait for it, my friend. We love each other.

Time mends a good many breaks. Good-bye! Some
day I hope you'll come to see your poor old granny,
and bring—

"
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"Oh, for the love of heaven, have a litUe decency,

Anne," he cried, his lip curling.
But her pride was roused, it was in revolt against all

.l^r ^"f'
^"'*^""*^ **^** struggled for expression.

1 ou d better go now. Run upstairs and tell your
grandfather that his scheme worked perfectly Tell
him everything I have said. He will not mind. lam
sorry you will not remain to see the contract signed.
I should like to have you for a witness. If you—»

"Contract? What contract?"
"Oh," she said lightly, "just a little agreement on

his part to make life endurable for me while he con-
tinues to live. We are to sign the paper at five o'clock.
Yes, youd better run along, Braden, or you'll find
yourself the centre of a perplexed crowd. Before you
go, please take a last look at me in my sepulchre.
Here I stand

! Am I not fair to look upon ? "
" God, I'd sooner see you in your grave than here "

he grated out. "You'd be better off, a thousand
times."

" This is my grave," she said, " or will be soon. I
suppose I am not to count you among the mourners?

"

He slammed the door behind him, and she was alone
How I hate people who slam doors," she said to

herself.



CHAPTER Vn

A FORTNIGHT passed. Preparations for the

wedding went on in the Tresslyn home with lit-

tle or no slackening of the tension that had

settled upon the inmates with the advent of the dis-

turber. Anne was now sullenly determined that noth-

ing should intervene to prevent the marriage, unless an

unkind Providence ordered the death of Templeton

Thorpe. She was bitter toward Braden. Down in

her soul, she knew that he was justified in the stand he

had taken, and in that knowledge lay the secret of her

revolt against one of the commands of Nature. He had

treated her with the scorn that she knew she deserved;

he had pronounced judgment upon her, and she con-

fessed to herself that she was guilty as charged. That
was the worst of it ; she could pronounce herself guilty,

and yet resent the justice of her own decision.

In her desperation, she tried to hold old Mr. Thorpe
responsible for the fresh canker that gnawed at her

soul. But for that encounter in his library, she might

have proceeded with confidence instead of the uneasi-

ness that now attended her every step. She could not

free herself of the fear that Braden might after all

succeed in his efforts to persuade the old man to change

his mind. True, the contract was signed, but con-

tracts are not always sacred. They are made to be

br>)ken. Moreover, by no stretch of the imagination

could this contract be looked upon as sacred and it

certainly would not look pretty if exposed to a court

of law. Her sole thought now was to have it all safely

over with. Then perhaps she could smile once more.
76

ft
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.v»t we~T "l ^^'J-'fe""""' Proparation. for theevent were .cant and of a perfunctory nature. JlrTempfeton Thorpe ordered a new .„/o, do'L ft

T^lr^'^" '"'" P"""' •>' »"™«ted Wadeto order ,t He was in need of a new suit anyway hea.d. and he had put off ordering it for a lonlW
dT'no"* •t'"""

*"' ""' P««in,o*niou. but beefus^^hfdid not hke going up town for the •< try-on." He

t^^la rubf," '"L""""
'"" ""' ••-""'"loek. andne would doubtless be compeUed to have his hairtnnnned up a bit about the nineteenth or twentM, ij

Itu'f':.'""''' » '"«« "'•™"- Ot cours here

heence. He wou d have to attend to that in personThat was one thing that Wade couldn't do forC'Wade bought the wedding-ring and saw to the en™y-

man,— who under one of the phases of an aU-enveloD-.ng ironj was to be George Dexter TressW_a^m the same expedition to the jewellers' purcLsed f"rhniself a watch-fob as a self-selected gift fr^m Tmas'ter who had never giyen him anything in all his yea« of

Jlraden Thorpe made the supreme effort to save

cnred of his desire for Anne, he took the stand thathere was no longer a necessity for the old gentlemlto sacrrfee himself to the greed of the Tressl^ b"Mr Thorpe refused to listen to this new and apparenllj unprejudiced argument. He was firm in hS de-ermination to clip Anne's claws, he would take no

wues of a repentant sinner.

"You can guard against anything," said he in his
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m

I hi

wisdom, ** except the beautiful woman who repent*.

You never can tell what »he'll do to make her repent-

ance satisfactory to everybody concerned. So we'll

take no chances with Anne. We'll put her in irons,

my boy, so to speak."

And so it was that Braden, worn and disspirited,

gave up in despair and prepared for his return to Lon-

don. He went before an examining board in New York

first and obtained his licence to become a practising

physician and surgeon, and, with a set expression in

his disillusioned eyes, peered out into the future in

quest of the fame that was to take the place of a young

girl's love.

He met his first patient in the Knickerbocker Caf*.

Lunching alone there one day, a week before the date

selected for sailing, he was accosted by an extremely

gay and pretty young woman who came over from a

table of four in a distant corner of the room.

"Is this Dr. Braden Thorpe?" she inquired, plac-

ing her hands on the back of the chair opposite and

leaning forward with a most agreeable, even inviting

smile.

Her face was familiar. " Since day before yester-

day," he replied, rising with a self-conscious flush.

"May I sit down? I want to talk to you about

myself." She sat down in the chair that an alert

waiter pulled out for her

" I am afraid you are labouring under a misappre-

hension," he said. "I— I am not what you would

call a practising physician as yet."

"Aren't you looking for patients?" she inquired.

" Sit down, please."

" I haven't even an office, so why should I feel that

I am entitled to a patient? " he said. " You see, I've

II II



I

FROM THE HOUSETOPS 79

i^'\r^. u^ ""^^ *** practice. A. things go, I.houUn t have a client for at lea.t two year,. Areyou looking for a doctor? »»

"'/'IT ^V^"" P"P*" ***" morning that the grand-
.on of Mr. Templeton Thorpe wa. a regular doctor.One of my friends over there pointed you out to me.

ThoV
"»»^**"'*

'**' *° appendicitis operation. Dr.

.tarttrllt" « ' "^^ ^^" P^''°"- ^- «^^^

"Oh, that's all right. I quite understand. Hard
to grasp at first, isn't it? Well. I've got to have my
appendix out sooner or later. It's been bothering me
for a year, off and on. Everybody teUs me I oughtto^h^e It out sometime when it isn't bothering me

"But, my dear young lady, I'm not the man you
want. You ought to go to some "

"You'll do just as well as any one, I'm sure. It's
no trick to take out an appendix in these days. The
fewer a doctor has snipped off, the less he charges,
don t you know. So why shouldn't I, being quite poor,
take advantage of your ignorance? The most intel-
igent surgeon in New York couldn't do any more than
to snip It off, now could he? And he wouldn't be one-
tenth as Ignorant as you are about prices."

She was so gay and naive about it that he curbed
his amazement, and, to some extent, his embarrassment.

I suppose that it is also ignorance on my part that
supplies me with office hours in a public restaurant
from one to three o'clock," he said, with a very un-
professional grin.

"What hospital do you work in?" she demanded,m a business-like tone.
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Humouring her, he mentioned one of the big hospi-
tals in which he had served as an interne.

"That suits me," she said. "Can you do it to-
morrow? "

"For heaven's sake, madam, I— are you in ear-
nest?"

"Absolutely. I want to have it done right away.
You see, I do a good deal of dancing, and— now,
listen! " She leaned farther across the table, a serious
little line appearing between her brows. " I want you
to do it because I've always heard that you are one of
the most earnest, dapable and ambitious young men
in the business. I'd sooner trust you than any one else.

Dr. Thorpe. It has to be done by some one, so if

I'm willing to take a chance with-you, why shouldn't
you take one with me?"
"I have been in Europe for nearly three years.

How could you possibly have heard all this about me? "

"See that fellow over there facing us? The funny
little chap with the baby moustache? He—

"

"Why, it's Simmy Dodge," cried Braden. "Are— are you—

"

"Just a friend, that's all. He's one of the finest

chaps in New York. He's a gentleman. That's Mr.
and Mrs. Rumsey Fenn,— the other two, I mean.
You can't see them for the florist shop in between.
They know you too, so

—

**

"May I inquire why one of my friends did not
hring you over and introduce me to you, Miss— er—"

" Miss, in a sort of way. Doctor, but still a Missus,"
she said amiably. " Well, I told them that I knew you
quite well and I wouldn't let them come over. It's all

right, though. We'll be partially related to each
other by marriage before long, I understand; so it's
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see, I am Mrs. George Dexter
aU right. You
Tresslyn."

"You— you are?" he irasDeH «Ti^ t
«'?;'«fc'tj"t your face wasfS: 15.

"'"''• ^
One of the best advertised faces in New York about

y™ won't think it out of plaL'^t ^^J,^^
"Congratukte me? My dear Mrs. Tre.,!™ it !.not who am to be married. You confose"" ^Shl"

one»raid.bft * ^°" ^""^ ^'"''" ">* the

I ^ . u ,
^"^K *'»'»*• Bat say no more

ft mf?
»'^'' *" ^'^ 'I'I-<«' WiU youVth"

M

^--Now that we are acquainted with each other." he•«d, .uppressmg a natunj excitement, "may we no^

tMI '^''Jr ^'™'y "" «« Fenn»? DonH youUnnk you'd better consult with them before i^JJc^ycommitting yourself to me?"
"rreTocawy

M US. But, I say don't forget that Fve known vo»

SVT"*?"""*^ *« '"""J' «' course Tw«t
jL^tftS" "*.

'" "'" ""«• "^^ ThoT"- George

.r.h*«n kT T ^'^ ""''' "^ P»t iithe-ttesmart-up. He said you wrote to him from Eurooete be a man and ,t«,d by me in spite of everySThats reaUy what I've been wanting to ..v tV.T»«« than the other. Still, I've g^f to L^e °t Z'•o come on. Let's set a dav M™ P.™ ni
'

i. the h^itj^a. - SheW^TotsSLTSays she love. them. She's trying her best tr^e
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Mr. Fenn go in next week to have his out. She's had
five operations and a baby. I'm awfully glad to know
J'ou, Dr. Thorpe. I've always wanted to. Pd like
better than anything I know of to be your first regular
patient. It wiU always be somethmg to boas* about
jn years to come. It will be splendid to say to people.
Oh, yes, I am the first person that ever had her ap-

pendix removed by the celebrated Dr. Thorpe.' It
will—»»

" But I have removed a great many," he said, ear-
ned away by her sprightly good humour. "In my
training days, so to speak."

;*0h, I'm sorry to hear that," she cried, disap-
pomted. Then her face brightened: "Still, I sup-
pose you had to learn just where the thing is. It
wouldn't do to go about stabbing people in the wrong
place, just as if the appendix might be any little old
where, would it? " •

"I should saj not," said he, arising and bowing
very profoundly. Then he followed close behind her
trim, smart figure as they threaded their way among
the tables.

So this was the "pretty Uttle mustard giri" that
all fashionable New York had talked about in the past
and was dancing with in the present. This was the
giri who refused to go to the dogs at the earnest be-
hest of the redoubtable Mrs. Tres.lyn. Somehow he
felt that Fate had provided him with an unexpected
pal!

And, to his utter astonishment, he was prevailed
upon to perform the operation! The Fenns and
Simeon Dodge decided the matter for him.
" I shall have to give up sailing next week," he said,

as pleased as Punch but contriving to project a wry
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'*!^' *"' ?"',* «° "'^^^ """^ *e*ve niy first bona-fidepatient until she is entirely out of the woods."

day - LT M ^^'°'"*" '"' to-morrow and Wednes-

was a rather paU,d woman of thirty-five who mi«ht

not made so many successful efforts to prolong it.

said trrsUn'j^^^'^
*^ ^ ^^" appendix, myW

^^
"Goodness, I ^sh it were," said she. regretfuUy.

vouwir/*wT*'*T'^'--*^'«" Thursday. Canyou wait that long, dear? "

"He'^i'm?'^
Thorpe," „id young Mr.. Tre«ly..«e M my doctor, you knotr."

J.r.d'^"~ T" *" •™''"t«»«' that I c«mot go

" ?""'* y™ 7»"y." 'aid the patient. " My phyd-««» ha. be«. i^r «» for a year to have it out' H^back me up. Ttt telephone hin, « won a. I ~t hLihome and TB have him cdl you up, Dr Th„™

«o;tt:;'*«!e J"tSe':;;.t^'
-^ "™ -""' - ^'™

1, "^L^^J!'" ^ ^"^^^ ™°'«^ Reasonable than youhope, Mrs Tresslyn," said Braden, smiling. "J^stgues, ^t the amount you'd feel able to pay and thendividejt by two, and you'll have it."

fal^vT T" '""^ ^"- ^*°"' "'^"'^ P*'^«^% «atis.

You';"^! ^f^^°"r'
^^""^ ^°"" «"* *h^« -eek.

tWnr Tu t"'"^
*^"* "°* »^»^« *We to affordthmgs, and here's a chance to save money in a wavjou never would have suspected."

^
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" Grood Lord, Madge,*' exclaimed her husband, " I've

never had a pain in my life. I wish you wouldn't keep
nagging at me all the time to have an operation per-

formed, whether I need it or not. Let my appendix
alone. It's always treated me with extreme loyalty

and respect, so why the deuce should I turn upon the
poor thing and assassinate it?"

"See here, Rumsey," said Simmy Dodge sagely,
" if I were in your place I'd have a perfectly sound
tooth pulled some time, just to keep it from aching
when you're an old man. Or you might have your left

leg amputated so that it couldn't be crushed in a rail-

road accident. You ought to do something to please

Madge, old chap. She's been a thoughtful, devoted
wife to you for twelve or thirteen years, and what
have you ever done to please her? Nothing! You've
never so much as had a crick in your nerk or a pain
that you couldn't account for, so do be generous,

Rumsey. Besides, maybe you haven't got an ap-
pendix at all. Just think how you could crow over
her if they couldn't find one, even after the most careful

and relentless search over your entire system."
" She's always wanting me to die or something like

that," growled Fenn ; " but when I talked of going to

the Spanish War she went into hysterics."

"We'd only been married a month, Rumsey," said

his wife reproachfully.

"But how could I have known that war was to be
declared so soon?" he demanded.

Braden and Simeon Dodge left the restaurant to-

gether. They were old friends, college-mates, and of
the same age. Dodge had gone into the law-school

after his academic course, and Thorpe into the medical

college. Their ways did not part, however. Both
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were looked upon as heirs to huge fortunes, and to
both was offered the r ither doubtful popularity that
usuaUy is granted to affluence. Thorpe accepted his
share with the caution of the wise man, while Dodge,
not a whit less capable, took his as a philanderer. He
now had an office in a big down-town building, but he
never went near it except when his partner took it
into his head to go away for a month's vacation at the
rfack season of the year. At such periods Mr. Dodge,
bemg ages younger than the junior member of the firm,
made it his practice to go down to the office and attend
to the business with an earnestness that surprised
every one. He gave over frolicking and stuck reso-
hitely to the « knitting » that Johnson had left behind.
Possessed of a natural though thrifty intelligence,—
one that wasted little in public,— and a latent energy
that could lift him occasionally above a perfectly nor-
mal laziness, he made as much of his opportunities as
one could expect of a young man who has two hundred
thousand a year and an amiable disposition.
No one in the city was more popular than Simmv

Dodge, and no one more deservedly so, for his had
qualities were never so bad that one need hesitate about
caUmg him a good fellow. His habits were easy but
genteel. When intoxicated he never smashed things,
and when sober,— which was his common condition,— he took extremely good care of other people's repu-
tations. Women liked him, which should not be sur-
pnsmg; and men liked him because he was not to be
spoiled by the women who liked him, which is saying
a great deal for an indolent young man with money.
He had a smUe that always appeared at its best in the
rooming, and survived the day with amazing endur-
ance. And that also is saying a great deal for a
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young man who is favoured by both sexes and a sup-
posedly neutral Dame Fortune at the same time. He
had broken many of the laws of man and some of those
imposed by God, but he always paid without apology.
He was inevitably pardoned by man and paroled by
his Maker,— which is as much as to say that he led
a pretty decent sort of existence and enjoyed exceed-
in^y good health.

He really wasn't much to look at. Being a trifle un-
der medium height, weighing less than one hundred and
twenty pounds strippied, as wiry as a cat and as in-
defatigable as a Scotch terrier, and with an abnormally
large pair of ears that stood out like oyster shells
from the sides of a round, sleek head, he made no pre-
tentions to physical splendour,— unless, by chance,
you would call the perky little straw-coloured mous-
tache that adorned his long upper lip a tribute to van-
ity. His eyes were blue and merry and set wide ^jpart
under a bulging, intellectual looking forehead, and his
teeth were large and as white as snow. When he
laughed the world laughed with him, and when he tried
to appear downcast the laughter went on just the same,
for then he wai. inore amusing than ever.

" I didn't know you were a friend of hers," said he
as they stood in front of the hotel waiting for the taxi
that was to take Thorpe to a hospital.

Thorpe remembered the admonition. "I tried to
put a little back-bone into George Tresslyn at the
time of the rumpus, if that's what you'd call being a
friend to her," he said evasively.

"She's a nice little girl," said Simmy, "and she's
been darned badly treated. Mrs. Tresslyn has never
gotten over the fact that Lutie made her pay hand-
somely to get the noble Georgie back into the smart set.
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Plucky little beggar, too. Lot of people like the
Fenns and the Roush girls have taken her up, primar-
ily, I suppose, because the Tresslyns threw her down.
She's making good with them, too, after a fashion all

her own. Must be something fine in a girl like that,
Brady,— I mean something worth while. Straight as
a string, and a long way from being a disgrace to the
name of Tresslyn. Quaint, isn't she? "

"Amazingly so. I think George would marry her
all over again if she'd have him, mother or no mother."

" Well, she's quaint in another respect," said Dodge.
"She still considers herself to be George Tresslyn's
wife."

"Religion?"
" Not a bit of it. She just says she is, that's all,

and what God joined together no woman can put
asunder. She means Mrs. Tresslyn, of course. By
the way, Brady, I wonder if I'm still enough of a pal
to be allowed to say something to you." The blue eyes
were serious and there was a sort of caressing note in
his voice.

"We've always been pals, Simmy."
"Well, it's just this: I'm darned sorry things have

turned out as they have for you. It's a rotten shame.
Why don't you choke that old grandparent of yours?
Put him out of his misery. Anne has told me of your
diabolical designs upon the hopelessly aflSicted. She
used to talk about it for hours while you were in Lon-
don,— and I had to listen with shivers running up
and down my back all the time. Nobody on earth
could blame you for putting the quietus on old Temple-
ton Thorpe. He is about as hopelessly afflicted as
any one I know,— begging your pardon for treading
on the family toes."
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"He»t quite fane, Simmy,»» said Braden, with »

•mile that wai meant to be pleasant but feU short of
the mark.

I. r,^*'«^ ^'*™*' **^** *'"*°'» **»«»»*' Mid Simmy
hotly. « I wouldn't treat a dog as he ha. treated
you.— no land of a dog, mind you. Not even aminese, and I hate »em worse than snakes. What
the devil does Anne mean? Lordy, Lordy, man, she's
a way. been in love with you. She- but, forgive me.
old chap. I oughtn't to run on like this. I didn't
mean to open a sore—**

"It's all right, Simmy. I understand. Thanks,
old boy. It was a pi^etty stiff blow, but— well, I'm
stiU on my pms. as you see."
Dodge was hanging onto the door of the taxi, im-

peding his friend's departure. « She's too fine a irirl
to be domg a rotten thing like this. I don't mind teU-mg you I've always been in— er— that is. I've al-

iZ ttt?*'*'°^"
""^^ ^'' '^*-

^ '"PP"-* ^«"

" I know that. Simmy."
"Hang it all. I never dreamed that she'd look atany one else but you. so I never even peeped a word to

her about my own feelings. And here she goes, throw-
ing you over Hke a shot, and spiUing everything. Con-
found It, man. if I'd thought she could possibly want
to marry anybody else but you. I'd have had my try.
The good Lord knows I'm not much, but by thunder.Im not decrepit. I- 1 suppose it was the money.

"That's for you to say, Simmy; certainly not for
me.

" If it's money she's after and not an Adonis, I don't
see why the deuce she didn't advertise. I would have
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answered in a minute. I ^an't help lajing it, old man,
but I feel .orry for Ann<f pon my toul, I do. I don't
think ahe's doing t. is oi *ier own free wUl. See what
her mother did to George and that little girl in theie?
I tell you there's »omething naaty and—

"

"I may as well teU you that Anne i» doing this
thing of her own free wUl," said Braden gravely.

II
I don't believe it," said Dodge.

•* At ?»ny rate, Simmy, I'm grateful to you for sUnd-
ing clear whUe there was stUl a chance for n.c. So
long! I must be getting up to the hospital, and then
around to see her doctor."

•*So long, Brady. See you on Thursday." He
meant, good soul, that he would be at the hospital on
that day.



CHAPTER VIII

AN hour later, Mr. Simeon Dodge appeared at the

home of Anne Tresslyn. In place of hif usual

care-free manner there now rested upon him an

air of extreme gravity. This late afternoon visit wns

the result of an inspiration. After leaving Thorpe he

found himself deeply buried in reflection which

amounted almost ^o abstraction. He was disturbed

bj the persistency of the thoughts that nagged at

him, no matter whither his aimless footsteps carried

him. For the life of him, he could not put from his

mind the conviction that Anne Tresslyn was not re-

sponsible for her actions.

He was convinced that she had been bullied, cowed,

coerced, or whatever you like, into this atrocious mar-

riage, and, of course, there could be no one to blame

but her soulless mother. The girl ought to be saved.

(These are Simmy's thoughts.) She was being sacri-

ficed to the greed of an unnatural mother. Admitting,

for the sake of argument, that she was no longer in

love with Braden Thorpe, there still remained the posi-

tive conviction that she could not be in love with any
one else, and certainly not with that treacherous old

man in Washington Square. That, of course, was

utterly impossible, so there was but the one alternative

:

she was being forced into a marriage that would bring

the most money into the hands of the designing and,

to him, clearly unnatural parent.

He knew nothing of the ante-nuptial settlement, nor

was he aware of the old man's quixotic design in com-
90



FROM THE HOUSETOPS 91

!?*w^.*??K-®'*t" f"*l*?*
«'''^ ^ »«^«^- To Simmy

It w«. nothing .hort 0/ brigandage. . .ort of mori
outlawry Old Templeton Thorpe de«.rved . coat of

Jj^me^^tha ought to be meted out to Mr.. Tre..ly„.He tned to thmk of what ought to be done to her, and,

even that waa too much like comp«..ion.

He th«7i. ^V''^"^* ^""^ •'""""' '^^ ™o°ej!«e thought of hi. own une.timated wealth. Nothing

hI ^7'"; "?"'• in-enwte, devastating money!He .huddered a. he thought of what hi. money wa.
Wcely to bring to him in the end: a lovele.. ^wif

e

avance in place of re.pect; mi.ery in.tead of joy; de-
.truction! How wa. he ever to know whether a girlwa. marrying him for him.elf or for the right to layhand, upon the money hi. father had left to him whenhe died ? How can any rich man know what he i. get-

Toi?,^l
''• '°

-^ ^T".:^' • ^'^ *° """"^ ^»*° W. home?To burglari.e it with the .anction of State and Church.^rhap. and to e.cape with the connivance of both
after she . got all .he want.. That', where the poorman ha. an advantage over the unprotected richVhew never confronted by a problem like thi.. He doe.n't
h*ve to .top and wonder why the woman marrie. him.He know. It . love, or .tupidity. or morality, but it i.never duplicity.

hiJ^'ir- ?^ «"* *'^""«»» ^ith it. Simmy had worked^m.df into a .tate of desperation. Regarding him-
.elf with unprejudiced eye. he .aw that he was not thesort of man a girl would choose for a husband unle.»

?o offt"";f
"^ M ''" * '-PP^' ^°^-« ^»P-tionto offer. She would marry him for hi. money, ofeour.e; certainly he would be the la.t to .uspect h^; of
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marrying him for his beauty. He had never thought

of it in this light before, and he was wet with the sweat

of anguish. He could never be sure! He could love

a woman with all his heart and soul, and still never be

sure of her! Were all the girls he had loved in his

college days— But here he stopped. It was too

terrible to even contemplate, this unmerited popularity

of his! If only one of them had been honest enough

to make fun of his ears, or to snicker when he became

impassioned, or to smile contemptuously from her su-

perior height when he asked her to dance,— if only

one of them had turned her back upon him, then he

would have grasped the unwelcome truth about him-

self. But, now that he thought of it, not one of them

had ever turned a deaf ear to his cajoleries, not one

had failed to respond to his blandishments, not one had

been sincere enough to frown upon him when he tried

to be witty. And that brou^t him to another sick-

ening standstill: was he as bright and clever' and witty

as people made him out to be? Wasn't he a dreadful

bore, a blithering ass, after all? He felt himself turn-

ing cold to the marrow as he thought of the real value

that people placed upon him. He even tried to recall

a single thmg that he had ever said that he could now,

in sober judgment, regard as bright or even fairly

clever. He couldn't, so then, after alU it was quite

clear that he was tolerated because he had nothing but

money.

Just as he was about to retire from his club where

he had gone for solace, an inspiration was bom. It

sent him forthwith to Anne Tresslyn's home, dogged,

determined and manfully disillusioned.

"Miss Tresslyn is very busy, Mr. Dodge," said
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^rJLI-; "Y "^" ""^^ '^' "^ -^ y«"» -i'* if youwill wait a few moments." ^

"I'll wait," said Simmy, and sat down.He had come to the remarkable conclusion that aslong as some one had to marry him for his money imight as well be Anne. He was fond of her and hecould at least spare her the ignominy and horror ofbeing wedded to old Templeton Thorpe With hifnend Braden admittedly out of theTnni^ thetwas no just cause why he should not atW have a

HT^asXfdvr •

''^"^^'* ^""P ^' '"^^ ^^^-«e was already blaming hunself for not having recoir-msed her peril, her dire necessity, long Se ^And since he had reached the dismal cfncWn th^t

wL„T^' • u!^
securing, in a way, half of a bargainwhen he m,ght otherwise have to put up with nothbg

?„rfK ^-
'**"' ^^ ^°"^^ ^ d«i°« Anne a goodturn by marrying her, and it was reasonably certl„

than any other woman who might accept him.
^

As he sat there waiting for her he began to classifv

bdustnr' ^^t^^'
P""^"^ certain ^railroadrandindustrials into class one, others into class two «nH

r^ris^i'h-'fj*'
""' '^'^^^^ *« recoUett whar;eaSycomprised his fortune. It was rather a hopeless task

had T r «k"
"'^ '^ ^^"^'^ -* remember Itether hehad Lake Shore stock or West Shore stock, and he

of the bank stocks except the Fifth Avenue, ^hich sS^dom went below forty-five hundred. Ther might bea very awkward situation, too, if he couldn'rfustify
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his proposal with facts instead of conjectures. Sup-
pose that she came out point blank and asked him what
he was worth: what could he say? But then, of course,

she wouldn't have to ask such a question. If she con-
sidered it possible to marry him, she would know how
much he was worth without inquiring. As a matter
of fact, she probably knew to a dollar, and that was
a great deal more than he knew.

Half an hour passed before she came down. She
was wearing her hat and was buttoning her gloves as

she came hurriedly into the room. Simmy had a,

startling impression that he had seen a great many
women putting on * their gloves as they came into

rooms where he was waiting. The significance of this

extraordinary custom had never struck him with full

force before. In the gloom of his present appraisal
of himself, he now realised with shocking distinctness

that the women he called upon were always on the

point of going somewhere else.

"Hello, Simmy,'* cried Anne gaily. He had never
seen her looking more beautiful. There was real

colour in her smooth cheeks and the sparkle of enthu-
siasm in her big, dark eyes.

He shook hands with her. "Hello," he said.

" I can spare you just twenty minutes, Simmy," she

said, peering at the little French clock on the mantel-
piece with the frankest sort of calculation. "Going
to the dressmaker's at five, you know.* It's a great
business, this getting married, Simmy. You ought to

try it."

" I know I ought," said he, pulling a chair up close

to hers. "That's what I came to see you about,

Anne."

She gave a little shriek of wonder. "For heaven's
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the sound of his ylV I- 1.. "^ "'" "" «'«»
to lower ,. „h«t hS aw'V" '°°'' *' P^c-tioa
days whe, he w., 1"i^:!L'«'" « '««"'"! tone i.

wyor of sweet nothTst^ T^ "" ««««» P«r-
"d ""populated S'''/'2i'"f7'> "-"y -«.k.
ne right away." he wct^ „; k I ?* ^'"' *° """7
>•>« coufldenoeV;Jur-y^'J''"

°°* "'"• «»' "»-

>^^'r a'tt^^ut^T *' -"^'»'^ •-" »•«'' at

inspection. ^ ""'^ """' '""•"'d her brie/

"Simmy y„uVe been drinkin-"

in the middle of the d'v aL ? ""'' ''™''

you. Confound it. why ' sh'^j """' ^ "«" *<>

drinking? Can't TL • ™ "^ ^'"' 'V ^'^ been

drunke/ness? Wha^tllTrd""'"* •*"» '«»'«' »'
intinating that I_» ^ '*° y"" """' Anne, by
"Don't explode, Simmy," she cried «itmiating a thinir I „.. ^ ^ ^ ™sn't ia-

go on, pleas^^You Merest"' A""*"« "• »"*
inJ^«d.W X-cXragera^:?:.*" '"^

"Did'^uret'^c*: '^
"jf"'" ^' -^-"^

thesmiieUe^r;,:"::^^",^: -'^ "" "'"^

wh.t°;:2 'aiSTLritt'ari- "
^-'^ ^ "<"•' ^^

- o, more sober ir^;S,.V—'b:^7--
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to a hundred times, I suppose, and 111 bet Fm the only

one you've ever accused of drinking at the time. It's

just my luck. I

—

**

"What in the world are you trying to get at,

Simmy Dodge?" she cried. **Are you really asking

me to marry you? "

" Certainly," he said, far from mollified.

She leaned back in the chair and regarded him in

silence for a moment. "Is it possible that you have

not heard that I am to be married this month? " she

asked, and there was something like pity in her man-
ner. )

"Heard it? Of course, I've heard it. Every-

body's heard it. That's just what I've come to see

you about. To talk the whole thing over. To see if

we can't do something. Now, there is a way out of

it, dear girl. It may not be the best way in the world

but it's infinitely

—

**

"Are you crazy?" she cried, staring at him in

alarm.
" See here, Anne," he said gently, " I am your

friend. It will not make any difference to you if I

tell you that I love jou, that I've loved you for years.

It's true nevertheless. I'm glad that I've at last had
the courage to tell you. Still I suppose it's imma-
terial. I've come up here this afternoon to ask you
to be my wife. I don't ask you to say that you love

me. I don't want to put you in such a position as

that. I know you don't love me, but—

"

** Simmy ! Oh, Simmy ! " she cried out, a hysterical

laugh in her throat that died suddenly in a strange,

choking way. She was looking at him now with wide,

comprehending eyes.

" I can't bear to see you married to that old man.
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'hlll^.l
"?"t P«rf«t •» God-, cmtion.. Y«•haU not b. ..cnficed on thi. damned idtar of— I h»your p.rd», I did not n«a« to begin bv ac^rin, „fon. of ddil»,.tel, forcing ,„„ iSo-iJ

™™*
Hebroke «r „d puUed fiercely at hi. little n,ou.Uche

to ic^» ' '^u"^ P"'""y- " You are willingto mcnfice jourielf in order that I «... i. ?
I» that itf •• " I may be .pared.

"It i,n't precisely a .acrigce. At leart. it i.„'tqmte the «me .ort of .acrifice that goeT^ft
"'

'

ca« „ ,t now .tand.. In thi. instancrone of u. rt...t .. moved by a feeling of l.ye:-i„ U,. oiLr

sTfom^^r^tatfTcr '""^- "•'''

that oM m«„ S'l! .
*" f^""^ y®" everythingtiiat old man Thorpe can give, with love thrown in

that old man because you love him. There's 8om^

X't:?f *'**r ""'* *^" -' -^^ *^

.v?, ^J^^xl" ^''"'^^ ^'^'^ I'" "<^»>- I can give youevery bng that money will buy. Good LordfFwi^h

if m^i,
B"t» never mind now. If you'd UkeIt, O have my secretary make out a complete iSst

marrvW K-
'

i'''''*
^' Promptly. « That is, you aremarrymg him because some one else -ahem! You

"No,Ican'te:cpectthatofanyone. Thank you,
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Simmy. I think I understand. You reallj want to

— to saye me. Isn't that so? *'

** I dOt Anne, God knows I do,** he said fervently.

"It's the most beastly, diabolical

—

**

"You have been fair with me, Simmy,** she broke

in seriously, " so I'll be fair with you. I am marry-

ing Mr. Thorpe for his money. I ought to be ashamed
to confess it openly in this way, but I'm not. Every
one knows just why I am going into this thing, and
every one is putting the blame upon my mother. She

is not wholly to blame. I am not being driven into

it. It*s in the blood of us. We are that kind. We
are a bad lot, Simmy, we women of the breed. It goes

a long way back, and we*re all alike. Don't ask me
to say anything more, dear old boy. I'm just a rot-

ter, so let it go at that."
** You*re noching of the sort,** he exclaimed, seizing

her hand. "You*re nothing of the sort!'*

"Oh. yes, I am,** she said wearily.

" See here, Anne," he said earnestly, " why not

take me? If it's a matter of money, and nothing else,

why not take me? That's what I mean. That's just

what I wanted to explain to you. Think it over, Anne.

For heaven's sake, don't go on with the other thing.

Chuck it all and— take me. I won't bother you much.

You can have all the money you need— and more, if

you ask for it. Hang it all, I'll settle a stipulated

amount upon you before we take another step. A mil-

lion, two millions,— I don't care a hang,— only don't

spoil this bright, splendid young life of yours by—
Oh, Lordy, it's incomprehensible !

"

She patted the back of his hand, gently, even trem-

blingly. Her eyes were very bright and very solemn.

" It has to go on now, Simmy,*' she said at last.
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For a long time they were sUent.
"I hope you have got completely over your love

for Braden Thorpe," he said. " But, of courw, you
have. You don't care for him any more. You
couldnt care for him and go on with this. It
wouldn't be human, you know.'*
"No, it wouldn't be human," she said, her face

rigid.

He was staring intently at the floor. Something
vague yet sure was forming in his brain, something
that grew to comprehension before he spoke.

« By Jove, Anne," he muttered, « I am beginning to
understand. You wouldn't marry a young man for
his money. It has to be an old man, an incredibly
old man. I see !

"

* I would not marry a young man, Simmy, for any-
thing but love," she said simply. "I would not live
for years with a man unless I loved him, be he poor
or rich. Now you have it, my friend. I'm a pretty
bad one, eh?

"

tr j

"No, siree! I'd say it speaks mighty well for
jou, he cried enthusiastically. His whimsical smile
returned and the points of his little moustache went up
once more. « Just think of waiting for a golden wed-dmg anniversary with a duffer like me! By Jove I
can see the horror of that myself. You just couldli't
doit. I get your idea perfectly, Anne. Would it in-
terest you if I were to promise to be extremely reck-
less with my life? You see, I'm always taking chances
with my automobiles. Had three or four bad smash-
ups already, and one broken arm. I covM be a little
more reckless and very careless if you think it would
lieJp. I've never had typhoid or pneumonia. I could«o about exposing myself to aU sorts of things after
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a year or two. Flying mftchinM, too, and long d»-

tance swiinniing. I might even try to swim the Eng-

lish Channel. North Pole expeditions, African wild

game hunts,— all that sort of thing, Anne. 1*11 prom-

ise to do everything in my power to make life as short

as possible, if you'll only—

"

**Oh, Simmy, you are killing,** she cried, laughing

through her tears. "I shall always adore you.*'

"That's what they all say. Well, I*ve done my
best, Anne. If you'll run away with me to-night, or

to-morrow, or any time before the twenty-third, 1*11

be the happiest man in the world. You can call me
up any time,— at tKe club or at my apartment. I'll

be ready. Think it over. Good-bye. I wish I

could wish you good luck in this other— but, of

course, you couldn't expect that. We're a queer lot,

all of us. I've always had a sneaking suspicion that

if my Tcother had married the man she was truly in

love with, I'd be a much better-looking chap than I am
to-day.*»

She was standing beside him at the door, nearly a

head taller than he.

" Or," she amended with a dainty grimace, " you

mi^ht be a very beautiful girl, and that would be dread-

ful."



CHAPTER IX

THE day before the wedding, liltie Mm. George
Dexter Tresslyn, satiifactorily shorn of her ap-
pendix and on the rapid road to recovery that

is traveled only by the perfectly healthy of man-
kind, confided to her doctor that the mystery of the
daily bunch of roses was solved. They represented
the interest and attention of her ex-husband, and,
while they were unaccompanied by a single word from
him, they also signified devotion.

" Which means that he is still making love to you? "
said Thorpe, with mock severity.

" Clandestinely," said she, with a lovely blush and
a curious softening of her eyes. She was wondering
how this big, strong friend of hers would take the
information, and how far she could go in her con-
fidences without adventuring upon forbidden territory.
Would he close the gates in the wall that guarded his
own opinions of the common foe, or would he let her
inside long enough for a joint discussion of the con-
dition that confronted both of them: the Tresslyn
nakedness? «*He has been inquiring about me twice
a day by telephone, Doctor, and this morning he was
down stairs. My night nurse knows him by sight.
He was here at half-past seven. That's very early
for George, believe me. This hospital is a long way
from where he lives. I would say that he got up at
six or half-past, wouldn't you?"
« If he went to bed at all," said Thorpe, with a

grim smile.

101
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** Anyhow, it provct loiMtlung, doetn't it? ** she pcr-

aisted.

" Obviouily. He ii ttill in love with you, if that's
what you want me to say.*'

" That** juit what I wanted you to »ay,»» the cried,

her eyes sparkling. "Poor George! He's a dear,
and I don't care who hears me say it. If he'd had
any kind of a chance at all we wouldn't be— Oh,
well, what's the use Ulking about it?" She sighed
deeply.

Braden watched her Lashed, drawn face with frown-
ing eyes. He realised that she had suffered long in
silence, that her heart had been wrung in the bitter
stretches of a thousand nights despite the gay indif-

ference of the thousand days that lay between them.
For nearly three years she had kept alive the hungry
thing that gnawed at her heart and would not be de-
nied. He was sorry for her. She was better than
most of the women he knew m one respect if in no
other: she was steadfast. She had made a bargain and
it was not her fault that it was not binding. He had
but little pity for George Tresslyn. The little he
had was due to the belief that if the boy had been older
he would have fought a better fight for the girl. As
she lay there now, propped up against the pillows,
he could not help contrasting her with the splendid,
high-bred daughter of Constance Tresslyn. That she
was a high-minded, honest, God-fearing girl he could
not for an instant doubt, but that she lacked the—
there is but one word for it— class of the Tresslyn
women he could not but feel as weil as see. There
was a distinct line between them, a line that it would
take generations to cross. Still, she was a loyal, warm-
heared, enduring creature, and by qualities such as
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1*«e rfie mounted to • much higher plane than AnneTreMljn could ever hope to attain, detpite her poti-

^l 21 '**.**P'^"** '^^ *»' ^ «»*• He had nVrer•wn George'i wife in anything but a blithe, confident
mood; .he wy «n unbeaten little warrior who kepi
her colour. lly,„g i„ the face of a de.pot called Fate.
In fact, .he wa. worthy of a better man than young
Tre..ly„, worthy of the .teel of a nobler foe thaf
hi. mother.

He wa. eager to comfort her. « It i. pretty fine of
George, wndmg you the.e flower, every day. I ««gettmg a new light on him. Ha. he ever .ugge.ted
to you in rny way the po..ibiuty of-of-wSTyou
know what I mean? *» ^
"Fixing it up again between u«?»» .he .uppli^l, an

•Jger bght HI her eye.. «No, never. Dr Thor^He ha. never .poken to me. never written a line to me.That', fine of hmi too. He love. me. I'm .«.. of it,

"i^ r"*! "S ^"* i* " fi»« ot him not fo bother me.

thJ ""iV I ?* ^r" ^ ^""^^ ^"« »"« »«ek intothe muddle, he know, he could make a fool of me. andKt ^7? "°* **^* ^^"^ advantage of me."

,0? «
^**" ^ ^""^ *** "" ^' ^« "J^^d you to do

"
I .uppo.e .o;» .he .ighed. Then brightly: "So.

plead. That*, the only way. We mu.t go our .epa-
rnte way., a. decreed. I am hi. wife but I must notso far forget my.elf a. to think that he i. my hu.-
band. I know. Dr. Thorpe, that if we had been left
alone, we could have managed .oraehow. He wa.

l?""nn«H\r T-'-. ^ r "°* 'J"^*^ inipossible, amI? Don't the.e friends of your, like me, don't they
find «>methmg worth while in me? If I w. c a. com-
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mon, as undesirable as Mrs. Tresslyn would have me
to be, why do people of your kind like me,— take me
up, as the saying is? I know that I don't really be-

long, I know I'm not just what they are, but I'm not

so awfully hopeless, now am I? Isn't Mrs. Fenn a nice

woman? Doesn't she go about in the smart set?"

She appeared to be pleading with him. He smiled.

" Mrs. Fenn is a very nice woman and a very smart
one," he said. " You have many exceedingly nice

women among your friends. So be of good cheer, if

that signifies anything to you." He was chaffing her

in his most amiable way.
" It signifies a lot,'* she said seriously. " By rights,

I suppose, I should have gone to the devil. That's
what was expected of me, you know. When I took
all that money from Mrs. Tresslj^, it wasn't for the

purpose of beating my way to the devil as fast as I

could. I took it for an entirely different reason: to

put myself where I could tell other people to go to

him if I felt so inclined. I took it so that I could

make of myself, if possible, the sort of woman that

George Tresslyn might have married without stirring

up a row in the family. I've taken good care of all

that money. It is well invested. I manage to live

and dress on the income. Rather decent of me, isn't

it? Surprisingly decent, you might say, eh?"
" Surprisingly," he agreed, smiling.

"What George Tresslyn needs. Dr. Thorpe, is

something to work for, something to make work an
object to him. What has he got to work for now?
Nothing, absolutely nothing. He's merely keeping up
appearances, and he'll never get anywhere in God's
world until he finds out that it's a waste of time work-
ing for a living that's already provided for him."
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106

'^STvoT''"''""'^.^^ *^- ^"*^°* philosophy,

wh^ vl^r\ r^°"
''"^°'"» "^d *«"^« «»e just

r^er to ea™"N^^°'«!
"°"^^ »^ ^^'^P-We of doing in

ShP lo ?L Jr** ^°' ^''^ P^°P'« ««t««d of on!?
»

She looked at him in surprise. « Why, isn't he bi;rand^strong and hasn't he a brain and a plir of hand fW^t more can a man require in this little old age?

hLThat Gn/r'" ' """'^ *- I *» do with these

eaTenouLh for ? ^''° "'' ' ^°^^"'* * »'^'*<=»'«°'ith

ca^enter t/- • Tf'»*''' ^"*^ ^°^ «bout the

SS T ''v'"''*
''"'^ *^^ "'^^ ^ho brings the ice?

«r f ?T^' '^ ^°"'d '^^d the chance."
She ooked down. «I suppose the world thinks Imade h,m what he is now, so what's the use siTulat-

Wt J;ta*k'V'n^°" '°^ ^^^^^- MissSane
ITJ JT"^ /? * ^'^ "^°"*^«' «« l«t*« chat somemore Didn't I hear you tell her yesterday that youexpect to leave for London about the first?^'

^
If you are up and about," said he.

She hesitated, a slight frown on her brow. «Do
Thorn^ri?'*

^°" r ^^'^ «"^ tired-lookiig, Dr

lite?? » '" ^°" '""'^'^ ^ *^« ^^-« «t Aself
"Regularly," he said, forcing a smile. «I shayeonce a day, and I—

»

"*^®
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"Pm serious. You don't look happy. You may
confide in me. Doctor. I think you ought to talk

to some one about it. Are you still in love with Miss

Tresslyn? Is that what's taking th -olour out—^"

"I am not in love with Miss Tr^-alyn," he said,

meeting her gaze steadily. " That is all over. I will

confess that I have been dreadfully hurt, terribly

shocked. A man doesn't ^t over such things easily

or quickly. I will not pretend that I am happy. So,

if that explains my appearance to you, Mrs. Tresslyn,

we'll say no more about it."

. Her eyes filled with tears. ** Oh, I'm sorry if I've

— if I've meddled,-*- if I've been too

—

**

"Don't worry," he broke in quickly. **I don't in

the least mind. In fact, I'm glad you gave me the

opportunity to say in so many words that I do not

love her. I've never said it before. I'm glad that

I have said it. It helps, after all."

** You'll be happy yet," she sniffled. " I know you

will. The world is full of good, noble women, and

there's one somewhere who will make you glad that this

thing has happened to you. Now, we'll change the

subject. Miss McKane may pop in at any moment,

you know. Have you any new patients?"

He smiled again. " No. You are my sole and

only. Mrs. Fenn can't persuade Rumsey to have a

thing done to him, and Simmy Dodge refuses to break

his neck for scientific purposes, so I've given up hope.

I shall take no more cases. In a year I may come

back from London and then I'll go snooping about for

nice little persons like you who—

"

" Simmy Dodge says you .tre not living at your

grandfather's house any longer," she broke, irrele-

vantly.
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"J
«» "t . hoW," he ..id, „d „, „„„.

H. .Tj- ^l ""^' '•'"'""8 «fy darkly for her.

«M to he.r that whS:'l1 iA^ ^'..^""4":
wedding to-™„rrow afternoon I sh.ll not be there

"

he said, divining her thoughts.
'

" I didn't like to ask," she s<ud. The nurse c.m«n..o the rooa,. " He says I'm domg ., well a" 2Td
n^othWo^ut^p-r llr^ -^r^. ""

"

si^ti^.'^^-'-^-Soi'L^.ts-oo-x:
^^•Good-bye. m Wk in to-morrow- .fternocn."

J^^^Jr;1:Jl.rholT:^^^^^^^^^^
four o'clock on the afternoon of the tweX thirH

^^re^thri -htri;t £7^^^-
Torpe had been <,uite ill during^thf:iir H ^H
nou^ed tlaTa"Vr

""'"""«• "" '^= <«">""-nounced that a postponement of the wedding was unavoidable unless the ceremony could be he!d in ZThorpe home instead of at Mrs T™. i . . .

-any planned. Moreover!' .t"a.Je'adXvUy"r

rvr{?H~^^^^^^^^^^^

iS
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annoyed with Braden. When the strange iUness came

earlj in the night, he sent out for his grandson. He
wanted him to be there if anything serious was to

result from the stroke,— he persisted in caUing it

a stroke, scornfully describing his attack as a " rush

of blood to the head from a heart that had been

squeezed too severely by old Father Time." Braden

was not to be found. What annoyed Mr. Thorpe

most was the young man's unaccountable disposition

to desert him in his hour of need. In his querulous

tirade, he described his grandson over and over again

as an ingrate, a traitor, a good-for-nothing without

the slightest notion of what an obligation means.

He did not know, and was not to know for many

days, that his grandson had purposely left town with

the determination not to return until the ill-mated

couple were well on their way to the Southland, where

the ludicrous honeymoon was to be spent. And so

it was that the old family doctor had to be called in

to take charge of Mr. Thorpe in place of the young-

ster on whom he had spent so much money and of whom

he expected such great and glorious things.

He would not listen to a word concerning a post-

ponement. Miss Tresslyn was called up on the tele-

phone by Wade at eight o'clock in the morning, and

notified of the distressing situation. What was to

be done? At first no one seemed to know what could

be done, and there was a tremendous flurry that for

the time being threatened to deprive Mr. Thorpe of

a mother-in-law before the time set for her to actually

become one. Doctors werj summoned to revive the

prostrated Mrs. Tresslyn. She went all to pieces,

according to reports from tl servants* hall. In an

hour's time, however, she was herself once more, and
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itTtlri t' w:^^V P-jP—
t
was the

.uch ma/nUuJr Hast no^
"""^'^ ^ * ^"«" »^

and thi^er caterer
^ T '''" despatched hither

off with sc'a^t'f^^^r^^^ efauwf^ "^" ^^""*^^

eered and motors r.^fi \ j * "^^'^ command-

about » .;.::rti "ts t •

^^f^r"'
™ "••«»«

quMtion the conmiMds offL^- . ?°! P"""* *°

fectuaUy WM order .nh»^.. , J .
?""•?% "d 'f-

the dock "Mr Vol '""'''» ^" 'l^os that when

hour of four eL^T ^'V^""" 'truck the

oVr\trd.t^!:;,r;s,Cz'"4<'^«^~-
«now beside iL. . .

"*^ *' ""^^^^ " *^« d'iven

Late that night, Mr. Georce Tresslvn .S™^ Dodge ia the buffet .t^he^S
'"^ '""'"

hat ^fseHarTal^k .''
f".*"'"^- «" «<*

flu.hed.
°° ''" '"«' "J his f.ce w„

di.'ce™":urf^rfo';:t °°""c "•^ «"'=»^' ««•
. whisper » " '"""'" '"'» 'J"-'' talk above

I never whisir T },«f T i.
° whisper, Simmy.

f-e to w^:^^ to'.u'.w;';.'" ^-"'^ ""'^'- ^-
intrr;tt fCoZ/ttt't "'" *»

'
**

"Mavbe Toi.M r..l. r ^' ""' occupied,

he said engagLgt ^ '
'"" " *' J'"'""

"Nonsense! IVe been driven all dav Si™™, idon't want to be driven anj .ore!" it'ti^^Xfl
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what's the matter with me. Dog-tired, understand?

Have a drink? Here, boy !

"

"Thanks, George, I don*t care for a drink. No,

not for me, thank you. Strictly on the wagon, you

know. Better let it alone yourself. Take my advice,

George. You're not a drinking man and you can't

stand it."

George glowered at him for a moment, and then

let his eyes fall. "Guess you're right, Simmy. I've

had enough. Never mind, waiter. First time I've

been like this in a mighty long time, Simmy. But

don't think I'm tcelebrating, because I ain't. I'm

drowning something, that's all." He was almost in

tears by this time. " I can't help thinking about her

standin' there beside that old— Oh, Lord! I. can't

talk about it."

"That's right," said Simmy, persuasively. "I

wouldn't if I were you. Come along with me. I'll

walk home with you, George. A good night's rest

will put—"
"Rest? My God, Simmy, I'm never going to rest

again, not even in my grave. Say, do you know who

I blame for all this business? Do you?"

«Sh!"
" I won't shoosh ! I blame myself. I am to blame

and no one else. If I'd been any kind of a man I'd

have put my foot down— just like that— and

stopped the thing. That's what I'd have done if I'd

been a man, Simmy. And instead of stoppin' it, do

you know what I did? I went down there and stood

up with old Thorpe as his best man. Can you beat

that? His best man! My God! Wait a minute.

See, he was sittin' just like you are— lean back a

little and drop your chin— and I was standing right
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eve"' wrra*'!:"'*
''.'"'"• "^-^ ^^^^ tW. And

S^fV, „ ' Anne— oh, Lord! And here wasKatherine Browne,- best maid, you know-TJl
And then r-ght m front here was the preacher slt

stfth": .'V'"^
^'^*^^^" -- ^--? rve n!vf;'

In o d f -'"r '? '" ""^ ^'^^^ «"^ 't^" they say he's

Zacher tol
°' *'' ^""^- ^^"^ »>---« for apreacher to be m, wasn't it? Fi-ine bus-i-ness' h!ought to have been ashamed of himself BvGn!Icome to think of it T k«i: u

"™*eu. Uy Gosh,

Ha «,; k* u ' °®"^^® he was worse than IHe m,ght have got out of it if he'd tried. He looked

don'f ! !r^' ^'°'«^' ^°' heaven's sake. Youdon t want aU these men in here to-»
^

Right yoj are, Simmy, right vou arp T»«,

got . b.„ voioe.^ He low^TreTht"^^ t^rhljl^"

ZTe^^r -"u-T °- ''^"' -°ws
pie of old rumnue, slandin' back there where that table

In "ehTfh
"",

" ^"T ^""''^ ""' ^•"-d -™»
Old Mr, B ':. i""'^'"' ' *^'^ afterward,.Old Sirs. Browne and Doc. Bates stood just behind"e. Now you have it. just as it was. Cu .i„s

"»
down and electric lights going full blast. It wo" dn"have been so bad if the lights had been out CoX't
oTanoXr"'" 1'^" T °"^ ''"'' "«» Ann'^'te'lor another. I II never forget Anne's face." His own

^r-inTerL"
""''

"
^ ""' -"-^ -^



lis FROM THE HOUSETOPS

Simmj was troubled. There was that about Ckorge
Tresslyn that suggested a subsequent catastrophe.

He was in no mood to be left to himself. There was
the despairing look of the man who kills in his eyes,

but who kills only himself.

" See here, George, let's drop it now. Don't go on
like this. Come along, do. Come to my rooms and
I'll make you comfortable for the

—

**

But George was not through with his account of

the wedding. He straightened up and, gritting his

teeth, went on with the story. " Then there were the

responses, Simmy,— the same that we had, Lutie and
I,— just the same, ,only they sounded queer and awful
and strange to-day. Only young people ought to get

married, Simmy. It doesn't seem so rotten when
young people lie like that to each other. Before I
really knew what had happened the preacher had pro-
nounced them husband and wife, and there I stood

like a block of marble and held my peace when he
asked if any one knew of a just cause why they
shouldn't be joined in holy wedlock. I never even
opened my lips. Then everybody rushed up and con-

gratulated Anne! And kissed her, and made all sorts

of horrible noises over her. And then what do you
think happened? 0)d Tempy up and practically or-

dered everybody out of the house. Said he was tired

and wanted to be left alone. * Good-bye,' he said,

just like that, right in our faCes— right in mother's

face, and the preacher's, and old Mrs. Browne's. You
could have heard a pin drop. * Good-bye,* that's what
he said, and then, will you believe it, he turned to one
of the pie-faced lawyers and said to him: *Will you
turn over that package to my wife, Mr. HoUenback? *

and then he says to that man of his : * Wade, be
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yer g,v. Anne . 7^\nX^ l'^ t'^
*""' '""

a little box,— .uttl. hit !rfu ff*"
^"^ S"™ ™«

*0 bury th^ olS .1,' «• »
° • ^^ "•' ^ ™h I'd kept

lending over j„,t.fif h. ""•,.
'''''''"« "' "* ""l'

..y .on,ething .U„t « p«n thwe b„7l ^, f^'"mueh attention. What do v^V It' , / *''" ' P"'
right up and leftZ Ltt/I^ tZ °'

J^*' *''"

.tanding there like a tot of'
^'

''*
'"1, -r^*^?you. I'm dead sur<. tfc.f . n / "" '""''> "'"'l

« bluff. I^ tu. n^t*!'
°-"''«' •"••'« of fc" w«. aU

an, more .^i^"th.ril' DilT" ""l!'"
'"• ^""•'

•trokef Stroke oj Fuck lylli* ^^ JT »•»»* *'»

-Jo you think he gave la. iV.
' ^'^ '"y- "'«'*

for ™y service,? To^iT p'
* '""= «i»owIedg™ent

He turned back the WI „fv ^""!' '"" "P"" "'"
a moment before extSL, "?' ""'' '"'"'''«' 'or

dh.ary looki!,;^ S!!^v:i^ """' • ™^ »-
rounded by a narrow ri^ „f

"qua-marine ,ur-

"f Magnient trtee' Y„!,''"'m-
"'''^"*' ""''

'em for «ftv dollaT -kl u'^",*" " ^°^™ »'

best man at mrjlter', f ^
"''!* ' «»» '""• '^'^8

than I de.er"dTt that H^'h^f
""^ «">"' «'» -^

criy, I'll aay that for him."
'' °" '""" "^ P^P"

He bowed his head deiectedlv I,;, i-

ab..ement...'rserrr;oX„Tt':^'-:
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nets were not altogether the result of maudlin reac-
tion. He presented a combination of manlineti and
defectiveness that perplexed and irritated Simeon
Dodge. He did not want to feel sorry for him and
yet he could not help doing so. George's broad shoul-

ders and splendid chest were heaving under the strain

of a genuine, real emotion. Drink was not responsible

for his present estimate of himself; it had merely
opened the gates to expression.

Simmy's scrutiny took in the fine, powerful body of
this incompetent giant,— for he was a giant to Simmy,— and out of his appraisal grew a fresh complaint
against the Force that fashions men with such cruel

inconsistency. What would not he perform if he
were fashioned like this splendid bemg? Why had
God given to George Tresslyn all this strength and
beauty, to waste and abuse, when He might have di-

vided His gifts with a kindlier hand? To what heights

of attainment in all the enterprises of man would not
he have mounted if Nature had but given to him the
shell that George Tresslyn occupied? And why should
Nature have put an incompetent, useless dweller into

such a splendid house when he would have got on
just as well or better perhaps in an insignificant body
like his own? Proportions were wrong, outrageously
wrong, grieved Sim<ny as he studied the man who de-

spised the strength God had given him. And down
in his honest, despairing soul, Simmy Dodge was say-
ing to himself that he would cheerfully give all of his

wealth, all of his intelligence, all of his prospects, in

exchange for a physical body like George Tresslyn's.

He would court poverty for the privilege of enjoying
other triumphs along the road to happiness.

** Why don't you say something? " demanded George,
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n..n ought to h.v. except ol th^gf .nd%™ '„.

have been put mto your body .„J y„u i„.o Tne "
Simmy w.nced. « Strike out for vou™if rBe somebody. Buck up, .„d-"

^
' °""^-

f::ej^rWrerjrn-^v-br

Ei Err v^^^^^^^^^^

stance. But he was astonished by the ne,t act of

ceeded to jam the scarf-pin info fK^ / ii , ^
Where the badge of ^rvice-had'^sUrthe'tl^tr
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was

you
suddenly abashed,

must tliink I am.

fore. Then, with Simmy lookmg on in disgust, h«
pinned the waiter's badge upon his own coat.
•« There! »» he said, with a sneer. " That is supposed
to make a gentleman of you, and this makes a man of
me. On your way, gentleman! I—*»

" For heaven's sake, George," cried Simmy, arising.
•* Don't be an ass." He took the tag from Tresslyn'a
coat and handed it back to the waiter. "Give him
the scarf-pin if you like, old man, but don't rob him
of his badge of honour. He earns an honest living

with that thing, you know."
George sat down. He

" What an awful , bounder
Simmy."

"Nonsense. You're a bit tight, that's all." He
slipped the waiter a bank-note and motioned him away.
" Now, let's go home, George."

" Yes, sir ; he turned and walked out of the room,
leaving all of us standing there," muttered Grcorge,

with a mental leap backward. "I'll never forget it,

long as I live. He simply scorned the whole lot of
us. I went away as quickly as I could, but the others
beat me to it. I left mother and Anne there all alon.e,

just wandering around the room as if they were half-

stunned. Never, never will I forget Anne's white,

scared face, and I've never seen mother so helpless,

either. Anne gripped that big envelope so tight that
it crumpled up into almost nothing. Mother took it

away from her and opened it. Nobody was there but us
three. I shan't tell you what was in the envelope.

I'm not drunk enough for that."

"Never mind. It's immaterial, in any event."

Simmy had called for his check.

George'3 mind took a new twist. Suddenly he sprang
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way, Simmy. He didn't do the right thing by Anne.
He ought to have come back here and made her marry
him. That's where he's to blame. He ought to have
gone right up to the house and grabbed her by the

throat and choked her till she gave in and went with
him to a justice-of-the-peace or something. He owed
it to her, Simmy,— he was in duty bound to save her.

If he hadn't been a sneakin' coward, he'd have choked
her till she was half-dead and then she would have gone
with him gladly. Women like a brave man. They
like to be choked and beaten and—

"

Simmy laughed. " Do you call it bravery to choke
a woman into submii^sion, and drag her off to—

"

" I call it cowardice to give up the woman you love

if she loves you," said George. "I know what I'm
talking about, too, because I'm one of the sneakingest
cowards on earth. What do you think of me, Simmy?
What does everybody think of me? Wouldn't call me
a brave man, would you ?

"

" The cases are not parallel. Braden's case is dif-

ferent. He couldn't force Anne to—

"

"See here, Simmy," broke in George, wonderingly,
" I hadn't noticed it before, but, by giminy, I believe

you're tipsy. You've been drinking, Simmy. No
sober man would talk as you do. When you sober up,
you'll think just as I do,— and that is that Brady
Thorpe ought to have been a man when he had the
chance. He ought to have stuck his fist under Anne's
nose and said * Come on, or I'll smash you,' and she'd
have gone with him like a little lamb, and sheM have
loved him a hundred times more than she evf r loved
him before. He didn't do the right thing by h.;r,

Simmy. He didn't, curse him, and I'll never forgive
him. I'm going to wring his neck, so help me Moses.



FROM THE HOUSETOPS I19

Take a good lo A it me, Sirmiy. If vou watch closelvyou may see mc t.rnin,, into a man."
''^^

of tJ"
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And say, there's another thing I've got to square

LV^ "He'twT'" r^^'^ Gefrge Voir;
^?tal an^^l rJ^u

"*'' "P *^''" *° *^«* beastly hos-
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And then Simmy understood.



CHAPTER X

MUCH may happen in a year's time. The history
of the few people involved in the making of this
narrative presents but few new aspects, and yet

there is now to be disclosed an unerring indication of
great and perhaps enduring changes in the lives of every
one concerned.

To begin with, Templeton Thorpe, at the age of
seventy-eight, is lying at the edge of his grave. On
the day of his marriage with Anne Tresslyn, he put
down his arms in the long and hopeless conflict with
an enemy that knows no pity, a foe so supremely con-
fident that man has been powerless to do more than
devise a means to temporarily check its relentless fury.
The thing in Mr. Thorpe's side was demanding the
tolls of victory. There was no curbing its wrath:
neither the soft nor the harsh answer of science had
served to turn it away. The hand with the gleaming,
keen-edged knife had been offered against it again and
again, but the stroke had never fallen, for always there
stood between it and the surgeon who would slay the
ravager, the resolute fear of Templeton Thorpe. Time
there was when the keen-edged knife might have van-
quished or at least deprived it of its early venom, but
the body of a physical coward housed it and denied
admittance to all-comers. Templeton Thorpe did not
fear death. He wanted to die, he implored his Maker
to become his Destroyer. The torture of a slow, in-
evitable death, however, was as nothing to the horror
of the knife that is sharp and cold.

120
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was plain to be seen that he lived only for the young

man's return.

Anne had once suggested, timorously, that Braden's

place was at the sufferer's bedside, but the smile that

the old man bestowed upon her was so significant, so

full of understanding, that she shrank within herself

and said no more. She knew, however, that he longed

for the sustaining hand of his only blood relation, that

he looked upon himself as utterly alone in these last

few weeks of life; and yet he would not send out the

appeal that lay uppermost in his thoughts. In his

own good time ^^aden would come back and there

would be perhaps one long, farewell grip of the hand.

After that, ironic peace.

He could not be cured himself, but he wanted to be

sure that Braden was cured before he passed away.

He knew that his grandson would not come home un-

til the last vestige of love and respect for Anne Tress-

lyn was gone; not until he was sure that his wound

had healed beyond all danger of bleeding again. Mr.

Thorpe was satisfied that he had served his grandson

well. He was confident that the young man would

thank him on his death-bed for turning the hand of

fate in the right direction, so that it pointed to con-

tentment and safety. Therefore, he felt himself jus-

tified in forbidding any one to acquaint Braden of the

desperate condition into which he had fallen. He in-

sisted that no word be sent to him, and, as in all

things, the singular power of old Templeton Thorpe

prevailed over the forces that were opposed. Letters

came to him infrequently from the young man,— con-

siderate, formal letters in which he never failed to find

the touch of repressed gratitude that inspired the dis-

tant writer. Soon he would be coming home to ** set
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up for himself." Soon he would be fighting the bat-tie of hfe on the field that no man knew and vet wa»traversed by all.

^ *

«J^H
®''*''

f
""^ *^' ''"^""°* «"'««°°« '^ho came tosee the important invalid, discussed among themseLsbut never m the presence of Mr. ThorpoAhe remarkable^d revolutionary articles that had ken appear-ing of late ,n one of the medical journals over thesj^ature of Braden Thorpe. Ther. were tl artt

citirthrthT,:*" :;
"'*^' clenunc....ry communi-

bu ion frl .1 t''^"
°"* ^^ '^' ^^''^^ contri-bution from the pen of young Thorpe.

In his first article, Braden had deliberately taken atand ,„ f ,f ,^^ ^^^^.^^ destruction of humanhfe in cases where suffering is unendurable and theTstchance for recovery or even relief is lost. He had the

aTcrtH'\'°°^'"'^"^^^ *° "^ h- name to thearticle, thereby irrevocably committing himself tothe propaganda A storm of sarcasm ensued. The

attributing It to a "young fool who would come to his

eLTo?" tl'-
''^""^ '^"^ «*"^^"« -- - the pro!fession rushed into print,_or at least tried to^o

'

so,- with the result that Braden was excoriated bya thousand pens. Only one of these efforts was worthyof notice, and it inspired a calm, dispassionate re^joinder from young Thorpe, who merely caUed atten-tion to the fact that he was not trying to " make mur-

trV. 1 ^"^-^ commissioners,»\«t w^ on theother hand advocatmg a plan by which they might oneday,-
a far-off day, no doubt,- extend by Man's

ir^hX^u^dS. *° *'^ '""•'^° ^^^ *^* ^ «^-
Anne was shocked one day by a callous obsrvatioa
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on the lips of old Dr. Bates, a sound practitioner and
ordinarily as gentle as the average familj doctor one
hears so much about. Mr. Thorpe was in greater pain
than usual that day. Opiates were of little use in these
cruel hours. It was now impossible to give him an
amount suflBcient to produce relief without endanger-
ing the life that hung by so thin a thread.
"I suppose this excellent grandson of his would

say that Mr. Thorpe ought to be killed forthwith, and
put out of his misery," said the doctor, discussing his
patient's condition with the young wife in the library
after a long visit upstairs.

Anne started violently. "What do you mean by
that. Dr. Bates?*' she inquired, after a moment in
which she managed to subdue her agitation.

" Perhaps I shouldn't have said it," apologised the
old physician, really distressed. "I did it quite
thoughtlessly, my dear Mrs. Thorpe. I forgot that
you do not read the medical journals."
"Oh, I know what Braden has always preached,"

she said hurriedly. " But it never— it never occurred
to me that

—

** She did not complete the sentence.
A ghastly pallor had settled over her face.

" That his theory might find application to the case
upstairs? " supplied the doctor. " Of course it would
be unthinkable. Very stupid of me to have spoken of
it."

Anne leaned forward in her chair. " Then you re-
gard Mr. Thorpe's case as one that might be included
in Braden's—" Again she failed to complete a sen-
tence.

" Yes, Mrs. Thorpe," said Dr. Bates gravely. « If
young Braden's pet theory were in practice now, your
husband would be entitled to the mercy he prescribes."
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"I daresay," said he. «By the same reasoning, i.
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it wise for us to receive lessons in sayagery from

them?»*

I Anne was silent for a time. She felt called upon to

utter a defence for Braden but hesitated because she

could not choose her words. At last she spoke.

" I have known Braden Thorpe all my life, Dr. Bates.

He is sincere on this question. I think you might

grant him that distinction."

"Lord love you, madam, I haven't the faintest

doubt as to his sincerity," cried the old doctor. " He
is voicing the sentiment of every honest man in my
profession, but he overlooks the fact that sentiment has

a very small pla^e among the people we serve,— in

other words, the people who love life and employ us to

preserve it for them, even against the will of God."
" They say that soldiers on the field of battle some-

times mercifully put an end to the lives of their muti-

lated comrades," she mused aloud.

"And they make it their business to put an end to

the lives of the perfectly sound and healthy men who

confront them on that same field of battle," he was

quick to return. " There is a wide distinction be-

tween a weapon and an instrument, Mrs. Thorpe, and

there is just as much difference between the inspired

soldier and the uninspired doctor, or between impulse

and decision."

" I believe that Mr. Thorpe would welcome death,"

said she.

Dr. Bates shook his head. " My dear, if that were

true he could obtain relief from his suffering to-day,

—

this very hour."
** What do you mean? " she cried, with a swift shud-

der, as one suddenly assailed by foreboding.

" There is a very sharp razor blade on his dressing-
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little— But there, I murt ny no more. Yon .r..lan-ed,- and »eedle„ly. He will not take W. o™

.^ T ^ru?""^ *'*''• ""J >« know. it. A month"go I ...d th., to him : . Mr. Thorpe, I mu.t ask vouto be very creful. If ,„„ do not Seep well to-ni»htUke one of these tablet.. If one doe? not g^vefoa

them would mean eertain, almost instant death.' For
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Annr«n^fci r^'T.. ""' *''• Hollenbaek handed toAnne on the day of her wedding contained a orooerlvexecuted assignment of securitie, amounting'^to twomiUion dollars, together with an order to theLLor"under h,s wiU to pay in gold to her immediatewTf?"
h^s death an amount sufflcient to cover any shrinCthat may have occurred in the value of the bond, h^reason of market fluctuations. In plain worf. .hewa. to have her full two million,. There w™ also .,!mstrument authorismg a eertain Trust (Jmpany t"

caLM;":'''"' 'Z ""T
'"""'«'• '» "' "hi^h werecarefully enumerated and classified, with instruction,to collect and pay to her during his lifetimeXTX ™.'"" '>°''^- A* hi» daafh the se^ritie^wereto be delivered to her without recourse to the couT

from the residue of the estate. There wa. a provi.b^
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however, that she was to pay the itate, city and county
taxes on the full atseMed value of these bonds during his

lifetime, and doubtless by premeditation on his part all

of them were subject to taxation. This unsuspected
** joker" in the arrangements was frequently alluded
to by Anne*s mother as a " direct slap in the face," for,

•aid she, it was evidently intended as a reflection upon
the Tresslyns who, as a family, it appears, were very
skilful in avoiding the payment of taxes of any de-
scription. (It was a notorious fact that the richest
of the Tresslyns was little more than a mendicant when
the time came to tal^e his solemn oath concerning tax-
able possessions.)

Anne took a most amazing stand in respect to the
interest on these bonds. Her income from them
amounted to something over ninety thousand dollars
a year, for Mr. Thorpe's investments were invariably
sound and sure. He preferred a safe four or four and
a half per cent, bond to an "attractive six." With
the coming of each month in the year, Anne was no-
tified by the Trust Company that anywhere from seven
to eight thousand dollars had been credited to her ac-
count in the bank. She kept her own private account
in another bank, and it was against this that she drew
her checks. She did not withdraw a dollar of the in-

terest arising from her matrimonial investment!
Mrs. Tresslyn, supremely confident and self-assured,

sustained the greatest shock of her life when she found
that Anne was behaving in this quixotic manner about
the profits of the enterprise. At first she could not
believe her ears. But Anne was obdurate. She main-
tained that her contract called for two million dollars
and no more, and she refused to consider this extrane-
ous accumulation as rightfully her own. Her mother
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berated her without effect. She .ubjected her toco«ntle„ attack, from a. ra^y angle., but Anne wm
*« hard as nails.'*

*!J'"..°?*
*»"""« *h" ninety thouwmd a year,mother," .he declared hotly, "and I .haU not ac^^pi

It as a^ft. If I were Mr. Thorpe's wife in every
sense of the term, it might be different, but as youhappen to know I am nothing more than a figure of
•peech m h,s household. I am not even his nur^e, nor
his housekeeper, nor his friend. He despise, me. Idespise myself, for that matter, so he's not quite alone
in his opimon. I've sold myself for a price, mother,
but you must at least grant me the privUege of refus-ing to draw mterest on my infamy."
"Infamy!" gasped Mrs. Tresslyn. "Infamy?What rot,— what utter rot !

"

bargain. It ,s bad enough. I .han't make it any
worse by taking money that doesn't belong to me."

« Vn„ ' .
* r ^°"" " *°*PP^ M"- Tresslyn.You are certainly entitled to the interest. You -i"

«K^^^Z "1 ™^''" ''*"™"^ ^°« decisively.Not until Mr. Thorpe is dead, if you please. I am
to have my pay after he has passed away, no sooner.That was the bargain."
"You did not hesitate to accept some rather ex-

^rrj^^bUiigly. ' "'"^"*^' ^°'-^*^^'" -^<^ ^"•

"That was his affair, not mine," said Anne cooUy.He despises me so thoroughly that he thought becould go beyond his contract and tempt me wifh this

's^n 7t ^'".^"f"^"^"* «bout, mother. He was

at the bait. But I disappointed him. I shall nev«
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forget the look of surprise,— no, it wm wonder,

—

that came into his eyes when I flatly refused to take

this interest. That was nearly a year ago. He be-

gan to treat me with a little respect after that. There
is scarcely a month goes by that he does not bring up
the subject. I think he has never abandoned the

hope that I may give in, after all. Lately he has
taken to chuckling when I make my monthly protest
against accepting this money. He can't believe it of
me. He thinks there is something amusing about
what I have been foolish enough to call my sense of
honour. Still, I believe he has a little better opinion
of me than he had at first. And now, mother, once
and for iM, let us consider the matter closed. I will

not take the interest until the principal is indisputably
Mmine.

" Ycu are a fool, Anne," said her mother, in her des-

peration; "a simple, ridiculous fool. Why shouldn't

you take it? It is yours. You can't afford to throw
away ninety thousand dollars. The bank has orders
to pay it over to you, and it is deposited to your ac-
count. That ought to settle the mtttter. If it

isn't yours, may I enquire to whom does it belong?

"

" Time enough to decide that, mother," said Anne,
so composedly that Mrs. Tresslyn writhed with ex-

asperation. "I haven't ^uite decided who is to have
it in the end. You may be sure, however, that I shall

give it to some worthy cause. It shan't be wasted."
" Do you mean to say that you will give it away—

^ve it to charity? " groaned her mother.
« Certainly."

Words failed Mrs. Tresslyn. She could only stare
in utter astonishment at this incomprehensible crea-
ture.
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**I maj have to ask your advice when the time
comei/' went on Anne, complacentlj. " You must m-
•ist me in aelecting the most worthy charity, mother
dear.**

"I suppose it has never occurred to you that there
18 some justice in the much abused axiom that charity
beifins at home," said Mrs. Tresslyn frigidly.

" Not in our home, however,** said Anne. « That*8
where it ends, if it ends anywhere.'*
"I have hesitated to speak to you about it, Anne,

but I am afraid I shall now have to confess that I am
sorely pressed for money,** said Mrs. Tresslyn de-
liberately, and from that moment on she never ceased
to employ this argument in her crusade against Anne»8
ingratitude.

There was no estrangement. Neither of them could
afford to go to such lengths. They saw a great deal
of each other, and, despite the constant bickerings over
the idle money, there was little to indicate that they
were at loggerheads. Mrs. Tresslyn was forced at
last to recognise the futility of her appeals to Anne's
sense of duty, and contented herself with occasional
bitter references to her own financial distress. She
couldn't understand the giri, and she gave up trying.
As a matter of fact, she began to fear that she would
never be able to understand either one of her children.
She could not even imagine how they could have come
by the extraordinary stubbornness with which they ap-
peared to be afflicted.

As for George Tresslyn, he was going to the dogs as
rapidly and as accurately as possible. He took to
drmk, and drink took him to cards. The efforts of
Simmy Dodge and other friends, including the de-
spised Percy W inill, were of no avail. He de-



IW FROM THE HOUSETOPS
veloped a pugnacious capacity for resenting advice.
It was easj to see what was behind the big boy»s be-
haviour: simple despair. He counted himself among
the failures. In due time he lost his position in WaU
Street and became a complaining dependent upon his
mother s generosity. He met her arguments with the
furious and constantly reiterated charge that she had
ruined his life. That was another thing that Mrs.
rresslyn could not understand. How, in heaven's
name, had she ruined his life?

He took especial delight in directing her attention to
the upward progress of the discredited Lutie.

That attractive jroung person, much to Mrs. Tress-
lyn s disgust, actually had insinuated her vulgar pres-
ence mto comparatively good society, and was coming
on apace. Blithe, and gay, and discriminating, the
former « musUra girl »' was making a place for herself
among the moderately smart people. Now and then
her name appeared in the society columns of the news-
papers, where, much to Mrs. Tresslyn's annoyance,
rhe was always spoken of as "Mrs. George Dexter
Tresslyn." Moreover, in several instances, George's
mother had found her own name printed next to Lutie's
in the ' Iphabetical Ust of guests at rather large en-
tertainments, and once,— heaven forfend that it should
happen again!— the former "mustard girl's " picture
was published on the same page of a supplement with
that of the exclusive Mrs. Tresslyn and her daughter,
Mrs. Templeton Thorpe, over the caption: "The
Tresslyn Triumvirate," supplied by a subsequently dis-
engaged art editor.

George came near to being turned out into the street
o;ie day when he so far forgot himself as to declare
that Lutie was worth the whole Tresslyn lot put to-
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the more I realise that class is a matter of acquaint-
ance. If you know the right sort of people, and have
known them long enough, you unconsciously form hab-
its that the other sort of people haven't got, so you're
said to have 'class.* Of course, you've got to be
imitative, you've got to be able to mimic the real ones,
but that isn't difficult if you're half way bright, don't
you know."

"Lord love you, Lutie, you don't have to imitate
any one," said Simmy. " You're in a class by your-
self."

"Thanks, Simmy. Don't let any one else at the
table hear you say such things to me, though. They
would think that I'd just come in from the country.
Why shouldn't I get on? How many of the girls
that you meet in your day's walk have graduated from
a high-school? How many of the great ladies who
rule New York society possess more than a common
school education, outside of the tricks they've learned
after they put on long frocks? Not many, let me tell

you, Simmy. Four-fifths of them can't spell Con-
necticut, and they don't know how many e's there are in
* separate.* I graduated from a high school in Phila-
delphia, and my mother did the same thing before me.
I also played on the basket-ball team, if that means
anything to you. My parents were poor but respect-
able. God-fearing people, as they say in the novels, and
they were quite healthy as parents go in these days,
when times are hard and children so cheap that no-
body's without a good sized pack of them. I was
bom with a brain that was meant to be used."
"What are you two talking about so secretively?"

demanded Mrs. Rumsey Fenn, across the table from
thenK
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" Ourselves, of course," said Lutie. « Briaht peo-ple a ways have something in reserve, my dear. We

Z\tT ^' ''' *" ^^*'^™*^- Simmy delightsin ta kmg about me. and I love to talk about him It"he simplest kind of small talk and doesn't ^sTurb u

Thing rift^: tt:^
'^^^^" *° ^ *^"^^« «'—

welif1s\!r"''
^'o^.W™ yesterday. He sails next

Jl!^n *l-
''"^ *'°^™« *° »>« done for your

b^ made? "
''''""'

'^^^ ^^ ^^"^* °*^ «P"" *»

-Ru^J^'t r*'".'"^ ^"- ^^"° desolately.Rumsey positive^ refuses to imagine he's got a pahi

^I^P
'^"^ *'^ '^'^'^ *°-^« - 4-4l7

h
" ^/"^ '^'"?P^'*°'* '^"'P*'^ i° * critical condition, Iftear. put m Rumsey Fenn. « There'U be a choicewidow ,n the market before long. I pledge you."^Cant '.y operate?" inquired his wife.

«ni?^ uT^^r* ''''*°^*'" "'^'d Mr, Fenn.
Oh, don't be siUy. I should think old Mr. Thome

bo"t 'T ^u'^°
°p"^*^- ^-* «^-^ whit . s:

success!"
^" '^"'^'^ '' *'^ °P^"«- -- •

fJf""* «'i^^/
^^"^"^ " '^'^ ^°« °^ the -"en, senten-

tiously. « He's the principal heir, isn't he? "
Simmy scowled. « Brady would be the last man in

among the dJigenUy unemployed, Lutie on Jhe c:^
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of popularity, Braden in contempt of court, and Mm.
Tressljn sorely tried by the vagaries of each and erery
one of the aforesaid persons.

Siminy Dodge appears to be the only one among
them aU who stands just as he did at the beginning of
the year. He has neither lost nor gained. He has
Merely stood still.

«». xie nas
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Ir* !f *J^
°? *

u"
'«"'*^'»*1» of March he was

Inr fho fi Tl. ,
P'*' ^'y * ^°'de of newspaper men

1 or the first time, he was made to appreciate «nLTm*portance of beinff eampst »» tk
^P'^"*^®, ^"e """

He was asked such questions as these: "But doc^or, would you do that sort of thing to a person who

Tild «
V"'

"'.'f^ * ^^'*' « "°*h^' or « onlycnua. "How could vou h*. aiii>o *i,„*.
"'^

hopefcs..y ^eted ? » « H.„ ,'""
J^' ". ??

f" '"
of Toum ;nf„ ™ 1- .

^' P"* *"" theory

™.,iLT ^ P""=t«e on the otiier side? •• "Howm«, Uves h.ve,ou taken in thi. w.y, doctor,-" rt

how ™.n, patient, do youJ^"JZ l.ZlTu
^r^zir:^:;. "^ -""'t ''" '-

-

end. '° ""' »''»o»t without

infflirin'".
*"^*''"* " """ "" '^<'""= f'-o'" "d

r".rd?th. "?'""'" """ ™ "'»' "« thing to

»swert^o ' H Z :?« ""•"•'ly their, a„d*the

.tend t(,.H;
*'' '"' ^' *» "«''<' them under-stand that he wa. merely advancing a princiole .nJnot practising a crime, that hi. ha*d had n'^I^^W

137
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brought down to lull, that his heart was quite as ten-
der as any other man's, and that he certainly was not
advocating murder in any degree. Nor was he at pres-
ent attempting to proselyte.

When he finally escaped the reporters, his brow was
wet with the sweat of one who finds himself confronted
by a superior force and with no means of defence. He
knew that he was to be assailed by every paper in New
York. They would tear him to shreds.
Wade was at the pier. He waited patiently in the

background while the returned voyager dealt with the
reporters, appearing abruptly at Braden's elbow as
he was giving his keys to the inspector.

« Good morning, sir," said Wade, in what must be
recorded as a confidential tone. He might have been
repeating the salutation of yesterday morning for aU
tnat his manner betrayed.

I, "^"'"°u^*'^*'
^^^^ *° '^ y°"-" Braden shook

hands with the man. "How is my grandfather?"
Better, sir," said the other, meaning that his mas-

nfhr'
"""'^ comfortable than he had been during the

Wade was not as much of an optimist as his reply
would seem to indicate. It was his habit to hold bad
news m reserve as long as possible, doubtless for the
satisfaction it gave him to dribble it out sparingly.He had found it to his advantage to break all sorts of
news hesitatingly to his master, for he was never byway of knowing what Mr. Thorpe would regard as bad
news. For example, early in his career as valet, he
had rushed mto Mr. Thorpe's presence with what he
had every reason to believe would be good news. He
had been sent over to the home of Mr. Thorpe's son
for an important bit of information, and he supplied
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Bat Ml. Tk •
"PKiiaid ten-poutider. sir"Mt Mr. Thorpe, instead of acceDtiii» tlk. J

gladly, jpoiied evervtl.i„„ f '*I'™« *•>« good news
•' And how isihe Zr mu^ J ,r"""'^ "'"^»ft
-. question wWch causrfwX ' «^*™« "'''«^"

he had to reply ..Tm.„ ^T """y"". 'or

Pected to iJL hour out
""• "" '"* ""'' ""'» «"

«g1"rfe1 iS^'neral-^I ^fk' ^J"-""^ -«
Wn-self thatawaTn-tbad^

""'°'" ""* """'^"^

«:j]"r^roir^;rs-r-:-»-ade,
and IS;1hr^;^:t- * '/ T'"^-^*"" *- bags

g«.ti/ob«ir r„r*j:
*' »' "'«> «•»«,. m s

"..."irrTarlS/^
grandfatherV- denu„.ded

**nZ*^": ,^^°«« ^ere the orders."

Mr. Thorpe is ^pe^^^yot 1^
'" '^^^ '> ^ou that

"Nevertheless, I shall not—"

rushed across townt the c« L S'
"," "" '«'"«

" "" ""> "« orew from Wade all
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of the distressing details. He had never suspected the
truth. Indeed, his grandfather had kept the truth
from him so successfully that he had come to look upon
him as one of the fortunate few who arrive at death in
the full possession of health, those who die because the
machinery stops of its own accord. And now the worst
possible death was stalking his benefactor, driving,—
always driving without pity. Braden's heart was cold,
his face pallid with dread as he hurried up the steps to
the front door of the familiar old house.

He had forgotten Anne and his vow never to enter
the house so long as she was mistress of it. He forgot
that her freedom was about to become an accomplished
fact, that the thing she had anticipated was now at
hand. He had often wondered how long it would be
in coming to her, and how she would stand up under

.
the strain of the half score of years or more that con-
ceivably might be left to the man she had married.
There had been times when he laughed in secret antici-

pation of the probabilities that attended her unwhole-
some adventure. Years of it! Years of bondage be-
fore she could lay hands upon the hard-earned fruits

of freedom

!

As he entered the hall Anne came out of the library
to greet him. There was no hesitation on her part, no
pretending. She came directly to him, her hand ex-
tended. He had stopped stock-still on seeing her.

"I am glad you have come, Braden," she said, let-

ting her hand fall to her side. Either he had ignored
it or was too dismayed to notice it at all. "Mr.
Thorpe has waited long and patiently for you. I am
glad you have come."

He was staring at her, transfixed. There was no
change in her appearance. She was just as he had
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wen her on that last, never-to-be-forgotten dav !,-

.h.^b.L"rrdt*.T,t
"" ""' •"" "" '«''

I"!"™. It It a> bad as Wade "

that i!"rt fV"'' °"' '"P*' ^"^«''" 'he "id, "and

few hlu-^ •?°"i^ ^' 'PPreciated the depth of

^4^!^.,IJ^ - ""•'^« "' T-Pleton

..7hT JaT'-riff^te^i^b^^""* '"- «''"«' '

stav ;« *i.- 1-
*° *'°"® »^'nd go— and to

prefer not to see ™e, I .hall ™.ke /p^s^iM^- ,LT.ng m my roo„. It i, „„iy ,„;, a,Jj .hould .wTtoy.« a once about_ about thi,. That i, .hv ZtiMhere to .ee you. I may as well teU you ftalMf
^^r iT'.r'

'=*"* ™ *" ™' Ws room,- to f«the undoubtedly prefers that I should not do so. I hattned to help him. I have done mv best B,.J x
want you to know that. It is pofsibt Ihftt „.yteU you as much. Your place is here. You mu^t not
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regard me an obstacle. It will not be necesiarj for
you to communicate with me. I thall understand.
Dr. Bates keeps me fully informed." She spoke with-
out the slightest trace of bitterness.

He heard her to the end without lifting his gaze
from the floor. When she was through, he looked at
her.

" You are the mistress of the house, Anne. I shall
not overlook the fact, even though you may. If my
grandfather wishes me to do so, I shall remain here
in the house with him— to the end, not simply as his
relative, but to do what little I can in a professional
way. Why was I not informed of his condition?"
His manner was stem.

" You must ask that question of Mr. Thorpe him-
self," said she. « As I have told you, he is the master
of the house. The rules are his, not mine; and, by the
same token, the commands are his."

He hesitated for a moment. " You might have sent
word to me. Why didn't you?"

"Because I was under orders," she said steadily.
"Mr. Thorpe would not allow us to send for you.
There was an excellent purpose back of his decision to
keep you on the qther side of the Atlantic untU you
were ready to return of your own accord. I daresay,
if you reflect for a moment, you will see through his
motives."

His eyes narrowed. « There was no cause for ap-
prehension," he said coldly.

"It was something I could not discuss with him,
however," she returned, " and so I was hardly in a posi-
tion to advise him. You must believe me, Braden,
when I say that I am glad for his sake that you are
here. He will die happily now."
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«Jf*k^*'
uffered— so terriblj?**

..,^/i *^".*°'* horrible,- too horrible," .he cried

Xt1« ^""* her e,e. and .hivering' a. ;ith1:

The tears rushed to Braden»« eves ««P««, m

Ann w^^^^^^^^^ "",^
'"^^"^ "°"»*«J *»»« -t«».

self nv;/ !i
"* *'''" '^^ ^^'^'^^ '^^ "^ing to her-

hi wm *"** 7" "«*^
'' " "^ ^i» never foLve^e,he will never forgive me." Later on alon.. i« ?u

mS» *.•;"' ^»P« I^' >«> coddling .U th.^montlM. She frowned u ,he allowed her thought. t»

.Tn,rrar 'IT'"-
"""' "»' ".At^

Wade was waiting outside his master's il««, ».•

He is conscious ? "

.oiZr^ir:^^-
^''"'' *"= -"' <" »• Alw.,. CO..

wir" He
-"-'* "^ " "'" '» •"*• " yo" tUni.

" '^'"*''' » P»y. «•." .aid W«le franUy. < I „,
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in hopes that it would soon be all over for him."

** Am I to go in at once? »»

"Maj I have a word or two with you first, lir?"
•aid Wade, lowering hit voice to a whisper and sending
an uneasy glance over his shoulder. " Come this way,
•ir. Its safer over here. Uncommonly sharp ears he
has, sir."

*^

**WeU, what is it? I must not be delayed—"
"I shan't keep you a minute, Mr. Braden. It's

something I feel I ought to tell you. Mr. Thorpe is
quite m his right mind, sir, so you'll appreciate more
fully what a shock his proposition was to me. In a
word, Mr. Braden, he has offered me a great sum of
money if I'U put four of those little pills into a glass
of water to-night and give it to him to drink. There's
enough poison in them to kiU three men in a flash, sir.My God, Mr. Braden, it was— it was terrible ! " The
man's face was livid.

"A great sum of money—" began Braden dumbly.

Jr.*" } % ""^^ **"'*^^ *•*" ^** » -'^^ ^n the face.
Good God, Wade,— he— he wanted you to m

him !

"

"That's it, sir, that's it." whispered Wade jerkily.
He has an envelope up there with fifty thousand dol-

lars in it. He had me count them a week ago, right
before his eyes, and hide the envelope in a drawer.
You see how he trusts me, sir? He knows that I could
rob him to-night if I wanted to do so. Or what's to
prevent my making off with the money after he's gone?
Nobody would ever know. But he knows me too well.
He trusts me. I was to give him the poison the night
after you got home, and I would never be suspected of
doing it because the pills have been lying on his table
for weeks, ready for liim to take at any time. Every
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o« nught ..y th.t he took them him«lf, don't you

-h'lT?™' i" ^°f''
"'""' "'y "f*'"'' Ik take them.—

BrL„°"" ••
'"' ^*'" '" «*« "•™ '» him?" Tried

'tS' f,"
'[^ P"'Pi"tion on hU brow.

....A, 1,' .' "/^ •"'"'- "'" "Pl«'"«" Wade. " He

Jike hT. .3! iT "« <'°l-'™""«
"•». He wiU not

.hell Mr Br^-
"\~^ "" ^ •»''«• "»« »

1 * ««nt do what he ask. me to do. Not for .11the money in the world. He «em. to think Sit Idon t beheve there i. . hell. Anyhow, .i,* hT.^ar!
fellow man. Beg pardon, sir; I forgot that you ha»ebeen writing .11 these article, about -••

It . JI right, Wade," interrupted Braden. •' Tell

the nurses, to Murray— any one?"

PeaTeSf^'t. an"""^ k".^'""
'^'' *"« <» >»"•» «P-pepled to any one but me. «r, except -that is t^

"Who else?"

nurl^ te°itT £!'"'^M •« "»"''' "k "y of the

byTfriend L a 'Jl'
*^:'^* " ""«''* *"> •» d""'oy a friend or a— member of the family. The doctors

wriJ^""""*
'°

"
'"•^^•™" '» him, buft^:;*

Thl^""'' \"'"' ""* ^ ""'''' h' •>«, spoken to Mrs.Thorpe .good many time, about it. Every time she>s ^one with him. in fact, sir. I've heard tZ l^!"!? .
with her,— yes, and cursing'her, too,— and""h^r

pleading

voice

w
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is always fuU of horror when she sayg «No, no' I

stand here by the door, waiting to be called, so I catch
snatches of conversation when their voices are raised.
Besides, she's always as white as a sheet when she
comes out, and two or three times she has actuaUy run
to her room as if she was afraid he was pursuing her.
I can t help feehng, Mr. Braden, that he considers her
a^member of the family, and so long as I won't do it,

T ",?°°i.^/'^» ^*^^' ^°°'* «*y ^'^ything more!

T 1-.
*^ ^^® suddenly seemed about to give way

under him. He went on in a hoarse whisper: "Why
I --

1 am a member of the family. You don't suppose
ne 11— you don't suppose—

"

^^
"I just thought I'd tell you, sir," broke in Wade.
SOS you might be prepared. WiU you go in now,

Birr He is most eager to see you."
Braden entered the room, sick with horror. A mem-

ber^ of ^the family! A member of the family to do the

He was shocked by the appearance of the sick oldma^ Templeton Thorpe had wasted to a thin, greyish
shadow. His hps were as white as his cheek, and thatwas the colour of chalk. Only his eyes were brightand gleaming with the life that remained to him. The
grip of his hand was strong and firm, and his voice,
too, was steady.

«rve been waiting for you, Braden, my boy," saidMr. Thorpe, some time after the greetings. He turned
himself weakly m the bed and, drawing a little nearer
to the edge, lowered his voice to a more confidential
tone. His eyes were burning, his lips drawn tightly
Across his teeth, -for even at his age Templeton

i ....



PROM THE HOUSETOPS u^Thorpe was not a toothless thinxr Thp.the room. The nurse had «»^f' ^''^^ '^"e alone in
a short respite.

"* ""'^"'^ "P°° ">e prospect of

<^-' «y'u^tte frf'^^^^C
^--ted Bra.

"That is the fifth or ^l^'l'
"^^ ^"'^^ ««o.»

remark in the last ten" ^u^^r; -J^;?;-
"^^^^e that

querulous note stealing in n v ' ' '"^ ^''- Thorpe, a
««ain. Bjr the wav sL ^V'""- "Don't s^ it

What cou5 vo^hinr; *'wL?^^r ^°' ^-*
have done? Answer me that."

^"°^ ^°"^^ ^o"
^here is no telling, sir Af i«„ * rdone my share of the -that is J ' r

"""^'^ '^'^^^

heen useful in a great manrwl v"^'
^ "'«^* ^*^«

«r, that I should have been iJ? * " "'^^ ^ «"e,

"Don't .ay that^; "'"".•«*"% »n>ae.

agreeably surprised ia Ce J°1 ""' ^ ''"« •»»
»«>»• She haf «ot Jgtw i c? '""* *» "» •»'
« human being in ereft «!? °"'\ ^''^ "S"* me .,
thmk that sheV, Heart T^ ^.

'"l
'-«-"-'i«« t.

Wity, my boy, that she ™; fc. u " "" •"»« Possi-
-ifc if I hadtt p^ttm « .1^- ' r'^ you a «„<«,
«vent, she would not havfnf1?

"" ""/ ""y- I" "y
"fhout saying that she Is fcT^/""- " ««'
only- You may find so^r ? ''' '" '^ '» '""e
past few weeks^I tve °^d

""''''' " ">««• ^ the
Wore her and she hi, ^ft f7e.^T" *""'"'*™'
further to you, but-" he

' ^T\ i
'""*" «?'«»"ere he smiled wanly_«,o^
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day she may tell you in the inevitable attempt to justify
herself and win back what she has lost. Don't in-

terrupt me, please. She TcUl try, never fear, and you
will have to be strong to resist her. I know what you
would say to me, so don't say it. You are horrified

by the thought of it, but the day will come when you
must again raise your hand against the woman who
loves you. Make no mistake, Braden; she loves

you."
" I believe I would strike her dead if she made the

slightest appeal to—

"

" Never mind," snapped the old man. " I know you
well enough to credit you with self-respect, if not self^

abnegation. What I am trying to get at is this: do
you hold a grudge against me for revealing this girl's

true character to you? "

" I must ask you to excuse me from answering that

question, grandfather," said Braden, compressing his

lips.

The old man eyed him closely. " Is that an admis-
sion that you think I have wronged you in saving you
from the vampires? " he persisted ironically.

" I cannot discuss your wife with you, sir," said the

other.

Mr. Thorpe continued to regard his grandson nar-
rowly for a moment or two longer, and then a look of

relief came into his eyes. "I see. I shouldn't have
asked it of you. Nevertheless, I am satisfied. My ex-

periment is a success. You are qualified to distinguish

between the Tresslyn greed and the Tresslyn love, so

I have not failed. They put the one above the other

and so far they have trusted to luck. If Anne had
spumed my money I haven't the slightest doubt that
she would have married you and made you a good wife.

The fact that she did not spurn my money would seem
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to prove that she wouldn't make anybody a good wife

Thlf ! •/ °'' ^ *^^'- ^°" '^ I «™ dying.That 8 quite apparent, even to the idiots who are trf

Aha, Mr. Thorpe, how are we to-day? Better eh?'a. dymg by inches^ fractions of iLhes^tb'e pr -

speech.
^^^ '^°'*' °"* °^ ^'^"*^ «^*«' *»^» long

Braden laid his hand upon the bony fore-arm.

thf- t"J-
»" ^°" '"°""* granddaddy, that you had

worT'^Mnl,
Say it, my boy. I'm not afraid of theword. Most people are. It's a dreadful word. Howcan I answer your question? Years, no doubt. K ^!came active a year and a half ago. I knew what it l^.

Anil
^77^"'« °f«» «r. why did you let it go on?An operation at that time might have-" *

You forget that I could afford to wait. When a

even iftL ^.
"'

f^.
as I am he can philosopWseeven in the matter of death. What is a year or two

TexZiLf "*'r'/°
"^^ ^" operatL is ei he;an experiment or a last resort, isn't it? Well, mv bovI preferred to look upon it as a last resort, and as suchI concluded to put it off until the last minute, Chen'twouldn't make any difference which way it resuItld IfIt had r Ited fatally a year and a half ago what

row, with the same result, haven't I cheated Time outof eighteen months?"
"timeout

Jll^V^^ K^^'
*^' suffering," cried Braden. « You

"ftain .W ^'? 'P"^^ y°""^« *^- -hole lifetime

You Uven't cH!?''
""' " *'^'^ '''' '- -"*"-

You haven t cheated pam out of its year and a half.'»
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"True," said Mr. Thorpe, his lips twitching with

the pain he was trying to defy ; " I have not been able

to laugh at the futility of pain. Ah !
'* It was almost

a scream that issued from between his stretched lips.

He began to writhe. . . .

" Come in again to-night," he said half an hour latc^,

whispering the words with diflBculty. The two nurses

and the doctor's assistant, who had been staying in the

house for more than a week, now stood back from the

bedside, dripping with perspiration. The paroxysm
had been one of the worst he had experienced. They
had believed for a time that it was also to be the last.

Braden Thorpe, shaking like a leaf because of the very

inactivity that was forced upon him by the activity

of others, wiped the sweat from his brow, and nodded
his head in speechless despair. " Come in to-night,

after you've talked with Anne and Dr. Bates. I'm eas-

ier now. It can't go on much longer, you see. Bates

gives me a couple of weeks. That means a couple of

centuries of pain, however. Go now and talk it over

with Anne."

With this singular admonition pounding away at

his senses, Braden went out of the room. Wade,— the

ever-present Wade,— was outside the door. His ex-

pression was as calmly attentive as it would have been

were his master yawning after a healthy nap instead of

screami'ig with all the tortures of the damned. As
Braden hurried by, hardly knowing whither he went,

the servant did something he had never done before in

his life. He ventured to lay a detaining hand upon
the arm of a superior.

"Did he ask you to— to do it, Master Braden?"
he whispered hoarsely. The man's eyes were glazed

with dread.
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Braden stopped. At first he did not comprehend.
Then Wade's meaning was suddenly revealed to him.
He drew back, aghast.

" Good Lord, no! No, no! " he cried out.
" Well," said Wade deliberately, « he will, mark my

words, sir. I don't mind saying to you, Mr. Braden,
that he depends upon you."
"Are you crazy. Wade? " gasped Braden, searching

the man's face with an intentness that betrayed his own
fear that the prophecy would come true. Something
had already told him that his grandfather would depend
upon him for complete relief,— and it was that some-
thing that had gripped his heart when he entered the
sick-room, and still gripped it with all the infernal ten-
acity of inevitableness.

He hurried on, like one hunted and in search of a
place in which to hide until the chase had passed. At
the foot of the stairs he came upon Murray, the butler.

" Mrs. Thorpe says that you are to go to your old
room, Mr. Braden," said the butler. « Will you care
for tea, sir, or would you prefer something a little
stronger?"

"Nothing, Murray, thank you," replied Braden,
cok with a strange new terror. He could not put
aside the impression that Murray, the bibulous Mur-
ray, was also regarding him in the light of an execu-
tioner. Somewhere back in his memory there was
aroused an old story about the citizens who sat up all
night to watch for the coming of the hangman who was
to do a grewsome thing at dawn. He tried to shake
ofF the feeling, he tried to laugh at the fantastic no-
tion that had so swiftly assailed him. «* I think I shall
go to my room. Call me, if I am needed."
He did not want to see Anne. He shrank from the

I

i

i
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revelations that were certain to come from the har-
asaed wife of the old man who wanted to die. As he
remounted the stairs, he was subtly aware that some
one opened a door below and watched him as he fled.
He did not look behind, but he knew that the watcher
was white-faced and pleading, and that she too was
counting on him for support.
An hour later, a servant knocked at his door. The

afternoon was far gone and the sky was overcast with
sinister streaks of clouds that did not move, but hung
like vast Zeppelins over the harbour beyond: long, blue-
black clouds with white bellies. Mournful clouds that
waited for the time io come when they could burst into
tears! He had been watching them as they crept up
oyer the Jersey shores, great stealthy birds of iU-omen,
giving out no sound yet ponderous in their flight. He
started at the gentle tapping on his door; a strange
hope possessed his soul. Was this a friendly hand that
knocked? Was its owner bringing him the word that
the end had come and that he would not be caUed upon
to deny the great request? He sprang to the door.

Dr. Bates is below, sir," said the maid. «*He
would like to see you before he goes."

Braden's heart sank. "I'll come at once, Katie."
There were three doctors in the library. Dr. Bates

went straight to the point.

"Your grandfather, Braden, has a very short time
to live. He has just dismissed us. Our services are
no longer required in this case, if I "

"Dismissed you?" cried Braden, unbelievingly.
Dr. Bates smiled. «We can do nothing more for

him, my boy. It is just as weU that we should eo.He—

"

®

" But, my God, sir, you cannot leave him to die in—

»
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"Have patience, my lad. We are not leaving him

to die alone. By his express command, we are tuminir
the case over to you. You are to be his sole—"

I refuse!" shouted Braden.
" You cannot refuse,- you will not, I am sure. Foryour benefit I may say that the case is absolutely hope-

less. Not even a miracle can save him. If you will
give me your closest attention, I will, with Dr. Bray's
support describe his condition and all that has ledup to this unhappy crisis. Sit down, my boy. lamjour good friend. I am not your critic, n;r you^
traducer Sit down and listen calmly, if youCYou should know just what is before you, and you musi

consultation expresses but one opinion. In truth, it

deds*on."
°^'"''''' **"'* *^'^ '^'°*"''* ^"* *" unqualified

r f°^** ^Z^
^'""^ ®''**^" "** «» i^ paralysed and

istened to the words of the fine old doctor. At lastthe three arose and stood over him.

B«f7°"
"°d"«t«nd everything now,'Braden,» said Dr.Bates, a tremor m his voice. "May God direct vour

t7f"Tth?
^'^" "?* ^"'"^ '^'^ ^^^' Yo^tlZ

not tr„! w'
«»•- deserting you, however, for that isnot true. We go because you have come, because youhave been put in sole charge. And no^ my boy^?have something else to say to you as an old friend Iknow your views. Not I alone, but Dr. Bray and

things There have been countless instances, like theone at hand when we have wished that we might be
faithless to the tenets of a noble profession. But wehave never faltered. It is not our province to be merci-
ful, If I may put it in that way, but to be conscientious.
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It is our dutj to save, not to destroy. That if what
binds every doctor to his patient. Take the advice

of an old man, Braden, and don't allow your pity to

run away with your soul. Take my advice, lad. Let

God do the deliberate killing. He will do it in his own
good time, for all of us. I speak frankly, for I know
you consider me your friend and well-wisher."

** Thank you. Dr. Bates," said Braden, hoarsely.
*' The advice is not needed, however. I am not a mur-

derer. I could not kill that poor old man upstairs,

no matter how dreadfully he suffers. I fear that you
have overlooked the

i
fact that I am an advocate, not a

performer, of merciful deeds. You should not confuse

my views with my practice. I advocate legalising the

destruction of the hopelessly afflicted. Inasmuch as it

is not a legal thing to do at present, I shall continue to

practise my profession as all the rest of you do : con-

scientiously." He was standing before them. His
face was white and his hands were clenched.

" I am glad to hear you say that, Braden,** said Dr.

Bates gently. "Forgive me. One last word, how-

ever. If you need me at any time, I stand ready to

come to you. If you conclude to operate, I— I shall

advise against it, of course,— you may depend upon me
to be with you when you—"

"But you have said, Dr. Bates, that you do not

believe an operation would be of—

"

" In my opinion it would be fatal. But you must
not forget that God rules, not we mortals. We do not

know everything. I am frank to confess that there is

not one among us who is willing to take the chance, if

that is a guide to you. That's all, my boy. Good-bye.

God be with you!"
They passed out of and away from the house.



CHAPTER XII

IN the course of the evening, desolated by the ugly re-
sponsibihty that had been thrust upon him, Braden

fn A^ ?; /u
scruples, his antipathy, and sent word

^ 1 r; f
^""^ "°* appeared for dinner, which wasa doleful afFaar; she did not even favour him with anapology for not coming down. Distasteful as the in-

terview promised to be for him, he realised that it shouldnot be postponed His grandfather's wife would have

Itt^rr -u " ""^ **" "«^* *° ^«"<^« ^ho shouldattend the sick man. While he was acutely confident
that she would not oppose his solitary attendance, there
still struggled m his soul the hope that she might, for

^Ll t '
W«"«°<^«» at least, insist on caUing inother physicians. It was a hope that he dared not en-

courage, however. Fate had settled the matter. Itwas ordained that he should stand where he now stood
in this unhappy hour.

«t;?'l
'7",!-^

h» grandfather's declaration that she
stiU loved him. The thought turned him sick with^athmg, for he believed in his heart that it was true.

J!^ T/i,** f""f
^°^'^ ^^* «°^ ^^^»3^« ^°"W love

But he a so knew that every vestige of love and
respect for her had gone out of his heart long ago andthat he now felt only the bitterness of disillusionment
so far as she was concerned. He was not afraid of her.She had lost a^l power to move a single drop of bloodm his veins. But he was afraid for her.
She came downstairs at nine o'clock. He had notgone near the sick-room since his initial visit, earlier in

165
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the day, literally obeying the command of the sick man

:

tu talk matters over with Anne before coming again

to see him.
" I am sorry to have kept you waiting," she said

simply, as she advanced into the room. ** I have been

talking over the telephone with my mother. She docs

not come here any more. It has been nearly three

weeks since she last came to see me. The dread of it

al', don't you know. She is positive that she has all

of the symptoms. I suppose it is a not uncommon

fault of the imagination. Of course, I go to sec her

every afternoon. 1 see no one else, Braden, except

good old Simmy Dodge. He stops in nearly every day

to inquire, and to cheer me up if possible."

She was attired in a simple evening gown,— an old

one, she hastily would have informed a woman visitor,

— and it was hard for him to believe that this was not

the lovely, riant Anne Tresslyn of a year ago instead

of the hardened mistress of Templeton Thorpe's home.

There was no sign of confusion or uncertainty in her

manner, and not the remotest indication that her heart

•till owned love for him. If she retained a spark of

the old flame in that beautiful body of hers, it was very

carefully secreted behind a mask of indifference. She

met his gaze frankly, unswervingly. Her poise was

perfect,— marvellously so in the face of his ill-concealed

antipathy.
" I suppose you know that I have been left in sole

charge of the case," he said, without preface.

"Oh, yes," she replied cahnly. "It was Mr.

Thorpe's desire."

"And yours?"
" Certainly. Were you hoping that I would inter-

pose an objection?" ^
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«n**j ^ " "*** qualified to take charge of--»'

a. M^^Thrr^''
lrad.n,it I remind you, that .0 faras Mr. Thorpe's chance, for recovery are concerned, hemight safety be attended by the simplest novice, ihemult would be the same." She spoke without a traceof irony. «Dr Bates and the others were willing to

continue, but what was the use? They do not kaveyou a thing to stand on, Braden. There is nothing
that you can do. I am sorry. It seems a pity for youto have come home to this."

^^

He smUed faintly, whether at her use of the word

Jul J^L *^' P'°*P''* •**« ^^ do'^ for him itwould be diflicult to say.

"Shall we sit down, Anne, and discuss the situa-
lon? he said. « It is one of my grandfather's orders,so I suppose we shall have to obey."
She sank gracefully into a deep chair at the foot ofthe library table, and motion^ for him to take onenearby The light from the chandelier fell upon herbrown hair, and glinted.

^

Jnf!^* 'I ""l? f
*?"«"' ^'"^*°' *^^* ^« «h°"W come

into each other's hves again, and in this manner. Itseems so long ago "

"Is it necessary to discuss ourselves, Anne? "
She regarded him steadily. « Yes, I think so," he

said We must at least convince ourselves that the
past has no right to interfere with or overshadow whatwe may choose to call the present,- or the future, forthat matter, if I may look a little farther ahead. The

orairtw"lf K
* "^^ ""1 ^''' *°^*^^'' ^^^^^°' in spiteof all that has happened, and we must make the best of

t w f
^''° '"«?' "'^ *^*"" ^°^^^' I mean,- wiUbe watching us. We must watch ourselves. Oh, don't

misconstrue that remark, please. We must see to it

&
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^

that the world doei not judge ui entirely by our pait.**

She wftf very cool about it, he thought,— and confident.

" As I said before, Anne, I lee no occasion to—**

" Very well," she interrupted. " I beg your pardon.

You asked me to see you to-night. What is it that you

wish to say to me?"
He leaned forward in the chair, his elbows on the

arms of it, and regarded her fixedly. " Has my grand-

father ever appealed to you to— to—" He stopped,

for she had turned deathly pale; she closed her eyes

tightly as if to shut out some visible horror ; a percep-

tible shudder ran through her slender body. As Bra-

den started to rise, she raised her eye-lids, and in her

lovely eyes he saw horror, dread, appeal, all in one.

** I*m sorry," he murmured, in distress " I should have

been more—

"

" It's all right," she said, recovering herself with an

effort. " I thought I had prepared myself for the

question you were so sure to ask. I have been through

hell in the past two weeks, Braden. I have had to

listen to the most infamous proposals— but perhaps

it would be better for me to repeat them to you just as

they were made to me, and let you judge for yourself."

She leaned back in the chair, as if suddenly tired.

Her voice was low and tense, and at no time during her

recital did she raise it above the level at which she

started. Plainly, she was under a severe strain and

was afraid that she might lose control of herself.

It appeared that Mr. Thorpe had put her to the su-

preme test. In brief, he had called upon liis young

wife to put him out of his misery ! Cunningly, he had

beset her with the most amazing temptations. Her

story was one of those incredible things that one can-

not believe because the mind refuses to entertain the
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.umed bjr pam, .n.plorcd her to perform a .imple actof mercy. He told her of the four little pella. and

ter r KH ^\*"- ^^ *^-* ' '"
•• "^^ *'«^«t«'J the mat-

ter lightly. The next da.y ia . .^an I .. .Iv, per-istent
campaign against what h m. pkas d t, aM her in-humanity: he did not C..JK J a .ih .cr.., .. The"ewas .oj.ethmg Maehiavd- n I,. „.• suHV .'. .chem-

o?U T T"^
*,*'''' *''' •• " "'' ' ''" "^ "•-•»*! intent

rfflw!!.^*^^;: ^'i"'^"
^

''"• ""^''^"- --^''^ never be
afflicted The fact thah !.e con. nt.I to the act wa.enough to clear her comn.nco, if .... ^^s all that

now, and fled the room in horror.
Then he tried to anger her with abuse and calumny

to such an extent that she would be driven to the deed

HLtT"'% ^"1^"? ^" *'"'' ^' '^-"'"^d his wheed-
ling tactics. It would be impossible, he argued, for anyone to know that she had given him the soouling poison"^The doctors would always believe that he had overcome
his prejudice against self-destruction and had taken
the tablets, just as they intended and evidently desiredhim to do. But he would not take his own life. Hewould go on suffering for years before he would send
his soul to purgatory by such an act. He believed in
damnation. He had lived an honourable, upright lifeand he maintained that his soul was entitled to the
salvation his body had earned for it by its resistance to
the evils of the flesh. What, said he, could be more
incompatible with a life-long observance of God's laws
than the commission of an act for which there could beno forgiveness, what more terrible than going into the
presence of his maker with sin as his guide tnd advo-
cate? His last breath of life drawn in sin

!
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Day after day he whispered his wily arguments, and
always she fled in horror. Her every hour was a

nightmare, sleeping or waking. Her strength was
shattered, yet she was compelled to withstand his daily

attacks. He never failed to send for her to sit with

him while the nurse took her exercise. He would have

no one else. Ultimately he sought to tempt her with

offers of gold! He agreed to add a codicil to his will,

giving her an additional million dollars if she would per-

form a " simple service " for him. That was the way
he styled it : a simple service ! Merely the dropping of

four little tablets into a tumbler of water and holding

it to his lips to drain ! Suicide with a distinction, mur-

der by obligation ! One of his arguments was that she

would be free to marry the man she loved if he was

out of the way. He did not utter the name of the

man, however.

Anne spoke to no one of these shocking encounters in

the darkened sick-room. She would not have spoken

to Braden but for her husband's command given no
later than the hour before that she should do so.

" Twice, Braden, I was tempted to do what he asked

of me," she said in conclusion, almost in a whisper.

" He was in such fearful agony. You will never know
how he has suffered. My heart ached for him. I can-

not understand how a good and gentle God can inflict

such pain upon one of his creatures. Why should this

Christian be crucified? But I must not say such things.

Twice I came near to putting those tablets in the glass

and giving it to him to drink, but both times I shrank

even as I took them up from the table. I shall never

forget the look of joy that came into his eyes when
he saw me pick them up, nor shall I ever forget the look

he gave me when I threw them down and put my fingers
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to my ears to shut out the sound of his moans. It
would have been so easy to end it all for him. No one
could have known, and he would have died thanking me
for one good deed at least. Yesterday when I failed
hun for the second time, he made the most horrible
confession to me. He said that when he married me
a year ago he knew that this very crisis would come
and that he had counted on me then as his deliverer

!

He actually said to me, Braden, that all this was in his
nund when he married me. Can't you understand? If
the time ever came when he wanted to die, who would
be more likely to serve his purpose than the young,
avaricious wife who loved another man? Oh, he was
not thinking of your good, my friend,— at least, not
entirely. He did not want you to throw yourself away
on me, that's true, but your preservation was not his
sole object, let me assure you. He planned deeper
than we knew. He looked ahead for one year and saw
what was coming, and he counted on me,— he counted
on the wife he had bought. Once he asked me if I had
the faintest idea how many wives have killed strong and
healthy husbands in order that they might wed the
men they loved better. If murderesses can do that,
said he, why should I hesitate, when there could be no
such thing as murder in my— oh, it was too terrible!
Thank God, he thinks better of me now than he did
on the day he married me. Even though he is your
grandfather, Braden, I can say to you frankly that if
taking his own life means going to hell for him, I would
see him in hell before I would—

"

"Anne, Anne!" cried he, shaken. "Don't say it'
It is too horrible. Think of what you were about to
say and

—

"

Oh, I've thought, my friend," she broke in fiercely.

«(
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" It is time for you to think of what he would have done

for me. He would have sent me to hell in his place.

Do you understand? Do you suppose that if I had

killed him, even with mercy and kindness in my heart,

I could ever have escaped from a hell on earth, no mat-

ter what God's judgment may have been hereafter?

Woidd heaven after death affect the hell that came
before?"

" Do you believe that there is life beyond the

grave?" he demanded. "Do you still believe that

there is a heaven and a hell?
"

" Yes," she said' firmly, " and down in your soul,

Braden, you believe it too. We all believe it, even the

scientists who scoff. We can't help believing it. It is

that which makes good men and women of us, which

keeps us as children to the end. It isn't honour or

nobility of character that makes us righteous, but the

fear of God. It isn't death that we dread. We shrink

from the answer to the question we've asked all through
life. Can you answer that question now? "

" Of course not," he said, " nor can I solve the riddle

of life. That is the great mystery. Death is simple.

We know why we die but we don't know why we live."

"The same mystery that precedes life also follows

it," she said stn>-bomly. " The greatest scientist in

the world was oiii-e a lifeless atom. He acknowledges

that, doesn't he? So, my friend, there is something

even vaster than the greatest of all intelligences, and
that is ignorant <>. But we are wasting time. I have

told you everything. You know just what I've been

through. I don't ask for your sympathy, for you
would be quite right in refusing to give it me. I made
my bed, so there's the end of it. I am glad that you
are here. The situation is in your hands, not mine."
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** What is there for me to do except to sit down, like
you, and wait? ' he groaned, in desperation.

She was silent for a long time, evidently weighing
her next remark. « What have you to say for your pet
theory now, Braden? " she inquired, haltingly.
"You may rest assured, Anne, that even were it

legally possible, I should not put it into practice in
this instance," he said coldly.

Her face brightened. « Do you really mean it?
"

" I wish you and all the rest of them would under-
stand that I am not setting myself up as a butcher—'»

he began hotly.

« t"J^***
^^ *" ^ ^*°* *° ^°®^'" *^« <^^^^^» tremulously.

I have been dreading the— I have found myself won-
dering if you would give him those tablets. Look me
straight in the eye, Braden. You will not do that. wUl
you?'*

"Never!" he exclaimed.
« You don't know what that means to me," she said

in a low voice. Again there was a long silence. He
was studying her face, and queer notions were entering
his brain. « Another question, please, and that is aU.
Can his life be prolonged by an operation?"
"I am assured that he could not survive an

operation."

"He may ask you to— to perform one," she said,
watching him closely.

He hesitated. « You mean that he is willing to Uke
the cliance? "

" I mean that he realises it will make no difference,
one way or the other. The other doctors have refused
to operate."

" He wiU not ask me to operate," said Braden, but
his soul shook within him as he spoke.
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" We shall see," said she strangely, and then arose.

She came quite close to him. "I do not want you to

operate, Braden. Any one but you. You must not

take the— the chance. Now you would better go up

to him. Tell him you have talked with me. He will

understand. He may even speak a good word for me.

Good night. Thank you for— for letting me speak

with you to-night."

She left the room. He stood quite still for a full

minute, staring at the closed door. Then he passed

his hand over his ey«s as if to shut out the vision that

remained. He knew now that his grandfather was

right.

In the hall upstairs he found Wade.
" Time you were in bed," said Braden shortly.

" Get a little rest, man. I am here now. You needn't

worry."

"He's been asking for you, sir. The nurse has

been out here twice within the last ten minutes. Ex-

cuse me, Mr. Braden; may I have another word with

you? " He did not lower his voice. Wade's voice was

of a peculiarly unpenetrating character. Unless one

observed his speech it was scarcely audible, and yet

one had a queer impression, at a glance, that he was

speaking a little above the ordinary tone of voice.

" Did Mrs. Thorpe tell you that her brother has been

here to see Mr. Thorpe three times within a week? "

Braden started. " She did not. Wade."
" Why didn't she tell you, sir?

"

**What do you mean?"
** Well, sir, it is just this way : Mr. Thorpe sent for

young Mr. Tresslyn last Friday afternoon. Consider-

able diflBculty was had in finding him. He was just a

wee bit tipsy when he got here at eigiit o'clock. Mrs.



FROM THE HOUSETOPS 165

Thorpe did not see him, although Murray went to her
room to tell her of his arrival. Young Mr. Tresslyn
was in Mr. Thorpe's room for ten or fifteen minutes,
and then left the house in a great hurry, sir. He
came again on Saturday evening, and acted very
queerly. Both times he was alone with Mr. Thorpe.
Again he fairly rushed out of the house as if he was
pursued by devils. Then he came on Sunday night,
and the same thing happened. As he was going out,
I spoke to him, and this is what he said to me,— scared-
like and shaking all over, sir,T-' I'm not coming here
again, Wade. No more of it for me. Damn him ! You
tell my sister that I'm not coming again !

' Then he
went out, mumbling to himself. Right after that I
went up to Mr. Thorpe. He was very angry. He
gave orders that Mr. Tresslyn was not to be admitted
again. It was then, sir, that he spoke to me about
the money in the envelope. I have had a notion, sir,

that the money was first intended for Mr. George
Tresslyn, but he didn't hke that way of earning it any
more than I did. Rather strange, too, when you stop
to think how badly he needs money and how low he's
been getting these past few months. Poor chap, he—

"

" Now, Wade, you are guessing," interrupted Bra-
den, with a smking heart. "You have no right to
surmise—

"

" Beg pardon, sir ; I was only putting two and two
together. I'm sorry. I dare say I am entirely wrong,
perhaps a little bit out of my head because of the—
Please, sir, do not misunderstand me. I would not for
the world have you think that I connect Mrs. Thorpe
with the business. I am sure that she had nothing
whatever to do with her brother's visits here,— noth-
ing at all, sir."
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Braden's blood was like ice water as he turned away
from the man and entered his grandfather's room.

The nurse was reading to the old man. With the

young man's entrance, Mr. Thorpe cut her off

brusquely and told her to leave the room.
** Come here, Braden," he said, after the door had

closed behind the woman. *' Have you talked with

Anne? "

"Yes, grandfather."
" She told you everything? "

" I suppose so. 'It is terrible. You should not

have made such demands—"

« ^e won't go into that," said the other harshly,

gripping his side with his claw-like hand. His face

was contorted by pain. After a moment, he went on:
** She's better than I thought, and so is that good-for-

nothing brother of hers. I shall never forgive this

scoundrel Wade though. He has been my servant,

my slave for more than thirty years, and I know that

he hasn't a shred of a conscience. While I think of

it, I wish you would take this key and unlock the top

drawer in my dressing table. See if there is an en-

velope there, will you? There is, eh? Open it.

Count the bills, Braden."

He lay back, with tightly closed eyes, while Braden
counted the package of five hundred dollar bank-notes.

*' There are fifty thousand dollars here, grand-

father," said the young man huskily.

" 'Pon my soul, they are more honest than I

imagined. Well, well, the world is getting better."

"What shall I do with this money, sir? You
shouldn't have it lying around loose with all these—

"

** You may deposit it to my account in the Fifth

Avenue Bank to-morrow. It is of absolutely no use
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to me now. Put it in your pocket. It will be quite
safe with you, I dare say. You are all so inexcusably
honest, confound you. Sit down. I want to tell you
what I've finally decided to do. These surgeons say
there is about one chance in a million for me, my boy.
I've decided to take it.'*

"Take it?" muttered Braden, knowing full well
what was to come.

*|I have given you the finest education, the finest
training that any young man ever had, Braden. You
owe a great deal to me, I think you will admit. Never
mind now. Don't thank me. I would not trust my one
chance to any of these disinterested butchers. They
would not care a rap whether I pulled through or not.
With you, it is different. I believe you would »

"My God, grandfather, you are not going to ask
me to—

"

" Sit still! Yes, I am going to ask you to give me
that one chance in a million. If you fail, I shall not
be here to complain. If you succeed,— well, you will
have performed a miracle. You—

"

" But there is no possible chance,— not the slightest
chance of success," cried Braden, the cold sweat run-
ning down his face. " I can tell you in advance that
it means death to—

"

" Nevertheless, it is worth trying, isn't it, my boy? "
said Templeton Thorpe softly. « I demand it of you.
You are my flesh and blood. You will not let me lie

here and suffer like this for weeks and months. It is

your duty to do what you can. It is your time to be
merciful, my lad."

Braden's face was in his hands. His body was shak
ing as if in convulsions. He co
old man s eyes.

not look into the;
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"Send for Bates and Bray to-morrow. Tell them

that you have decided to operate,— with my consent.

They will understand. It must be done at once. You
will not fail me. You will do this for your poor old

granddaddy who has loved you well and who suffers

to-day as no man in all this world has ever suffered

before. I am in agony. Nothing stops the pain.

Everything has failed. You tcUl do this for me,

Braden?"
The young man raised his haggard face. Infinite

pity had succeeded horror in his eyes.

I



CHAPTER Xni

SIMMY DODGE emerged from Sherry's at nine-
thirty. He was leaving Mrs. Fenirick's dinner-
dance in response to an appeal from Anne Thorpe,

who had sent for him by messenger earlier in the even-
ing. Simmy was reluctant about going down to the
house off Washington Square; he was constituted as one
of those who shrink from the unwholesomeness of death
rather than from its terrors. He was fond of Anne,
but in his soul he was abusing her for summoning him to
bear witness to the final translation of old Templeton
Thorpe from a warm, sensitive body, into a cold, un-
pleasant hulk. He had no doubt that he had been sent
for to see the old man die. While he would not, for the
world, have denied Anne in her hour of distress, he could
not help wishing that she had put the thing off till to-
morrow. Death doesn't appear so ugly in the daytime.
One is spared the feeling that it is stealing up through
the darkness of night to lay claim to its prey.
Simmy shivered a little as he stood in front of

Sherry's waiting for his car to come up. He made up
his mind then and there that when it came time for him
to die he would see to it that he did not do it in the
night. For, despite the gay lights of the city, there
were always sombre shadows for one to be jerked into
by the relentless hand of death; there was something
appalling ahout being dragged off into a darkness that
was to be dissipated at sunrise, instead of lasting for-
ever.

He left behind him in one of the big private dining-
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rooms a brilliant, high-spirited company of revellers.

One of Mrs. Fenwick's guests was Lutie Tresslyn. He
at opposite her at one of the big round tables, and for

an hour he had watched with moodj eyes her charming,

vivacious face as she conversed with the men on either

side of her. She was as cool, as self-contained as any
woman at the table. There was nothing to indicate

that she had not been bom to this estate of velvet, un-

less the freshness of her cheek and the brightness of

her eye betrayed her by contrast with the unmistakable

haggardness of ** tfie real thing."

She was unafraid. All at once Simmy was proud of

her. He felt the thrill of something he could not on
the moment define, but which he afterwards put down
as patriotism ! It was just the sort of thrill, he argued,

that you have when the band plays at West Point and
you see the cadets come marching toward you with

their heads up and their chests out,— the thrill that

leaves a smothering, unuttered cheer in your throat.

He thought of Anne Tresslyn too, and smiled to him-

self. This was Anne Tresslyn's set, not Lutie*s, and
yet here she was, a trim little warrior, inside the walls

of a fortified place, hobnobbing with the formidable

army of oc^v.pation and staring holes through the uni-

forms of the General Staff! She sat in the Tresslyn

camp, and there were no other Tresslyns there. She
sat with the Wintermills, and— yes, he had to admit

it,— she had winked at him slyly when she caught his

eye early in the evening. It was a very small wink to

be sure and was not repeated.

The night was cold. His chauffeur was not to be

found by the door-men who ran up and down the line

from Fifth to Sixth Avenue for ten minutes before

Simmy remembered that he had told the man not to
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come for him until three in the morning, an hour at
which one might reasonably expect a dance to show
•igns of abating.

He wag on the point of ordering a taxi^ab when
his attention was drawn to a figure that lurked well
back in the shadows of the Berkeley Theatre down the
street— a tall figure in a long ulster. Despite the
darkness, Simmy's intense stare convinced him that itwas George Tresslyn who stood over there and gazed
from beneath lowered brows at the bright doorway.He experienced a chill that was not due to the raw
west wind, There was something sinister about that
big, motionless figure, something portentous of disas-

wn ^u ^"^r;.*^^*
G*^°r«« had been going down the

hill with starthng rapidity. On more than one occa-
8ion he had tried to stay this downward rush, but with-
out avail. Young Tresslyn was drinking, but he was
not carousing. He drank as unhappy men drink, not
as the happy ones do. He drank alone.
For a few minutes Simmy watched this dark sentinel,

and reflected. What was he doing over there? What
was he up to? Was he waiting for Lutie to come forth
from the fortified place? Was there murder and self-
murder m the heart of this unhappy boy? Simmy was
a little man bu^ he was no coward. He did not hesitate
long. He would have to act, and act promptly. He
did not dare go away while that menacing figure re-
mained on guard. The police, no doubt, would drive
him away m time, but he would come back again. Sobimmy Dodge squared his shoulders and marched across
the street, to face what might turn out to be a ruth-
less lunatic -the kind one reads about, who kill their
best friends, « and all that sort of thing."

It was quite apparent that the watcher had been
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other qmckoncd hia «top,. He slouched but did Ittlagger, a crcumstance which caused Simjy a
1°

twinge of uneasiness. He was nftf :_»
."'"]'

Sin,™,., good ,,„,, t„u ^4 ™ he woJd rtotdangerous sober tl„„ drunk, but he did nTllter A
tt .hr°us.tee"^' T?- ''""'^" '""PP^-*- H"""^

What do you want? » he demanded thickly as the

shav^t^dhr "f'" "" '"'««"'^ «« ^^=X
«ssiS it rt

«^»!"'/PPe.rance far from unprepos!sessing. In the light from a nearby window tL }
was oweriag but not inflamed; Z ^tV^]^:;and tired-loohng- but not blood-shot.

'

.< ». kT,' ^ «™8"i»'l you," said Simmy glibly

of a ™t '^'
'

"'"* ""^'^ '"'--' "-e'setbLe

arm. See here, George, this wfll not do. I think Iknow why you are here, and-it won't do, old hap '•

head '/""a',"; ""^''"f^
*^' °°''8^- I'd beat Zrhead off, said George slowly, as if amazed that he hadnot already done so. "Better go awav S,„,m^ j

let me alone. I'm all right. VrSllLgZ'i;^am I, standing out here?

"

^ ^ » '
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173
••What do you g.i„ bj, .ta„di„g ^^^ ^ ^^ ^^^
" Never mind what I cam Tr,..>

Simmy was undaunted « w.. i

to-night? •• ""^ y»" been drinking

mel?b"J' ^°" •"""«' '"'«««• What do you

two, and jrou —» ^'''^''^ ^«d a drink or

"I'm as sober as you are!"
More so, I fear T»v<. i. j i

•' I am not drunk all of fh .'
^^"'"P^S"-' You -»

George. *" °^ *^^ *^™^» Jou know," snarled

" Well, I'm glad to hear if »» co-j o-
"I hate the stuff,-rhlte -t w TJ ^^^^'•^""^•

on earth except being sober GoL '• .^° ^^^^''^^^^

broke off abruptly
^°°d night, Simmj," he

o'c;:!!"*^:^^^^^^^ three
^ait, my lad."

^n^e^dij. You're m for a long

George gtoaned. "Good Inr^ • •.

dance? The papers said ^ft ^' "^ '^"'^ '^ a
Ladj -" ^ ^ " '"'^ '* ^«« a dinner for Lord and

SilT;Vtr « rf ^!:,n
«-^^ '' -termpted

has sent for me. It's thf^'f /^ *° ^""^'^- ^he
you ought to be to-m-riht t; ,

'^^ ^^^*'« ^^^'^
Come—" ^^*' Tressljn. She needs you.

-- get me inside thrhlXr^.l^
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fi

I

I

I

it

Its more than I could stand, Simmy. That old man
tried— but, never mind. I can't talk about it.
There s one thing sure, though: I wouldn't go near him
again for all the money in New York, not I."

" I sha'n't insist, of course. But I do insist on your
getting away from here. You are not to annoy Lutie.
Shes had trouble enough and you ought to be man
enough to let her alone."

George stared at him as if he had not heard aright.
Annoy her? What the devH are you talking about? "
You know what I'm talking about. Oh, don't

glare at me like that. I'm not afraid of you, big as
you are. I'm trying to put sense into your head, that's
all,^ and yt u'U thank me for it later on, too."
"Why, I— I wouldn't annoy her for all the world,

Simmy, said George, jerkily. « What do you takeme for? What kind of a—"
" Then, why are you here? » demanded Simmy « It

looks bad, George. If it isn't Lutie, who is it you're
after?

"

•'

The other appeared to be r'azed. « I'm not after any
one, he mumbled. Suddenly he gripped Simmy by
the shoulders and bent a white, scowling face down to
the httle man's level. « My God, Simmy, I- 1 can't
help It. That's all there is to it. I just want to see
her— just want to look at her. Can't you under-
stand? But of course you can't. You couldn't know
what it means to love a girl as I love her. It isn't in
you. Annoy her? I'd cut my hea-t out firs^ What
business is it of yours if I choose to stand out here all
night just for a glimpse of her in all her happiness,

'!i ^'Jf
*"""^P^' «" *h^t she's got because she deserves

It? Oh, I'm sober enough, so don't think it's that.
Now, you let me alone. Get out of this, Simmy. I
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know ^hat I'm doing and I don't want any advice from

carlh Only she wouldn't understand. D'you "ee°"He shook s™my as a dog would have sJen a ratnot » anger but to emphasise his seriousness
'

you^'J.Z.a'^:^;?''' ""' *" -"-= *>»' "'

fes'J^W T" T"""'"' '*• ^'"' ""' "Earned to eon-fess what In, doing. You n>ay call me a baby, «fool, a crank or whatever you like,- 1 don^ careI've just got to see her, and this is the only wav D„'

as I know how, Simmy. Thffsly .glit^to Buim not mean enough to beffrud^e IiPr +1,1 i, •

^e.sW i^ spite !f all „s^mtdT;sts"'^^'
run along, Simmy, and don't worrv abo„t .„v*t°

She'll probably have her work cut out defenrHet.elf agamst some of her fine gentlemen, some of"he 1.pec able rotters in there. But she'll Manage all ri^M

•'^"^;—̂ rg^:kt.v^;:„—
no idea that you felt as von Hn Tf' V ^^

^^
I ^isu :. , ,

,
,^^

y°^ ^°' It's too darned bad.
1 ^ish It could have been different with you two »
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1,"? Tu^^ *""? *^"' " ^'^^ ""** '''«^o«, if I'd hadthe back-bone of a caterpillar."
•*If you still love her as deeply as all this, why—"
Love her? Why, if she were to come out here

this instant and smile on me, Simmy, I'd— I'd -God.I don't know what Vd do !
" He drooped his head de-

jectedly, and Simmy saw that he was shaking.
Its too bad," said Simmy again, blinking. Fora long time the two of them stood there, side by sidelooking at the bright doorway aeros; the streetSimmy was thinking hard. « See here, old fellow," hesaid at last, profoundly moved, "why don't you buckup and try to make son^ething of yourself? It isn't

you. Do-'°
'°'"'*'""^ *^'* ^"^ ""^^ ^'' P'-^"^ of

"Proud of me, eh?" sneered George. "The onlything I cou d do would be to jump intfthe rt.r "hmy hands tied. She'd be proud of me for that."
Nonsense. Now listen to me. You don't want her

u^rT .^* ^°" ^" ^"^ P"* ^'° J«i^' do you?"
«
What am I doing that would get me into jail? '»

^°;*T"g- I-oafing suspiciously. Drinking. Alot of things, my boy. They'll nab you if you hanff

Ji^^l'
She— she happened to turn her face thisway when she got to the top of the steps. Saying

something to the people she was with. God, I_ she'!

litrrK"-" "'-'"-^ *-•-"-
Simmy's grip tightened on Qeorge's arm, and thenfor five minutes he argued almost deaperatelV with theyounger man. In the end, Tresslyn agreed to go homeHe would not go to Anne's.

^
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"And you'll not touch another drop to-niifht? »

saidDodge, as they crossed over to the line of tf^cabGeorp halted. "Say, what's on youi .n

L

f^n tr '^''"' ^'" ^° ^^ -^ -' -<^ - tea scene,— perhaps mop up the sidewRlk ir*n,
one li'lfo p«^.^„ iiv X .« ^ HiaewaiK wrth someone Jijce Tercy Wjntermill or— well anv ««« «* *u
nut, i„ theroP That the idea sJ^ZiTm^Z
7 r>^Z "«'*• ""^ """y- " I =«' do anvthinl likethat It w,U „„t be with Lutie a, the excui i"* l„tdrag her name i,to it. Mind you, I'm .ot avLe rUnever smash some one's head, but—"

""J""« *"

« I didn't mean that, at all," said Simmy.And you needn't preach temperance to me," went

I hat^^^stuff
'""

"If
''"•'"' '»•'^ '« -1 nate the stuff, as a matter of fact I know what it

quicker Uian it gets any one else. But the liquor

rmIT TV**"
''"• "" 8''«>. It make, me S

«nt a^.?!i '7 ^
"i"™'

*» """'''« «>«t I'm as de-

iwh^ itstired'-rk^ tt^t^ i^s iS'-

^"»*

-To'^Melk^^^^.p^-r-wa'nVt:' 'r''" .George" ^°" *° «° ho™e,

«I thought you were living with your mother? "

Couldn'i sSnl •""*• '^"^ ^"^ ^^^ ^^-k« ago.Couldnt stand seeing me around. I don't blame her,
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either. But that's none of your business, Simmy, so
don t say another word."

" It's pretty rough, that's all."

"On me— or her? "

" Both of you," said Simmy sharply. « I gay, come
over and see me to-morrow afternoon, George,— at
three o'clock. Sober, if you don't mind. I've cot
something to say to you—

"

" No use, Simmy," sighed George.
" You are fond of Anne, aren't you? "

I*

Certainly. What's that got to do with it?"
« She may need you soon. You must be ready, that's

all. See what I mean?**
"Moral support, eh?" scoffed George.
" You are her brother."

"Right you are," said the other soberly. « I'U be

?m *'f.'''?'.S™my. if I'm needed. TeU Anne, will you?
I II stick it out for a few days if it wiU help her."

" There is a lot of good in you, George," said Simmy,
engagingly. «I don't mind telling you that Lutie
says the same thing about you. She has said to me
more than once that—

"

"Oh, don't lie to me!" snarled young Tresslyn, but
Simmy did not fail to not" the quickening of interestm his sullen eyes.

" More than once," he went on, following up the ad-
vantage, « she has expressed the opinion that with half
a chance you would have been more than half a man."

Gad," said George, wonderingly, «I— I can al-
most beheye you now. That's just the way she would
have put it. God knows, Simmy, you are not smart
enough to have said it out of your own head. She
reahy thinks that, does she?"

" We'll talk it over to-morrow," said the other, quite
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well pleased with himself. Young Tresslyn was breath-jng heavily as ,f h.s great lungs had expanded beyond
their normal capacity. "Move along now."

^

slamL Ih''"?''*"""
^«"° ^'°'«^' ^"* Simmy had

whT to Satire'
""'' ''''''''' ''' ^^-^-'

serted and the dance was on. Simmy Dodge, await-

Luti
-ment of dispersion, lost no^ime fn\eek^g

«nH t A^ ^^^^fy^d Ws departure for Anne's home,and had been chafing through a long half-hour in theloun^^ downstairs. She was dancing with Percy VVin-

abruptly and somewhat aggressively when Simmy, with?

thought you'd gone. What d'you come back for? »

SJml"^, *T;'° ^ '°"^^"'* ""-"^ b^^V' answeredSimmy easily «I want a word or two with Mrs.Tresslyn, old boy, so beat it."
'* Oh, I say, you've got a lot of cheek—"
Come along Mrs. Tresslyn; don't mind Percy.Th^s IS important " With Lutie at his side, he madehis way through the crowd about the door and led herwondermg and not a little disturbed, into one of heante-rooms, where he found a couple of chairs.

fn^ 1! u .*°,
^'' *^^°""* °^ *^^ "meeting ^ith her

h tie face. There was alarm at first in those merryeyes of hers, but his first words were reassuring Heconvinced her that George was not bent on an7;ct oJ

r;:Serou^i^:
^"^^^

" --- - ^^--^-"^
"As a matter of fact," he said, "he's gone off to
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bed, and I am quite certain that he will not change his
mind. I waited here to tell you about him, Lutie, be-
cause I felt you ought to be prepared in caie he does
come back and you happen to see him skulking around
in—'*

" This isn't news to me, Simmy," she said seriously.
"A half dozen times in the past two weeks I have
caught sight of him, always in some convenient spot
where he could watch me without mu«h prospect of be-
ing seen. He seems to possess an uncanny knowledge
of my commgs and goings. I never see him in the day-
time. I felt sure that he would be outside this place
to-night, so when I came in I made it a point to look
up and down the street,— casually, of course. There
was a man across the street. I couldn't be sure, but
I thought it was George. It has been getting on my
nerves, Simmy." Her hand shook slightly, but what
he had taken for alarm was gone from her eyes. In-
stead they were shining brightly, and her lips re-
mained parted after she had finished speaking.

" Needn't have any fear of him," said he. « George
is a gentleman. He still worships you, Lutie,~poor
devil. He'll probably drink himself to death because
of it, too. Of course you know that he is completely
down and out? Little more than a common bum and
street loafer."

"He— he doesn't like whiskey," said she, after a
moment.

" One doesn't have to like it to drink it, you know."
" He could stop it if he tried."
" Like a flash. But he isn't going to try. At least,

not until he feels that it's worth while."
She looked up quickly. "What do you mean by

that? " Without waiting for him to answer, she went
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on: «« How can you expect thj to Jo anything to help
him? I am lorry for him, but— but, heavena and
Mrth, Sunmj, I can't preach temperance to a man who
kicked me out of hia houie when he was gober, can I? »»

" You loved him, didt*t you? "

She flushed deeply. «I— l_oh, certainly."
Never have nuite got over loving him, as a matter

of fact," said he, watching her closely.
She drew a long breath. "You're n'snt, Simmy.

I ve never ceased to care for him. T.it's what makes
It so^hard for me to see him going to the dogs, as you

"I said 'going to the devil,'" corrected Simmy
resolutely.

She laid her hand upon his arm. Her face was
white now and her eyes were dark with pain.

^
** I shiver when I think of him, Simmy, but not with

dread or revulsion. I am always thinking of the days
when he held me tight in those big, strong arms of his,— and that's what makes me shiver. I adored beingm his arms. I shall never forget. People said that
he would never amount to anything. They said that

^ was too strong to work and aU that sort of thing.
He didn't think much of himself, but I know he would
have come through all right. He is the best of his
breed, I can tell you that. Think how young he wp«.
when we were married! Little more than a boy. He
has never had a chance to be a man. He is still a boy,
puzzled and unhappy because he can't think of himself
as anything but twenty,— the year when everything
stopped for him. He's twenty-five now, but he doesn't
know It. He is stiU livhg in his twenty-first y" I've never thought of it in that light," said Si
considerably impressed. «I say, Lutie, if you

,
>»
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•o much for him, whv noi »» w* -* j .

p««.„g .„ dangerou. ground. He wipJJi. fo'XJ.

quo.t on, .h. „,d, „lh . qua, mile ,mi|e. .. i%.,t

Bu7dr.;o::^:i-jr"sf;^rcr„:/-'s^:j
we .h.11 not love each other. Now can U /t „„only «y U,.t ^e .« free to love .o™ one .l.e if„M.0 .nchncd without being the lee.t bit troubled b^ our

e.ro'tW°"-.
^"' '^'l^ "-• ' '" •«« "'"^ to

IIJ" 1 Tt P'! '"' ""'* "' '•« ««•> other prove.
• whole lot now do..n't it. Simmy? We .re divor^

tu^i^l-t'T^"^ °'''""' "y "'-boi we^
ti?e Cer "i °"n'r' " "'^'^« ''•" l>"»b.nd .^dW «1 ?K

•''«'*'>"rt. Down in our he.rU we
.
e.ch other more on the d.T the divorce w..

fcnW lb" "'I ""'r-
•"'' "'« -over" :p;^lo™g. I h.ve not .poken a word to George in nearlythree year. -but I know that he ha, lovrf me ™ rvn.mute of the time. Naturally he doe. not thtk thit

II^I- ^- H« think. th.t I despise him. But I don't

Be would no. be married to some one else— «,me oneof hi, mother's ehoosing-„d I should be iZhiZhim mste.d of feeling .orry for him. Th. woSdhave oonvineed me that he w«. the rotter the word...d he W.S when he turned .gainst me. I teU
"„

Simmy It ,s gratifying to know that the man youive
.. drmking hmi.elf to death bec.u.e he>. true to you^>
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"That's an extraordinary thing to «av."Smmy squinting. "You are happy because
poor devil i«—»

"Now don't .ay that!" .he cried. "I didn't .av
1 wa. happy. I ^id I wa. gratified— because he L
true to me ,n .pite of everything. I guppo.e it', more
than you can gra.p, Simmy,- you dear old .in.ple-

IZll
'^'' "'"'\ '^'"'"^ ^"y »>"«htly, and her

cheek, were warm and ro.y. "You .ee, it', my hus-band who I. bemg true to me. Every wife like, to have
that thing proved to her."

my"d^ar!'°*''*"
"'"^ ^''""'^'

" "' ""** ^°"' ^"'^*"^'

"Oh, yes, he is,'» .aid Lutie earne.tly. "Just asmuch as he ever was.'*

" The law says he is not."
*• What are you trying to get me to .ay?»»
I may as well come to the point. Would youmarry him again if he were to come to you,— now?

»

Do you mean, would I live with him again?"

know
''

"
'°"^^"'* "^^ *^"* ''^*^°"* "^"'•y'"« ^"'"' y°"

"I am already married to him in the sight of God "
said she, srubbornly.

" Good Lord
!

Would you go back to him without aceremony of—

"

'If I made up my mind to live with him, yes.'»
Uh, I see. And may I inquire just what vour

state of mmd would be if he came to you to-morroV? "
You have got me cornered, Simmy," she said, herhp trembling. There was a hunted look in her eyes.

I— I dont know what I should do. I want him,
himray,— T want my man, my husband, but to he per-
fectly honest with you, I don't believe he has sunk low
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enough yet for me to claim the complete victory I de-
sire."

" Victory? » gasped Simmy. « Do you want to pick
him out of the gutter? Is that your idea of triumph
over the Tresslyns? Are you—

"

"When the time comes, Simmy," said she cryptic-
ally, « I will hold out my hand to him, and then we'll
have a real man before you can say Jack Robinson.
He will come up like a cork, and he'll be so happy that
he'll stay up forever."

" Don't be too^ sure of that. I've seen better men
than George stay down forever."

" Yes, but George doesn't want to stay down. He
wants me. That's all he wants in this world."
" Do you imagine that he will come to you, crawling

on his knees, to plead for forgiveness or—

"

"By no means! He'd never sink so low as that.
That's why I tell you that he is a man, a real man.
There isn|t one in a thousand who wouldn't be begging,
and whining, and even threatening the woman if he
were in George's position. That's why I'm so sure."
"What do you expect?"
" When his face grows a little thmner, and the Tress-

lyn in him is drowned, I expect to ask him to come
and see me," she said slowly.

" Good Lord! " muttered Simmy.
She sprang to her feet, her face glowing. "And

I don't believe I can stand seeing it grow much thinner,"
she cried. "He looks starved, Simmy. I can't put
it off much longer. Now I must go back. Thank you
for the warning. You don't understand him, but—
thank you, just the same. I never miss seeing him
when he thinks he is perfectly invisible. You see,
Simmy, I too have eyes.*"

»»



CHAPTER XIV

THE next afternoon but one Templeton Thorpe
was on the operating table. In a private sit-
ting-room on the third floor of the great hospital,

three people sat waiting for the result -- two women and
a man. They were the Tresslyns, mother, son and
daughter. There were unopened boxes of flowers on
the table in the middle of the room. The senders of
these flowers were men, and their cards were inside the
covers, damp with the waters of preservation. They
were for Anne Thorpe, and they were from men who
looked ahead even as she had lookud ahead. But the
roses and orchids they sent were never to be seen by Anne
Thorpe. They were left in the boxes with their little
white envelopes attached, for Anne was not thinking of
roses as she sat there by the window, looking down into
the street, waiting for the word from upstairs,— the in-
evitable word. Later on the free wards would be filled
with the fragrance of American Beauties, and certain
smug gentlemen would never be thanked. No one had
sent flowers to Templeton Thorpe, the sick man.

There had been a brief conference on the day before
between Anne and BraAn. The latter went to her
with the word that he was t© operate, provided she
ofl'ered no objection.

"You know what an operation will mean, Anne,"
he said steadily.

" The end to his agony," she remarked. Outwardly
she was calm, inwardly she shivered.

" It is absurd to say that he has one chance in a
185
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million to pull through. He hasn't a single chance. I
appreciate that fact and— so does he."

" You are willing to do this thing, Braden? "

"I am willing," he said. His face was like death.

"And if I should object, what then?" she asked,

almost inaudibly.

" I should refuse to operate. I cannot pretend that

an operation is the only means left to save his life.

It is just the other way round. We are supposed to
take extreme measures in extreme cases, but always
with the idea of^ prolonging human life. In this in-

stance, I am bound to tell you, that I don't believe

there is a chance to save him. We must look the mat-
ter squarely in the face."

"You said that there was absolutely no chance.'*

She leaned heavily against the table.

" I believe there is no chance, but I am not all-seeing,

Anne. We never know,— absolutely. Miracles hap-
pen. They are not performed by man, however."

" Have you spoken to Dr. Bates? "

"Yes. He is coming to the hospital, to— to be
with me."

"He will not attempt to prevent the operation?"
" No. He does not advise or sanction it, but he—

understands."

" And you will be held responsible for everything? "

" I suppose so," said he bitterly.

She was silent for a long time. "I think I shall

object to the operation, Braden," she said at last.

" For my sake and not for his, I take it," he said.

" I may as well give him the tablets myself, as to

consent to your method of— of—" She could not
finish the sentence.

"It isn't quite the same," he said. "I act with
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You would be
the authority of the law behind me.
violating the law.**

« Still you would be killing a feUow creature," she
protested. « I— I cannot allow you to sacrifice your-
self, Braden."

" You forget that I have no false notions as to the
question of right and wrong in cases of this kind. I
assure you that if I undertake this operation it wiU be
with a single purpose in mind: to save and prolong the
life of my patient. The worst you can say of me is
that I am convinced beforehand that I shall fail. If
I were to act upon the principles I advocate, I should
not feel obliged to go through the travesty of an op-
eration. The time may come when cases of this sort
wiU be laid before a commission, and if in their judg-
ment It IS deemed humane to do so, a drug wiU be ad-
mmistered and the horrors that are likely to attendmy efforts of to-morrow wiU be impossible. There is
no such law to sustain me now, no commission, no de-
cision by experts and familiars to back me up, so I
can only obey the commands of the patient himself,—
and do the best I can for him. He insists on having
the operation performed— and by me. I am one of
the family. I am his only blood relative. It is meet
and just, says he, that I should be the one, and not
some disinterested, callous outsider. That is the way
he puts it, and I have not denied him."
"It is horrible," she moaned, shuddering. "Why

do you ask me to consent? Why do you put it up to
me?

" You now place me in the position of the surgeon
who advises a prompt— I iean, who says that an op-
eration is imperative."

"But that isn't the truth. You do not advise it"
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He drew a long breath. « Yes, I do advise it. There
18 no other way. I shaU try to save him. I do advise
it."

She left him and went over to the fireplace, where
she stood with her back toward him for many minutes,
starmg into the coals. He did not change his position.
He did not even look at her. His eyes were fixed on
the rug near the closed door. There was a warm, soft
red m that rare old carpet. Finally she turned to him.

I shall not let you take all of the responsibility.
Braden," she said. « It isn't fair. I shaU not oppose
you. You have v^y consent to go on with it."
"I assume aU responsibility," he said, abruptly, al-

most gruffly.

«*!^u",*" '^°"* *''^"' Braden," she said, slowly.
My husband assumes the responsibility . It is his act,

not yours. I shaU always regard it in that light, no
matter what may happen. It is his command."
He tried to smile. "Perhaps that is the right way

to look at it," he said, « but it is a poor way, after aU.»
For a fuU minute they stood looking into each other's
eyes. "Then I shaU go ahead with the— arrange-
ments," he said, compressing his lips.

She nodded her head.
" Before I go any farther, Anne, I want to tell you

what happened this morning when his lawyer was here.
I sent for him. There is a clause in my grandfather's
will bequeathing to me the sum of one hundred thou-
sand dollars. I insisted that a codicU be added to the
instrument, revoking that clause. My grandfather
was obstinate at first. Finally he agreed to discuss
the matter privately with Judge HoUenback. A cou-
ple of hours ago Wade and Murray witnessed the
codicU which deprives me of any interest in my grand-
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father's estate. I renounce everything. There will
be no contest on mj part. Not a penny is to come to
me.

She stared at him. « You refuse to take what right-
fuUy belongs to you? Now that i, quixotic, Braden.
You shall not—

"

"The matter is closed, Anne. We need not discuss
It, he said firmly. « I had to tell you, that's all. The

the bulk of his estate, apart from the amount to be

fro^*>,°/*'""~r.^*'"
^""^ perceptibly -"aside

from that amount is to go to various charities and in-
stitutions devoted to the betterment of the human race.
I need not add that these institutions are of a scientific
character. I wanted you to know beforehand that IshaU profit in no way by the death of my grandfather.'*
After a significant pause he repeated distinctly: "I
shall profit in no way.**

She lowered her eyes for an instant. « I think I
understand, Braden," she said, looking up to meet hisgze unwavenngly Her voice was low, even husky,
blie saw finahty in his eyes.

" He seemed to feel that I ought to know of the
clause I mention," explained Braden dully. « Perhaps
he thought it would- it might be an inducement to me
to— to go ahead. God! What a thought !

"

" He allowed you to read it? "

« A copy, last night. The real instrument was pro-
duced to-day by Judge HoUenback at my request, and
the change was made in the presence of witnesses."

Where is it now? "

"Judge HoUenback took it away with him. That's
all I know about it."

M I am sorry," she said, a queer glint in her eyes.
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** Sorry he took it away with him, I mean. There is

nothing I can do— now."

She sent for her mother that night. The next morn-
ing Simmy Dodge came down with George Tresslyn,

v.ho steadfastly refused to enter the house but rode
to the hospital with his mother and sister in Simmy's
automobile. Anne did not see Braden again after

that momentous interview in the library. He had ef-

faced himself.

Now she sat in the window looking down into the
street, dull aud listless and filled with the dread of the
future that had once looked so engaging to her. The
picture that avarice and greed had painted was gone.

In its place was an honest bit of colour on the canvas,— a drab colour and noteless.

Mrs. Tresslyn, unmoved and apparently disinter-

ested, ran idly through the pages of an illustrated peri-

odical. Her furs lay across a chair in the comer of
the room. They were of chinchilla and expressed a
certain arrogance that could not be detached by space
from the stately figure with the lorgnon. The year
had done little towa. d bending that proud head. The
cold, classic beauty of this youngish mother of the
other occupants of the room was as yet absolutely un-
marred by the worries that come with disillusionment.

If she felt rebellious scorn for the tall disappointment
who still bore and always would bear the honoured
name of Tresslyn she gave no sign : if the slightest re-

sentment existed in her soul toward the, daughter who
was no longer as wax in her hands, she hid the fact se-

curely behind a splendid mask of unconcern. As for

the old man upstairs she had but a single thought:
an insistent one it was, however, and based itself upon
her own dread of the thing that was killing him.
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G«orge TreMly„, white-faced and awed, ut like agraven ,jj,age. lootog .» the floor. He w« „„t t«b«.u.e he w«,ted to be, but bec.u« a rather pra^worth, aUeg.ane. to Anne had ™a.tered hi. «p„g.nance. Somewhere in hi. benumbed inteUigenee Ltered a .park of light which revealed to £ hi, t

«™?,H f^ "^'Jr^'y-
H" """W have liked to beproud of her. If it were not for the million, of that

b, an odd rea.omng, even more ..hamed of hiL,.elfth« he wa. now. He wa, not thinking of the iCrDe

ner pay in hand. He wa. dumblv praisine him.elf forhav,ng „,„«,! t„ „,, hi, ,„^ ^^ TlLpIeZ TSor«t
Old man had baited him on three separate occa.ion.«.d wishing that Lutie could know. ?t wa ,reZgthat she would have to approve of in him I jIT

'
»ther pitiful tluit he .hould^ve'fld^a^aLoLZfort in the fact that he had refused to Ml a feUow

Wm'e-diSfLTr.'^''"'"'' " '' ''-''"^' "d

Knew, she .«d, addressing no one, but speaking with
. distinctness that was startling. «I to"d „

*

that one would be justified in taking one's We unde"such^circumsUnces. Why should L go on slSS^lug

i^
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" What are jou gajing, Anne? » broke in her mother

•harply. George looked up, aatonishment struMlinff
to make its way through the duU cloud on his face.
iUme stopped short. For a moment she appeared to

he dazed She went paler than before, and swajed.Her brother started up from his chair, alarmed.

I • i**^'
A"."* ""^^ «^'^» «^* ^«^*J «' yourself! »» he ex-

claimed. « None of that, you know. You mustn't go
famting or anything like that. Walk around with me
lor a couple of minutes. You'll be aU right in—"

" Oh, I'm not going to faint." she cried, but grasped
his arm just the same. * *^

" They always walked us around on the football field
when we got woozy—

"

"Go out and see if you can find out anything,
George 'said she, pulling herself together. "Surely
It must be over by this time."

" Simmy's on the lookout," said George. « He'll let
us know."

" Be patient, my dear," said Mrs. Tresslyn, wiping
a fine moisture from her upper lip, where it had ap-
peared with Anne's astounding observation. "You
will not have to wait much longer. Be *>

« r
"^^

^f^'f ^?* «° "n°»«takable sneer on her lips.
1 m used to waiting," she said huskUy.
« She has waited a year and more," said George ag-

gressively, glowering at his mother. It was a signifi-
cant but singularly unhappy remark.
For the first time in their livos, they saw their motherm tears. It was so incomprehensible that at first bothAnne and her brother laughed, not in mirth, but be-

cause they were so stupefied that they did not know
what they were doing, and laughter was the simplest
means of expressing an acute sense of embarrassment.

%
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Then they stood aloof and walch^H !,« -

they .i„p,y did ,7^7^ hi,L act r*„""^'"«'
this maml. Thev looVJ .? u l " *''" '»" «'

».»t. What iTZiipX' Mv°t' " """'"'-

fore she had been «.V.^J j ^ *^' '"'""™' •»"

posed a, ev^^^stLaCr„:;rrre'l^a.Tother neoDle <!)<. k.j
"". '^ov sne was kke

„.» 1
"^P"' ""' hao come down to the level of «,.utterly commonphce. She was in,t .

™.'"«' °' the

woman. It was unbelievaUe • ^'""'' ""'"'"J'

no^tlfwo„"M%^' 'r^
'" ?"• ^ ->"« time.

bled. d».re:^.'bft thtTri"tZffh'^^^^^^
*"-

der, they could'only dtbt' h^r^L^^^ "jf "t r"been mo.t offensive in them t^ wTiet W JT-ofced anything unusual in h:rthaltt" Tt ^t
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dmtind^*
"^^ ^'^ '*^* '*'*"* ** ^ ^^^" '•""'' ^ »»-

toTr ^^V"*^"**;
M". Tre..lyn .tood with her backto hem. GraduaUjr the iUy-.tifled .ob. .ub.ided and.

W.U *; "is*"
«"'' ^'" perceptible, finally cea-

«Ll iT^l^^L "? ^•^^ '^^"'^ .traightened to it. fuU.regal heaght, her chin went up to it. normal po.ition

iZZ ^'""^^r^^^
''" -tuffed, with digiSed del

o ;f"'?K f'^u
*\' ^^^ "*"^ »»»«• A mSote more

nothing had happened. She wa. the cahn and imperi

Anne uttei^ed a deep «igh of relief. George blinked W.

TonU?
*'"/'" '\^--^^'^g if they ha^ .ervSfhfm

hone.tly or ,f, on the other hand, he too had merelyimagmed .omothing incredible.
^

They did not que.tion her. The incident wa. clo.ed.IT^ey were jever to a.k her why .he had wept in thSpi^sence They were never to know what had mov^her to tear.. In.tinctively and quite naturaUy they
Jhrank from the clo.er intimacy that .uch a cou«ewould mvolve. The r mother wa. herself once more.She wa. no longer like other women. They could notbe m touch with her. And .o they were never to know

Tn//^' ^"^/u""^-
They only know that for a briefspace she had been a. silly a. any ordinary mortal couldhe, and they were rather glad to have caught her at

Years afterward, however, George wa. to sav toAnne: "Queer thing, wasn't it, thft time he cried?Do you remember?" And Anne was to reply; "iVenever forgotten it. It «ra* queer."
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°™ *n«y had behaved splendidly TK«« -^^of th. Hght .tu^. .,.., ^, "^.'fJ-;:^^
-

Apathy wai restored. Georac slumn^i ^n.« •
i.-

They were not centred upon Tenrnkt^- Ti
»™"«-

object of pilv but u .\^.k- . ? '^'""I* " "
w.. thinking Jf tie Sin.fcr'°/ '?«"'?«»"= •>«

«f lu. p.rt fn thi. ife .?dt.th "ff"r "Ih
"""^ .""'

JM^ trte'r.' '"*!:"l
"^"' '»'« ">'"?• Simmyjwage, white u a .heet, came into the roomMrt. Tnulyn went over to the window -u!. a

*
*

™ "tting. white and dry^y^
""'"'' """^ ^«

xenngs are over. He **

Anne was not listeninff. She broke in »;*»,
tion to Simmj. "* ^'^^ * ^"e*-

Sunmy cleared his throat. It was very tiirht anddry. He was now afraid of death.
^ ^'^tit uid
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** It WM awfullj afTecting,** he uud, wiping the moii-
ture from hi* brow. • Awfully. That young interne
fellow told me about it. Juit before they gave the
ether, Mr. Thorpe shook hand* with Brady. He was
•miling. They all heard him gay • Good-bye, my boy,
--- and thank you.' And Brady leaned over and killed
him on the forehead. The chap couldn't quite hear,
but layi he thinki he whispered, * Good-bye, grand-
daddy.* Awfully affecting scene—*'

"* Good-bye, granddadd^ >' " Anne repeated, dully.
Then she covered her eyes with her hands.
Simmy fidgi^ed. He wanted to help, but felt oddly

that he wai very much out of place. 6eorge*i big hand
gripped his arm. At any other time he would have
winced with pain, but now he had no thought for him-
lelf. Moreover, there wai lomething wonderfully lui-
taining in the powerful hand that had been laid upon hia.
" She ought not to take it lo h-.rd, George,** he be-

gan.

"They told you he never came out of the ansei-

thetic,** said George, in a half-whisper. ** Juit died—
like that?**

« That's what he said. Little chap with blond hair
and nose-glasses. You remember seeing him— Yes,
he told me. He was in there. Saw it all. Gosh, I
don*t see how they can do it. This fellow seemed to
be very much upset, at that. He looked icared. I
say, George, do you know what the pylorus is? **

"Pylorus? No.*'

" I wish I knew. This fellow seemed *o think that
Brady made some sort of a mistake. He wouldn't
say much, however. Some sort of a slip, I gathered.
Something to do with the pylorus, I know. It must b*
a vital spot"



CHAPTER XV

THE day after the funeral, George Trettlyn called
to Bee hi. .,«ter. He found that it required a new

even after hi. he.itation about pre..ing the door-bell

pre.«jd by the uncanny fear that Templeton Thorpe wm
•tiU ahve and waiting .oraewhere in the dark old hou.e,ready to impose further demand, upon hi. cupidity.The young man wa. none too .teady beforehand, and

Ta T ^"^'''^^l
•^'*^"«- When Murray onened

the door, he wo. confronted by an extremely pallid vigi-tor who .hot a furtive look over hi. head and down hehaU before inquiring whether Mr.. Thorp, wa. at home.
She 1. Mr. George,»» .aid Murray. « You tele-phoned half an hour ago, .ir."

t.na^L^y '"f ^l""'^
nervously. He wa. not of-fended by Murray*, obviou. comment upon hi. unstable

condition, for h. knew -even though Murray did not-- that no drop of liquor had passed hi. lips in four

* Mr.. Thorpe is expecting you."
" I. .he alone, Murray? "

It. a raw wind that is blowing. I think I must havetaken a bit of a cold yesterday during-ahem!^ank you, sir. I will tell Mrs. Thorpe thft you are

WbTn
"^ ''^ "**""' *"'*^' "^ ^^^ ^''- ™-

George shivered. « I wy Murray, would you mind
197
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giving me a drop of something to warm me up? I—**

The butler regarded him fixedly, even severely.

"You have had quite enough already, sir," he said
firmly, but politely.

"Oh, come now! I haven't had a drink in God
knows how long. I— but never mind! If that's the
way you feel about it, I withdraw my request. Keep
your darned old brandy. But let me tell you one
thing, Murray ; I don't like your impertinence. Just
remember that, will you?"

" I beg your pardon, sir," said Murray, unoffended.
He was seeing ^th a clearer vision. "You are ill.

I mistook it for—

"

" No, I'm not ill. And I'll forgive you, too, Mur-
ray," he added impulsively. " I daresay you were jus-
tified. My fame has preceded me. Tell Mrs. Thorpe
I'm here, will you? Run along; the decanter is quite
safe."

A few minutes later he was ushered into Anne's sit-

ting-room upstairs. He stopped short just inside the
door, struck by the pallor, the haggardness of his sis-

ter's face.

"Oh, I say, Anne!" he exclaimed. "You're not
taking it so hard as all this, I hope. My Lord, girlie,

you look— you look— why, you can't possibly feel

like this about him. What the deuce are

—

**

"Close the door, George," she commanded. Her
voice sounded hollow, lifeless to him. She was sitting

bolt upright on the huge, comfortable couch in front
of the grate fire. He had dreaded seeing her in black.

She had worn it the day before. He remembered that
she had worn more of it than seemed necessary to him.
It had made her appear clumsy and over-fed. He was
immensely relieved to find that she now wore a rose-
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coloured pignoir, and that it was wrapped very closely
about her sli™. long fi^re, as if she'^^ere afmctlS bytte cold and was futJely trying to protect her shiver^Mg flesh. He shuffled across the room and sat down
beside her. "I'xn glad you came. It is -oh Thhorribly lonely here in this dreadful house. You-"Hasnt mother been down to see you?" he de-

Conf / ''/ °"^'* *° '^ ^^- Y- need he"Confound It, Anne, what sort of a woman is—

»

Hush! She telephoned. I said that I preferred to

«i,r ^°l!'/! ^r^J"^
"""^""^ '""*^^' Anne. I stiU sayshe ought o be here to look after you. It's her place."

Knf r 'Jf^*^
^^ '°""^» ^ ^°°k I'ke the dickens,

2r.A '\ !^°"? °^'^'' ^"^'^ What-" She shud-

tw h?r"^ *'^' '^ ^''^'^ ^« ^- ^^-* ^' -d
« Well, it's all over now, girlie. Brace up. Sun-shme from now on. It was a bad day's work when youlet yourself m for it, but that's all over now." ^
Yes, It s all over," she said slowly. " Evervthine's

the ripplmg blue flames in the grate

lyns had a chance to grin a little without bearing it."

hrnft' '%'l ''* '^'' ""^ '^^'^^y ^"«P«ct^d this bigbrother of hers. Seemingly she had not taken him if

«i;„u?
"P *° ^^'^^ "'°™""* ^f consideration. Aslight frown appeared on her brow.

"^\^^ hearing rather bad things about vouGeorge," she said, after a moment. « N?w that I fook
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at you, you do look pretty shaky,— and pretty well
threshed out. Is it true? Have you been as bad as
they say?"
He flushed. " Has Simmy Dodge been tal ig? "

" Simmy is your friend, George," she said sharply.
" It*s always a fellow's friends who do the most talk-

ing," said he, "and that's what hurts. You don't
mind what your enemies say."

" Simmy has not mentioned your name to me in
weeks."

" Well, I don't call that being friendly. He knows
everything. He ought to have told you just how rot-
ten I've been, because you could believe Simmy. You
can't believe every one, Anne, but I know Simmy would
give it to you straight. Yes, I've been all that could
be expected. The only thing I haven't been is a liar."

" Can't you brace up, George? You are really the
best of the lot, if you only knew it. You—**

" I don't drink because I like it, you know, Anne,
he said earnestly.

" I see," she said, nodding her head slowly. " You
drink because it's the surest way to prove to Lutie that
you are still in love with her. Isn't that it?" She
spoke ironically.

" When I think how much you would have liked Lutie
if she'd had a chance to—

"

" Don't tell it to me, George," she interrupted. " I
didn't in the least care whom you married. As a mat-
ter of fact, I think you married the right girl."

"You do?" he cried eagerly.

"Yes. But she didn't marry the right man. If
you had been the right man and had been taken away
from her as you were, she would have died of a broken
heart long before this. Logic for you, isn't it? ".

j»
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A '^^Jw*"* .*°° """^^ '^"'^ *° ^'^ °^ * »>'oken heart,

dther

»

"'^'°*^ '^' '"*''''* ^ ^^^'^^ ''**^ "^'

didn t die, she didn't go to the bad, she didn't put on along face and weep her ejes out,- as I recall them
they were exceedingly pretty eyes, which may account
for her determmation to spare them,— and she didn't
do anythmg that a sensible woman would have done
under the circumstances. A sensible woman would
have set herself up as a martyr and bawled her
eyes out. But Lutie, being an ignoramus, overlooked
her opportunities, and now see where she is! I am
told that she is exasperatingly virtuous, abstemious
and exceedingly well-dressed, and all on an income de-
nved from thirty thousand dollars that came out of
the Tresslyn treasure chest. Almost incomprehen.---
ble, isn't It? Nothing sensible about Lutie, is there? "

Are you trymg to be sarcastic, Anne? " demanded
George, contriving to sit up a little straighter on the
sofa. He was not in the habit of exerting himselfm these days of unregeneration. Anne was always
smarter than he; he never knew just how much
smarter she was but he knew when to feel apprehen-
sive.

*^

««J*'''.'^f°*^'^
*** ^^ "^' George," she said abruptly.

What IS it you want? Money? "

He scowled. «I might have known you would ask
that question. No, I don't want money. I could
have had some of old man Thorpe's money a couple of
weeks ago if I'd been mean enough to take it, and I'm
not mean enough to take it now— from you. I want
to talk to you about :Jraden Thorpe."
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For a moment or two Amae looked into his frowning

eyes, and then she drew back into the comer of the

couch, a queer shudder running through her body.
** About Braden?" she asked, striving to make her

Toice sound firm and unstrained.

"Where is he? Staying here in the house?**
" Of course not. I don't know where he is. He has

not been near me since— since the day before—** She

spoke rapidly, jerkily, and did not deem it necessary

to complete the sentence.

George had the delicacy to hesitate. He even

weighed, in that brief instant, the advisability of say-

ing what he had come to say to her. Then a queer

sense of duty, of brother to sister, took the place of

doubt. She was his sister and she needed him now as

never before, needed him now despite his self-admitted

worthlessness.

" See here, Anne, I'm going to speak plainly," he

blurted out, leaning forward. "You must not see

Brady Thorpe again. If he comes here, you must re-

fuse to receive him."

Her eyes were very dark and lustreless against the

increased pallor of her cheeks. "He will not come

here, George," she said, scarcely above a whisper. She

moistened her lips. " It isn't necessary to— to warn
»>me.
" Mind you, I don't say a word against him," he

made haste to explain. " It's what people will say

that troubles me. Perhaps you don't know what they

are going to say, Anne, but I do."

*'0h, I know what they w?ll say,'* she muttered.

She looked straight into his eyes. " They will say

that he killed his grandfather— j josely."
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" It doesn't matter that they say he killed his grand-
father, Anne." said he slowly, "so much as that he
lulled your husband. That's the point."

"What have you heard, George?" she asked, in
dread of his reply.

"Barely enough to let me understand that where
one man is talking now, a hundred will be talking next
week. There was a young doctor up there in the op-
erating 'jom. He doesn't say it in so many words,
but he suspects that it wasn't an accidental slip of the— don't look like that, Anne! Gee, you looked aw-
fully scary just then." He wiped his brow. "I— I
thought you were about to faint. I say, we'll drop the
matter this instant if—**

"I'm not going to faint," she exclaimed. "You
need not be afraid. What is it that this young doctor
says? And how do you happen to haVe heard—^"

"It's what he said to Simmy," interrupted George,
quickly. « Simmy let it slip last night. I was in his
apartment. Then I made him tell me the whole thing.
He says it is certain that if this young fellow saw
anything wrong, the others also did. And you know
there were three pretty big surgeons there looking on.
Bates and those other fellows, you remember. It— it

looks bad, Anne. That's why I tell you that you must
not see Brady again."

"And what has all this to do with my not seeing
Braden again?" she demanded steadily.

He stared. « Why,-— why, you just mustn't, that's
all. Can't you understand?"

" You mean that I ought not to be put in the posi-
tion of sharing the blame with him. Is that it?

"

"Well, if there should be a— er— criminal investi-

gation, you'd be a blamed sight better off if you kept
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out of it, my girL And what's more to the point, you

can't afford to have people say that you are determined

to do the thing they believe you set out to do in the

beginning,—and that is to marry Bradon as soon as—'*

" Stop right there, George ! " she cried hotly.

** Other people may say what they please, but the same

privilege is not extended to you. Don't forget that

you are my brother."

"I'm sorry, Anne. I didn't mean it in that way.

Of course, I know that it's all over between you and

Brady. Just the same, I mean what I say when I ad-

vise you to seci nothing of him. I've given you the

hint, that's all.'*

"And I am sorry I spoke as I did just now," she

said listlessly. "Thanks, George. You are looking

out for me, aren't you? I didn't expect it. Some-

how, I've always felt that nobody cared whether I—

"

" I'll look out for you as long as I'm able to stand,"

said he, setting his jaw. " I wish you could love me,

Anne. I think we'd be pretty good pals, after all, if

we got to thinking more about each other and less about

ourselves. Of course, I'm a down-and-outer and don't

deserve much in the way of—

"

" You don't deserve sympathy," she interrupted,

laying a firm hand upon his, " and I know you are not

asking for it. Encouragement is what you need." Her

voice shook slightly. " You want some one to love

you., I understand. It's what we all want, I suppose.

I'll try to be a real, true sister from now on, George.

It— it will not be very hard for me to love you. I'm

sure," she concluded, with a whimsical little smile that

went straight to his sore, disfigured heart. A lump

came into his throat and his eyes began to smart so sud-

denly that a mist came over them before he could blink

*%»
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his lids. He was very young, w»*s George Tresslyn,
despite the things that go to make men old.
"Gee!" he said, astonished by his own emotions.

Then he gripped her slender, ringless hand in his huge
palm,— and wa^ further surprised to discover that she
did not wince. « We're not acting like Tresslyns at
all,^ Anne. We're acting just like regular people."

Do you know that you are a very lucky person,
George?" she said abruptly. He blinked. "You
don t know it, but you are. I wish I had the same
chance that you have."

« What are you talking about? » he demanded.
I wish I had the same chance to be happy that you

"Happy? Good Lord, I'll never be happy without
Lutie, and you know it," he groaned.

" That is just the chance you still have. Buddy. It
isn t inconceivable that you may get Lutie back, while
I— well, you know how it is with me. I'm done for.
to put it plainly."

" Lutie wouldn't wipe her feet on me," he said, strug-
ghng between hope and conviction. "I'd let her do
it like a flash if she wanted to, but— Oh, what's the

"•!,: « V
"°^ ^ ^^""^ 'J"^^'^*^ ourselves forever, you

with Brady and I with Lutie. It's an infernal shame
you didn't take Brady when you '»

"Yes, we've queered ourselves," said she, struck by
the phrase that fell from his lips. It was not Anne's
habit to use slang, but somehow George's way of put-
ting the situation into words was so aggravatingly com-
plete that she almost resented his prior use of an ex-
pression that she had never used before in her life
It did sum up the business, neatly and compactly!
strange that she had never thought of that admirable



S06 FROM THE HOUSETOPS

word before! "And of the two of us, George, I am
the worst offender. I went about my mistake delib-
erately. I suppose it is only right that I should pay
the heavier price."

" If I thought there was a chance to get Lutie back,
I*d

—

** But there he stopped as he always stopped.
He had never been able to end that sentence, and he
had got just that far with it a million times or more.

" Have you tried to get her back? " she demanded
suddenly, a flash of interest in her eyes. It was to
grow into genuine enthusiasm. The impulse at the back
of her mind was to develop into an idea, later into a
strong, definite ^uiT)ose. It had for its foundation a
hitherto unsuspected desire to do good.
"Great Scot, no!"
« Then fry, George," she cried, a new thrill in her

voice.

He was bewildered. " Try what? "

^ I would stake my life on it, George, if you set about
it in the right way you can win Lutie all over again.
All you have to do is to let her see that you are a
man, a real man. There's no reason in the world why
she shouldn't remember what love really is, and that
she once had it through you. There's a lot in love
that doesn't come out in a couple of months and she
has the sense to know that she was cheated out of it.

If I am not greatly mistaken she is just like all other
women. We don't stop loving before we get our fill

of it, or unta we've at least found out that it bores us
to be loved by the man who starts the fire going. Now,
Lutie must realise that she never got her full share.
She wasn't through loving you. She had barely be-
gun. It doesn't matter how badly a woman is treated,
she goes on loving her man until some other man proves
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that »he i. wrong, and he cannot prove it f« h., *-i«he has had all of the love thJli^ .

***' "°**^

fiwt man. ThatWh! •%''" «** *»"* «' «»•

beat them. Of court\rT "* '^ ^'^ *^* »«» ''^o

women. You LoTtTe W^^^^^^ "P^i^ *« ««™o"l
of all honest wom« !„H t

!"'''"* ^"* ^* " *'"«

honest thanVe ?u3pee?^''1tTr7 *° *" "^°"

months of you GearT a\v.
^"^ ^'^^^ «' three

can»t teU me thftThfstl ^Z"
'*"?' **** "••»>• You

.ou Just as shtt:it,Totr h"a?d::t'^ ^r '^
some day marrv unnfK., ^ tne hardest. She may
that sh/h^d7oulo^ZZ"''' ^r^

"^* ^" "^^*' ^°'««t

not enough."
"" "'°"**^'' *"^ that thej w^e

"Great Scot'" sai'/I r^

" Certainly."

man jurt half enoCh to e.l ^ if .T u"
'*"™«

"Do you mean to ,av thTt ™^^ ."l .
'"""«''"

;»:"f\.?s:p^;---rw^--u.h
the richest, one of the smartest -« ' °°^ °^

into wt'SeXr^^^^^ ^ '^'^ -*^ «t-hng
' ^°" ^"'^ ^ «^« pretty much alike in
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one respect. Surprising ai it may aeem, we hare been
able to love some one besides ourselves. And still more
surprising, we appear to be constant. You arc no
more constant in your love for Lutie than I am in my
love for the man I shall never have. My man despises
me. Your woman merely pities you. You can retake
what you have lost. I cannot. But why shouldn't I go
on loving my man, just as you are loving your woman?
Why shouldn't I?" she cried out fiercely.

He gulped. « Oh, I say, Anne, I— 1 didn't dream
that it meant so much to you. I have always thought
of you as— as -i- er— sort of indifferent to— But,
that just shows how little a fellow knows about his sis-

ter. A sister never seems to be given the same flesh

and blood feelings that other women have. I'm sorry
I said what I did a little while ago. I take it back,
Anne. If you've got a chance to get Brady back—

"

"Stop! I spoke of your affairs, George, because
they are not altogether hopeless. We cannot discuss

»»mme.
" And as for that story, who is going to prove that

Braden intentionally—" He checked the words, and
switched off along another line. " Even though he did
put a merciful end to Mr. Thorpe's suffering, what
selfish motive can be charged to him? Not one. He
doesn't get a dollar of the estate, Simmy says. He
alone loved that old man. No one else in the world
loved him. He did the best he could for him, and he
doesn't care what any one thinks about it. I came here
to warn you, to tell you to be careful, but now that I
know what it means to you, I—

"

She arose. Facing him, she said slowly, deliberately

:

" I believe that Braden tried to save his grandfather's
life. He asked my consent to the operation. I gave
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ThnJ!!!**"
^*''!;' *** ^ """' """"y *^'^'**« that Mr.Thorpe w«. to die on the operating table. I wantedhimtodie. I wanted an end put to hi, suffering. But

I d.d not want Braden to be the ouc. Some day I mayhave the courage to tell you something. George, that

^ol fri\r "°*''"« °" ^"^^^^ ^- cverThocked

ffo*J ' ^°" ^ '^"' '^«*°» -»»y TempletonThorpe married me. I -but not now. I wish thatthe whole world could know that if Braden did take hilown way to end the suffering of that unhappy old mat

I'ZLZllI '' ^°"^^'""^*^- '- ^^- H« '^ the'

t,w7^ .'"""'"'"^ ''^^'^* watching her with per-plexed, dubious eyes. It was a matter that deserved
njental concentration. He could best achieve thsby

that wL .
^'^^ '"^"' «^*"«"^ condoning an act

- behfndlrt T*'^"
*° ^ professionally excoriated,-behmd the hand, so to say,- even though there wasno one to contend that a criminal responsibility shouldbe put upon Braden Thorpe. He was, forL mo-ment, capable of forgetting his own troubles in consid-ering the peril that attended Anne.

sav
°

It's 'lu
^\7'/°"'" ^'^' *° ^' '^''^^^ ^hat you

aT; don't " ?M \T^ '' *" "^' ^"* ^°' h^*-«n'«sake don t go telling these things to other people."He was serious, desperately serious. « No one willunderstand. No one will see it as you do. There Wbeen a lot of talk about Brady's views and al thatPeople are not very charitable toward him. Theystick to the idea that God ought to do such jobs asBrady advocr .s and I don't know but they are right!So now you just keep your mouth closed about aU tUs
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It i» Braden*! •(fair. iV, hit lookout, not youri. Tlit
'••»* ••»d» *he better. Uke it from me. You—

^

We win t«lk of fomething elie, George, if jou dont
njind. ihc said, relaxing suddcnlj. She tat down be-
«de him ohce more, rather limplj and with a deep, long^
drawn tigh. a* if she had spent herself in this single
exposition of feeling. "Now what do you intend to
do m regard to Lutie? Are you ready to straighten
up and make the effort to— to be something creditable
to yourself and to her? **

.r°.\^'?
*"**^ *° *»«" down a good many respect-

able jobs," he scoffed. «It'. no good trying. Pm
too busy thmking of her to be able to devote much of
my^ remarkable intelligence to ordinary work."

**WelI, you've never had me behind you till now,"
she said. "I am perfectly able to think for yov. if
you 11 let me. Simmy Dodge is interested in you. He
can get you a berth somewhere. It may be a humble
one, but It will lead to something better. You are not
a drunkard, you are not a loafer. Now, I wUl teU you
what I intend to do. If, at the end of a year, you can
show me that you—" J

*
J ""

"Hold on! You are not thinking of offering me
money, are you?" he demanded, flushing angrily.
Her eyes brightened. " You would not accept it?

"

I*

No," he said flatly.
^

"You must remember one thing, George," she said,
after a moment. "You cannot take Lutie back until
you have paid mother in full for all that your freedom
cost her. It wouldn't be fair to take both the girl and
the money she received for giving you up that time.
She was paid m full for returning you to the family
circle. If she takes you back again, she should refund
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"d^-woni p»d.. Now, Luti. .houU n,t bfcdlrf

oeiore we re through, see if I don»t.»» Ho wan »Ir«-J.

o«.Iy on the w, to cert.m coii.uinni.tion.

"Pt- 1 A. n't mat * few dollar., tou know To-

TuZ' w - «° "* Mr. Hollaib.ytoThr..,Tu

..o"oX' «™rj;:td't7tk'.tt"*
-" '-''

.1.0 .houldn't .peak of wUh pride '' .a/IrTyou know j„.t how .other i? fixed for Zey? °Ww.„t„ .he told .e .he might have to .ell the hou.e

the'LoSrwfth'if
^"^ "'°'*'^- "^ »'"' to •>«"=we .pon. With her, m a way, even though she can't.hare the .hame with me. She brought u, up G.o"l.and he made u, the noble creature, that we are Cowe her .omclhing for that, eh? Oh, I ..".ot «
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bitter as I appear to be, so don't look shocked. Mother
has her ideals, and she is honest about them. She is a
wonderful woman, a wonderful mother. She did her
best for us in every way possible. I don't blame her
for what has happened to me. I blame myself. She is
not half as mean as I am, George, and she isn't one-
tenth as weak-kneed as you. She stood by both of us,
and I for one shall stand by her. So don't you worry
about mother, old boy. Worry about the honest job
you are expected to get —- and hold."

Later on she said to him : « Some day I shall make
rt a pomt to see Lutie. I will shake hands with her.
You see, George dear," she went on whimsically, "I
don't in the least object to divorcees. They are not
half as common as divorces. And as for your conten-
tion that if you and Lutie had a child to draw you
together, I can only call your attention to the fact
that there are fewer divorces among people who have
no children than among those who have. The records
-- or at least the newspapers— prove that to be a fact.
In nine-tenths of the divorce cases you read about, the
custody of children is mentioned. That should prove
something, eh? It ought to put at rest forever the
claim that children bind mismated people together.
They don't, and that is all there is about it."

George grinned in his embarrassment. "Well I'll
be ofF now, Anne. I'll see Simmy this afternoon, as
you suggest, and—" he hesitated, the worried look
coming into his eyes once more— « Qh, I say, Ann", I
can't help repeating what I said about your sc ini?
Braden. Don't—

"

'

" Good-bye, George," she broke in abruptly, a queer
smile on her lips.



CHAPTER XVI

BRADEN THORPE realised that he would have to
pay, one way or another, for what had happened
in the operating room. Either his honour or his

skill would be attacked for the course his knife had taken
The day after his grandfather's death, he went -to

the office of Dr. Bates, the deposed family physician
and adviser. He did not go in a cringing, apologetic
spirit, but as one unafraid, as one who is justified
within himself and fears not the report of evil. His
heart was sore, for he knew he was to be misjudged.
Those men who looked on while he worked so swiftlv! so
surely, so skilfully in that never-to-be-forgotten hour
were not to be deceived. He knew too well that he had
performed with the most noteworthy skill, and, if he
had any other feeling than that of grief for the death
of one who had been dear to him, it was that of pride
in the consciousness that he deserved the praise of these
men for the manner in which he performed the most
delicate of operations. He knew that they knew, quite
as wcU as he, that but for the fatal swerving of half
an inch of the instrument in his steady fingers. Temple-
ton Thorpe would not only be alive at that moment but
coriceivably might be expected to survive for many days
They had seen everything and they understood. He

did not seek to conceal the truth from himself. He had
heard the sharply drawn breath that was taken through
the parted lips of his tense observers as that admirably
handled blade slid from its true course and spoiled what
might have been heralded as a marveUous feat in surgery.
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It was as if something had snapped in the minds of
these three men who watched. They had looked, how-
ever, upon aU that was before him as he worked. Thevhad seen, as he saw, the thing that no human skill could
conquer. He felt their eyes upon him as he turned the
knife quickly, suddenly, surely, and then they had lookedmto his eyes as he raised them for a second. He had
spared his grandfather another month of agony, andthey had seen everything. It was not unlikely that the
patient might have survived the anesthetic, and it was
equally probable that subsequent care on the part of the
doctor and the- nurse might have kept him alive long
enough to permit his case to be recorded by virtue of his
having escaped alive from the operating table, as one of
those exasperatingly smug things known to the profes-
sion as a successful operation,"- sardonic prelude toan act of God

!

There seems to be no such thing as an unsuccessful
operation. If God would only keep his finger out of
the business, nothing could go wrong. It is always the
act of God that keeps a man from enjoying the fruits ofan absolutely successful operation. Up to the instant
that Braden's knife took its sanguinary course, there
was every indication that the operation would be suc-
cessful, even though Mr. Thorpe were to breathe Us
last while the necessary stitches were being taken.He had slept soundly throughout the night just past.
For the first night m a week his mind and body took
the rest that had been denied them for so long. The
thing was behind him. It was over. He had earned
his right to sleep. When he laid his head upon the
pillow there was no fear of evil dreams, no qualms, no
troubled conscience to baffle the demands of exhaustion.He had done no wrong. His sleep was long, sweet, re-
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frh^? A
^' \^^ °° ^'" °^ ^°^ ^» h» ^o'd that night,for he had spoken with God in the silence of theWnight before and he was at peace with Him. No Zu

T^pleton Thorpe He had worked with all the knowl-edge at his command
; he himself felt that he had workedas one inspired,- so much so, in fact, that he nowknew that never again in all his life would he be able tl

ST'LThTr^' *'^ ^"^"^ ^' *^-* unfor^etabday But he had recognised the futility of skiU even

?^: iCvitair '"t' *; ''' "*'"°«* acLplishmel
ITie inevitable was bared to his intelligence: He haddone his best for Templeton Thorpefno man couldhave done more than that. With the eyes of oth rinen upon him eyes that saw aU that he saw, he tookIt upon himself to spare his grandfather the few days

less k'f* *'r\'"" f^^f *° ^^« ^^" "^y - -
sional ~ "* "° *^°"^* ™°'^ ^™»^°% Photos-

And as he performed that final act of mercy, his mindand heart were on the handshake, and the worJ of fTre-
well that his benefactor had murmured in his earTempleton Thorpe was at rest; he had thank^i^T;
grandson m advance.

So it was that Braden slept the night through withouta-lremor But with his waking came the sense of re-
sponsibility to others. Not to the world at large notto the wife of the dead man, but to the three fLereand honourable members of his profession, who, nodoubt, found themselves in a most trying posi ion!They were m a way, his judges, and as such they were
compelled to accept their own testimony as evidencefor or against him. With him it was a matter o
principle, with them a question of ethics. As men they



S16 FROM THE HOUSETOPS
were in aU probabmty applauding his act, but as doc-
tors they were bound by the first and paramount teach-
ings of their profession to convict him of an unspeakable
wrong. It was his duty to grant these men the right
to speak of what they had seen.

He went first to see Dr. Bates, his oldest friend and
counsellor, and the one man who could afterwards speak
freely with the widow of the man who had been his life-
long patient. Going down in the elevator from his
room at the hotel, Braden happened to glance at him-
self in the narrow mirror. He was startled into a sec-
ond sharp, investigating look. Strange that he had not
observed while shaving how thin his face had become.
His cheeks seemed to have flattened out leanly over
night; his heavy eyes looked out from shadowy re-
cesses that he had failed to take account of before;
there were deeper lines at the corners of his mouth, as
if newly sticagthened by some artful sculptor while he
slept. He was older by years for that unguarded
sleep. Time had taken him unawares ; it had slyly seized
the opportunity to remould his features while youth was
weak from exhaustion. In a vague way he recalled a
certain mysterious change in Anne Tresslyn's face. It
was not age that had wrought the change in her, nor
could it be age that had done the same for him.
The solution came to him suddenly, as he stepped out

into the open air and saw the faces of other men. It
was strength, not weakness, that had put its stamp
upon his countenance, and upon Anne's ; the strength
that survives the constructive years, the years of devel-
opment. He saw this set, firm strength in the faces of
other men for the first time. They too no doubt had
awakened abruptly from the dream of ambition to find
themselves dominated by a purpose. That purpose was
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in their faces. Ambition was back of that purpose per-haps deep ,n the soul of the man, but purpose ha/b -come the necessity.

thr^uSf iT T'\^''
*^^* ^*'^°^ «P«* in the dash

Ideal He lays it down beside the road and withouf

^^ard, scarcely conscious of the substitution. It re-quires strength to carry a resolve. An. .leurrLs

street,-- truckman, motorman. merchant, clerk, whatyou will sets forth each day with the same oli re oution at his heels
; and in their set faces is the stren^tli

nt Trm"'k
*'^

*r^*^°"
'^""^ --^- *° --^

voun. and U ""^ ^ S^'^ "P°" *^' countenances of

corne! hi ^ ^'-
.
^"'" '^' ^^S««' ^^ ^^o street

1. ^""l".
'^-^ ™' *'"' '"''"' ''ange in Anne He

to thmk of her. He was certain that he had put herout of h;s thought,. Now he realised that she hadmerely lam dormant in his mind while it was filled with

JZ'Tr r " "" P''* ''» ''»y»- She had not beencrowded out, after .11. The sharp recollection of then,press,o„ he had had on seeing her immediately afer

t^lhTh^tru^r**'*'"^
'-»'»"> "-'^oned'

out the passing o, Youth, definiteness. under tYnZ.discovery,-
a grip „n the realities of life, just Z%.was w,th him and aU the others who were awake A
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year in the life of a young thing like Anne could not

have created the difference that he felt rather than

saw.

Something more significant than the dimensions of a
twelve-month had added its measure to Anne's outlook

Tipoii life. She had turned a corner in the lane and
was facing the vast plain she would have to cross un-

guided. She had come to the place where she must think

and act for herself,— and to that place all men and all

women come abruptly, one time or another, to become
units in the multitude.

We do not ki^ow when we pass that inevitable spot,

nor have we the power to work backward and decide

upon the exact moment when adolescence gave y^Jij to

manhood. It comes and passes without our knowledge,

and we are given a new vision in the twinkling of an
eye, in a single beat of the heart. No man knows just

when he becomes a man in his own reckoning. It is

not a matter of years, nor growth, nor maturity of

body and mind, but an awakening which goes unrecorded

on the mind's scroll. Some men do not note the change

until they are fifty, others when they are fifteen. Cir-

cumstance does the trick.

He was still thinking of Anne as he hurried up the

front door-steps and rang Dr. Bates' bell. She was
not the same Anne that he had known and loved, far

back in the days when he was young. Could it be pos-

sible that it was only a year ago? Was Anne so close

to the present as all that, and yet so indefinably remote

when it came to analysing this new look in her eyes?

Was it only a year ago that she was so young and so

unfound?

A sudden sickness assailed him as he waited for the
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H^^tT^ """ ^•°'- ^' 1"«"««» ™<le . widow.

She knew what it all meant, and she had offered toshare the consequences with him. no matter what c^r"hw judgment led him to pursue Wn h.A 7 ^?
fiPi* ,,nt:i «k- • X

"/"P"""e. lie had not consideredher untJ this mstant as a partner in the undertaWbut now he realised that she must certainl^KL i i,^*'
upon herself as such. His he"rt^r/k Ife^7^^^^^a hideous mistake. He shoul^Lrhte g net^^^^^^^

we^X't^o^r^^
'-'-'' 'y *^^ same^meairtti

witl'hTrt^nU °' ^^^^' '^ '^' '^^^^ ^- ^-^-<^* -'i

dett\l7fi'L™"'' *T*'"«
*^^ ^^'^^ ^-- « a curiouslydetached fashion, and not as his own blood-relation

htund^r '^^ *° ^^ ^thrcTrtalnta^hrf he";husband, and no matter how merciful, how sensible thajact may have been, or how earnestly he may have tried

Going back to the beginning, Templeton Thorpe'sdeath was in her mind the day she married him. ItTid

b":;:;^" VuT^^rwii^llL'^j
*^
^r !;^

'''^' ^^"ut wus way to the desired end could never
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have been included in her calculations. Thii was not
the waj out.

She had been forced to take a stand with him in this

unhappy business, and she would have to pay a cost

that he could not share with her, for his conscience

was clear. What were her thoughts to-day? With
what ugly crime was she charging herself? Was she,

in the secrecy of her soul, convicting herself of murder?
Was that what he had given her to think about all the

rest of her life?

The servant was slow in answering the bell. They
always are at the homes of doctors.

"Is Dr. Bates at home?"
" OfBce hours from eight to nine, and four to six."
" Say that Dr. Thorpe wishes to see him."

This seemed to make a difference. " He is out, Dr.
Thorpe. We expect him in any moment though. For
lunch. Will you please to come in and wait? "

" Thank you."

She felt called upon to deliver a bit of information.
** He went down to see Mrs. Thorpe, sir,— your poor
grandmother."

" I see," said Braden dully. It did not occur to him
that enlightenment was necessary. A queer little chill

ran through his veins. Was Dr. Bates down there now,
telling Anne all that he knew, and was she, in the
misery of remorse, making him her confessor? In the
light of these disturbing thoughts, he was fast becom-
ing blind to the real object of this, the first of the three

visits he was to make.

Dr. Bates found him staring gloomily from' the win-

dow when he came into the office half an hour later, and
at once put the wrong though obvious construction upon
his mood.
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den*! face. A suipicion was growing in hit mind.
**! am terribly distreised about lomething, Dr.

Bates,** said Braden, uneasily. ** I wish you would tell

me everything that Anne had to say to you."

"Well, for one thing, she said that she knew you
would do everything in your power to bring about a
successful result. She seemed vastly relieved when I told

her that you had done all that mortal man could do.

I don't believe she has the faintest idea that— that an
accident occurred. Now that I think of it, she did stop

me when I undertook to convince her that your bark
is worse than j^'our bite, young man,— in other words,

that your theories are for conversational and not prac-

tical purposes. Yes, she cut me off rather sharply. I

hadn't attached any importance to her— See here,

Braden," he demanded suddenly, "is there any reason

why she should have cut me off like that? Had she

cause to feel that you might have put into practice

your— your— Come, come, you know what I mean.'*

He was leaning forward in his chair, his hands grip-

ping the arm-rests.

" She is more or less in sympathy with my views,"

said Braden warOy. **0f couise, you could not ex-

pect her to be in sympathy with them in this case, how-
ever.'* He put it out as a feeler.

"Well, I should say not!" exclaimed Dr. Bates.
" It's conceivable that she may have been in some doubt,

however, until I reassured her. By George, I am just

beginning to see through her, Braden. She had me
down there to— to set her mind at rest about— about
you. 'Pon my soul, she did it neatly, too."

" And she believes— you think she believes that her

mind is at rest? "

" That's an odd question. What do you mean? *'
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man, and with all men, and be aisured that no sinister
motive would be attributed to him. He would be free
from the slightest trace of suspicion so long as he stood
alone in accounts of the happenings of the day before.
No matter how violent the criticism or how bitter the
excoriation, he would at least be credited with honest
intentions. But the mere mention of Anne's name would
be the signal for a cry from the housetops, and all the
world would hear. And Anne*s name would sound the
death knell of " honest intentions."

" As I said a moment apro. Dr. Bates, Mrs. Thorpe
is fully aware Of my rather revolutionary views," he
said, not answering the question with directness.
*• That was enough to cause some uneasiness on mv
part."

"Um! X dare say," said Dr. Bates thoughtfully.
Back in h's mind was the recollection of a broken en-
gagement, or something of the sort. "I see. Nat-
urally. I think, on the whole, my boy, she believes that
J told her the truth. You needn't be uneasy on that
score. I— I— for a moment I had an idea that you
might have said something to her." It was almost a
question.

Braden shook his head. His eyes did not flicker as
he answered steadily: « Surrey you cannot think that
I would have so much as mentioned my views in dis-
cussing—

"

" Certainly not, my boy," cried the other heartily.
Braden did not fail to note the look of relief in his eye,
however. « So now you are all right as far as Mrs.
Thorpe is concerned. I made a point of assuring her
that everything went oflF satisfactorily to the three of
us. She need never know the truth. You needn't feel

that you cannot look her in the eyes, Braden."
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•**""**' «»*«'»" exclaimed Thorpe, ttar-

•bout thieves and han, Dr. Bates.**

*i."',.*^*
.^""^ P"*^**"- ^ "«•"* '^«M. mv bov, al-

though perhaps it wasn't the nice thing to 'say.
*

Andnow have jou come to teU me that it was an accident,
an unfortunate —-"

"
fl °C ;t'*^

« '*''^"* "traightcning up. « I come toyou first, Dr. Bates, because you are my oldest friend
fnd supporter, and because you were the lifelong friend
of my grandfather. I am going also to Dr. Bray and
Dr. Ernest after I leav. here. I do not want any one
of you to feel that I expect you to shield me in this

7fr'u * ?"xu*" f "^"*^ *^ *^" *»" ^^''^ y°» know.
1 did what I thought was best, what my conscience or-
dered me to do, and I did it openly in the presence of
three witnesses. There was no accident. No one may
•ay that I bungled. No one—

"

^^

« I should say you didn't bungle,'* said the older man.
I never witnessed a finer— ahem! In fact, we all

agree on that. My boy, you have a great future before
you. You are one of the most skilful "

"Thanks. I didn't come to hear words of praise,
iJr. Bates. I came to release you from any obligation
that you may—

"

*

"Tut, tut! That's all right. We understand-
perfectly All three of us. I have talked it over withBray and Ernest. What happened up there yesterdayM as a closed book. We shall never open it. I will
not go so far as to say that we support your theories,
but we do applaud your method. There isn't one of
us who would not have felt like doing the thing you
did, but on the other hand there isn't one of us who
could have done it. T\. ould have aUowed him a few
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more days of life. Now that it is aU over, I wiU not
say that you did wrong. I can only say that it was
not right to do the thing you did. However, it is your
conscience and not mine that carries the load,— if there
is one. You may rest assured that not one of us wiU
ever voluntarOy describe what actually took place."

« But I do not want to feel that you regard it your
duty to protect me from the consequences of a deliber-
ate—'*

" See here, my lad, do you want the worid to know
that you took your grandfather's life? That's what it
amounts to, you 'know. You can't go behind the facts."

Thorpe lowered his head. "It would be ridiculous
for me to say that I do not care whether the world
knows the truth about it, Dr. Bates. To be quite hon-
est, sir, I do not want the world to know. You will un-
derstand why, in this particular instance, I should dread
publicity. Mr. Thorpe was my grandfather. He wasmy benefactor. But that isn't the point. I had no
legal right to do the thing I did. I took it upon my-
self to take a step that is not now countenanced by the
law or by our profession. I did this in the presence
of witnesse

. What I want to make clear to you and
to the other doctors is that I should have acted differ-
ently if my patient had been any one else in the world.
I loved my grandfather. He was my only friend. He
expected me to do him a great service yesterday. I
could not fan him, sir. When I saw that there was
nothmg before him but a few awful days of agony, I
did what he would have blessed me for doing had he
been conscious. If my patient had been any one else
I should have adhered strictly to the teachings of my
profession. I would not have broken the law."

Your grandfather knew when he went up to the
((



MTT-

FROM THE HOUSETOPS

Is

«Ifr^ '^"' " *" <"" "ith kira? "

-kI 1, • • • J ,
•"' ""* ""« hopeless. That is

In other »ords, he deliberately nut von i»
present position? He set his mind L hUTthlSIupon you? Then all I have to sav «^? T . f*^n« i. that he was a da^eS 1*^

i^t Ke";dead and gone «,d, thank God, he can't hear me Youmnst understand Braden, that this statement , yo^r"Uuw, an entirely new light upon the case » «id DrI^te, gravely. "The fact that it was artu" y „;pected of you makes your act a—Pr -k-ii

LTkfrnr^ iL.ottLei;;;[sf;o";:;';j
make this statement to my coUeagues. You are quite

^r But"^r^'
'7' r'^«*«"^ *^« situat'n'^ !

fectty. But If you tell them that there was an ai^ment-even a provisional agreement- 1- "eU thething will not look the same to them."
* ^

You are right, Dr. Bates," said Braden Rffp, omoment. « Thank you for the advice I^ Ih.
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r«n- f'
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W. na^?™ rj," J^* '""'^ fellow -what'sms name?— may have been more capable of observing
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than we'd suspect in one so tender, but I fancy he

wouldn't know everything. I happen to know that he

saw the knife slip. He mentioned it to Simeon Dodge."

"To Simmy Dodge!"
" Yes. Dodge came to see me last night. He told me

that the boy made some queer statement to him about

the pylorus, and he seemed to be troubled. I set him

straight in the matter. He doesn't know any more
about the pylorus than he knew before, but he does know
that no surgeon on earth could have avoided the acci-

dent that befell you in the crisis. Simmy, good soul,

was for going odt at once and buying off the interne,

but I stopped him. We will take care of the young
man. He doesn't say it was intentional, and we will

convince him that it wasn't. How do you stand with

young George Tresslyn? "

"I don't know. He used to like me. I haven't

seen—

"

** It appears that Simmy first inquired of George if

he knew anything about the pylorus. He is Mrs.

Thorpe's brother. I should be sorry if he got it ii to

his head that— well, that there was anything wrong,
anything that might take him to her with ugly ques-

tions."

** I shall have to chance that, Dr. Bates," said Braden
grimly.

** Mrs. Thorpe must never know, Braden," said the

other, gripping his hands behind his back.

"If it gets out, she can't help knowing. She may
suspect even now—**

" But it is not to get out. There may be rumours
starting from this interne's remark and supported by
your avowed doctrines, but we must combine to suppress

them. The newspapers cannot print a line without our
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authority, and theyTl never get it. They wiU not dareto prmt a rumour that cannot be substantiated. I

I am afraid of hrni. He has been going down hill pretty
fast of late. It wouldn't surprise me to hear that heHad sunk low enough to attempt blackmail."

« ^«°f
heaven

!
Why- why, he's not that sort -»

gutter, they say. He's that sort, at any rate."
I don't believe George ever did a crooked thinir in

"He wouMn't cor7e to you," said the other, senten-

Bu?le mi\f "f1 ""' ^*^^ *'^ ^«"-«^ *o <»« that.But he might go to Anne. Do you see what I mean? »

«,1^ .J
''• ^' ^'*^- ^' '""*"^'^ G^°'«^'« «Peri-

STl"^ tr^'T"' *°^ *^^ opportunity that had^n laid before hmi. «I see what you mean, but

«^r ^*";;h«'« not as bad as you think. Dr. Bates.'^Well see," sa--' the older man briefly. «I hope
he^s the man you tn to think he is. I am afraid of

"He loves his sister. Dr. Bates."

h„r? ^t *"*? ^' "*^ "°* attempt to blackmail her,

ThVfT ? ?* PT'^^t his going to her with his storyThe fact that he does love her may prove to be your
greatest misfortune." ^

"What do you mean?"
" As I said before, Anne must never know," said Dr.

Bates, laying his hand on the young man's shoulder andp-ippmg It suddenly. « Your grandfather talked quite
freely with me toward the end. No; Anne must neverKnow.

Braden stared at the floor in utter perplexity.



CHAPTER XVn

WADE went through the unnecesaary form of
" giving notice " a day or two after his old
master was laid to rest. On th" day that

Templeton Thorpe went to the hospital he abandoned an
ahnost lifelong habit of cocking his head in an attitude
of listening, and went about the house with the comers
of his mouth drc^oping instead of maintaining their ever-
lasting twist upward in the set smile of humility.
He had been there for thirty years and more, and

now he was no longer needed. He would have to get
out. He had saved a little money,— not much, but
enough to start a small business of some sort,— and he
was complaining bitterly to himself of the fate that
deprived him of Mr. Thorpe's advice just when it was
imperative that he should know what enterprise would
be the safest for him to undertake. It nettled him to
think that he had fafled to take advantage of his op-
portunities while this shrewd, capable old man was alive
and in a position to set him on the right path to pros-
perity. He should have had the sense to look forward
to this very day.

For thirty years he had gone on believing that he
knew so much more than Mr. Thorpe that Mr. Thorpe
couldn't possibly get along without him, and now he
was brought up sharply against the discovery that he
couldn't get along without Mr. Thorpe. For thirty
years he had done only the things that Mr. Thorpe
wanted him to do, instructed him to do, or even drove
him to do. Suddenly he found himself with absolutely

230
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nothing to do, or at any rate with no one to tell him
what to do, and instead of a free and independent agent,
with no one to order him about, he wasn't anything,— he wasn't anything at aU. This was not what he had
been looking forward to with such complacency and con-
fidence. He was like a lost soul. No one to tell him
what to do! No one to valet! No one to caU him
a bluKficring idiot! No one to despise except himself!
And he had waited thirty years for the day to come
when he could be his own man, with the power to tell
every one to go to the devil— and to do so himself if
he saw fit. He hardly recognised himself when he looked
in the mirror. Was that scared, bleak, wobegone face
a reflection? Was he really like that?
He was filled with a bitter rage against Mr. Thorpe.

How he .
^ him for dying like this and leaving him

with nothin^ t do after all these years of faithful serv-
ice. And how shocked he was, and fi"

"
tened, to dis-

cover himself wanting to pause outside his master's door
with his head cocked to hear the voice that would never
shout out to him again.

He knew to a p6nny just how much he had in the
Savings Banks about town,-— a trifle over twelve thou-
sand doUars, the hoardings of thirty years. He had
gone on being a valet all these years without a single
thought of being anything else, and yet he had always
looked forward to the day when he could go into some
nice, genteel little business for himself,— when he could
step out of service and enjoy life to the full. But
how was he to go about stepping out of service and into
a nice, genteel little business without Mr. Thorpe to tell
him what to do ? Here was he, sixty-five years old, with-
out a purpose in life. Beginning life at sixty-five!
Of course, young Mrs. Thorpe would have no use
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for a valet. No doubt she would marry again,— Wade
had his notions !— but he couldn't think of subjecting

himself to the incompetency of a new master, even

though his old place were held open for him. He would
not be able to adjust himself to another master,— or to

put it in his own words, it would be impossible to adjust

another master to himself. Young Master Braden
might give him something to do for the sake of old times,

but then again Mrs. Thorpe would have to be taken into

consideration. Wade hadn't the slightest doubt that

she would one day " marry into the family again.*' As
a matter of fact, he believed in his soul that there was
an understanding between the young people. There
were moments when he squinted his eyes and cringed a
little. He would have given a great deal to be able to

put certain thoughts out of his mind.

And then there was another reason for not wanting
to enter the service of Dr. Braden Thorpe. Suppose
he were to become critically ill. Would he, in that

«vent, feel at liberty to call in an outside doctor to take

charge of his case? Would it not be natural for Dr.
Braden to attend him? And suppose that Dr. Braden
were to conclude that he couldn't get well

!

He gave notice to Murray, the butler. He hated to

do this, for he despised Murray. The butler would not
have to go. He too had been with Mr. Thorpe for

more than a quarter of a century, and death had not

robbed him of a situation. What manner of justice was
it that permitted Murray to go on being useful while

he had to go out into the world and become a burden

to himself?

"Murray informs me. Wade, that you have given

notice," said Anne, looking up as he shuffled into an at-

titude before her. " He says that you have saved quite
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a lot of money and are therefore independent. I am
happy to hear that you are in a position to spend the

remainder of your life in ease and— why, what is the

matter, Wade?"
He was very pale, and swayed slightly. "If you

please, madam, Murray is mistaken," he mumbled. An
idea was forming in his unhappy brain. "I— I am
leaving because I realise that you no longer have any
use for my services, and not because I am— er— well

ofF, as the saying is. I shall try to get another place.**

His mind was clear now. The idea was completely

formed. " Of course, it will be no easy matter to find

a place at my age, but,— well, a man must live, you
know.'* He straightened up a bit, as if a weight had
been lifted from his shoulders.

She was puzzled. "But you have money. Wade.
You have worked hard. You have earned a good rest.

Why should you go on slaving for other people? **

" Alas,** said Wade, resuming the patient smile that

had been missing for days and cocking his head a little,

*' it is not for me to rest. Murray does not know every-

thing. My savings are small. He does not know the

uses to which I have been obliged to— I beg pardon,

madam, you cannot, of course, be interested in my poor
affairs.** He was very humble.

"But Mr. Thorpe always spoke of you as an ex-

ceedingly thrifty man. I am sure that he believed you
to be comfortably fixed for life. Wade.'*

" Quite so,** agreed Wade. " And I should have been

had it been possible to lay by with all these unmentioned

obligations crowding upon me, year in, year out.*'

" Your family? I did not know that there was any
one dependent upon you.'*

"I have never spoken of my affairs, ma'am," said
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Wade. ** It is not for a servant to trouble his employer
with— ahem ! You understand, I am sure.*'

** Perfectly. I am sorry.**

*' So I thou|^t I would give notice at once, madam,
o that I mi^t 'je on the lookout as soon as possible

for a new place. You see, I shall soon be too old to
apply for a place, whilst if I manage to secure one in

time I may be allowed to stay on in spite of my age.**
** Have you anything in view? *»

** Nothing, madam. I am quite at a loss where to—**

** Take aU the time you like, Wade,** she said, genu-
inely sorry for the man. She never had liked him. He
was the one man in all the world who might have pitied

her for the mistake she had made, and he had steeled

his heart against her. She knew that he felt nothing
but scorn for her, and yet she was sorry for him. This
was new proof to her that she had misjudged her own
heart. It was a softer thing than she had supposed.
" Stay on here until you find something satisfactory.

Mr. Thorpe would have wished you to stay. You were
a very faithful friend to him. Wade. He set great
store by you.**

"Thank you, madam. You are very kind. Of
course, I shall strive to make myself useful while I re-

main. I dare say Murray can find something for me
to do. Temporarily, at least, I might undertake the
duties of the furnace man and handy-man about the
house. He is leaving to-morrow, I hear. If you will

be so good as to tell Murray that I am to take O'Toole's
place,— temporarily, of course,— I shall be very grate-

ful. It will give me time to collect my thoughts.
ma*am.**

"It will not be necessary. Wade, for you to take
on 0'Toole*s work. I am not asking you to perform
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hard» manual labor. You must not feel that my—**

** Pardon me, madam," interrupted he ;
'* I very much

prefer to do some sort of regular work, if I may be per-

mitted."

She smiled. "You will find Murray a hard task-

master, I am afraid."

He took a long breath, as of relief— or could it have
been pleasure? " I quite understand that, madam. He
is a martinet. Still, I shall not mind." The same
thought was in the mind of each : he was accustomed to

serving a hard task-master. " If you don't mind, I

shall take O'Toole's place until you find some one else.

To-morrow I shall move my belongings from the room
upstairs to O'Toole's room off the furnace-room.

Thank—"
" No !

" she exclaimed. " You are not to do that.

Keep your old room. Wade. I— I cannot allow you
to go down there. Mr. Thorpe would never forgive me
if he knew that—^" He lifted his eyes at the sudden
pause and saw that she was very white. Was she too
afraid of ghosts?
" It's very good of you," he said after a moment. ** I

shall do as you wish in everything, and I shall let you
know the instant I find another place." He cleared his

throat. " I fear, madam, that in the confusion of the

past few days I have failed to express to you my sym-
pathy. I assure you the oversight was not—**

She was looking straight into his eyes. " Thank you.
Wade," she interrupted coldly. "Your own grief

would be sufficient excuse, if any were necessary. If

you will send Murray to me I will tell him that you
have withdrawn your notice and will stay on in O'Toole's

place. It will not be necessary for him to engage an-

other furnace-man at present."
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** No, ma'am,'* said Wade, and then added without a

trace of irony in his voice: **At any rate not until

cold weather sets in."

And so it was that this man solved the greatest prob-
lem that had ever confronted him. He went down into
the cellars to take orders from the man he hated, from
the man who would snarl at him and curse him and
humiliate him to the bitter end, and all because he knew
that he could not begin life over again. He wanted to
be ordered about, he wanted to be snarled at by an over-
bearing task-master. It simplified everything. He
would never be called upon to think for himself.

Thorpe or Murray, what mattered which of them was
in command? It was all the same to him. His dig-
nity passed away with the passing of his career as a
« Man," and he rejoiced in the belief that he had suc-
cessfully evaded the responsibilities that threatened him
up to the moment he entered the presence of the mistress
of the house. He was no longer without a purpose in
life. He would not have to go out and be independent.
Toward the end of the second week Templeton

Thorpe's will was read by Judge Hollenback in the pres-
ence of " the family." There had been some delay on
account of Braden Thorpe's absence from the city. No
one knew where he had gone, nor was he ever to explain
his sudden departure immediately after the funeral. He
simply disappeared from his hotel, without so much as a
bag or a change of linen in his possession, so far as
one could know. At the end of ten days he returned
as suddenly and as casually as he had gone away, but
very much improved in appearance. The strange pal-
lor had left his cheeks and his eyes had lost the heavy,
tired expression.

At first he flatly refused to go down for the reading
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of the wiD. He was not a beneficiary under the neir

inftnunent and he could lee no reason for his attend-
ance. Anne alone understood. The old vow not to
enter the house while she was its mistress,— that was
the reason. He was now in a position to revive that
vow and to order his actions accordingly.

She drooped a little at the thought of it. From time
to time she caught herself wishing that she could devise
some means of punishing him, only to berate herself aft-
erward for the selfishness that inspired the thought.

Still, why shouldn't he come there now? She was
the same now that she was before her marriage took
place,— a year older, that was all, but no less desirable.
That was the one thing she could not understand in him.
She could understand his disgust, his scorn, his rage,
but she could not see how it was possible for him to
hold out against the qualities that had made him love
her so deeply before she gave him cause to hate her.
As for the operation that had resulted in the death

of her husband, Anne had but one way of looking at it.

Braden had been forced to operate against his will,

against his best judgment. He was to be pitied. His
grandfather had failed in his attempt to corrupt the
souls of others in his desire for peace, and there re-

mained but the one cowardly alternative: the appeal to
this man who loved him. In his extremity, he had put
upon Braden the task of performing a miracle, know-
ing full well that its accomplishment was impossible, that
failure was as inevitable as death itself.

The thought never entered her mind that in persuad-
ing Braden to perform this strange act of mercy her
husband may have been moved by the sole desire to put
the final touch to the barrier he had wrought between
them. The fact that Braden was responsible for his
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dcAth had no siniiter meaning for her. It wai the samt
as if he had operated upon a total stranger with a likt

result and with perhaps identical motives.

She kept on saying to herself that she had given up
hope of ever regaining the love she had lost. She tried

to remember just when she had ceased to hope. Was it

before or after that last conversation took place in the

library? Hope may have died, but he was alive and
she was alive. Then how could love be dead?

It was Simmy Dodge who prevailed upon Braden to

be present at the' reading of the will. Simmy was the

sort of man who goes about, in the goodness of his

heart, adjusting matters for other people. He con-

stituted himself in this instance, however, as the legal

adviser of his old friend and companion, and that gave
him a certain amount of authority.

** And what's more," he said in arguing with the ob-

durate Brtulen, ** we'll probably have to "-^ish the will,

if, as you say, you have been cut off N.iLiiout a nickel.

You—"
** But I don't want to smash it," protested Braden.

*'And why not?" demanded Simmy, in surprise.

** You are his only blood relation, aren't you ? Why the

deuce should he leave everything away from you? Of
course we'll make a fight for it. I've never heard of a

more outrageous piece of

—

"

" You don't understand, Simmy,*^raden interrupted,

suddenly realising that his position would be a difficult

one to explain, even to this good and loyal friend.

** We'll drop the matter for the present, at any rate."

" But why should Mr. Thorpe have done this rotten,

inconceivable thing to you, Brady ? " demanded Dodge.
*' Good Lord, that will won't stand a minute in a court

of—"
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It will stAiid lo far ['m concerned," said Braden
harply, and Simmy blinked hia eyet in bewilderment.

" You wouldn't be fighting Anne, you know," he ven-
tured after a moment, assuming that Braden's attitude
was due to reluctance in that direction. " She is pro-
vided for outside the will, she tells me."

" Are you her attorney, Simmy? "

" Yes. That is, the firm represents her, and I'm one
of the firm."

" I don't see how you can rtpresent both of us, old
chap."

" That's just what I'm trying to get into your head.
I couldn't represent you if there was to be a fight with
Anne. But we can fight these idiotic charities, can't
we?"

" No," said Braden flatly. " My grandfather's will

is to stand just as it is, Simmy. I shall not contest for
a cent. And so, if you please, there's no reason for
my going down there to listen to the reading of the
thing. I know pretty well wha* the document says. I
was in Mr. Thorpe's confidence. For your own edifica-

tion, Simmy, I'll merely say that I have already had my
share of the estate, and I'm satisfied."

" Still, in common decency, you ought to go down and
listen to the reading of the will. Judge Hollenback
says he will put the thing off until you are present, so
you might as well go first as last. Be reasonable,
Brady. I know how you feel toward Anne. I can ap-
preciate your unwillingness to go to .jer house after
what happened a year ago. Judge Hollenback declares
that his letter of instruction from Mr. Thorpe makes it

obligatory for him to read the document in the presence
of his widow and his grandson, and in the library of his
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late home. Otherwise, the thing could have been done in
Hollenback's offices."

In the end Braden agreed to be present.
When Judge Hollenback smoothed out the far from

voluminous looking document, readjusted his nose glasses
and cleared his throat preparatory to reading, the fol-
lowing persons were seated in the big, fire-lit library:
Anne Thorpe, the widow; Braden Thorpe, the grand-
son; Mrs. Tresslyn, George Tresslyn, Simmy Dodge,
Murray, and Wade, the furnace-man. The two Tress-
lyns were there by Anne's request. Late in the day she
was overcome by the thought of sitting there alone while
Braden was being dispossessed of all that rightfully be-
longed to him. She had not intended to ask her mother
to come down for the reading. Somehow she had felt
that Mrs. Tresslyn's presence would indicate the consum-
mation of a project that had something ignoble about
it. She knew that her mother could experience no other
sensation than that of curiosity in listening to the will.

Her interest in the affairs of Templeton Thorpe ended
with the signing of the ante-nuptial contract, supple-
mented of course by the event which satisfactorily termi-
nated the agreement inside of a twelve-month. But
Anne, practically alone in the world as she now found
herself to be, was suddenly aware of a great sense of
depression. She wanted her mother. She wanted some
one near who would not look at her with scornful, bitter
eyes.

George's presence is to be quickly explained. He
had spent the better part of the week with Anne, sleep-
ing in the house at her behest. For a week she had
braved it out alone. Then came the sudden surrender
to dread, terror, loneliness. The shadows in the halls
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were grim ; the sounds in the night were sinister, the still-

ness that followed them creepy; the servants were things
that stalked her, and she was afraid— mortally afraid
in this home that was not hers. She had made up her
mind to go away for a long time just as soon as every-
thing was settled.

As for the furnace-man. Judge HoUenback had sum-
moned him on his arrival at the house. So readily had
Wade adapted himself to his new duties that he now felt
extremely uncomfortable and iil-at-ease in a room that
had been like I ne to him for thirty years. He seemed
to feel that this was no place for the furnace-man, not-
withstanding the scouring and polishing process that
temporarily had restored him to a more exalted office,— for once more he was the smug, impeccable valet:
Braden was the last to arrive. He timed his arrival

so that there could be no possibility of an informal en-
counter with Anne. She came forward and shook hands
with him, simply, unaffectedly.

"You have been away," she said, looking straight
into his eyes. He was conscious of a feeling of relief.
He had been living in some dread of what he might de-
tect in her eyes. But it was a serene, frank expression
that he found in them, not a question.

" Yes," he said. « I was tired," he added after a
moment.

She hesitated. Then: «I have not seen you,
Braden, since— since the twenty-first. You have not
given me the opportunity to tell you that I know you did
all that any one could possibly do for Mr. Thorpe.
Thank you for undertaking the impossible. I am
sorry— oh, so sorry,-- that you were made to suffer.
I want you to remember too that it was with my sanc-
tion that you made the hopeless effort."
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He turned cold. The others had heard every word.

She had spoken without reserve, without the slightest
indication of nervousness or compunction. The very
thmg that he feared had come to pass. She had put
herself definitely on record. He glanced quickly about,
searching tte faces of the other occupants of the room.
His gaze fell upon Wade, and rested for a second or two.
Somethmg told him that Wade's gaze would shift,— and
it did.

•
" ^

f,«*
^\«'y*hinft Anne. Thank you for believing

in me." That ,was all. No word of sympathy, no
mawkish mumblmg of regret, no allusion to his own loss.He looked again into her eyes, this time in quest of the
motive that urged her to make this unnecessary declara-
tion. Was there a deeper significance to be attached to
her readmess to assume responsibility? He looked for
the hght in her eye that would convince him that she
was takmg this stand because of the love she felt for
hun. He was immeasurably relieved to find no secret
message there. She had not stooped to that, and he was
g-atified. Her eyes were clouded with concern for him,
that was all. He was ashamed of himself for the
thought,— and afterwards he wondered why he should
have been ashamed. After aU, it was only right that she
should be sorry for him. He deserved that much from
her.

An awkward silence ensued. Simmy Dodge coughed
nervously, and then Braden advanced to greet Mrs
Tresslyn. She did not rise. Her gloved hand was ex-
tended and he took it without hesitation.

•I^xu"J?°°^
*° ^^ ^°'' *«*'"' Braden," she said,

with the bland, perfunctory parting of the lips that
stands for a smUe with women of her class. He meant
nothing to her now.
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" Thanks," he said, and moved on to George, who
regarded him with some intensity for a moment and
then gripped his hand heartily. "How are you,
George? "

"Fine! First stage of regeneration, you know. I'm
glad to see you, Brady."

There was such warmth in the repressed tones that
Thorpe's hand clasp tightened. Tresslyn was still a
fnend. His interest quickened into a keen examination
of the young man who had pronounced himself in the
first stage of regeneration, whatever that may have sig-
nified to one of George's type. He was startled by
the haggard, sick look in the young feUow's face.
George must have read the other's expression, for he
said: "I'm all right,— just a little run down. That's
natural, I suppose."

" He has a dreadful cold," said Anne, who had over-
heard. « I can't get him to do anything for it."

" Don't you worry about me, Anne," said Georce
stoutly.

®

" Just the same, you should take care of yourself,"
said Braden. « Pneumonia gets after you big fellows,
you know. How are you. Wade? Poor old Wade, you
must miss my grandfather terribly. You knew him be-
fore I was bom. It seems an age, now that I think of it
in that way."

" Thirty-three years, sir," said Wade. « Nearly ten
years longer than Murray, Mr. Braden. It does seem
an age."

The will was not a lengthy document. The reading
took no more than three minutes, and for another full
minute after its conclusion, not a person in the room
uttered a word. A sort of stupefaction held them aUm its grip,— that is, all except the old lawyer who was
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putting away his glasses and waiting for the outturst
that was sure to follow.

In the first place, Mr. Thorpe remembered Anne.
After declaring that she had been satisfactorily provided
for in a previous document, known to her as a contract,
he bequeathed to her the house in which she had lived for
a single year with him. All of its contents went with
this bequest. To Josiah Wade he left the sum of twen-
ty-five thousand dollars, to Edward Murray ten thou-
sand dollars, and to each of the remaining servants in
his household a sum equal to half of their earnings
while in his servic?. There were bequests to his lawyer,
his doctor and his secretary, besides substantial gifts
to persons who could not by any chance have expected
anything from this grim old man,— such as the friendly
doorman at his favourite club, and the man who had
been delivering newspapers to him for a score of years
or more, and the old negro bootblack who had attended
hmi at the Brevoort in the days before the Italian mo-
nopoly set in, and the two working-girls who supported
the invalid widow of a man who had gone to prison and
died there after having robbed the Thorpe estate of a
great many thousands of doUars while acting as a con-
fidential and trusted agent.

Then came the astounding disposition of the fortune
that had accumulated in the time of Templeton Thorpe.
There were no bequests outright to charity, contrary to
all expectations. The listeners were prepared to hear
of huge gifts to certain institutions and societies known
to have been favoured by the testator. Various hos-
pitals were looked upon as sure to receive splendid en-
dowments, and specific colleges devoted to the advance-
ment of medical and surgical science were also regarded
as inevitable beneficiaries. It was all cut and dried, so
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far as Judge Hollenback's auditors were concerned,

—

that is to say, prior to the reading of the will. True,
the old lawyer had declared in the beginning, that the
present will was drawn and signed on the afternoon of
the day before the death of Mr. Thorpe, and that a
previous instrument to which a codicil had been affixed
was destroyed in the presence of two witnesses. The
instrument witnessed by Wade and Murray was the one
that had been destroyed. This should have aroused
uneasiness in the mind of Braden Thorpe, if no one else,

but he was slow to recognise the significance of the
change in his grandfather's designs.

With his customary terseness, Templeton Thorpe de-
clared himself to be hopelessly ill but of sound mind at
the moment of drawing his last will and testament, and
suffering beyond all human endurance. His condition
at that moment, and for weeks beforehand, was such
that death offered the only panacea. He had come to
appreciate the curse of a life prolonged beyond reason.
Therefore, in full possession of all his faculties and be-
ing now irrevocably converted to the p»rinciples of
mercy advocated by his beloved grandson, Braden Lan-
ier Thorpe, he placed the residue of his estate in trust,
naming t^^ e aforesaid Braden Lanier Thorpe as sole trus-
tee, without bond, the entire amount to be utilised and
expended by him in the promotion of liis noble and hu-
mane propaganda in relation to the fate of the hope-
lessly aflaicted among those creatures fashioned after
the image of God. The trust was to expire with the
death of the said Braden Lanier Thorpe, when all funds
remaining unused for the purposes herein set forth were
to go without restriction to the heirs of the said trustee,
either by bequest or administration.

In so many words, the testator vested in his grandson
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fuU power and authority to use these funds, amounting
to nearly six miUion dollars, as he saw fit in the effort
to obtain for the human sufferer the same mercy that
18 extended to the beast of the field, and to make final
disposition of the estate in his own wilL Realising the
present hopelessness of an attempt to secure legislation
of this character, he suggested that first of aU it would
be miperative to prepare the way to such an end by
creating in the minds of all the peoples of the world a
state of common sense that could successfully combat
and overcome love, sentimentality and cowardice ! For
these three, he pointed out, were the common enemy of
reason. «*And in compensation fox the discharge of
such duties as may come under the requirements of this
trusteeship, the aforesaid Braden Lanier Thorpe shall
receive the fees ordinarily allotted by law and, in ad-
dition, the salary of twenty-five thousand doUars per
annum, until the terms of this instrument are fully car-
ried out."

Anne Tresslyn Thorpe was named as executrix of the
wilL



CHAPTER XVIII

SIMMY DODGE was the first to speak. He wa»
the first to grasp the full meaning of this deliber-
ately ambiguous will. His face cleared.

"By Jove!" he exclaimed, without respect for the
proprieties. He slapped Braden on the back, somewhat
enthusiastically. « We sha'n't have to smash it, after
all. It*s the cleverest thing I»ve ever listened to, old
man. What a head your grandfather had on his **

Braden leaped to his feet, his face quivering. « Of
course we'll smash it," he stormed. « Do you suppose
or imagine for an instant that I will allow such a thing^
as that to stand ? Do you—

"

" Go slow, Brady, go slow," broke in his excited, self-
appointed lawyer. « Can't you see through it? Can't
you see what he was after? Why, good Lord, man, he
has made you the principal legatee,— he has actually
given you everything. All this rigmarole about a trust
or a foundation or whatever you want to call it amounts
to absolutely nothing. The money is yours to do what
you like with as long as you live. You have complete
control of every dollar of it. No one else has a thing
to say about it. Why, it's the slickest, soundest will
I've—

"

"Oh, my God!" groaned Braden, dropping into a
chair and covering his face with his hands.
Judge Hollenback was smiling benignly. He had

drawn the will. He knew that it was sound, if not
" slick," as Simmy had described it. The three Tress-

247
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lyns leaned forward in their chain, bewildered, dumb-
founded. Their gaze was fixed on the shaking figure of
Braden Thorpe.

As for Wade, he had sunk helplessly into a chair. A
strange, hunted look appeared in his eyes. His chin
sank lower and lower, and his body twitched. He was
not caring what happened to Braden Thorpe, he was
not even thinking about the vast fortune that had been
placed at the young man's disposal. His soul was sick.
In spite of all that he could do to prevent it, his gaze
went furtively to Murray's rubicund jowl, and then
shifted to the rapt, eager face of his young mistress.
Twenty-five thousand dollars! There was no excuse
for him now. With all that money he could not hope
to stay on in service. He was rich. He would have
to go out into the world and shift for himself. He
could not go on 'tending furnace for Mrs. Thorpe,— he
couldn't take the bread out of some deserving wretch's
mouth by hanging onto the job with all that money in
his possession. Mrs. Thorpe would congratulate him
on the morrow, and turn him out. And no one would
tell him where to go,— unless it might be Murray, in
a fit of anger.

" Mr. Thorpe was not moved by any desire to circum-
vent certain— perhaps I should say that he intended
you, Dr. Thorpe, to act in strict accordance with the
provisions of the will," said Judge HoUenback. " He
did not lose sight of the fact that he had promised to
leave you out of his will completely. This money is

not yours. It is in your hands as trustee. Mr. Dodge
is wrong. Your grandfather was very deeply in earnest
when he authorised the drawing of this instrument.
You wiU discover, on reading it carefully and thought-
fully, that he does not give you the right to divert any
of tiiis money to your own private uses, but clearly says
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that it is to be employed, under your sole direction and
«• you see fit, for the carrying out of your ideas along
certain bnes. He has left a letter for you, Dr. Thorpe,
which I have been privileged to read. You wUl find it
an this envelope. For the benefit of future beneficiaries
under this instrument, I may say that he expresses the
hope and desire that you will not permit the movement
to languish after your death. In fact, he expressly
instructs you to establish during your life time a syste-
matic scheme of education by reason of which the world
eventually may become converted to the ideas which you
promulgate and defend. He realised that this cannot
be brought about in one generation, nor in two, three
or four. Indeed, he ventures the opinion that two cen-
turies may pass before this sound and sensible theory of
yours,— the words are his, not mine,—becomes a reality.
Two centuries, mind you. So, you will see, he does not
expect you to perform a miracle, Braden. You are to
«tart the ball rolling, so to speak, in a definite, weU-sup-
ported groove, from which there can be no deviation.
By this will, you are to have free and unhampered use of
a vast sum of money. He does not bind you in any
particular. So much for the outward expression of the
will. Inversely, however, as you will find by reading this
letter, you are not so completely free to exercise your
own discretion. You will find that while he gives to
you the undisputed right to bequeath this fortune as you
may see fit at the expiration of your term as trustee—
in short, at your death,— he suggests that,—being an
honourable and conscientious man to his certain knowl-
«dge»--you will create a so-called foundation for the
perpetuation of your ideas— and his, I may add. This
foundation is to grow out of and to be the real develop-
ment of the trust over which you now have absolute con-
trol But all this, my friend, we may discuss later on.
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The real significance of Mr. Thorpe'i will it to be found
in the faith he reposes in you. He puts you on your
honour. He entrusts this no inconsiderable fortune to
your care. It rests entirely with you as to the manner
in which it shall be used. If you elect to squander it,

there is no one to say nay to you. It is expressly stated

here that the trust comprehends the spread of the doc-
trines you advocate, but it does not pretend to guide or
direct you in the handling of the funds. Mr. Thorpe
trusts you to be governed by the dictates of your own
honour. I have no hesitancy in saying that I protested

against this extraordinary way of creating a trust, de-

claring to him that I thought he was doing wrong in

placing you in such a position,— that is to say, it was
wrong of him to put temptation in your way. He was
confident, however. In fact, he was entirely satisfied

with the arrangement. I will admit that at the time I
had a queer impression that he was chuckling to himself,

but of course I was wrong. It was merely the quick
and difficult breathing of one in dire pain. The situa-

tion is quite plain, ladies and gentlemen. The will is

sound. Mr. Dodge has observed,— somewhat hastily I
submit,— that he believes it will not have to be smashed.
He says that the money has been left to Dr. Thorpe,
and that the trust is a rigmarole, or something of the
sort. Mr. Dodge is right, after a fashion. If Dr.
Thorpe chooses to violate his grandfather's staunch be-

lief in his integrity, if he elects to disregard the sugges-

tions set down in this letter— which, you must under-

stand, is in no sense a legal supplement to the will,— he
may justify Mr. Dodge's contention that the fortune is

his to do with as he pleases.'* He turned to Anne. " I
beg to inform you, Mrs. Thorpe, that your duties as

executrix will not prove onerous. Your late husband
left his affairs in such shape that there will be absolutely
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no dilBcuIty in settling the estate. It could be done ia
half an hour, if necessary. Everything is ship-shape,
as the saying is. I shall be glad to place myself at the
command of yourself and your attorneys. Have no
hesitancy in calling upon me."
He waited. No one spoke. Braden was looking at

him now. He had - ecovered from his momentary col-
lapse and was now listening intently to the old lawyer's
words. There was a hard, uncompromising light in his
«ye«»— • "ullen prophecy of trouble ahead. After a
moment, Judge Hollenback construed their silence as an
invitation to gq on. He liked to talk.

« Our good friend Dodge says that no one else has a
thing to say about the manner in which the trustee of
this vast fund shall disperse his dollars." (Here he
paused, for it sounded rather good to him.) ** Ahem!
Now does Mr. Dodge really believe what he says ? Just
a moment, please. I am merely formulating— er— I
beg pardon, Mrs. Thorpe. You were saying— ? "

" I prefer not to act as executrix of the wUl, Judge
Hollenback," said Anne dully. " How am I to go about
being released from—

"

" My dear Mrs. Thorpe, you must believe me when I
say that your duties,— er— the requirements,— are
practically nU. Pray do not labour under the impres
sion that—**

" It isn't that," said Anne. " I just don't want to
serve, that's all. I shall refuse."

" My daughter will think the matter over for a few
days. Judge Hollenback," said Mrs. Tresslyn suavely.
" She doet feel, I've no doubt, that it would be a tax on
her strength and nerves. In a few days, I'm sure, she
will feel differently." She thought she had sensed
Anne's reason for hesitating. Mrs. Tresslyn had been
speechless with dismay— or perhaps it was indignation
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— up to thii moment. She had hod a hard fight to
control her emotions.

" We need not diicust it now, at any rate," said Anne.
She found it extremely difficult to keep from looking at
Braden at she spoke. Something told her that he was
looking hard at her. She kept her face averted.

" Quite right, quite right,»» said Judge HoUcnback.
" I hope you will forgive me, Braden, for mentioning
your— «r— theories,— the theories which inspired the
somewhat disturbing clause in your grandfather's will.

I feel that it is my duty to explain my position in the
matter. I wa^ opposed to the creation of this fund.
I tried to make your grandfather see the utter fal-

lacy of his— shall we call it whim? Now, I will not
put myself in the attitude of denying the true humanity
of your theory. I daresay it has been discussed by
physicians for ages. It was my aim to convince your
grandfather that all the money in the world cannot
bring about the result you desire. I argued from the
legal point of view. There are the insurance companies
to consider. They will put obstacles in the way of—

"

" Pardon me. Judge Hollenback," interrupted Braden
steadily. " I do not advocate an illegal act. We need
not discuss my theories, however. The absurdity of the
clause in my grandfather's will is as clear to me as it is

to you. The conditions cannot be carried out. I shall
refuse to accept this trusteeship.**

Judge HoUenback stared. "But, my dear friend,

you must accept. What is to become of the— er—
money if you refuse to act? You can't possibly refuse.

There is no other provision for the disposition of the
estate. He has put it squarely up to you. There is no
other solution. You may be sure, sir, that I do not care
what you do with the money, and I fancy no one else

will undertake to define your

—

**
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" Just the same, sir, I Cdnnot and will not accept,**

•aid Braden, finality in his tone. ** I cannot tell you
how shocked, how utterly overw^ .'med I am by—**

Simmy interrupted him. ' i' I Huggi \, old fellow,

that you take Mr. Thorpe*N kH, to > -ur rooms and
read it. Take time to t!.i> k ;

'• ojl tor *ourself.

Don't go off half-cocked iikt t! is."

** You at least owe it ^o yea. «' If and 'o vov • grand-
father—** began Judge i'oller'jfuk Roo^^lill;4l), but was
cut short by Braden, who ironr nnl Muncd to the door.
There he stopped and faced them.

"Tm sorry. Judge Hollenbiik, Sut I must ask you
to consider the matter closed. 1 shall leave you and
Mr. Dodge to find a satisfactory solution. In the first

place, I am a practising physician and surgeon. I pre-
fer to regulftlc ny own life and my life's work. I need
not explain tc you just how deeply I am interested in
the saving of human life. That comes first with me.
My theories, as you call them, come second. I cannot
undertake the promotion of these theories as a salaried

advocate. This is the only stupid and impractical thing
that my grandfather ever did, I believe. He must have
known that the terms of the will could not be carried
out. Mr. Dodge is right. It was his way of leaving
the property to me after declaring that he would not
do so, after adding the codicil annulling the bequest
intended for me. He broke a solemn compact. Now
he has made the situation absolutely impossible. I shall

not act as trustee of this fund, and I shall not use a
penny of the fortune * as I see fit,* Judge Hollenback.
There must be some other channel into which all this

money can be diverted without—

"

" There is no provision, sir, as I said before," said

Judge Hollenback testily. " It can only be released by
an act of yours. That is clear, quite clear."
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if

'* Then, I shall find a way,'* said Braden resolutely.

**I shall go into court and ask to have the will set

aside as

—

"

" That's it, sir, that's it," came an eager voice from

an unexpected quarter. Wade was leaning forward in

his chair, visibly excited by the prospect of relief. " I

can testify, sir, that Mr. Thorpe acted strangely,

—

yes, very queerly,— during the past few months. I

should say that he was of unsound mind." Then, as

every eye was upon him, he subsided as suddenly as he

had begun. >

" Shut up ! " whispered Murray, murderously, bending

over, the better to penetrate his ear. ** You damn
fool!"

Judge HoUenback indulged in a frosty smile. *' Mr.

Wade is evidently bewildered." Then, turning to

Braden, he said :
" Mr. Dodge's advice is excellent.

Think the matter over for a few days and then come to

see me."
** I am placed in a most unhappy position," said

Braden, with dignity. " Mrs. Thorpe appreciates my
feelings, I am sure. She was led to believe, as I was,

that my grandfather had left me out of his will. Such

a thing as this subterfuge never crossed my mind, nor

hers. I wish to assure her, in the presence of all of you,

that I was as completely ignorant of all this—

"

" I know it, Braden," interrupted Anne. " I know

that you had nothing to do with it. And for that rea-

son 1 feel that you should accept the trust that is
—

"

"Anne!" cried out Braden, incredulously. "You
cannot mean it. You—

"

" I do mean it," she said firmly. ** It is your great-

est justification. You should carry out his wishes. He
does not leave you the money outright. You may do as

you please with it, to be sure, but why should you agree
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with Simmj that it may be converted solely to your own
pnvate uses? Why should you feel that he intended
you to have it aU for your own ? Does he not set forth
explicitly just what uses it is to be put to by you during
your lifetime? He puts you on your honour. He
knew what he was about when he overruled Judge Hol-
lenback's objection. He knew that this trust would be
safe in your hands. Yes, Braden, he knew that you
would not spend a penny of it on yourself."
He was staring at her blankly. Mrs. Tresslyn was

speaking now, but it is doubtful if he heard a word that
she uttered. He was intent only upon the study of
Anne's warm, excited face.

" Mr. Thorpe assured me a little over a year ago,"
began Anne's mother, a hard light in her eyes, « that it
was his determination to leave his grandson out of his
will altogether. It was his desire,— or at least, so he
said,— to remove from Braden's path every obstacle
that might interfere with his becoming a great man and
a credit to his name. By that, of course, he meant
money unearned. He told me that most of his fortune
was to go to Charitable and Scientific Institutions. I
had his solemn word of honour that his grandson was to
be in no sense a beneficiary under his will. He "

"Please, mother!" broke in Anne, a look of real
shame in her eyes.

" And so how are we to reconcile this present foolish-
ness with his very laudable display of commonsense of a
year ago ? " went on Mrs. Tresslyn, the red spot darken-
ing m her cheek. « He played fast and loose with aU
of us. I agree with Braden Thorpe. There was
treachery in—

"

« Ahem !

" couglied Judge HoUenback so loudly and so
pointedly that the angry sentence was not completed.

Mrs. Tresslyn was furious. She had been cheated.
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and Anne had been cheated. The old wretch had played

a trick on all of thero! He had bought Anne for two

millions, and now nathmff,— absolutely nothing was to

go to Charity! Braden was seven times a millionaire

intt^ul of a poor but aidbitious seeker after fame

!

In the few minutes that followed Judge Hollenback*s

cough, ^ had time to restore her equanimity to its

habitual elevation. It had, for once, stooped perilously

near to catastrophe.

Meanwhile, her son George had arrived at a conclu-

sion. He arose) from his chair with a wry face and a

half uttered groan, and crossed over to Braden's side.

Strange, fierce pains were shooting through all the joints

and muscles of his body.
** See here, Brady, I'd like to ask a question, if you

don't mind."

« I don't minJ. What is it?
"

" Would you have operated on Mr. Thorpe if you'd

known what was in this will?
"

Braden hesitated, but only for a second. " Yes. My
grandfather asked me to operate. There was nothing

else for me to do under the circumstances."

« That's just what I thought. Well, all I've got to

say is that so long as you respected his wishes while he

was alive it seems pr^ Ay rotten in you to take the stand

you're taking now."
" What do you irean? "

" He virtually asked you to make an end of him. You
both knew there was no chance. You operated and he

died. I'm speaking plainly, you see. No one blames

you. You did your best. But it seems to me that if

you could do what he asked you to do at that time, you

ought to do what he asks of you now. As long as you

were willing to respect his last wish alive, you ought

not to stir up a rumpus over his first wish dead."
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The two men were looking hard into each other's eyes,

George's voice shook a little, but not from fear or nerv-
ousness. He was shivering with the chill that precedes
fever.

Anne drew a step or two nearer. She laid an appeal-
ing hand on George's arm.

"I think I understand you, George," said Thorpe
slowly. " You are telling me that you believe I took
my grandfather's life by design. You—^"

"No," said George quietly, "I'm not saying that,

Brady. I'm saying that you owe as much to him now
as you did when he was alive. If you had not consented
to operate, this will would never have been drawn. If
you had refused, the first will would have been read to-

day. I guess you are entirely responsible for the mak-
ing of this new will, and that's why I say you ought to
be man enough to stand by your work."

Thorpe turned away. His face was very white and
his hands were clenched.

Anne shook her brother's arm. "Why,— oh, why
did you say that to him, George ? Why—

"

" Because it ought to have been said to him," said
George coolly ;

" that's why. He made old Mr. Thorpe
see things from his point of view, and it's up to him to
shoulder the responsibility."

Mrs. Tresslyn spoke to Murray. " Is there any rea-

son why we shouldn't have tea, Murray? Serve it,

please." She turned to Judge Hollenback. " I don't
see any sense in trying to settle all the little details

to-day, do you, Judge Hollenback ? We've done all that
it is possible to do to-day. The will has been read.

That is all we came for, I fancy. I confess that I am
astonished by several of the provisions, but the more I
think of them the less unreasonable they seem to be.

We have nothing to quarrel about. Every one appears
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to be satisfied except Dr. Thorpe, so let us have tea—
and peace. Sit down, Braden. You can't decide the
question to-day. It has too many angles."

Braden lifted his head. " Thank you, Mrs. Tresslyn

;

I shall not wait. At what hour may I see you to-mor-
row, Judge Hollenback? "

" Name your own hour, Braden."
" Three o'clock," said Braden succinctly. He turned

to George. " No hard feelings, George, on my part."
"Nor on mine," said George, extending his hand.

"It's just my way of looking at things lately. No
offence was meant, Brady. I'm too fond of you for
that."

" You've given me something to think about," said
Thorpe. He bowed stiffly to the ladies and Judge Hol-
lenback. George stepped out into the hall with him.

" I intend to stick pretty close to Anne, Brady," he
•aid with marked deliberation. "She needs me just
now."

Thorpe started. "I don't get your meaning,
George."

" There will be talk, old man,— talk about you and
Anne. Do you get it now? "

" Good heaven ! I— yes, I suppose there will be all

sorts of conjectures," groaned Braden bitterly. " Peo-
ple remember too well, George. You may rest easy,
however. I shall not give them any cause to talk. As
for coming to this house again, I can tell you frankly
that as I now feel I could almost make a vow never to
enter its doors again as long as I live."

" Well, I just thought I'd let you know how I stand in
the matter," said George. « I'm going to try to look
out for Anne, if she'll let me. Good-bye, Brady. I
hope you'll count me as one of your friends, if you
think I'm worth while. I'm— I'm going to make a
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fresh start, you know.*' He grinned, and his teeth
chattered.

" You'd better go to bed," said Braden, looking at him
closely. " Tell Anne that I said so, and— you'd bet-
ter lot a doctor look you over, too."

" I haven't much use for doctors," said (leorge, shak-
ing his head. " I wanted to kill you last winter when
you cut poor little Lutie— Oh, but of course you
understand. I was kind of dotty then, I guess. So
long."

Simmy came to the library door and called out : "
I'll

be with you in a second, Brady. I'm going your way,
and I don't care which way you're going. My car's out-
side." Re-entering the room, Mr. Dodge walked up to
Anne and actually shook her as a parent would shake a
child. " Don't be silly about it, Anne. You've got to
accept the house. He left it to you without—**

" I cannot live up to the conditions. The will says
that I must continue to make this place my home, that I
must reside here for— Oh ! I cannot do it, that's all,

Simmy. I would go mad, living here. There is no use
discussing the matter. I will not take the house."

•* Ton my soul," sighed Judge HoUenback, « the poor
man seems to have made a mess of everything. He
can't even give his property away. No one will take
it. Braden refuses, Mrs. Thorpe refuses. Wade is dis-
satisfied— Ah, yes, Murray seems to be pleased. One
lump, Mrs. Tresslyn, and a little cream. Now as for
Wade's attitude— by the way, where is the man? "

Wade was at the lower end of the hall, speaking ear-
nestly in a tremulous undertone to Braden Thorpe.

" Yes, sir, Mr. Braden, there's only one thing to do.
We've got to have it set aside, declared void. You mav
count on me, sir. I'll swear to his actions. Crazy as a
loon, sir,— crazy as a loon.'

»»



CHAPTER XIX

TVyO dajs later George Tresslyn staggered weakly
into Simmy Dodge's apartment. He was not
alone. A stalwart porter from an adjacent

apartment building was supporting him when Dodge's
man opened the door.

« This Mr. Dodge? » demanded the porter.
"Mr. Dodged man. Mr. Dodge isn't at 'ome," said

Baffly quickly.

"All right," said the porter, pushing past the man
and leadmg George toward a couch he had observed from
the open door «This ain't no jag, Johnny. He's
sick Out of his head. Batty. Say, don't you know
him? Am I m wrong? He said he wanted to come here
to—

"

George had tossed himself, sprawling, upon the long
couch. His eyes were closed and his breathing was ster-
torous.

« Of course I know him. What— what is the mat-
ter with hun? My Gawd, man, don't tell me he is dying.
What do you mean, bringing 'im 'ere? There will be a
coroner's hinquest and—

"

"You better get a doctor first. Waste no time. Get
the coroner afterward if you have to. You tell Mr.
Dodge that he came into our place half an hour ago and
said he wanted to go up to his friend's apartment. He
was clean gone then. He wanted to lick the head porter
for saymg Mr. Dodge didn't live in the buildin'. We
saw in a minute that he hadn't been drinkin'. Just as
we was about to call an ambulance, a gentleman in our

260
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bunding came along and reckonised him as young Mr.
Tresalyn. Friend of Mr. Dodge's. That was enough
for us. So I brings him around. Now it's up to you
guys to look after him. Off his nut. My name's Jenks.
Tell it to Mr. Dodge, wiU you ? And git a doctor quick.
Put your hand here on his head. Aw, he won't bite you

!

Vni it here. Ever feel anything as hot as that? "

Baffly arose to the occasion. ** Mr. Dodge 'as been
hexpecting Mr. Tresslyn. He will also be hexpecting
you, Mr. Jenks, at six o'clock this evening."

« All right," said Mr. Jenks.
Baflly put George Tresslyn to bed and then called up

Mr. Dodge's favourite club. He never called up the
office except as a last resort. If Mr. Dodge wasn't to
be found at any one of his nine clubs, or at certain
restaurants, it was then time for calling up the office.

Mr. Dodge was not in the club, but he had left word
that if any one called him up he could be found at his
office.

"Put him to bed and send for Dr. Thorpe," was
Simmy's order a few minutes later.

" I've put 'im to bed, sir."

" Out of his head, you say? "

" I said, * Put 'im to bed, sir,' " shouted Baffly.
" I'll be home in half-an-hour, Baffly."

Simmy called up Anne Thorpe at once and reported
that George had been found and was now in his rooon.
He would call up later on. She was not to worry,
and good-bye

!

It appears that George Tresslyn had been missing
from the house near Washington Square since seven
o^clock on the previous evening. At that hour he left
his bed, to which Dr. Bates had ordered him, and made
off in the cold, sleety night, delirious with the fierce
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fever that was consuming him. As soon as his plight
was discovered, Anne caUed up Simmy Dodge and begged
him to go out in search of her sick, and now irresponsible
brother. In his delirium, George repeatedly had mut-
tered threats against Braden Thorpe for the cruel and
inhuman " slashing of the most beautiful, the most per-
fect body in all the world," " marking for life the sweet-
est girl that God ever let live »; and that he would have
to account to him for « the dirty work he had done."

Acting on this hint, Simmy at once looked up Braden
Thorpe and put him on his guard. Thorpe laughed at
his fears, and promptly joined in the search for the sick
man. They thought of Lutie, of course, and hurried to
her small apartment. She was not at home. Her maid-
servant said that she did not know where she could be
found. Mrs. Tl^sslyn had gone out alone at half-past
seven, to dme with friends, but had left no instructions,— a most unusual omission, according to the younff
woman. *

It was a raw, gusty night. A fine, penetrating sleet
cut the face, and the sharp wind drove straight to the
marrow of the most warmly clad. Tresslyn was wan-
dering about the streets, witless yet dominated by a
great purpose, racked with pain and blind with fever,
insufficiently protected against the gale that met his big
body as he trudged doggedly into it in quest of— what?
He had left Anne's home without overcoat, gloves or
muffler. His fever-struck brain was fiUed with a resolve
that deprived him of all regard for personal comfort or
safety. He was out in the storm, looking for some one,
and whether love or hate was in his heart, no man could
teU.

All night long Dodge and Thorpe looked for him,
aided in their search by three or four private detectives
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who were put on the ceae at midnight. At one o'clock
the two friends reapp?ared at Lutie's apartment, sum-
moned there by the detective who had been left on guard
with instructions to notify them when she returned.

It was from the miserable, conscience-stricken Lutie
that they had an account of George's adventures earlier
in the night. White-faced, scared and despairing, she
poured out her unhappy tale of triumph over love and
pity. The thing that she had longed for, though
secretly dreaded, hnd finally come to pass. She had seen
her former husband in the gutter, degraded, besotted,
thoroughly reduced to the level from which nothing save
her own loyal, loving efforts could lift him. She had
dreamed of a complete conquest of caste, and the re-
making of a man. She had dreamed of the day when
she could pick up from the discarded of humanity this
splendid, misused bit of rubbish and in triumph claim it

as her own, to revive, to rebuild, to make over through
the sure and simple processes of love! This had been
Lutie Tresslyn's notion of revenge

!

She saw George at eight o'clock that night. As she
stood in the shelter of the small canvas awning protect-
ing the entrance to the building in which she lived, wait-
ing for the taxi to pull up, her eyes searched the swirl-
ing shadows up and down the street. She never failed
to look for the distant and usually indistinct figure of
her man. It had become a habit with her. The chauf-
feur had got down to crank his machine, and there was
promise of a no inconsiderable delay in getting the cold
engine started. She was on the point of returning to
the shelter of (he hallway, when she caught sight of a
tali, hjiambling figure crossing the street obliquely, and
at once recognised George Tresslyn. He was stagger-
ing. The light from the entrance revealed his white.
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convulsed face. Her heart sank. She had never seen
him so drunk, so disgusting as this ! The taxi-cab was
twenty or thirty feet awajr. She would have to cross a
wet, exposed space in order to reach it before George
could come up with her. She realised with a quiver of
alarm that it was the first time in all these months that
he had ventured to approach her. It was clear that he
now meant to accost her,— he might even contemplate
violence! She wanted to run, but her feet refused to
obey the impulse. Fascinated she watched the unsteady
figure lurching toward her, and the white face growing
more and more distinct and forbidding as it came out of
the darkness. Suddenly she was released from the spell.
Like a flash she darted toward the taxi-cab. From be-
hind came a hoarse cry.

" Lutie ! For God's sake—

"

"Quick!" she cried out to the driver. "Open the
door ! Be quick !

"

The engine was throbbing. She looked back.
George was supporting himself by clinging to one of the
awning rods. His legs seemed to be crumbling beneath
his weight. Her heart smote her. He had no overcoat.
It was a bare hand that gripped the iron rod and a bare
hand that was held out toward her. Thank heaven, he
had stopped li tre ! He was not coming on.

" Lutie
! Oh, Lutie !

" came almost in a wail from his
lips. Then he began to cry out something incoherent,
maudlin, unintelligible.

"Never miud him," said the driver reassuringly.
"Just a souse. Wants to make a touch, madam.
Streets are full of 'em these cold nights. He won't bone
you while I'm here. Whero to? " He was holding the
door open.

Lutie hesitated. Long afterwards she recalled the
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•trange impulse that came so near to sending her back
to the side of the man who cried out to her from the

depths of a bottomless pit. Something whispered from
her heart that now wat htr timet— nowl And then
came the loud cry from her brain, drowning the timid
voice of the merciful: "Wait! Wait! Not now!
To-morrow !

"

And while she stood there, uncertain, held inactive by
the two warring emotions, George turned and staggered
away, reeling, and crying out in a queer, raucous voice.

" They'll get him," said the driver.

" Who will get him? " cried Lutie, shriUy.
" The police. He—

"

" No ! No ! It must not be that. That's not what
I want,— do you hear, driver? Not that. He must
not be locked up— Oh !

» George had collapsed. His
knees went from under him and he was half-prostrate on
the curb. "Oh! He has fallen! He has hurt him-
self ! Go and see, driver. Go at once." She forgot
the sleet and the wind, and stood there wide-eyed and
terrified while the man shuffled forward to investigate.

She hated him for stirring the fallen man with his foot,

and she hated him when he shook him violently with his

hands.

" I better call a cop," said the man. " He's pretty
full. He'll frttze if— I know how it is, ma'am. I

used to hit it up a bit myself. I—

"

" Listen !
" cried Lutie, regaining the shelter of the

awning, where she stopped in great perturbation.
" Listen ; you must put him in your cab and take him
somewhere. I will pay you. Here ! Here is five dol-

lars. Don't mind me. I will get another taxi. Be
qi.ick! There is a policeman coming. I see him,

—

there by—

"
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" Gee

!
I don't know where to take him. I—'»

" You can't leave him lying there in the gutter, man,"
she cned fiercely. "The gutter! The gutter! MyOod, what a thing to happen to "

" ^7^' Get up, you! " shouted the driver, shaking
George s shoulder. « Come along, old feller. I'll look
out for you. Gee! He weighs a ton."

Tresslyn was mumbling, half audibly, and made littleor no effort to help his unwilling benefactor, who liter-
ally dragged him to his feet.

«S~t,^'
^"'*^" "^'^ ^"*^^' ^'^'^ the doorway.

"No. Plain souse."
^

" Where will you take him? "

The man reflected. « It wouldn't be right to take him
to his home. Maybe he's got a wife. These fellers beatem up when they get like this."

« A wife.' Beat them up— oh, you don't know whatyou are saying. He "

At this juncture George straightened out his power-
ful figure, shook off the Samaritan and with a loud, in-
articulate cry rushed off down the street. The driver
looked after the retreating figure in utter amazement.

By Gosh
!
Why- why ; he ain't any more drunk

AnK \T\.u ^^'?'^- "^^"' *^^° >'°" beat that.P
All bunk

!
It beats thunder what these panhandlers will

do to pick up a dime or two. He was' -say, he saw
the cop, that's what it was. Lord, look at him go »

"

Tresslyn was racing wildly toward the corner. Lutie
aghast at this disgusting exhibition of trickery, watched
the flying figure of her husband. She never knew that
she was clinging to the arm of the driver. She only
knew that her heart seemed to have turned to lead As
he turned the corner and disappeared from view, she
found her voice and it seemed that it was not her own
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his feel as he

with
madethetum H..as,ru.,Tn.rZ.7^:^^

Go after him

!

» she cried out, shaking the man inhe_r_ag,tat,on. "Find him! Don't let hfm getaway

But the policeman was at her elbow.

« r^^*'' ]?'
'"*"'' ^"'^^ " h^ demanded.

^^
Panhandler," said the driver succinctly.

-fori* T^"'?^'^
who -who wanted enough for--for more dnnk, I suppose," said Lutie, warily. Her

hat th
^ .!

policeman's amiable grunt. It signedthat the matter was closed so far as he was concf^nedHe pohtely assisted her into the taxi-cab and repeTtTdher tremulous directions to the driver As th/r^rt •

,t'«\\f,
through the desert^^trett X-^^through the little window at the back. H^r app^ehe^

l"f"^'' '''^ ^^^^' -'^^ «*-^-^ whereTetad

Then came Thorpe and Simmy Dodge in the denHhour of night and she learned that^he ha^ tumed atay

t7Z hTh^H
" '^

ri '^^^'^*^^^ ^- Sick and tor^tured, he had come to her and she had denied him She

took to convince her that she had nothing to fear,-they would protect her from George

'

sh!^dirlfT'/l '\°°^ *•" '^^'' ""^ ^°"f^-^<J thatsne did not want to be protected against him Sf,owanted to surrender. She wanted ..'I Tprt^^t her

In^rLt ''"' transformed. She sprang to her feetand faced them and she was resolute. Hef voice rangwith determination, her lips no longer drooped and trem^bled, and the appeal was gone from her eyes
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.*
^•^\°"** ^^ ^°"°*^' Simmy," she said imperatively.
Find him and bring him here to me. This is his home.

I want him here."

The two men went out again, half an hour later, to
scour the town for George Tresslyn. They were forced
to use every argument at their command to convince
her that it would be highly improper, in more ways than
one, to bring the sick man to her apartment. She sub-
mitted in the end, but they were bound by a promise to
take him to a hospital and not to the house of either his
mother or his sister.

« He belongs to me," she said simply. « You must do
what I teU you to do. They do not want him. I do.
When you have found him, call me up, Simmy, and I will
come. I shaU not go to bed. Thank you,— both of
you,— for— for—" She turned away as her voice
broke. After a moment she faced them again. «* And
you will take charge of him. Dr. Thorpe?" she said.
"I shall hold you to your promise. There is no one
that I trust so much as I do you."
Thorpe was with the sick man when Simmy arrived

at his apartment. George was rolling and tossing and
moaning in his delirium, and the doctor's face was grave

"Pneumonia," he said. "Bad, too,— devilish bad!
He cannot be moved, Simmy."
Simmy did not blink an eye. « Then right here he

stays," he said heartily. "Baffly, we shall have two
nurses here for a while,— and we may also have to put
up a young lady relative of Mr. Tresslyn's. Get the
rooms ready. By Jove, Brady, he— he looks fright-
fully ill, doesn't he? " His voice dropped to a whisper.
" Is he likely to— to— you know !

"

"I think you'd better send for Dr. Bates," said
Braden gravely. « I believe his mother and sister will
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"I shall do all thaf*T /.«« * j
«..t poor litUe iiri but t T""" "^ P'™"' to

in me that Lutie has TthT •"!' "" """ <^'>»fi<'™«

c.Il«iin." ^ *«""»«' on having Dr. Bate,

.ro'u^. :s:vouXd;r*-
""'-'" ^"'•« »'-"

e-tolJIiS'rTni"*i "^/r'^"
«"" ^n- Thorpe

went np to«.hXtl^. * /°" °' ''''''""*"« '^<'

Anne hadli&^fr.C'""- 1 ^™™» °«'8^-
to convention,- JLd her wX," J " """""'""'

totheca.tW,iste°i,.laVF- "'*.' "'" "'""'''

l»rd at eaeh other Th™ a
" ""'"' '""^ "'"d

»n>™e, bowedt;ej::S h^d'^^^ '^ »"

Lnt^sWn:rh?aV"?x"'%rf"'^-'«-
-ot yet, Mr,. Tho,,: ji wLTjaint

^°" '"'"''-

am .fraid it will be S^inst m'agZ" st f""', ""u'faintest trace of a smilp .f fiT
™ detected the

' A fine line .,;l:rT^:::tZ7:s ^^Th- 1T^could still afford to laugh at her- "I aJ '
^'^^

take care of my husband lU, r^,
^ ^"^ going up to

note of deWe'^in hf;"^^^ ^^^ ^^^^^' '^

the smile,- a gentle oneTw'asi dl'' '"T"^ *° '''

"That is why I sugges^d^^^^^
she said.

suggested that we try to forget,"

toty l'*!h!t:.
" ^°"~3^°« do not intend to object

tne answer to the uncompleted quest-on.
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"I am not your enemy," said Anne quietly. She
hesitated and then lowered the hand that was extended
to push the button beside Simmy's door. " Before we
go in, I think we would better understand each other,
Lutie." She had never called the girl by her Christian
name before. " I have nothing to apologise for. When
you and George were married I did not care a pin, one
way or the other. You meant nothing to me, and I am
afraid that George meant but little more. I resented
the fact that my mother had to give you a largo sum of
money. It was money that I could have used very
nicely myself. Now that I look back upoa it, I am
frank to confess that therein lies the real secret of my
animosity toward you. It didn't in the least matter
to me whether George married you, or my mother's
chambermaid, or the finest lady in the land. You will
be surprised to learn that I looked upon myself as the
one who was being very badly treated at the time. To
put it rather plainly, I thought you were getting from
my mother a great deal more than you were worth.
Forgive me for speaking so frankly, but it is best that
you should understand how I felt in those days so that
you may credit me with sincerity now. I shall never
admit that you deserved the thirty thousand dollars
you took from us, but I now say that you were entitled
to keep the man you loved and married. I don't care
how unworthy you may have seemed to us, you should
not have been compelled to take money for something
you could not sell— the enduring love of that sick boy
in there. My mother couldn't buy it, and you couldn't
sell it. You have it still and always will have it,

Lutie. I am glad that you have come to take care
of him. You spoke of him as *my husband* a mo-
ment ago. You were right. He is your husband. I,
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fit to do. We do not appear to have beea capable ofpreserving what you gave back to us- for better or forworse, If you please,- so I fancy we'd better turn thejob over to you. I hope it isn't too late. I We mybrother now. I suppose I have always loved him but I
overlooked the fact in concentrating my affec^on onsome one else,- and that some one was myself. You see

that TlT't
-^-^^' \«tie, but you are not to assumthat I am ashamed of the Anne Tresslyn who was Ipetted and coddled her for years and /alone mid 'herwhat she was, so I shall not turn against her now!There „ a great deal of the old Anne in me still and Icoddle her as much as ever. But I've found out some-«ung new about her that I never suspected before, ard

to,?* /T T"^''^
'^^^ '^^^' *° y«« °o^. i askjou to try to forget, Lutie.'»

thnT^T.fT*,,**"^'
^°°«^ '^'^ ^"*^«'« ^y«« "ever leftthose of the taU young woman in black.

** Why do you call me Lutie? » she asked.
^^Because it is my brother's name for you," said

Lutie lowered her eyes for an instant. A sharp
struggle was taking place within her. She had failedto see m Anne's eyes the expression that would havemade compromise impossible: the look of condescension.
Instead there was an anxious look there that could notbe mistaken. She was in earnest. She could be trusted.The old barrier was coming down. But even as her lipsparted to utter the words that Anne wanted to hear
suspicion mtervened and Lutie's sore, tried heart cried

"You have come here to claim him ! You expect meto stand aside and let you take him "
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"No, no! He is yours. I rfW come to help him, to

nurse him, to be a real sister to him, but— that was be-
fore I knew that you would come."

r.l7
*™^'°"^,I 'PoJ^e «« I did." said Lutie, with a

httle catch m her voice. "I— I hope that we may
become fnends, Mrs. Thorpe. If that should come to
pass, I— am sure that I could forgot."
"And you will allow me to help—'all that I can?"
res. Then quickly, jealously: « But he fceZowa,

to me. You must understand that, Mrs. Thorpe "

^^

Anne drew closer and whispered in sudden admiration.
You are really a wonderful person, Lutie Carnahan.

durld?""*
^°"

'°
^"^ *^*" ^" ^^^^ ^°" ^^''^ ^"

« I suppose it is because I too happen to love myself,"
said Lutie drily, and turned to press the button. « We
are all alike." Anne laid a hand upon her arm.

Wait. You 'will meet my mother here. She has
been notified. She has not forgiven you." There was
a note of uneasiness in her voice.

Lutie looked at her in surprise. « And what has that
to do with it? " she demanded.
Then they entered the apartment together.



CHAPTER XX

GEORGE TRESSLYN pulled through.
He was a very sick man, and he wanted to die.

That is to say, he wanted to die up to a certain
point and then he very much wanted to live. Coming
out of his delirium one day he made a most incredible dis-
covery, and at that very instant entered upon a dream
that was never to end. He saw Lutie sitting at his bed-
side and he knew that it must be a dream. As she did
not fade away then, nor in all the mysterious days that
followed, he came to the conclusion that if he ever did
wake up it would be the most horrible thing that could
happen to him. It was a most grateful and satisfying
dream. It included a wonderful period of convalescence,
a delightful and ever-increasing appetite, a painless re-
turn voyage over a road that had been full of sufFering
on the way out, a fantastic experience in the matter of
legs that wouldn't work and wobbled fearfully, a con-
stant but properly subdued desire to sing and whistle
oh, it was a glorious dream that George was having!
For six weeks he was the uninvited guest of Simmy

Dodge. Three of those weeks were terrifying to poor
Simmy, and three abounded with the greatest joy he had
ever known, for when George was safely round the corner
and on the road to recovery, the hospitality of Simmy
Dodge expanded to hitherto untried dimensions. Re-
lieved of the weight that had pressed them down to an
inconceivable depth, Simmy's spirits popped upward
with an effervescence so violent that there was absolutely
no containing them. They flowed all over the place.

273
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niMy^^r^ "^^uT^ °/ *^' "^*«^* *^^y ^"^ active.He hated to go to bed for fear of missing an opportunity
to do something to make everybody happy and comfort-
able, and he was up so early in the morning that if he
hadn t been m his own house some one would have sent
him back to bed with a reprimand.
He revelled in the establishment of a large though

necessan y disconnected family circle. The nurses, the
doctors, the extra servants, Anne's maid, Anne herself,
the indomitable Lutie, and, on occasions, the impressive

f^m'l

^""^^"'"" ^^ °^ *^^«« '^^^t t° make up Simmy's

The nurses ^ere politely domineering: they told him
what he could do and what he could not do, and he
obeyed them with a cheerfulness that must have shamed
them. The doctors put all manner of restrictions upon
him; the servants neglected to whisper when discussing
their grievances among themselves; his French poodle
was banished because canine hospitality was not one of
the niceties, and furthermore it was most annoying to
recent acquamtances engaged in balancing well-filled
cups of broth in transit; his own luxurious bath-room
was seized, his bed-chambers invested, his cosy living-
room turned into a rest room which every one who hap-

^TL^"" ^ disengaged by day or night felt free to
inhabit. He had no privacy except that which was to
be found in the little back bedroom into which he was
summarily shunted when the occupation begt.n, and he
wasn't sure of being entirely at home there. At any
time he expected a command to evacuate in favour of an
extra nurse or a doctor's assistant. But through all of
it, he shone like a gem of purest ray.
At the outset he realised that his apartment, com-

modious '.vhcii rccVoaed as a baclielor's abode, was en-
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• day or two. c.me1„ l '/'l
'"«'' '"'' ^"'"^- »""

that Simmy begat ° ~vL^- '"T"^' " "" «••»

hour beyond the elevator .„T.
'P"'™"' "' '''« ""«•'•

Tl.e neighbourand wXft:T^ "'"«"'" "'" •'"••

fur„i.hed for .„ i„deZtTl 'K"?"'-™' to him
«n.the bo„„, that ammyS H T '" ^'' "-
"..id were ho„.ed. and hZ^U^MrlTrfr """ '"'
few night8 out of each week

Tre8,lyn .pent a
He studied the nurse>* ,.l,l.» •

He knew all there was tl kn J"^^
*" ^"'^ '"*^'-^«*-

Piration and nourislment TJ'^"*
t^niperature. res-

of lord], unaZtZTZ^J^^^^^^^^en^W about the stear^heatt?', ^^T^^^ the

tendent about noises and h.K'ii
cautioned the superin-

with God about he weather s"'"^.'"*^^^
"«"'"-*-

dozen times a day, howIv^rL^^^^'"^ *°^** ^™ »
he was «a Te^T2rJv^"''^''^
Thorpe had any se„se^t"l t'C Z' *I^^*

^' ^^^^
thr house

!

*" ^^ '^^"^'^ order him out of

va";^rrrz'-'rw""* *-" «™'«^''-
»•«. lely in his »;.;„' '' ^"joying himself so im-

Mistenoe. When Rr.T
*™ """"'> P"fect order of

olaredonedl^'lt^^
„ "elo^rJt, ?' "''*^' "-

a week or ten days he fv^ • j "' *° «» "»"= »
"b-Iutely inexphrue i„Z;":f"Th/h ^''T' "'"'

to persuade them that it w„ ?1H t
•^'"'- ^' tried

poor Mlow out Me of?" M
' """""'=' *"> ^"> the

wfl« ti,« * .,
'^'"^ ot a month or six week«. t«»,„j.was tl,e trouble with doctors, he said, theyWt any
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•en«e. Suppose, he argued, that George were to catch
a cold— why, tlie damp, spring weather would raise the

dickens— Annc*8 house was a drafty old barn of a place,

improperly heated,— and any fool could sec that if

George did have a relapse it would go mighty hard with
him. Subsequently ho sounded the nurses, severally, on
the advisability of abandoning the poor, weak young fal-

low before he was safely out of the woods, and the

nurses, who were tired of the case, informed him that

the way George was eating he soon would be as robust

as a dock hand. An appeal to Mrs. Tresslyn brought
a certain degree of hope. Thot lady declared, quite

bitterly, that inasmuch as her son did not seem inclined

to return to her home he might do a great deal worse
than to remain where he was, and it was some time
before Simmy grasped the full significance of the remark.

He remembered hearing Lutie say that she was going
to take George home with her as soon as he was able to

be moved!

What was he to do with himself after all these people
were gone? For the first time in his life he really knew
what it meant to have a home, and now it was to be

broken up. He saw more of his home in the five or six

weeks that George was there than he had seen of it all

told in years. He stayed at home instead of going to

the club or the theatre or to stupid dinner parties. He
hadn't the faintest idea that a place where a fellow did

nothing but sleep and eat bacon and eggs could be looked

upon as a " home." He had thought of it only as an
apartment, or " diggings." Now he loved his home and
everything that was in it. How he would miss the

stealthy blue linen nurses, and the expressionless doc-

tors, and the odour of broths and soups, and the scent
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of ro«c8, and the awish of petticoat. nnA », i ..

together .„!"•: ':[tTj:zzr'''"''' '""•
Pri.o, .nd therefore is of «„t iZ '" * '""'°" ""'"•

1." life huag i„ the blnee feTV ''T
"^^

corapletelv out of h» he.rl ui. ,.
'" *"'"^ ""^ "•"

he thought hiLelf otT; • ' 'T" """"'"^ ">•'

port «„ eatWv Jlffe^
""^ *"""" "^'"y «> «-

^^th.?|:r^7;,-^^^^^

fearful shock when hi, rr 5
"" *'"" "'"''i"''^ •

face of his dolto" T ^orte' "^"f "" '"'" ""
fi"t ration., word, wl"rth"^rS,''„f'°''^- ./"r'

''''

«.an"t:rr.rgi:roV:;:»;- \"'
of his remainine stren^h 1.°^ '^ '"^^ »' '' ""

ghastly fear thft asTaC h^ "'Z^ ""t"
""^

He knew what it was lh»t fli. J^P* ""'''"•"ood.

brain i„ that «rst ~"lft eti 't?**- «T^''-»<=. Was it always to be ,ike mr^-r."^:^^^
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i

il

live in dread of him?" His voice was husky as he
leaned over and laid his hand gently upon the damp
brow of the invalid.

" You are going to get well, George. You will be as
sound as a rock in no time at all. Trust me, old fellow,— and don't worry."

"But that's what they always say," whispered
George, peering straight into the other's eyes. " Doc-
tors always say that. What are you doing here,
Brady? Why have you been called in to—^"

"Hush! You're all right. Don't get excited. I
have been with you from the start. Ask Lutie— or
Anne. They will tell you that you are all right."

" I don't want to die," whined George. « I only want
a fair chance. Give me a chance, Brady. I'll show
you that I—

"

" My God !

" fell in agonised tones from Thorpe's lips,

and he turned away as one condemned.
When Lutie and Anne came into the room soon after-

ward, they found George in a state of great distress.
He clutched Lutie's hand in his strong fingers and drew
her down close to him so that he could whisper furtively
in her ear.

" Don't let any one convince you that I haven't a
chance to get well, Lutie. Don't let him talk you into
anything like that. I won't give my consent, Lutie,

—

I swear to God I won't. He can't do it without my con-
sent. I've just got to get well. I can do it if I get
half a chance. I depend on you to stand out against
any—

"

Lutie managed to quiet him. Thorpe had gone at
once to her with the story and she was prepared. For
a long time she talked to the frightened boy, and at last

1
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„„? " ^^ "' *"'° °'='"'8''» """"do toward Braden

Mthus,Ml,o devotion could not drive out the chill that

Xrri„r^'^ "'"' o" *-»' >--«"-

inr^VA"""' "^^ "" ''"'"™* ""d ""avoidable meet-

was in full charge of the case, but in reality he deferredto the opinions and advice of Dr n«*«» i^

ueierrea

a dav Wo k J 4.U ,
Bates, who came oncea day He had the good sense to appreciate hi, ny.r.

the drawing-roon, and frequently at table. There weretoe, durmg the darkest houra in George's illnerXnthey stood side by side in the watches of tte night Butno once .n all those days was there a word Wing »„their own peculiar relationship uttered by either ofXmIt was pla,n that she had the greatest co'i^den e n h
".'

and he came, ere long, to regard her as a dependable aTdnspired help. Unlike the distracted, remorseful Lutieshe was the source of great inspiration to those wt'
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worked over the sick man. Thorpe marveUed at first
and then feU into the way of resorting to her for sup-
port and encouragement. He had discovered that she
was not playing a game.

Templeton Thorpe's amazing will was not mentioned
by either of them, although each knew that the subject
lay uppermost in the mind of the other. The news-
papers printed columns about the instrument. Report-
ers who laid in wait for Braden Thorpe, however, ob-
tamed no satisfaction. He had nothing to say. The
same reporters fell upon Anne and wanted to know when
she expected to start proceedings to have the will set
aside. They seemed astonished to hear that there was
to be no contest on her part. She could not tell them
anything about the plans or intentions of Dr. Thorpe
and she had no opinion as to the ultimate effect of the
Foundation" upon the Constitution of the United

btates or the laws of God!
As a matter of fact, she was more eager than any one

else to know the stand that Braden intended to take on
the all-absorbing question. Notwithstanding her pecul-
iar position as executrix of the will under which the con-
ditions were created, she could not bring herself to the
point of discussing the salient feature of the document
with him. And so there the matter stood, unmentioned
by either of them, and absolutely unsettled so far as theman most deeply involved was concerned.
Then came the day when Thorpe announced that it

was no longer necessary for him to impose upon Simmy's
hospitahty, and that he was returning that evening to
his hotel. George was out of danger. It was then that
lie said to Anne

:

" You have been wonderful, Anne. I want to thank
jou for what you have done to help me. You might
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little woman « th/reL.^ ^"V^ """ ?<><>•

you can .. a .
'17 dt?toXwl^^ cf'"-She IS a brick, Anne. You will n„fT .

°''^^-

standing by her now. As IsaTd bet ' *"^*^'"^ ^'^

reach me bj telephone ifJnl,^
'' ^°" ^^" *^'^'*3^«

drop in over;, morna"; to
"' "^ ^°" "'°"^' ^"^ ^'"

.o^Lrcd Lcj^tT uf7r ^ '^'"^^ ^^«-
i^owever. You^L^our dutv ^f

"* ''
^V'^"'^

^->
Lutie weep on vour neck if

"^^
,

""'' ^^^ ^'» ^^^

take myUtZ flf^:!!^ '^^Th"'"''
^"' ^°" '"^•^

satirical note in her voife
^""" ^*' * '^'ShUy

His figure stiffened « T a^ »i.

he .aid,-" not oven by Lutil V *" '"' *''™''^'"

did not come into tlf. ', ^^ ">"»' '"•<»' that I

you shouldn't."
"^"^'^ * ^''^ ^°°^ '^««on why

' What do you mean? "

from now on No 1» f"" "' P"^"^ thoroughlv

each othe. a^nd t ^C^^ZZlZTi """r"^

-iMc en„,S t/hl:^^;: ,
° --. .on a.

»e. why I shouldn't speak of ft to y„u..'
"" ^ '''»'

'
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"Has it occurred to you that our friends may be
justified in thinking that I did call upon you to take
this case, Braden? " she asked quietly.

He frowned. "I daresay that is true. I hadn't
thought of it—^"

** They also believe that I summoned you to take
charge of my husband a few weeks ago. No one has
advised the world to the contrary. And now that you
are here, in the same house with me, what do you sup-
pose they will say? " A queer little smile played about
her lips, a smile of diffidence and apology.

He gave her a quick look of inquiry. " Surely no one
will—"
" They will say the Widow Thorpe's devotion to her

brother was not her only excuse for moving into good
old Simmy's apartment, and they will also say that Dr.
Thorpe must be singularly without practice in order to
give all of his time to a solitary case."

" Oh, for heaven's sake, Anne," he cried impatiently,
"give people credit for having a little commonsense
and charity. They—

"

" I don't give them credit for having anything of the
kind," she said coolly, " when it comes to discussing their

fellow creatures. I hope you are not distressed, Braden.
As you have said, people will discuss us. We cannot
escape the consequences of being more or less public in-

stitutions, you and I. Of course they will talk about
our being here together. I knew that when I came here
three weeks ago."

" Then why did you come? " he demanded.
She replied with a directness that shamed him. " Be-

cause I do not want people to talk about Lutie. That
is one reason. Another is that I wanted to do my share
in looking after George." Suddenly her eyes narrowed.
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" You— jou do not imacine thaf T T
have thought that of me, Brldc„

'• " '" ^°" ^'-W"''

He shook Jiis head slowlv « Tf t u i ^i.

An„e, I .hould „„t haveTolj^ou ^l^t^ZtJ""'were wonderful," he said.
"<»"<;>' ago that you

that" r"",",
"""''' ''""' I'™ "»'>"« to let it go at

tt:-a "uitsnnfuTottrr""*" r'^^"--'
to«ratif,the\p^t,'t:^;?e:yr^^^^^^^^^^^^

'ef in ?h '
'"/*"""'• ^"""^ '"'s'-t •«'= indulL her.

uitiLt T "' ' ''" *'-™"'°'» -ord/o?self.justification, and even though they drew nothl„r-«ehange, she would at least have ha Z .7 * '".

t^sf™'
111

"' «<'•'"'»-> -tfa'cLf:;^:
Buvrtr :rir,t»rforsri^-' -•

"GtdZe'Mu.r"'." *"" ""•' «'" -•"=

She heWou her ,2:1 '". "HTr" '"^
•'™'«^-"

said, with a smile.
"™" "^^ y™' ^^e

tou^hed^'uftot-
"'" """ **" " ^^"' *''«' h""''''

r^r^t : -F
""' """»™t there had not been the

tThrd ?;!'''r
°' '" """"""tion on the part oTeUherto bridge the chasm that lay between them tZ T T

XrcLtoi^r'r"'^- ^^^^^'^'^^-t
Ltutri ;:;::e^te:dThtle- atis
atu alTr"""

""=' ^"""« "' ""^ whrs'he ltd
o™ ;hVsica,;~ '"' "-• ""^ "P"' '- her

las't weeT" heT^i "l' "^"T''
'"' '"""^ ™' " h- d^week, he said fervently. " I shaU never get over

*<
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that awful moment. I shall never forget the look of
despair that—

"

" I know," she interrupted. " I saw it too. But it

is gone now, so why make a ghost of it? Don't let it

haunt you, Braden."
" It is easy to say that I shouldn't let it—

"

" If you are going to begin your life's work by ad-
mitting that you are thin-skinned, you'll not get very
far, my friend," she said seriously. *' Good-bye."

She smiled faintly as she turned away. He was never
quite sure whether it was encouragement or mockery
that lay in her dark eyes when she favoured him with
that parting glance. He stood motionless until she dis-

appeared through the door that opened into the room
where George was lying; his eyes followed her slender,

graceful figure until she was gone from sight. His
thoughts leaped backward to the time when he had held

that lovely, throbbing, responsive body close in his arms,
to the time when he had kissed those sensitive lips and
had found warmth and passion in them, to the time when
he had drunk in the delicate perfume of her hair and the

seductive fragrance of her body. That same slender,

adorable body had been pressed close to his, and he had
trembled under the enchantment it held.

He went away plagued and puzzled by an annoying
question that kept on repeating itself without answer;
was it in his power now to rouse the old flame in her

blood, to revive the tender fires that once consumed her

senses when he caressed her? Would she be proof
against him if he set out to reconquer? She seemed so

serene, so sure of herself. Was it a pose or Lad love

really died within her?

By no means the least miportant of the happenings in
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Simmy's house was the short

S85

o 1, ^ iT"
"""^ ^^"^ ^^°''* b"* decisive contest that

sided *JV :'°°"\'"^ *^^ ^^°^^ -- entirel/one-«idcd. It was George's mother who sustained it Shehad not expected to find the despised « outcast ''there

fhatt^d ^Vf,-ff
-^^-"trol was near to bdng^.nattered. If she had been permitted to exercise ihn

Commit 7T '' ''^* ^^""'^^—
*' «he w u d havcommitted the irretrievable error of denouncing thebrazen creature in the presence of disinterested peLnAfterwards she thanked her lucky stars for the circum-"tances which compelled her to remain angr ly pTsshefor she was soon to realise what such an outbursrwouldhave brought upon her head.
ouiour.t would

blameVoTthe' otrl" ^T;,?^'AT ^"^ ^'°"^ *°

insolence, Mrs.^^.ntl^J^^^t^XXt
Sh K S^^'fJ

°' * ^'*"^*^- *h-t could not be helpedShe held forth at some length for her daughter^ beSabout " common decpnrv '» o«^ » t
"", »'"^^'^ * oenelit

Anne's comprcenc" ^^^" '^°'^^' '^

said Vnt"'' «^??
-^'.'''""^ ^^*^ ""'^''"^"^^ d^-^^ncy,"

oti V. ; v/*
''""^ '^"^y *»"« ^ho ^ould turn theother cheek hke this. Let her alone. She's the bestthing that can happen to George »

coursf'^/rir T^""'^
^'"- ^'"^^y"' «^^-t- " Of

he^ Thi . Tu' *° *^"' "P^'*"'^"* ^^'^^ «he isHere. That is out of the question."

I ^''T'^f ^' ^"*^' ^^' ^^^^ «"t «nd means to stay

Lther " '^°:; r"
'^^^ *° '^^^°"^^^- *»^«* ^-' on

« T^ r" P''°'^''^'*^ ^°" ^^"* to be near George "

Tres^ynfsTar;.'
°' '^^ ^^ ' ^"*'^ '^ " ^--<^^^ M-

I
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" I don't know what else to call her," said Anne.
" Simeon Dodge will appreciate my feelings,— my

position—

"

" Simmy is very much on her side, so I'd advise you to

steer clear of him," said Anne impatiently. " Now,
mother dear, don't upset things here. Don't make a

fuss. Don't—

"

" A fuss ? " cried her mother, trying hard not to be-

lieve her ears.

" Don't make it any harder for poor old Simmy. He
is in for a rough time of it. Tresslyns everywhere ! It

isn't a lovely prospect, you know. He will be fed up
with us before— And, mother, don't overlook the fact

that George is very ill. He may not pull through.

He—"
** Of course he will get well. He's as strong as an ox.

Don't be silly."

The next day she and Lutie met in the library and had
it out,— briefly, as I sa' ^ before, but with astounding

clarity. Mrs. Tresslyn swept into the library at four

in the afternoon, coming direct from her home, where,

as she afterwards felt called upon to explain in self-

defence, the telephone was aggravatingly out of order,

—

and that was why she hadn't called up to inquire!—
(It is so often the case when one really wants to use the

stupid thing!) She was on the point of entering the

sick-room when Lutie came up from behind.

" I'm afraid you can't go in just now, Mrs. Tresslyn,'*

she said, firmly and yet courteously.

George's mother started as if stung. " Oh !
" she ex-

claimed, and her tone was so declaratory that it was not

necessary to add the unspoken—" it's you, is it ?
"

" He is asleep," said Lutie gently. " They won't even

allow me to go in." *



FROAI THE HOUSETOPS «87

th.t would htc owfev''"""^ *"""" "'"' ' '-"'''

Wnon a, a further aid ^ inspect!™. ^'" ''""' ''"

period in which she had l^'ClT^r^ ,"'
l""^

'"''^

to her mother-in-law Mt"^T * ? '''' *^""'''''->"

Tressljn's hand was turning the door-knob

« Oh IC """ ^7^1*/"^ ^^° ' ^'"'" «-Jd she coldlyOh, I know you're his mother, and all that » c„-

i

i^utie, breathlesslv »ja^ i.

'"""«" tnat, said
,

eumxessiy. I do not question your richt to howith your son. That isn't the point *Vhl u
ordered your daughter and me oTt of T^ Y'
awhile Tf ,•« +T,„ « ^ • , .

* °' *"^ 'oom for

knows how lonl So v
"" ''' '"'' '"''

'" ''-"'

Mrs. Treaslyn?'
^'"' °""*'°' «" '" ^'^ *»*"'' h™.

Mrs. Tressljn's hand foil away from the knob P„,a^^moment she regarded the t^se, ajrattT'^rfIn'

all'li\t,l'
'^"'"'^ '° y™ *" '«•- if you can feel atall -that you may not be wanted here. Miss Carna-

ji

^ 11

! j|
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han? •* the laid, deliberately cruel. She towered above
her adversary.

" Will you be kind enough to come away from the
door? " laid Lutie, wholly unimpressed. " It isn't very
thick, and the sound of voices may penetrate—

"

" Upon my soul! " exclaimed Mrs. Tresslyn, staring.
" Do you presume to—

"

" Not quite so loud, if you please. Come over here
if you want to talk to me, Mrs. Tresslyn. Nurse's
orders, not mine. I don't in the least mind what you
say to me, or what you call me, or anything, but I do
entreat you to think of George."

Greatly to her own surprise, Mrs. Tresslyn moved
away from the door, and, blaming herticlf inwardly for
the physical treachery that impelled her to do so, sat
down abruptly in a chair on the opposite side of the
room, quite as far removed from the door as even Lutie
could have desired.

Lutie did not sit down. She came over and stood be-
fore the woman who had once driven her out. Her face
was white and her eyes were heavy from loss of sleep,

but her voice was as clear and sharp as a bell.

" We may as well understand each other, Mrs. Tress-
lyn," she said quietly. "Or, perhaps I'd better say
that you may as well understand me. I still believe my-
self to be George's wife. A South Dakota divorce may
be all right so far as the law is concerned, but it will not
amount to that

"— she snapped her fingers—" when
George and I conclude to set it aside. I went out to that
God-forsaken little town and stayed there for nearly a
year, eating my heart out until I realised that it wasn't
at all appetising. I lived up to my bargain, however.
I made it my place of residence and I got my decree. I
tore that hateful piece of paper up last night before I
came here. You paid me thirty thousand dollars to give
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Gcorje up, and he allowed you to do it. Now I have

I pray to God that he may, I am going back to him, and
I don t care whether we go through the form of marry-
ing all over again or not. He i« my husband. I am hi,
wife. There never wa« an honest cause for divorce inour case. He wasn't as brave as I'd have liked him to
be m those days, but neither was I. If I had been as
brave as I am now, George wouldn't be lying in there awreck and a failure. You may take it into your head
to ask why I am here. Well, now you know. I'm here
to take care of my husband."

I /wl'" J""'^"'"
steady, uncompromising gaze never

Iff fl' fT °/ **'' '^^^''' ^^^" L"*''' P^^s'^d after
that final declaration, she waited a moment for her to
resume.

K-rl'^i'u"
''• °' course," said she levelly, "the possi-

Dility that my son may not get well."
Lutie's eyes narrowed. " You ' mean that you'd

rather see him die than—

"

« Miss Carnahan, I am compelled to speak brutally
to you. I paid you to give up my son. You took themoney I proffered and the divorce I arranged for. You
agreed to—

"

" Just a moment, please. I took the money and—
and got out in order to give George a chance to marry
some one else and be happy. That was what you
wanted, and what t,ou promised me. You promised me
that if 1 gave him up he would find some one else more
worthy that he would forget me and be happy, and that
I would be forgotten inside of six months. Well, none
of these things has happened. He hasn't found any one
else he still loves me, and he isn't happy. J am going
back on my bargain, Mrs. Tresslyn, because you haven't
carried out your part of it. If you think it was easy
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for me to give him up when I did, you are very much
mastakcn. But that wouldn't interest you, >o I'll .ay
no more about it. We'll come down to the present, if
you don't mind, and tee where we stand. George needs
me now, but no more than he has needed me all alone.
I mtend to stick to him like a leech from this time on.
Mrs. Tresslyn. You had your chance to make your
kmd of a man out of him, and I guess you'll admit that
you faded. Well, I'm going to begin where you were
content to leave off. You tmated me Ilk- a dog, and
God knows you've treated George but little better, al-
though perhaps you didn't know what you were doing to
him. He 18 dawn and out. You didn't expect things to
turn out as they have. You thought I'd be the one to
go to the devil. Now I'll put it up to you squarely. I
tdl have the thirty thousand you gave me. It is nicely
invested. I have lived comfortably on the income. A
iTn^^xm*.**" ^ '°^*^ ^^°'«^ *° y°" ^°' that amount.
Weil, 1 W buy him back from you to-morrow."
• Buy my son from me? " gasped Mrs. Tresslyn.
" You made it a business proposition three years ago,

8o I'll do the same now. I want to be fair and square
with you. I'm going to take him back in any event, but
I shall be a great deal better satisfied if you will let me
pay for him."

Mrs. Tresslyn had recovered herself by this time.
She gave 'he younger woman a frosty smile.

" And I suppose you will expect to get him at a con-
siderably reduced price," she said sarcastically, « in view
of the fact that he is damaged goods."

" You shall have back every penny, Mrs. Tresslyn,"
said Lutie, with dignity.

" How ingenuous you are. Do you really believe that
J will «frZZ my son to you? "

"I sold him to you," said the other, stubbornly.
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Mrs. TresHlyn arofc. " I think wo wou^d belter brin^f
this interview to an end, Miss Carnahan. I shall spare
you the opinion I have formed of you in—

"

"Just as you please, Mrs. Trcsslyn," said Lutie
calmly. "We'll consider the matter closed. Giorge
comes back to me at my own price. I—
"My son shnll never marry you!" burst out Mrs.

Tresslyn, furiously.

Lutie smiled. "It's good to see you mad, Mrs.
Tresslyn. It proves that you are like other people,
after all. Give yourself a chance, and you'll find it

just as easy to be glad as it is to be mad, now that
you've le* go of yourself a little bit."

"You are insufferable! Be good enough to stand
aside. I am going in to my son. He—

"

" If you are so vitally interested in him, how docs
it happen that you wait until four o'clock in the after-
noon to come around to inquire about him? I've been
here on the job since last night— and so has your
daughter. But you? Where have you been all this
time, Mrs. Tresslyn?

"

"God in heaven!" gasped Mrs. Tresslyn, otherwise
speechless.

" If I had a son I'd be with him day and night at—

"

" The telephone was out of order," began Mrs. Tress-
lyn before she could produce the power to chpck the
impulse to justify lierself in the eyes of this brazen
tormentor.

" Indeed? " said Lutie politely.

" My son shall never marry you," repeated the other,
helplessly.

" Well," began Lutie slowly, a bright spot in each
cheek, « all I have to say is that he wiU be extremely
unfair to your grandchildren, Mrs. Tresslyn, if he
doesn't."



CHAPTER XXI

ill

AGROUND-FLOOR window in an apartment
building m Madison Avenue, north of Fifty-
ninth street, displayed in calm black lettering

the name « Dr. Braden L. Thorpe, M. D." On thf
panel of a door just inside the main entrance there was a
bit of gold-leaf information to the effect that office hours
were from 9 to 10 a. m. and from 2 to 4 p. m. There was
a reception room and a consultation room in the suite.
Ihe one was quite as cheerless and uninviting as any
other reception room of its kind, and the other possessed
as many of the strange, terrifying and more or less mis-
understood devices for the prolongation of uncertainty
in the mmds of the uneasy. During office-hours there
was also a ^octor there. Nothing was missing from
this properly placarded and admirably equipped office— nothing at all except the patients I

'

About the time that George Tresslyn fared forth into
the world agam, Thorpe hung out his shingle and sat
himself down under his own gates to wait for the un-

TTr fl^ ^"^ °"' ''^'"'- '^^^ ^^'"^' *h^ ^aJt and even
the blind had visions that were not to be dissipated by
anything so trivial -as a neat little sign in an office win-
dow. The name of Braden Thorpe was on the lips of
every one. It was mentioned, not with horror or dis-
gust, but as one speaks of the exalted genius whose

rr'^^^l^^f",'
"^°''' ^^' ^^•''^' °^ °^ th« "^an who found

the North Pole by advertising in the newspapers, or of
the books of Henry James. He was a person to steer
clear of, that was all.

292
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Every newspaper in the country discussed him edi-
toriaUy, paragraphically, and as an article of nows
For weeks after the death of Templeton Thorpe and
the publication of his will, not a day passed in which
Braden Thorpe's outlandish assault upon civilisation
failed to receive its country-wide attention in the press.
And when editorial writers, medical sharps, legal experts
and grateful reporters failed to avail themselves of
the full measure of space set apart for their gluttony,
ubiquitous « Constant Reader » rushed into print under
many aliases and enjoyed himself as never before.

In the face of all this uproar, brought about by the
posthumous utterance of old Templeton Thorpe, Braden
had the courage,— or the temerity, if that is a truer
word,— to put his name in a window and invite further
attention to himself.

The world, without going into the matter ar v deeper
than it usually does, assumed that he who entered the
office of Dr. Thorpe would never come out of it alive!
The fact that Thorpe advocated something that

could not conceivably become a reality short of two
centuries made no impression on the world and his fam-
ily. Dr. Thorpe believed that it was best to put suf-
ferers out of their misery, and that was all there was
to be said about the matter so far as Mr. Citizen was
concerned.

It would appear, therefore, tha^ll of Templeton
Thorpe's ideas, hopes and plans concerning the future
of his grandson were to be shattered by his own lack
of judgment and foresight. Without intending to do
so he had deprived the young man of all that had been
given him in the way of education, training and char-
acter. Young Thorpe might have lived down or sur-
mounted the prejudice that his own revolutionary utter-
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ances created, but he could never overcome the stupen-dous obstacle that now lay in his path.

If Mr. Thorpe had hoped to create, or believed sin-
cerely that It was possible to create, a force capable ofoverpowering the natural instincts of man, he had set
for himself a task that could have but one result so
far as the present was concerned, and it was in the
present that Braden Thorpe lived, very far removedfrom the future that Mr. Thorpe appeared t > be seeingfrom a pomt close by as he lay on his death-bed. Hehad completely destroyed the present usefulness of his
grandson. He had put a blight upon him, and now hewas sleeping peacefully where mockery could not reachlum nor reason hold him to account.
The letter that the old man left for his grandson's

guidance was an affectionate apology, very skilfully
worded, for havmg, m a way, left the bulk of his for-
tune to the natural heir instead of to the great, consum-

words, but It was obvious to the young man, if not to
others who saw and read, that he was very clear in hismmd as to the real purport and intention of the clause
covering the foundation. He was careful to avoid the
slightest expression that might have been seized uponby the young man as evidence of treachery on his partm view of the solpnn promise he had made to leave
to him no porticiTSf his estate. On the surface, this
letter was a simple, direct appeal to Braden to abideby the terms of the will, and to consider the trust as
sacred in spite ot the absence of restrictions. To
Braden, there was but one real meaning to the will- the
property was his to have, hold or dispose of as hesaw fit. He was at liberty either to use every dollar of
It m carrying out the expressed sentiments of the testa-
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tor, or to sit back luxuriously and console himself with
the thought that nothing was really expected of him.
The Foundation that received such wide-spread no-

tice, and brought down upon his head, not the wrath
but the ridicule of his fellow beings, was not to serve in
any sense as a memorial to the man who provided the
money with which the work was to be carried on. As
a matter of fact, old Tr- pleton Thorpe took very good
care to stipulate plainly that it was not to be employed
to any such end. He forbade the use of his name in any
capacity except as one of the supporters of the move-
ment. The whole world rose up at first and heaped
anathemas on the name of Templeton Thorpe, and
then, swiftly recovering its amiable tolerance of fools,
forgot the dead and took its pleasure in " steering clear
of the man who was left to hold the bag of gold," as
some of the paragraphers would have it.

The people forgot old Templeton, and they also be-
came a bit hazy about the cardinal principle of the
Foundation, much as they forget other disasters, but
they did not forget to look upon Braden Thorpe as a
menace to mankind.

And so it was that after two months of waiting, he
closed his office for the summer and disappeared from
the city. He had not treated a solitary patient, nor
had he been called in consultationd|| a single surgeon
of his acquaintance, although man^f them professed
friendship for and confidence in him.

Six weeks later Simmy Dodge located his friend in
a small coast town in Maine, practically out of the reach
of tourists and not at all accessible to motorists. He
had taken board and lodging with a needy villager who
was still honest, and there he sat and brooded over
the curse that his own intelligence had laid upon him.

I
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He had been there for a month or more before he lifted
his head, figuratively speaking, to look at the world
again,-- and he found it still bright and sparkling de-
spite his desire to have it otherwise in order that hemight be recompensed for his mood. Then it was thathe wrote to Simmy Dodge, asking him to sell the fur-
nishings and appliances in his office, sublet the rooms,and send to him as soon as possible the proceeds of the
sale He confessed frankly and in his straight-forwardway that he was hard up and needed the money '

^ow, It should be remembered that Braden Thorpehad very little means of his own, a small income from
his mother's estate being all that he possessed. He hadbeen dependent upon his grandfather up to the dayhe died. Years had been spent in preparing him for
the personal achievements that were to make him famousand rich by his own hand. Splendid ability and unques-
tioned earning power were the result of Templeton
Ihorpes faith m the last of his race. But nothingwas to come of it. His ability remained but his earn-

from which the motive power has been shut off.

wn!^^'^'^' r^' ^r"^°^
^'^ ^"''^ ^' h«d seen theworld blackly through eyes that grasped no perspective.

But he was young, he was made of the flesh that fights.

'h. KT
\'^ •"' '^4f^" "°* ^°"°- «^ ^"oJ^-d up from

he black view thaVhad held his attention so long, and
smiled. It was not a gay smile but one in which therewas defiant humour. After all, why shouldn't he smile?
These villagers smiled cheerfully, and what had they in
their narrow lives to cause them to see the world
brightly? He was no worse off than they. If they
could be content to live outside the world, why shouldn't
he be as they? He was big and strong and you
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The fellows who went out to sea in the fishing boats
were no stronger, no better than he. He could do the
things that they were doing, and they sang while they
went to and from their work.

It was the reviving spirit in him that opened his eyes
to the lowly joys surrounding him. He found himself
thmking with surprising interest that he could do what
these men were doing and do it well, and after all what
more can be expected of a man than that he should do
some o .. thing well.? He did not realise at the time
that this «mall, mean ambition to surpass these bold
hshermen was nothing less than the resurrection of dead
hopes.

And so, when Simmy Dodge walked in upon him one
day, expecting to find a beaten, discouraged skulker, he
was confronted by a sun-browned, bare-armed, bright-
eyed warrior whose smile was that of the man who never
laughs,-- the grim smile of him who thinks.
The lines in his face had deepened under the influence

of sun and wind; there was a new, ahnost unnatural
ruggedness about the man Simmy had seen less than
two months before. The cheeks had the appearance of
being sunken and there was an even firmer look to the
strong chin and j aws than in the so recent past. Simmy
looked at this new, hardy face and wondered whether
two months in the rough world would do as much in
proportion for his own self-despised Countenance.

Thorpe had been up since five o'clock in the morn-
ing. For two weeks he had started oflF every morning
at that hour with his landlord for the timberlands above
the town, where they spent the day hewing out the sills
and beams for a new boat-house. Unskilled at such
labor, his duties were not those of the practised work-
man, but rather those of the « handy man » upon whom
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falls the most arduous tasks as a rule. Thorpe's sinewswere strained to the utmost in handling th^lo^runwieWy trunks of the fallen trees; his hands werfbSs-tered and h.s legs bruised, but the splendid muscles wereno longer sore, nor was he so fatigued at daj's-cnd thathe could have "dropped in his tracks" right joyfully~ as he had felt like doing in the first week of hfs toil-mg.

ThorS'K^'"^^'
jiggered," said Simmy, stiU holdingThorpe s hand as he backed away from him the better

Thorn '"^
K-'

"'"^ r^ '*''^"«^ ^^^^*"r^ i" overalls.Thorpe and h,s gnzzled host had just come down fromthe woods with a load of pi„o logs, and had found th^tnm immaculate little New Yorker waiting for them atthe breakwater directed thither by the housewife in thewindmg lane that was called High Street. « By theway, IS your name Thorpe? " he added quizzically:
Yep, said the graduate of three great universitiesgnppmg the little man's hand a trifle harder. "^A Ithat IS left of me is named Thorpe, Simmy."
Have you— hired out as a- Good Lord, Brady,you re not as hard up as all that, are you.? » Simmy'sface was bleak with concern.

^

«Zr !°Tr ^"" '^" ^"" ""^ '^' *^^"S'" «^^^ Thorpe.Next week I'm going out with the boats. I say

Half an hour later, Simmy was seated in the cool

the «ea filling his sensitive nostrils, and he was drink-ing buttermJk.

" Now, see here, Brady, it's all damned tommyrot,"
he was saying^ and he had said something of the kind
several times before in the course of their earnest con
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twftT'
•".?"''" •^"'* °"^ ^°""^ oP^n to you, and

York *^ r*t*
°"'-, ^""'^^ «°* *° -"^e baclf to NWYork and look people in the eje and tell 'em to go toGehenna if they don't like what you're doing ^Youcan't go on living like this, no matter how much youlove at now. You're not cut out for this sort of thWLordy. ,f I was as big and brutal looking as you ar a^*this manute I'd stand up fo. myself against

-'"
But you will not understand," repeated Thoroedoggedly «If my attainments, as you'call them, I^e

hereleff r "f *? T ^" ^^^^^"^ "'^"'^-<J' -^-t is

ofTt in th r *°M°
^"' *^"' ^'^"'* I ^-^ enough

to 1 f 1 .?, 'u""'
^''^ ™°"*^« ^^"^ th«« to proveto me tliat they hate me? They—"

« You weren't so thin skimied as all this when youwere wntmg those inspired articl ^ of yours, were you ?

brTutht tT' ^^^'^' ^°" ^"^^*^^ ^" o^ t^^'' you

ThorJ" 5^u
""^^ ^°" ^^° converted old TempletonThorpe and here you are running away like a *

white-head.' Haven't you any back-bone?"

hJk?^*''
*" '''^,?"' ^''"'"^' ^"* °^ ^h^t value is a

I cou?dn'f
'° '^T ^'^"r^"'^

^^ ^ ^^^ *- back-bones
1 couldn t compel people to come to me for treatmentor advace. They are afraid of me. I am a doctor, a

that I am thear fraend, how can I be of service to them? "
You n get patients, and plenty of 'em too, if you'lljust hang on and wait. They'll come to know that youwouldn't kail a cockroach if you could help it. You'U

-J-
what s the matter?" He broke off suddenly with

thas sharp questaon A marked pallor had come over
Thorpe's sunburnt face.

I
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"Nothing— nothing at all," muttered the other.
" The heat up there in the woods—

"

" You must look out for that, old boy," said Simmy
anxiously. "Go slow. You're only a city feller, as
they'd say up here. What a God-forsaken place it is!
Not more than two hundred miles from Boston and yet
I was a whole day getting here."

" It is peaceful, Simmy," said Thorpe.
" I grant you that, by Jove. A fellow could walk

in the middle of the street here for a solid year with-
out being hit by an automobile. But as I was say-
ing, you can make a place for yourself—

"

" I should starve, old fellow. You forget that I am
a poor man."

"Rats! You've got twenty-five thousand dollars a
year, if you'll only be sensible. There isn't another
man in the United States who would be as finicky about
it as you are, no matter how full of ideals and principles
he may be stuffed."

Thorpe looked up suddenly. His jaw was set hard
and firm once more. "Don't you know what people
would say about me if I were to operate and the patient
died?— as some of them do, you know. They would
say that I did it deliberately. I couldn't afford to
lose in a single instance, Simmy. I couldn't take the
chance that other surgeons are compelled to take in a
great many cases. One failure would be suflScient.

One—

"

" See here, you've just got to look at things squarely,
Braden. You owe something to your grandfather if

not to yourself. He left all that money for a certain,
definite purpose. You can't chuck it. You've got to
come to taw. You say that he took this means of leav-
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mg the money to you, that the trust thing is aU piffleand all that sort of thing. WeU, suppose thatTis'true, what kind of a fool would you be?o turn up fournose at SIX nnll^n dollars? There are all kinds of w^vsof looking at ,t. In the first place, he didn't leaved

hasTrfi f*•
.

'.*
•'

*
*'"^*' «' ^ foundation, and thas a definite end m view. You are the sole rustee.that s he poant on which you elect to stick. You areto be allowed to handle this vast fortune as your IZ

nient dictates, as a trustee, mind you. You forget'thathe fixed your real position rather clearly when ho
stipulated that you were to have a salary of twentvfive thousand dollars a year, and fees as a trltee. Th^t

doTitV" " *'°"*' '^ '^'*
'' *° ^- -*^-t ^*-^!

For an hour they argued the great question. Simmydid not pretend that he accepted Braden's theories; infact he pronounced them shocking. Still, he contended,

them, and It wasn't any affair of his, after aU.
I don t believe it is right for man to try to do

« Can't you understand, Simmy, that I advocate asimple, direct means of relieving the—

"

;;

Sure, I understand," broke in Simmy agreeably.
Does God send the soldiers into battle, does he sendthe condemned man to the gallows? Man does that,

doesn't he? If ,t is God's work to drop a small child
into a boiling vat by accident, and if He fails to kill that
child at once, why shouldn't it be the work of man to
complete the job as quickly as possible? We shootdown the soldiers. Is that God's work? We hang the
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murderer. Is that God*8 work? Emperors and kings

conduct their wars in the name of God and thousands
of God's creatures go down to death. Do you believe

that God approves of this slaughter of the strong and
Lardy? God doesn't send the man to the gallows nor
the soldier to the fighting line. Man docs that, and
be does it because he has the power to do it, and he lives

serene in the consolation that the great, good God will

not hold him to account for what he has done. We
legalise the killing of the strong; but not for humane
reasons. Why shouldn't we legalise the killing of the
weak for humane reasons ? It may interest you to know,
Simmy, that we men have more merciful ways of ending
life than God Himself directs. Why prolong life when
it means agony that cannot be ended except b}' the death
that so certainly waits a few days or weeks beyond—**

" How can you be sure that a man is going to die?

Doctors very frequently say that a person has no chance
whatever, and then the fellow fools 'em and gets well."

" I am not speaking of such cases. I only speak of
the cases where there can be no doubt. There are such
cases, you see. I would let Death take its toll, just as
it has always done, and I would fight for my patient un-
til the last breath was gone from his body. Two
weeks ago a child was gored by a bull back here in the
country. It was disembowelled. That -hild lived for
many hours,— and suffered. That's what I mean, in

substance. I too believe in the old maxiin,—'while

there's life there's hope.* That is the foundation on
which our profession is built. A while ago you spoke
of the extremely aged as possible victims of my theories.

I suppose you meant to ask me if I would include them
in my list. God forbid ! To me there is nothing more
beautiful than a happy, healthy, contented old age.
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We love our old people. If we love them we do not think

wait? V °^^* 7* ™* *''^'" *° "^«»- J"»' " I •Hal,

?or ^^^,V^^''.*""fJ°«»".
by God', hand not man',,

we don?. \^ir
^^'"^ " P'*'^^^"^' «^°'-'°"» «^nd- Butwe don t want them to suffer, any more than we would

Ch wa/r* *r
;""""•

I
^°^^' "'^ grandfather.D^ath was a great boon to him He wanted to die.But all old men do not want to die. They—

»

JnflT^'l^c*
*'"'"« anywhere with this kind of talk,"interrup ed Simmy. « The sum and substance is thi •

human hfe on the representation of a few doctorsIf these doctors said " u"^tors.

« And why not? We put it into the power of twelvemen to send a man to the gallows on the testimony ofwitnesses who may be lying like thieves. We take thetestmiony of doctors as experts in our big murder trials

tLv\ T" '"'"' °^ *^'" ^•^ ^«"« '^'^ »"-" becausethey say he is sane. On the other hand we frequently
acquit the guilty man if they say he's insane."

^

Simmy squinted a half-closed eye, calculatingly, ju-dicially. « My dear fellow, the insane asylums in tWscountry to-day hold any number of reasonably sane in!mates, sent there by commissions which perhaps unin-
tentionally followed out the plans of designing^personswho were actuated solely by selfish and a'arido'us Jtives. Control of great properties falls into the handsof conspinng relatives simply because it happened to bean easy matter to get some one snugly into a madhouse."

co^rlnr"• ^'''''' -"'' '^"^^'^^ *° ^'- ^^«-
oni' ^hl

^*'"' '^^ P"°P^' '''- 8° °" P"tti"g obstaclesout of their way till the end of time," said he coolly!
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If I covet your wife or your am or your money-bag*

I put poison in your tea and you very obligingly die,
•nd all that the law can do is to send me after you as
•oon as the lawyers have got through with me. That is
no argument, Simmy. That sort of thing will go on for-
ever."

Finally Thorpe settled back in his chair resignedly,
worn out by the persistent argument of his tormentor.

Well, suppose that I agree with all you say,— what
then ? Suppose that I take up my burden, as you say I
should, and set out to bring the world around to my way
of thinking, where am I to begin and how? "

Simmy contrived to suppress the sigh of relief that
rose to his lips. This was making headway, after all.
Things looked brighter.

"My dear fellow, it will take you a good many
years to even make a beginning. You can't go right
smack up against the world and say : * Here, you, look
harp! I'm going to hit you in the eye.* In the first
place, you will have to convince the world that you are
a great, big man in your profession. You will have to
cure ten thousand people before you can make the world
believe that you are anybody at aU. Then people will
listen to you and what you say wUl have some effect.
You can't do anything now. Twenty years from now,
when you are at the top of your profession, you will bem a position to do something. But in the meantime
you will have to make people understand that you can
cure »em if anybody can, so that when you say you
can't cure 'em, they'll know it's final. I'm not asking
you to renounce your ideas. You can even go on talk-
ing about them and writing to the newspapers and all
that sort of thing, if you want to, but you've got to
build up a reputation for yourself before you can begin
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to make uw of all thi. money along the line, laid down
for you. But flr.t of all you n,u.t make people -ay
that in ipite of your theories you are a practical bene-
factor and not a plain, ordinary crank. Go on .ow-

found a CO lege in which your principle, may be .afelv
and properly taught, and then .eo what people will .ay.'»

It .ound. very .imple. the way you put it." .aid
Thorpe, with a .mile.

r
.

lu

eariiMtr*"
" "° °*^" ''*^* ""^ friend," .aid Simmy

Thorpe was .ilent for a long time, .taring out over
the dark water, of the bay. The .un had .lipped down
behind the ridge of hill, to the .outh and we.tfand the
once bright .ea wa. now cold and .inister and un.mil-
ing. The boat, were stealing in from its unfriendly

"I had not thought of it in that light, Simmy," he
•aid at length. "My grandfather said it might take
two hundred years."

"Incidentally," .aid Simmy, shrewdly, "your grand-
father knew what he was about when he put in the pro-
vision that you were to have twenty-five thousand dol-
iars a year as a salary, so to speak. He was a far-
seeing man. He knew that you would have a hard, up-
hill struggle before you got on your feet to stay. Hemay even have calculated on a life-time, my friend.
That s why he put in the twenty-five. He probably rea-
lised that you'd be too idiotic to use the money except
as a means to bring about the miUennium, and so he
said to himself « I'll have to do something to keep thedamn fool from starving.' You needn't have any scru-
ples about taking your pay, old boy. You've got to
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live, you know. I think I've got the old gentleman's
idea pretty—^"

" WeU, let's drop the subject for to-night, Simmy,"
said Thorpe, coming to his feet. His chin was up and
his shoulders thrown back as he breathed deeply and
fully of the new life that seemed to spring up mysteri-
ously from nowhere. « You'll spend the night with me.
There is a spare bed and you'll—

"

"Isn'i there a Ritz in the place?" inquired Simmy,
scarcely able to conceal his joy.
"Not so that you can notice it," replied Thorpe

gaily. He walked to the edge of the porch and drank
in more of that strange, puzzling air that came from
vast distances and filled his lungs as they had never
been filled before.

Simmy watched him narrowly in the failing light.
After a moment he sank back comfortably in the old
rocking chair and smiled as a cat might smile in con-
templating a captive mouse. The rest would be easy
Thorpe would go back with him. That was all that he
wanted, and perhaps more than he expected. As for
old Templeton Thorpe's « foundation," he did not give
It a moment's thought. Time would attend to that
Time would kill it, so what was the use worrying. He
prided himself on having done the job very neatly,—
and he was smart enough to let the matter rest.
"What is the news in town? " asked Braden, turning

suddenly. There was a new ring in his voice. He was
eager for news of the town

!

"Well," said Simmy naively, « there is so much to
tell I don't believe I could get it all out before dinner."

" We call it supper, Simmy."
" It's all the same to me," said Simmy.
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And after supper he told him the news as they walked
out along the breakwater.
Anne Thorpe was in Europe. Sh- closed the I use

as soon as George was able to go t , v, ork, aad ^^ent
away without any definite notion as to Iho ^o-~Hh of her
stay abroad.

t" 01 ner

« She's terribly upset over having to live in that old
house down there," said Sinuny, « and I don't blame
her. It's full of ghosts, good and bad. It has always
been her idea to buy a big house farther up town. In
fact, that was one of the things on which she had set
her heart. I don't mind telling you that I'm trying
to find some way in which she can chuck the old house
down there without losing anything. She wants to give
It away, but I won't listen to that. It's worth a hun-
dred thousand if it's worth a nickel. So she closed the
place, dismissed the servants and '»

"
'Gad, my grandfather wouldn't like that," said

Braden. « He was fond of Murray and Wade and—

"

"Murray has bought a saloon in Sixth Avenue and
talks of going into politics. Old Wade absolutely re-
fused to allow Anne to close up the house. He has re-
ceived his legacy and turned it over to me for invest-
ment. Confound him, when I had him down to the
oiBce afterwards he as much as told me that he didn't
want to be bothered with the business, and actually com-
plained because I had taken him away from his work
at that hour of the day. Anne had to leave him there
as caretaker. I understand he is all alone in the house."

Anne is in Europe, eh ? That's good," said Thorpe,
more to himself than to his companion.
"Never saw her looking more beautiful than the day

she sailed," said Simmy, peering hard in the darkness at
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other's face. "She hasn't had much happiness.

the

Brady."

" Umph
!
" was the only response, but it was sufficient

to turn Simmy off into other channels.
" I suppose you know that George and Lutie are mar-

ried again."

"Good! I'm glad to hear it" said Thorpe, with
enthusiasm.

"Married two weeks after George went to work in
that big bank note company's plant. I got the job for
him He starts at the bottom, of course, but that's the
right way for a chap like George to begin. He'll have
to make good before he can go up an inch in the busi-
ness. Fifteen a week. But he'll go up, Brady. He'll
make good with Lutie to push from behind. Awful
blow to Mrs. Tresslyn, however. He's a sort of clerk
and has to wear sleeve papers and an eye-shade. I shall
never forget the day that Lutie bought him back."
Simmy chuckled.

"Bought him back?"
"Yes. She plunked thirty thousand down on the ta-

ble m my office in front of Mrs. Tresslyn and said 'I
shant need a receipt, Mrs. Tresslyn. George is re-
ceipt enough for me.' I'd never seen Mrs. Tresslyn
blush before, but she blushed then, my boy. Got as
red as fire. Then she rose up in her dignity and said
she wouldn't take the money. How was her son to live,
she said, if Lutie deprived him of his visible means of
support.? Lutie replied that if George was strong
enough to carry the washing back and forth from the
customers', she'd manage to support him by taking in
dirty linen. Then Mrs. Tresslyn broke down. Damme,
Brady, it brought tears to my eyes. You don't know
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like Mrs. Tresslyn humble herself like that. She didn't
cry. I was the only one who cried, curse me for a silly
ass. She just simply said that Lutie was the best and
bravest girl in the world and that she was sorry for all
that she had done to hurt her. And she asked Lutie
to forgive her. Then Lutie put her arm around her and
called her an old dear. I didn't see any more on ac-
count of the infernal tears. But Lutie wouldn't take
back the money. She said that it didn't belong to her
and that she couldn't look George in the face if she
kept It. So that's how it stands. She and George
have a tmy little apartment 'way up town,— three
rooms, I believe, and so far she hasn't taken in any-
body s washmg. Anne wants to refund the money to
Lutie, but doesn't know how to go about it. She-
er—sort of left it to me to find the way. Lordy, I
seem to get all of the tough jobs."

" You are a brick, Simmy," said Thorpe, laying his
arm across the little man's shoulders.

« Heigh-ho! " sighed Simmy. Later on, as they re-
turned through the fog that was settling down about
them, he inquired: "By the way, wiU you be ready
to start back with me to-morrow? "

"Lord love you, no," cried Thorpe. "I've agreed
to help old man Stingley with the boat house. I'll come
down m three weeks, Simmy."

«r!!u^*""''^* i^^.""^^'"
g'^^*"^^ Simmy, dejectedly.

Ihree weeks in this God-forsaken place? I'll die
Brady." *

**You? What are you talking about?"
"Why, you don't suppose I'm going back without

you, do you?"



CHAPTER XXII

ANNE THORPE remained in Europe for a year,
returning to New York shortly before the break-

RJt. K
*

u
°^ *^' ^"'^* ^«'- She went to theRitz, where she took an apartment. A day or twoafter her arrival in the city, she sent for Wade

Wade, she said, as the old valet stood smirking

nl^: rf
"

?K T' «'"-^—
»
"I have decidednot to re-open the house. I shall never re-open it. Ido not intend to live there."

litt^"' «T
*"™''^ * '^''^^^ ^"''°- His voice shook a

"I sent for you this morning to inquire if vou arewlhng to continue living there as caretaker untH-l"You may depend on me. Mrs. Thorpe, to-" hebroke in eagerly.

"—until I make up my mind what to do with theproperty," she concluded.

"I know," she interrupted shortly. "I ghaVt sellhe house, of course On the other hand, I do Jtt
Wade " '

'"
^ ^°"'' '"" '"'"' '"^""^» of it.

"It's worth a great deal of money," he ventured.

OTrtly. By the way, how have you fared, Wade.'
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You do not look as though you have made the best of
your own good fortune. Are you not a trifle thinner ? '»

The man looked down at the rug. «I am quite
weU, thank you. A little older, of course,— that's all.
I haven't had a sick day in years."

" Why do you stay on in service? You have means
of your own,— quite a handy fortune, I should say.
1 cannot understand your willingness to coop yourself
up m that big old house, when you might be out seeing
something of life, enjoying your money and— you are
a very stiange person, Wade."
He favoured her with his twisted smile. « We can't

all be alike, madam," he said. « Besides, I couldn't see
very much of life with my small pot of gold. I shall al-

br7d
"''''' ^"^ """^ *'^^'*' ^ *"PP°'^' °^ earning my daily

"I see. Then I may depend upon you to remain in
charge of the house.? Whenever you are ready to give
it up, pray do not hesitate to come to me. I will re-
lease you, of course."

" I may possibly live to be ninety," he said, encour-
agmgly.

She stared. « You mean— that you will stay on
until you die.?"

^

" Seeing that you cannot legally seU the house,—
and you will not live in it,— I hope to be of service to
you to the end of my days, madam. Have you con-
sidered the possibility of some one setting up a claim
to the property on account of your— er— violation
of the terms of the will? "

"I should be very happy if some one were to do so,
Wade,'^ she replied with a smile. « I should not oppose
the claim. Unfortunately there is no one to take the
step. There are no disgruntled relatives."
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" No one. I can't even give it awav T .u n

'Are your wagec satisfactory. Wade? ••

"y •• mlw' ^°"""'"" "-^ re.„e™bered ,„t to

yol""-"
""" ''^' ^°" "^ P*""""! ^mforts.

weU.°°"'*
"""'^ ''''°"' ™' ""«''">'• I "•k. out very

" Aad you are all alone there? All alone in that

^:V-»rstrr:dS!^^i7-*^'--"-

£;i":tvr~t'srx-d".^r;
"And your meals?"

nul' Jnf
* ""^

"""J
breakfast, and go down to Sixth Ave-

lent mi'"^ r'^'°"'
'^"^ ^•°"^"- There is an exil

a e V esT^'^^^^^^ ^"^ "^"' ^°" -^'- conducted by

stances u'^^t u^'T^^
^'^^^ ^» "^^-d circum"^

ITT ,.
"'^^'''^ '" * Northerner, however andshe doesn't see a great deal of him. I u^dersTand het

bies. Her daughter assists her with the business. She
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-but, I beg pardon; you would not be interested in

" ^j*"".?^*^ ***** y°" *'® contented, Wade. We willconsider the tatter settled, and ,ou will go on aVhere:
tofore. You may always find me here, if you desireto communicate with me . i any time "

Wade looked around the room. Anne's maid had

ws'to'theT '"^'°^f• T r*°^'"«
'' ^-»*'*^ o'flowers to the boxes m which they had been delivered.

Airs. Thorpe took note of his interest. " You willbe mterested to hear, Wade, that my sister-in-law sexpecting a little baby very soon. I am taking theflowers up to her flat."
*^

madaln/'^^'"
'"'^ ^'^' '°^"^- " ^^** ^^^ ^ «««.

with the half dozen boxes of flowers piled up in frontof her set out for George's home. On the way upthrough the park she experienced a strange senfe of

selfishn '\l""°"'
'°'** °^ *"^"*^ *° ^'^ «-« i-k of

selfishness m the matter of the flowers. This feeling of

herself t lu 7"f "°"^^""^ "^^ '^'^ ^^^ «"o-edherself to be cheated out of so much that was agreeabledunng all the years of her life ! She was now sLerely
in earnest m her desire to be kind and gentle and gen^erous toward others. She convinced herself of thafLmore ways than one. In the first place, she enjoyed

herself. That m itself was most surprising to her. Udto a year or two ago she would have deprived herself ofnothing unless there was some personal satisfaction to

•i
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be had from the act, such as the consciousness that the
object of her kindness envied her the power to give or
that she could pity herself for having been obliged to
give without return. Now she found joy in doing the
things she once abhorred,— the unnecessary things, as
she had been pleased to describe them.

She loved Lutie,— and that surprised her more than
anythmg else. She did not know it, but she was absorb-
ing strength of purpose, independence, and sincerity
from this staunch little woman who was George's wife
She would have cried out against the charge that Lutie
had become an Influence

! It was all right for Lutie to
have an influence on the character of George, but—
the thought of anything nearer home than that never en-
tered her head.

As a peculiar— and not especially commendable—
example of her present state of unselfishness, she stopped
for luncheon with her pretty little sister-in-law, and
either forgot or calmly ignored the fact that she had
promised Percy Wintermill and his sister to lunch with
them at Sherry's. And later on, when Percy com-
plained over the telephone she apologised with perfect
humility,— surprising him even more than she surprised
herself. She did not, however, feel called upon to ex-
plain to lum that she had transferred his orchids to
Lutie s hving-room. That was another proof of her
consideration for others. She knew that Percy's feel-
ings would have been hurt.

Lutie was radiantly happy. Her baby was coming
in a fortnight. ®

"You shall have the very best doctor in New York,"
said Anne, caressing the fair, tousled head. Her own
heart was full.

« We're going to have Braden Thorpe," said Lutie.
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I"»t sight ofZZringZ tld t ''"""^ "'° '»''

l-ga„, quite naturally* with'lcr"
P^P'™""" *>>»»

ton Thorpe, and wannLTl ''".,"'""'««' *» Temple-

her the respectability of marriage f„V .
^"^

the other hand, it wouldn^S', fer^
'.""' """^ ""

married to old Mr. Thorw It j!u • """« '^''

« thought or two to ih^oJyZfl T''™"'"'^
gi--

Thorpe's, and it raight r"oC' f
"^T ^» *""-

cause she had been str>dlZ,A " l" ^"^ ^"'^ ^
a mueh-discussed antt^iotTa ."' "" '^ ""»"" "
could alter the fact thTr^T"*"""'* "" "°"""8
Tresslvn, and that thet.t mJT" T"^ '^J''

*

toration of at least one o7th T '

s,/" ^ '" '^ "''-

affluence. It remains to be seen wh 1^80 "t''"'
°'

mate of her was right or wrong.
^"'^' '"-

Her mother came in fnr KoH? „ i

that the baby would h/« i .u
^'°"' ^"^ *^""'tted

«I Rm7*k
'^°"''*,°^ * good thing for poor GeonteI am rather glad it is coming,'^ she said. "

I

S



«16 FROM THE HOUSETOPS

" What do you mean, mother? "
Mrs. Trcsslyn lifted her lorgnon. « Have you for-gotten, my dear? » ^*'" '°'

It 18 perfectly simple, Anne. I mean that as soonas this baby comes I shall settle the whole o that thirtv

ever. Heaven knows it has plagued me to --'»

so ~» ""
'

"°*^"' '*" ^°" ^^"'•d *o do anything

^ofl!'^
'^'*'' '* ""^^ ^"*''''* y°" t° J^now that your

rprTd^'Tr ' '"'** ""'''
""' *^^* abomination Jown

LutkCar r r* ?^"* «° ^"^»» *» * P«nny o?Lutie Car- of my daughter-in-laws ,.oney. You look

amy ihen ,1,^ ^.^^j j^^ daughter in return "Ihaven't been able to look n,y daughter-in-law in hi face

i"e"bL': :trfjr™ !," «"" --^ badTnto i::
fZntl r ''"'•"'''l *'ying to think of a way to

e"erythi„J It "/;i'
'"^" ?^ '"'^- " ""' ""PWy

inr^;Trigl'tra^^nri.^ *''°"^'"'' ^°'""

Anne was beaming. < And on that same day, mother

ahar^v T ^^^r/"'
"^ '''"''" "'<> »'"• Tre»>Ivn

heart d' affe ,
""' ^"'"^ ""'' "'"« ^'^"^ I "" kind-hearted, affect.0,.,

. ., or even remorseful. I shaU do it
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because it vleAHou «,« j

however, that if G.orLdZX^J'''^^"^ ^ '''' '"P*'
phone me within . rlSotThU l^"'"

.^'^ *""'^'' »» M^
you will do .0." • ° ' ''''•' or two— I hope

«;- :r;:r,fr':tztr;?\" ^-"^ ^«"'"-.
"She i,%ory prourin """?'"'' "''•''*' <«d-"

>'^"^Hrefe:;^;:-r?„tt-"''"r"'"'-

toZ'dttttedt:'^"' t" "^ «P'»- w.„t,
*»'l take him and tutl i^L A' ^-f ''"«''*'y- " I

Mr,. Tresslyn wi"° l^T'"'*''^
"'"""'"

terrible a. grand^on^^Tan/rlte "1 """"'."'"' ">
•'denng the fir.t «ntenee onfy

"'""'''''• "-

ttte fl^i,p.^---"«arw:xt^

ther was .til, flive bu he ^f."h""*"'-
^"'J'^ '-

such he met his family as hll u ""' '"'"^ "'«' "
when necessary. ^ ' """''' ""y other liability

:
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Mm. WintermUl'. flrtt remark after saying that the

wa« glad to see Anne looking so well was obviously the
result of a quick and searching glance around the room.

Isn't Percy here? »» she inquired.
Anne had just had an uncomfortable half minute on

the telephone with Percy. "Not unless he is hiding
behind that couch over there, Mrs. Wintermill," she said
airily. " He is coming up later, I believe."

" I was to meet him here," said Mrs. Wintermill, above
flippancy. "Is it five o'clock?"
"No," said Anne. Mrs. Wintermill smiled again.

She was puzzled a little by the somewhat convulsive gur-
gle that burst from Anne's lips. « I beg your pardon.
I just happened to think of something." She turned
away to say good-bye to the last of her remaining visi-
tors,— two middle-aged ladies who had not made her ac-
quaintance until after her n.arriage to Templcton
Thorpe and therefore were not by way of knowing Mrs.
Wintermill without the aid of opera-glasses. " Do come
and see me again."

"Who are they? " demanded Mrs. Wintermill before
the servant had time to close the door behind the de-
parting ones. She did not go to the trouble of speak-
ing in an undertone.

"Old friends of Mr. Thorpe's," said Anne. "Wash-
ington Square people. More tea, Ludwig. How well
you are looking, Mrs. Wintermill. So good of you to
come."

" We wanted to be among the first— if not the very
first— to welcome you home, Jane. Percy said to me
this morning before he left for the office : * Mother, you
must run in and see Jane Tresslyn to-day.' Ahem!
Dear me, I seem to have got into the habit of dropping
thmgs every time I move. Thanks, dear. AliemI As
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tl-at he would m^rj h"«
" '°-

y- '*"'' ''"'J' ""'d

--b., .h. p™„.t '•^"
treX„'!"?r '^o -»«

Mr.. Win^."™,},;:^
'^" ""'^ °"'^ « K.r, you k„,w.

thilil'Zr'r.F^llichw:™?;"' -^ •"""« '°"'-
<iuiti. sure,- who i, trvr»r» ™! 'T '' " '"•"• ''"• "»'
lo»i. .orum over h ^ 7f.*° '"''"f"";

" »- ">'"-"-

Prmd to ,00 it m,W- 1 r.'"''''" ' 'x' "« least bit ,ur-

I an. toldX ovo.^'rhL""h"''v''''''
'"' ^™- »''».

My daughter w.HaW „ l' "t "'"*' ••'" " havo

Hun,»o/Fe„„.-w?Z't
tno'w tY

" '" '«° ""*
"ur,e,-„„,urall,, we w„uld^^ 5 T^ """' -'

»l>«t wa, I ,«„,„/, a\
° „'• y" Ino"— or—

city would be fi„t likCijir
'"'""^ *"" •"

you've eon,e home, Znfe iLT """"• "'"' *•"'

which i, it that yon ZiJ r*
^°" P"''''"!-

Jennie or Jane? »
"^ ^ '^' «""« 'o'gotton.

" How i. your Llhe^ " "" ' ""'^'' """«•"

j;
Quite well, thank you. And how i. Mr. Win.er-

pe:cy;ih:rroat\^;Ht';ii,/roufd"^^ '^'"'•'^^^^

^ay, she; the bo.t he knows I
'''"'"/""""Sr.- Percy

all of the new ones n^yserbut-dT "" ""> ''""«

Mr. Wintermill? HeCdo;™. 7. ^°" "''"'" »•«"'*

«on.. By the way"V st fd"ha*;;'a:ko*dtr
\«''

™.ourh„sba„i:L'tdrrinor;u:'"
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What a relief. You saj she'g
but, of course, not.

weU? "

" You barelj missed her. She was here this after-
noon."

"So sorry. It m good to have you with us
again, Kate. How pretty you are. Do you like the
Ritz?"

A bell-boy delivered a huge basket of roses at the door
at this juncture. Mrs. Wintermill eyed them sharply
as Ludwig paused for instructions. Anne languidly
picked up the detached envelope and looked at the card
it contained.

"Put it on the piano, Ludwig," she said. "They
are from Eddie Townshield," she announced, kindly re-
lieving her visitor's curiosity.

"Really," said Mrs. Wintermill. She sent a very
searching glance around the room once more. This
time she was not looking for Percy, but for Percy's
tribute. She was annoyed with Percy. What did he
mean by not sending flowers to Anne Tresslyn? In her
anger she got the name right. " Orchids are Percy's
favourites, Anne. He never sends anything but or-
chids. He—

"

" He sent me some gorgeous orchids this morning,"
said Anne.

Mrs. Wintermill looked again, even squinting her eyes.
" I suppose they aren't very hardy at this time of the
year. I've noticed they perish—

"

"Oh, these were exceedingly robust," interrupted
Anne. " They'll live for days." Her visitor gave it

up, sinking back with a faint sigh. « I've had millions
of roses and orchids and violets since I landed. Every
one has been so nice."

Mrs. Wintermill sat up a little straighter in her chair.
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ru^*"^,,^?'^
™^° "^ '**^" punctUious about such

things, she ventured. It was an inquiry.
" Captain Poindexter, Dickie Fowless, Herb. Vander-

velt,--oh, I can't remember all of them. The room
looked like Thorley's this morning."

« wu"l
,^'°*^'"'"^ <^°"Jd not stand it any longer.

What have you done with them, my dear? »
Anne enjoyed being veracious. "I took a whole

truckload up to my sister-in-law. She's going to have
a baby."

Her visitor stiffened. « I was not aware that you
had a sister-in-law. Mr. Thorpe was especially free
from relatives."

" Oh, this is George's wife. Dear little Lutie Carna-
han, don't you know? She's adorable."
"Oh!" oozed from the other's lips. «I I think

I do recall the fact that George was married while in
college. It is very nice of you to share your flowers
with her. I loathed them, however, when Percy and
tlame were coming. It must be after five, isn't it ? "

" Two minutes after," said Anne.
"I thought so. I wonder what has become of—

!i '. J.*?.''
"^^^ '^*"^' ^""^^ ^*« raying the other day

that Eddie Townshield has really been thrown over by
that silly little Egburt girl. He was frightfully gone
on her, you know. You wouldn't know her. She came
out after you went into retirement. That's rather
good, isn't it ? Retirement ! I must tell that to Percy
He thinks I haven't a grain of humour, my dear. It
bores him, I fancy, because he is so witty himself. And
heaven knows he doesn't get it from his father. That
reminds me, have you heard that Captain Poindexter
IS about to be dismissed from the army on account of
that affair with Mrs. Coles last winter? The govern-
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ment is very strict about-Ah. perhaps that is Percy

But it was not Percy,- only a boy with a telegram.WJI you pardon me? » said Anne, and tore openthe envelope. « Why, it's from Percy!"
^

happ^r3,'^"
"^' ^'''' " ^*' ^"-^ H- -^tHing

" Just a word to say that he will be fifteen or twentvmmutes late," said Anne drily.
^

hf talic^fth! ^'^"^rf'«.

'^ff*- -th Anita Coles wastne talk of the town last wmter. Every one says that

How! h": eT^-'" ^"V*!:°"^'
^°^'^ ^--- ^-

thallc r !, r
'" "'"• ^^^^ "^ '^^t «" that sort,thank God I suppose the business in connection withthe es ate has been settled, hasn't it? As I recair^;the wj, .^pj^ ^^^^ ^^.^^ ^^^^

It.

lous provision that shocked every one so much. I thTnkyou made a great mistake in not contesting it, A„„^Percy says that it wouldn't have stood in^anC court

fLT T^l
*'*"' ^°" ''''' «'»d«° Thorpe? " Sheeyed her hostess rather narrowly.

« No," was the reply. « It hasn't been necessarvyou know. Mr. Dodge attended to everytW„7 My
ever you call it, was ready months ago."

And aU that money? I mean, the money that wentto Braden. What of that ? »
"^

" It did not go to Braden, Mrs. Wintermill," saidAnne levelly. « It is in trust."
'

tha
'"

'shTraiT"" r""'-
" '''• "°*'^"^ -" -- of

boot, ftf « ..
^''7 '^^* *^^* y°" ^°"W bet yourboots that Braden would have contested if things hadbeen the other way round."

^
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;;

I'm sure I don't know » said Anne briefly.
I hear that he is hanging on in spite of what the

s^ hi7' W* '^"' *'^'"« *° ^^* ^ P-^t-- Percy

When P ^"^^Vf"*^"'"*'^-
"^'« '^'^"^ «o"y for h^When Percy hkes a person nothing in the world 0^1*

turn h™ against -why, he wouldlnd ht lol^;::iong as his own lasted. He " ^

tn^T^i^''*'^"''
borrowed money from Percy?" de-manded Anne quickly.

*«^'«^y- ae-

wouW p„b.b„ ^ to S^r/Dot in crS-'tv"are almost inseparable, vou know c- t ,^

wigs account,— 'do y„„ k„o„ j^^j ^

trusts. I w, h, doeLt htiitis'tot 'ro^h:

and-Stil they say he i, completely .rapped ud inh« profession, such as it is. I^e always sIm thaV^
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wifc has to lead In f^. « . . ° *"" " •<"='<"•'•

at all i. hU p'4j°«t c"^f.T h'^ " ""^ '^
ti»o „. thought, and ;i!:r;"^t1in'he'd"

"^
one run, from women oatient, v ''^

''''"*""

quite sure that ever,thin/wa°aUriIh7rT "'!''' ^
Besides, I've alwavs h3 .7 ? ,'

'"''"' '""' '"""'

cases they mavbL
,*?".'"'"<"• "^ th" -fectiou, dis-

Those disease"^^
d>phther,a and scarlet fever!

a LZ~T:^::[ S-";"/' -'^-Pted An„e, with

«0f course ;l'''lt^.T[rigr:'°^";" ,promptly. " T wasn'f tK;«i,- ^ x
Wmtermill

« u -J X,
thinking of that. I—

»

.ont:r;X;ra\lrer^-Xor-^^^

ra"~nirir;iul^iu^r^^^^^^^^^^^
and without a trace o/r?dLle1„\?tj-^'-«-

W capacious Ip Shr^eT-''^"" *? ''* '"""

their hands ever/time *h,/:ar;'j„'""«-
';«-d on

I am not a sanguinary person"
"' *""' ^°''-

£Mlt;^te^?Litt!;;ltroTr»-

Braden

you
You
you could have heard.

1 horpe, so it isn't likely that
I fancy he isn't saying much
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ideas on—»» °' "" extraordinary

you are rather cicely related Lnj J""""«''>
«»

you will be interested totLthJtT\ ""•"'"«=•

« very serious operation i?^ i " '° P"''"™

f.dd^S4rh'i:dt:2^;::t^B^'"''™''^^
18 said to be in a hnr.«i

"
,V

o^«' her brow. « He
«ounoi^gthe:°orS?; "'"'*"""" '"" ""^M P-

"^-^"^''-^^"^"r-isT/rX .,days ago he sent for Braden Tk„.
"'/"'We. A few

announced in the papers St 1? T?~ "'"' " ""
to.n,orrow or the ne^t day n^? '

'l^
^ "P'""'""'

we it. That is admitSfk
""""• " ™""ot »ur-

nill went over to t ht tr'^uT'' **'• «''«"-
•hocked to find Mr Ma?, u

'"^*- »« was really

"rott::ierar;;*t"^''''4''»'^-

if he were ,„ .uccld"''ilTl«> '" ^"«'™
own sickening oonvic ion^"tS w'hit"? "^T'

"
>f he were to save the life of . „ '* "' '"'»" ™an
Marraville,- one of7e iostta".^'?""'"""

J™«
irj- It would—" '^"'"'"'"K'l'nthecoun-
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termiU significantly. « I do not believe that MarraviUe

so muchf^* !^^"^ *^* ^••*'^^" ^^"^'^ ^'^^^ achievedso^much notonety on account of-I beg your par-

lady bhnked and caught her breath.

mil"VsTnZ *'^'"^,i°
"''''' "' *'^^^^"^' M"- Winter-

ly ns. UK I r°"^^
'^"'^"* *°- B«t. ^hy shouldI insult him by attempting to defend him when no de-fence IS necessary? I know him well enough to say thathe would not operate on James MarraviMe for7u themoney ,n the world unless he believed tha there wa achance to pull him through." She spoke ra^ dly andrather too intensely for Mrs. WintermiU's ^ce of

aU tomjny-rot about Marraville paying himt p7t hiout of his misery. My dear. I don't believe there is^mor^loyal creature on earth than Percy Winteniill

quickly „to the room and, failing utterly to see hismother, went up to Anne and inquired what the deuce

why hTSS^I h° "?r* '" ^""'"« *° luncheon,Tnd

dtd^she^rhl'^^^^^^^^^^^^^^ *° '-' '"^ '-^^^ -^ ^^«t

Jl^^^'"'^
^""^ ^ '*°°^ ^'•^""'^ °^^' t^^'* ^or an hour-anjiour. do you get that?- biting everything butTod.

"I'm awfully sorry, Percy," said Anne cahnly.
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"F?" ,'' "^'^ ^'™ '" *>>« ""Id. She'—"

cold" " ^'"" ""•"•"• ^»'y" "'""-Pt^ Anne

where were you, Anne, and wh.f, the racke,? !•,„ Z;in the habit of being—••
"« racKetc I m not

Iibe«t!?v*°Sh"
*''°"' '* ^"'y-" """f""^ Anne de-

cerfain*Jnd!tior '°I c^^ilj^sr; thTt
'"' """"

the phone, however,- cou°d I?" ^ ^^ ""

ehuckmg h« gloves toward the piano. He facedSonce n,ore, prepared to insist on full satifflctf The

;r Tha't^"
'-

'r °"'^ >-•"« « ""L ;:„ buii^rg

try .t again to-morrow, if you say so."

^extV,u:trXT"^;e;fwe^""^ "r'^,
'^'

Willow .ethepHv4oftxr;:LT-'-"
Oh, I .ay! " said Percy, blinking his eyes. How
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wa» he to take that sort of talk? W« jm ,x i.And for fear *K-* k • L. "* didn't know.

Anne.'-
^^ «""« *" "°P '" • chat with

i» fhe wt
'''''*'™'" '"' •"' "' "»' s™-.y Dodge

«.e".'^ro^rw"i:i?;rx''™'' "--« oow- to

think I feel . bit fah.
" "^ ^""'''y- " ^" I



CHAPTER XXIII

*^ Th.t .ght ihe

.

"ptW" r.,i;'"V^ T ""'
roused her from the ^hlL lul ^^^" ^<^'' maid
••" -» up, ret.lr.t,v^irw°:* """''«
papers. In her hn^rf .u ^ 7

'°' *^^ morn ni?

that they Jh «;' t" HeXtte" """t,
'™^'"«

would, at'ttt mirSe J""" ^* "" "" -"

te-t. But even Z^ZZ, i .I'
'"""' "o"" P"-

be no objection "n .he pl^'of1^' '''»' *••"« """W
children. He wa, an S^ ,.

" *''"-">'aic or his

-. through X lie. Tr^"- ':„rd"J''*''"\"''
'«

placed in the way of Death n"^ ^ "" "'"'"'^'c

there w., no one to a^fl,
""" ''"'' '""" "d

under the knife and evrvo„/»"t''- »' """M <«»

it wa. for the be," 7.^1 " T ''• "*, """need that

fore her with bleri -„!
* "P " '"=''• """"ff he-

vision of thi. rS, " nT?''
?'' "" ''"'' "" '°™'d

the profit, of tiXTb^ r; f irrd^oj;;
"""""^

oheel,.%he hafTeC eS^^^en T^ """" "''

loved him now.
"^^^ Tliorpe as slie

Tht^hetrfidXtredT"' ?J
"'""'' »*»«''-•

life she would not for anTn,1 ''V°"'?
'"'^^"''e thi, man's
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w« u«elcs., the work that other men had said to be abacu e,^ unnecessary? A faint raj of comfort re.t^ onthe po^sibiJity that these great surgeons, appredftin^he widespread interest that natural^ wouldTtenS hffate of .o great a man as James MarraviUe. were loth

st'rotdb
"*""/»'!""' '"* ^^^" '"^^^ comfo'rt was de'

LZh '"
\»*«"'f

nee that argued for these surgeon,instead of agamst them. They had said that the ca"ewas hope ess. They were honest men. They had thecourage to say: « This man must die It isC^lwork not ours." and had turned away They wer^bi^

atmg. And when they admitted that it was useless they

men. i herefore,— she almost ground her prettv tPPf

K

tuZ::t' °/ "•:;;*•" ^'"'""'^ a„d"if;:xt.*

Jtlijfndrdc^;: tllLtsJr f' -"'t
*"

iictinn„„»l.
"*•"" *»» 'l>e result of preinedtatcdaction on the part of his grandson, but in ttiat instancettere was more than professional zeal in the wH?the surgeon: there was love and pity .„d gentleness h!

lanST ^°?'"''" '^'"^ """^ ^ obe/ed the L"n.and of the djring man. If he were to come to herZor at any t.me, with the confession that he had dehber-ately ended the suffering of the ™an he loved, she wouldhave put her hand in his and looked him in the eye while

Th '"I'A' ".'"•''' "' "">".ondation. TcmpletonTho pe had U,e right to appeal to bin, in hi, hour ofhopelessness, but this other man- this mighty Marra-

She had witnessed the suffering of Tcmpleton Thor^she had prayed for death to relieve him; he had caS
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wpon her to h* «,-. •# i

^^1

woBdored ,7 ,1,, ,i,„^
"";'*» ">« «y /or mercy. She

She kne, .he extent S h*'."' 'T"
''" " *" '^«*

P;'y for him. He «, „ot",tK' ""'' ^"^ «'"'W no

^ . man who loved him /ndX""",?^"' *'''•"<'.
He »« demanding

.omethinl l! '^ K T' ""^^ •"•"••

^'ArL^^ptto^rafV^^^^^^^^^^^

She would go ,0 him .nd ple^d w tH'T"' *" ^'"*''-
»»lc.d of ihi, „eh old man sk T.*" "P"' >•'»"<«
i-""" to him, she would hi^bt "?!'' «" """ '•> h«he would cry out her unwanted,ove"?

^""''" *"««.
At nine o'clock «»,«

^* *° h^m. . .

'»' the day, thettttpll::
*' *

V*""- "^ "as gone
Gone for the day ' I„h'f '" ">= door informed her
Dodge on the .elph„t*"^~T„t """^ ^^"^^
But S.mmy', man told her thitT " ''" "'"" 'o do.rV m the motor with Lr t^ "

"" " '""' '"" «<>««to the country. Scarcdv P"'!^'- lor a long ride
hurried on to LuJ^Z^^^ZtlT "'".'" '''' "^ »*»

What on earth ,'« .

/"^'"*^"*» 'ar uptown.
!""e Wife aa h":' trrtCl^^ilT-^

" "-^ 'he gay
"^.room and threw h r„,f de"l^jr'°

*'"' ""^ drfw^
I-"t.e was properly alarmS„^d-';:'«'l«P<>» " ""eh.
"was what Anne needed c.

'^P"*'""'^-

,
"B"t," said Lutie chtrfullv ..'"'^"*"«"'"=^'f-

»»ve the old „d life,Tha 'fi TPr'"* he should
«t the black «deTf the ,hin„f Whi .^^ ''° ^'o" '<><>''

hope. You don't imagi^f fofjf ""r"'
"'e, there'.

8 e lor an instant that Dr.
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Thorpe is going into this big job with an idea of losing

his patient, do you? "

Anne's eyes brightened. A wave of relief surged into

her heart.

** Oh, Lutic, Lutie, do jou really believe that Bradcn
thinks he can save him? '*

Lutic's eyes opened very wide. ** What in heaven'i

name arc you saying? You don*t suppose he*s thinking

of anything else, do you? *' A queer, sinking sensation

assailed her suddenly. She remembered. She knew
what was in Anne's mind. "Oh, I see! You—" she

checked the words in time. An instant later her ready

tongue saved the situation. ** You don't seem to under-

stand what a golden opportunity this is for Bradcn.

Here is a case that every newspaper in the country is

talking about. It's the chance of a lifetime. He'll do
his best, let me tell you that. If Mr. Marraville dies,

it won't be Bradcn's fault. You see, he's just beginning

to build up a practice. He's had a few unimportant

cases and he's— well, he's just beginning to realise that

pluck and perseverance will do 'most anything for a
fellow. Now, here comes James Marraville, willing to

take a chance with him— because it's the only chance

left, I'll admit,— and you can bet your last dollar, Anne,

that Bradcn isn't going to make a philanthropic job

of it."

" But if he fails, Lutie,— if he fails don't you see

what the papers will say ? They will crush him to—**

" Why should they ? Bigger men than he have failed,

haven't they?"
" But it will ruin Braden forever. It will be the end

of all his hopes, all his ambitions. Thia will convict him
as no other—**

" Now, don't get excited, dear," cautioned the other
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know what he is to me ,„ .r^, .
' ™™ »»« to

The» Lutie sat do"^ £s S^'/C^Jf
'»«''

pulling the pin, fro„ her 4it„rt f' ? ! ''''^""''7
le.»Iy in the direction of."rl; 4a? '

/'r " '"
It bj Mveral feet,— and die. t?,? ^C" '""'"« '° ^it

down upon her shoulder
°''"'' '""'>'«' '»«d

"i^XrhaYflttfrnS* '^'^^ "- -•" «"«
good. IT, ,ot b«aZ a woi^ rr. .

" ""' '''' ^o"
-,-not even to .Id G^.:^^ si^*''*

^'"''^' «" to
nowaday, that he come, hL "«» get ug so nervous
three or four tim»"day It ,

° f ,"'' '^P"'""'"
He doera't eat . thin7"Bi ';" *"'"' """» o" h™-
worried about him T^kf^ .-.IS"-

^^ """y ^^ite
•of., Anne. You murtt w^ T°" '"« o" «"=
up—" " """* "» »om out. I'll cover you
The door-bell rang

-^a^^tbSrotrrnor „:?t -f
o-

you'd better «» him.W.. °°'''' ^»» '"^k
Anne had arisen. A vnr^ a i. i ,

pale cheek,. She wa, bJlt^ ''f^
""" '"'' •>«

were bright.
''«»th.ng quickly and her eye,

a.one I'X't ^li,e,T'T T"^ '-™« »'

«»«. Then rU be .a«sM "
"" '""'' •"« "' "«

«'^.»*e.ai/cu,:rra^frt"t:tdrizt
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U

1
1

extraordinary thought entered Anne's mind, a distinct

thought among many that were confused: Lutie ought
to have a parlour-maid, and she would make it her busi-

ness to see that she had one at once. Poor, plucky little

thing! And then the door was opened and Thorpe
walked into the room.

" Well, how are we this morning? " he inquired cheer-

ily, clasping Lutie's hand. " Fine, I see. I happened
to be passing with Simmy and thought I'd run in and
see—" His gaze fell upon the tall, motionless figure on
the opposite side of the room, and the words died on his

lips.

" It's Anne," said Lutie fatuously.

For a moment there was not a sound or a movement
in the little room. The man was staring over Lutie's

head at the slim, elegant figure in the modish spring

gown,— it was something smart and trig, he knew, and
it was not black. Then he advanced with his hand
extended.

" I am glad to see you back, Anne. I heard you had
returned." Their hands met in a brief clasp. His face

was grave, and a queer pallor had taken the place of

the warm glow of an instant before.

" Three days ago," she said, and that was all. Her
throat was tight and dry. He had not taken his eyes

from hers. She felt them burning into her own, and
somehow it hurt,— she knew not why.

" Well, it's good to see you," he mumbled, finding no
other words. He pulled himself together with an effort.

He had not expected to see her here. He had dreamed
of her during the night just past. " Simmy is waiting

down below in the car. I just dropped in for a moment.
Can't keep him waiting, Lutie, so I'll

—

"

" Won't you spare me a few moments, Braden? " said
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to you To-morrow ,.,11 not do. It must be now."
'

He looked coucorncd. " Has anything serious -"

qucsttn."'"*-^^'- "' '"'"' '" '"'-Poting hi,

"Sit down, Braden," said Lutie cheerfully. "rUmake myself searce. I see you are down f„r a biff iob

f° voTw X '"^ •' ' *"'' y™ ''^y'^ "^ you-':'

or brlktr»
"• ''• ™"'"«-

" ^ ''""-y " »ai ">-ke

;;

I should think you'd be frightfully nervous."

I'maTfit'as:^;"""'^ '" '"^- "^ '^ '""^^"y

JarLutllliie'^otr '"" °^~«''"'" ^-
" Th,s afternoon. He has a superstition about it

e^Hd" 1 r "'T """' """ '""'^"H hours Queer-'est Idea I've ever known »» Wo «« i
•

hj^cvi

sentences.
^' 'P°^^ ^" ^"'^J^' j^^ky

She held her breath for an instant, and then cried outunp onngly: «I don't want you to do it. BradTJ^Tjdon t want you to do it. If not for my sake, the^ foryour own you must refuse to go on with it."He looked straight into her troubled, frightened evesI suppose you are like the rest of them : you think I'mgomg to k.ll hhn eh? » His voice was lol and bitte"She wmced, half closing her eyes as if a blow had beena,medatthem. « Oh, don't say that f HowhorriWeitsounds when you— speak it."
He could see that she was trembling, and suddenlvexperienced an odd feeling of contentment He had etIt m her eyes once more: the love that had never fahereSalthough dragged in the dirt, discredited and betraTe^
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She still loved him, and he was glad to know it. He
could gloat over it.

" I am not afraid to speak it, as you say,** he said

curtly. Then he pitied her. "I'm sorry, Anne. I

shouldn't have said it. I think I understand what you

mean. It's good of you to care. But I am going ahead

with it, just the same." His jaw was set in the old,

resolute way.
" Do you know what they will say if you— fail?

"

Her voice was husky.
** Yes, I know. I also know why they finally came to

me. They haven't any hope. They believe that I may
— well, at least I wiU not say thatt Anne. Down in

their hearts they all hope,— but it isn't the kind of hope

that usually precedes an operation. No one has dared

to suggest to me that I put him out of his misery, but

that's what they're expecting,— all of them. But they

are going to be disappointed. I do not owe anything

to James Marraville. He is nothing to me. I do not

love him as I loved my grandfather."

He spoke slowly, with grave deliberation; there was

not the slightest doubt that he intended her to accept

this veiled explanation of his present attitude as a con-

fession that he had taken his grandfather's life.

She wa^ silent. She understood. He went on, more

hurriedly

:

** I can only say to you, Anne, that my grandfather

might have gone on living for a few weeks or even

months. Well, there is no reason why Marraville

shouldn't go on living for awhile. Do you see what I

mean? He shall not die to-d.*y if I can help it. He
will hang on for weeks, not permanently relieved but

at least comforted Jii the belief that his case isn't hope-

less. I shall do my best." He smiled sardonically.
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"The operation will be called a success, and he will
merelj go on dying instead of having it all over with "

She closed her eyes. " Oh, how cruel it is," she mur-
mured. « How cruel it is, after all."

« He will curse me for failing to do my duty," said ne
gnnUy. « The world will probably say that I am a
benefactor to the human race, after all, and I will be
called a great man because I aUow him a few more weeks
of agony. I may fail, of course. He may not survive
the day. But no one wUl be justified in saying that I
did not do my best to tide him over for a few weeks or
months. And what a travesty it will be if I do succeed •

Every one except James Marraville will praise me to
the skies. My job will be done, but he will have it all
to do over again,— this business of dying."

She held out her hand. Her eyes had filled with tears.
God be with you, Braden." He took her hand in

lus, and for a moment looked into the swimming eyes.
* You understand everything now, don't you, Anne? »

he inquired. His face was very white and serious. He
released her hand.

" Yes," she answered ; « I understand everything. Iam glad that you have told me. It— it makes no differ-
ence; I want you to understand that, Braden."

It seemed to her that he would never speak. He was
regarding her thoughtfully, evidently weighing his next
words with great care.

" Three doctors know," he said at last. « They must
never find out that you know."
Her eyes flashed through the tears. «I am not

afraid to have the world know," she said quickly.
He shook his head, smiling sadly.
" But I am," he said. It was a long time before she

grasped the full significance of this surprising admission.

I

J'.
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When, hours afterward, she came to realise all that it

meant she knew that he was not thinking of himself when
he said that he was afraid. He was thinking of her;

he had thought of her from the first. Now she could

only look puzzled and incredulous. It was not like him
to be afraid of consequences.

" If you are afraid," she demanded quickly, " why do
you invite peril this afternoon? The chances are

against you, Braden. Give it up. Tell them you can-
not—

"

"This afternoon?" he broke in, rather violently.

" Good God, Anne, I'm not afraid of what is going to

happen this afternoon. Marravillc isn't going to die

to-day, poor wretch. I can't afford to let him die.'*

He almost snarled the words. " I have told these people

that if I fail to take him through this business to-day,

I'll accept no pay. That is understood. The news-
papers will be so informed in case of failure. You are
shocked. Well, it isn't as bad as it sounds. I am in

deadly earnest in this matter. It is my one great
chance. It means more to me to save James Marra-
ville's life than it means to him. I'm sorry for him, but
he has to go on living, just the same. Thank you for
being interested. Don't worry about it. I—**

" The evening papers will tell me how it turns out,**

she said dully. " I shall pray for you, Braden."
He turned on her savagely. "Don't do that!** he

almost shouted. " I don't want your support. I—"

Other words surged to his lips but he held them back.

She drew back as if he had struck her a blow in the

face. "I— I beg your pardon," he muttered, and then

strode across the room to thump violently on the door
to Lutie's bed-chamber. " Come out ! I'm going.

Can't keep the nation waiting, you know,'*



FROM THE HOUSETOPS

her affairs was lost in fl!' !
'"*''^** ^ ^utie and

sense o{ seli^XZl:tio^^^^^^ "^ » reviving

unconscious. She had "ci"^ ^°?*"* ^"' °^^^' ^"itf
the shock produced bv h s vioLl

""* "^*«»*^^ '-^
dismay had been there wasTow

'°"""'"^' *"^ ^^"^
of exultation. She suspTc e^heT""' 'T'""'

'"^^
den fierce lapse into ^udentl H 7 °^ ^^'^^ ^"^-

Painfu%, but with jojoTS ^f
'''' ^'^'"^^^^

on his part; on the contrLv i,

""*' "°* '"^^"^^
her. He was disrHL^byX^;T ^u^^'^^

*^'^"*« *«
unable to conquer. The^o^tL^^^^^^

^^^""'^ ^''"^^'^

swift reahWion that she still hrr/.''^
^''^ '^^"'* °^ «

i« spite of all his mi^h; rtol^^^^^^^^
*° ""^^^ ^-

contempt he had for her.
' ^'** ^^^^ °^ the

She walked to the llih, t*
George's home, but shfLt Ir.* T ^^'**"^« ^'°'"

ence to the hurri^,^„r°* * '*
f
^'^^^ ^" P'^^^-

stage. She wanS t^llTr
"'""".'^ ^°^" '^^ *«^i o'

-Uf She could .Tver bTi* ?v "Ju""
™™ ">' «""

7t.nt, for between th™;," he*'," 'S:"h\™
«' «"«

of Tempfeton Thorne— »„Yt , .
*''°"' *''<^ death

™t out of her „". °^ ^tutf'tl- ^^ >'- barren than ^^or.?^ l^,'^:^^-^^^^^

I-

li



840 FROM THE HOUSETOPS

wave its golden prospects before her deluded eyes.
He would never look at the situation from her point

of view. Even though he found himself powerless to
resist the love that was regaining strength enough to
batter down the wall of prejudice her marriage had
created in his mind, there would still stand between them
his conviction that it would be an act of vileness to claim
or even covet the wife of the man whose life he had
taken, not in anger or reprisal but in honest devotion.
Anne was not callous or unfeeling in her readiness to

disregard what he might be expected to call the ethics
of the case. She very sensibly looked at the question
as one in which the conscience had no part, for the simple
reason that there was no guilty motive to harass it.

If his conscience was clear,— and it most certainly was,— there could be no sound reason for him to deny him-
self the right to reclaim that which belonged to him by
all the laws of nature. On her part there was not the
slightest feeling of revulsion. She did not look upon
his act as a barrier. Her own act in betraying him
was far more of a barrier than this simple thing that
he had done. She had believed it to be insurmountable.
She had long ago accepted as final the belief that he
despised her and would go on doing so to the end. And
now, in the last hour, there had been a revelation. He
still loved her. His scorn, his contempt, his disgust
were not equal to the task of subduing the emotion that
lived in spite of all of them. But this other thing!
This thing that he would call decency t

All through the afternoon his savage, discordant cry

:

" Don't do that !
" rang in her ears, hue thrilled and

crumpled in turn. The blood ran hot once more in her
veins. As she looked back over the past year it seemed
to her that her blood had been cold and sluggish. But
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that the operation had taken place and that Mr. Marra-
ville hud survived it, although it was too soon to,— and
so on and so forth.

Then she called Simmy Dodge up on the telephone.
Simmy would know if anybody knew. And with her
customary cleverness and foresightedness she called him
up at the hospital.

After a long delay Simmy's cheery voice came singing— or rather it was barking— into her ear. This had
been the greatest day in the life of Simeon Dodge.
From early morn he had gone about in a state of opti-
mistic unrest. He was more excited than he had ever
been in his life before,— and yet he was beatifically

serene. His brow was unclouded, his eyes sparkled and
his voice rang with all the confidence of extreme felicity.

There was no question in Simmy's mind as to the out-
come. Braden would pull the old gentleman through,
sure as anything. Absolutely sure, that's what Simmy
was, and he told other people so.

" Fine as silk
! " he shouted back in answer to Anne's

low, suppressed inquiry. "Never anything like it,

Anne, old girl. One of the young doctors told me—**

" Has he come out of the ether, Simmy? "

"What say?"
" Is he conscious? Has the ether

—

**

"I can't say as to that," said Simmy cheerfully.
** He's been back in his room since five o'clock. That's— let's see what time is it now? Six-fourteen. Nearly
an hour and a quarter. They all say—'*

" Have you see Braden? "

" Sure. He's fagged out, poor chap. Strain some-
thing awful. Good Lord, I wonder what it must have
been to him when it came so precious near to putting me
out of business. I thought I was dying at half-past
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U



844 FROM THE HOUSETOPS

editoriali in every ofBcc, and columns of obituary mat-
ter; and there were far from vague allusions to the
young doctor who performed the operation. And here
was the man alive! It was really more shocking than
if he had died, as he was expected to do. It is no won-
der, therefore, that the first accounts were almost en-
tirely without mention of the doctor who had upset all
of their calculations. He hadn't lived up to the re-
quirements. The worst of it all was that Mr. Marra-
ville*8 failure to expire on the operating table forever
deprived them of the privilege of saying, invidiously,
that young Doctor Thorpe had been called in as the
last resort. It would take them a day or two, no doubt,
to adjust themselves to the new situation, and then, if

the millionaire was still showing signs of surviving, they
would burst forth into praise of the marvellous young
surgeon who had startled the entire world by his per-
formance !

In the meantime, there was still a chance that Mr.
Marraville might die, so it was better to hesitate and
be on the safe side.



CHAPTER XXIV

JAMES MARRAVILLE called Thorpe a coward
and a poltroon. This was a week after the opera-
tion. They were alone in the room. For days

his wondering, questioning eyes had sought those of t'.v

man on whom he had depended for everlasting pe. < ,

and always there had been a look of reproach in IIkiv
Not in words, but still plainly, he was asking w-v h,
•till lived, why this man had not done the thin, that
was expected of him. Every one about him was talking
of the marvellous, incredible result of the operation;
every one was looking cheerful and saying that he would
** soon be as good as new." And all the while he was
lying there, weak and beaten, wondering why they lied
to him, and why Man as well as God had been so cruel
to him. He was not deceived. He I.jkmv that he had
it all to live over again. He knew wl ut they meant
when they said that it had been very successful! And
80, one day, in all the bitterness of his soul, he cursed
the man who had given him a few more months to live.

But there were other men and women who did not want
to die. They wanted very dearly to live, and they had
been afraid to risk an operation. Now that the world
was tumbling over itself to proclaim the greatness of
the surgeon who had saver? James Marraville's life, the
faint-hearted of all degrees flowed in a stream up to his
doors and implored him to name his own price. ... So
goes the world. . . .

The other doctors knew, and Braden know, and most
thoroughly of ail James Marraville knew, that while the

345
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operation was a wonderful feat in surgery, it might just
as well have remained undone. The young doctor
simply had done all that was in the power of man to do
for a follow creature. He had cheated Death out of an
easy victory, but Death would come again and sit down
beside James Marraville to wait for another day.
Down near Washington Square, Wade blinked his eyes

and shook his head, and always re-read the reports from
the sick-room. He was puzzled and sometimes there was
a faraway look in his eyes.

Lutie's baby came. He came long after midnight,
and if he had been given the power at birth to take in-
telligent notice of things, he would have been vastly
astonished to hear that his grandmother had been sitting
up in an adjoining room with her son and daughter,
anxiously, even fearfully, awaiting his advent into the
world. And he would have been further astonished and
perhaps distressed if any one had told him that his
granny cried a little over him, and refused to go to her
own home until she was quite sure that his little mother
was all right. Moreover, he would have been gravely
impressed by the presence of the celebrated Dr. Thorpe,
and the extraordinary agony of that great big tall man
who cowered and shivered and who wouldn't even look
at him because he had eyes and thought for no one but
the little mother. Older and wiser persons would have
revealed considerable interest in the certificate of de-
posit that his grandmother laid on the bed beside him.
He was quite a rich little boy without knowing it.

Thirty thousand dollars is not to be sneezed at, and it
would be highly unjust to say that it was a sneeze that
sent his grandmother, his aunt and his father into hys-
terics of alarm.
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bother to send any more. It's just a waste of money,
old fellow. I sha'n't marry you. I shaVt marry any
one excepi; the man with whom I fall desperately, hor-
ribly in love,— and I'm not going to fall in love with
you, so run away."

"You weren't in love with old man Thorpe, were
you? " he demanded, flushing angrily.

" I haven't the right to be offended by that beastly

remark, Percy," she said quietly ; « and yet I don't think
you ought to have said it to mc."

" It was meant only to remind you that it won't be
necessary for you to fall desperately, horribly in love

with me," he explained, and was suddenly conscious of
being very uncomfortable for the first time in his life.

He did not like the expression in her eyes.

Her shoulders drooped a little. " It isn't very com-
forting to feel that any one of my would-be husbands
could be satisfied to get along without being loved by me.
No doubt I shall be asked by others besides you, Percy.
I hope you do not voice the sentiments of all the rest

of them."

" I'm sorry I said it," he said, and seemed a little be-

wildered immediately afterwards. He really couldn't

make himself out. He went away a few minutes later,

vaguely convinced that perhaps it wouldn't be worth
while to ask her, after all. This was a new, strange
Anne, and it would hurt to be refused by her. He had
never thought of it in just that way— boirr-o.

" So that is the price they put upon me, is it? " Anne
said to herself. She was regarding herself rather
humbly in the mirror as she pinned on her hat. " I am
still expected to marry without loving the man who takes

me. It isn't to be exacted of me. Don't they credit

me with a capacity for loving? What do they think I
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She saw him often during ihe days of Lutie's con-
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valesccnce, but never alone. There was considerable

comfort for her in the thought that he made a distinct

point of not being alone with her. One day she said to

him:
" I have my car outside, Braden. Shall I run you

over to St. Luke's?"

It was a test. She knew that he was going to the

hospital, and intended to take the elevated down to 110th
Street. His smile puzzled her.

" No, thank you." Then, after a moment, he added

:

** If people saw me driving about in a prosperous look-

ing touring-car they'd be justified in thinking that my
fees are exorbitant, and I should lose more than I'd

gain."

She flushed slightly. " By the same argument they

might think you were picking up germs in the elevated

or tiie subwa}'."

" I shun the subway," he said.

Anne looked straight into his eyes and said— to her-

self: "I love you." He must have sensed the un-

spoken words, for his eyes hardened.
" Moreover, Anne, I shouldn't think it would be neces-

sary for me to remind you that—" he hesitated, for he

suddenly realised that he was about to hurt her, and it

was not what he wanted to do—" that there are other

and better reasons why—'*

He stopped there, and never completed the sentence.

She was still looking into his eyes and was still saying

to herself: "I love you." It was as if a gentle cur-

rent of electricity played upon every nerve in his body.

He quivered under the touch of something sweet and

mysterious. Exaltation was his response to the mag-
netic wave that carried her unspoken words into his

heart. She had not uttered a sound and yet he heard
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"Percy told me last night tha't you have refused to
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marry him. I'm glad that you did that, Ann£. I want
you to know that I am glad, that I felt— oh, I cannot

tell you how I felt when he told me."

She eyed him closely for a moment. " You thought

that I— I might have accepted him. Is that it?
"

"I— I hadn't thought of it at all," he said, con-

fusedly.

" Well," she said, and a slight pallor began to reveal

itself in her face, "I tried marrying for money once,

Braden. The next time I shall try marrying for love."

He stared. " You don't mince words, do vou? " he

said, frowning.

" No," she said. « Percy will tell you that, I fancy,'»

she added, and smiled. " He can't understand my not

marrying him. He will be worth fifteen or twenty mil-

lions, you know." The irony in her voice was directed

inwardly, not outwardly. " Perhaps it would be safer

for him to wait before taking too much for granted.

You see, I haven't actually refused him. I merely re-

fused to give him an option. He—**

" Oh, Anne, don't jest about—" he began, and then

as her eyes fell suddenly under his gaze and her lip trem-

bled ever so slightly,—" By Jove, I— I sha'n't misjudge

you in that way again. Good-bye." This time he held

out his hand to her.

She shook her head. " I've changed my mind. I'm

never going to say good-bye to you again."
" Never say good-bye? Why, that's—

"

"Why should I say good-bye to you when you are

always with me? " she broke in. Noting the expression

in his eyes she went on ruthlessly, breathlessly. *' Do
you think I ought to be ashamed to say such a thing to

you? Well, I'm not. It doesn't hurt my pride to say

it. Not in the least." She paused for an instant and
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then went on boldly. " I fancy I am more honest with
myself than you are with yourself, i.raden."

He looked steadily into her eyes. " You are wrong
there," he said quietly. Then bluntly: "By God,
Anne, if it were not for the one terrible thing that lies

between us, I could— I could—

"

" Go on," she said, her heart standing still. « You
can at least say it to me. I don't ask for anything
more."

" But why say it? " he cried out bitterly. " Will it

help matters in the least for me to confess that I am
weak and—

"

She laughed aloud, unable to resist the nervous ex-
citement that thrilled her. "Weak? You weak?
Look back and see if you can find a single thing to prove
that you are weak. You needn't be afraid. You are
strong enough to keep me in my place. You cannot put
yourself in jeopardy by completing what you started
out to say. * If it were not for the one terrible thing
that lies between us, I could— I could—* Well, what
could you do ? Overlook my treachery ? Forget that I
did an even more terrible thing than you did? Forgive
me and take me back and trust me all over again? Is
that what you would have said to me? "

" That is what I might have said," he admitted, al-

most savagely, " if . I had not come to my senses in
time.'l

Her eyes softened. The love-light glowed in their

depths. " I am not as I was two years ago, Bradcn,"
she said. " I'd like you to know that, at least."

"I dare say that is quite true," he said harshly.
" You got what you went after and now that you've got
it you can very comfortably repent."

She winced. " I am not repenting."
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« Would you be willing to give up aU that you gainedout of that transaction and go back to where my fran^father found you? "he demanded? ^ fc "«

"Do you expect me to lie to you? " she asked with
startiing candour.

** No. I know you will not lie."

"Would it please you to have me say that I would
willingly give up aU that I gained ? "

I*

I see what you mean. It would be a lie."

insiltJd""^'*
'* ^'^^'^ ^°" *° ^^""^ "® ^'""^ '* ^" "P-" " «^®

He was thoughtful. « No » he said candidly. « Youearned it, you are entitled to it. It is filthy, dirtymoney, but you earned it. You do not deny that it wasyour price. That's the long and the short of it."

th,-n7/i T" ?f* ""f
'*?"^''' something to you? Some-

befofe? " '* "" '"''" ™°"' despicable than

« Good Lord, I don't see how that can be possible ' »
I did not expect to lose you, Bradea, when I marriedMr. Thorpe. I counted on you in the end. I was so

KTwT '"T\"^°^^°"-
^*^'' I-et me finish.

If I had dreamed that I was to lose you, I should nothave married Mr. Thorpe. That makes it worse, doesn't

« V ^^^ * ''°*^ °^ *PP^*^ ^° ^^' voice.

^^

Yes, yes,— it makes it worse," he groaned.

« T 1 T!T"f ^"^- °^«'-<^onfident," she murmired.
I looked ahead to the day when I should be free againand you would be added to the- well, the gains. Nowyou know the whole truth about me. I was counting onyou, looking forward to you, even as I stood beside himand took the vows. You were always uppermost in my

calculations. I never left you out of them. Even to
this day, to this very moment, I continue to count on
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mj eagerness, my longing to be free to rillV /^'
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.

un, 1 know," she said wearilv « T^ «-
how utterly worthless I am^/; was^wPi^

^'"'

We been that. I hope it wa's. I . ould 21' .1™^
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plauning to sacrifice me for his sake. It is a terrible
thought, Bradcn. He begged me to give him those tab-
lets, time and again. I— I couldn't have done that,
not even with you as the prize." She shuddered.
A queer, indescribable chill ran through his veins.

"Do jou— have you ever thought that he may have
held you out as a prize— for me? "

" You mean? » She went very white. «* God above
us, no! If I thought that, Braden, then there would be
something lying between us, something that even such as
I could not overcome."

" Just the same," he went on grimly, " he went to his
death with a word of praise on his lips for you, Anne.
He told me you were deserving of something better than
the fate he had provided for you. He was sorry. It
it may have been that he was pleading your cause,

" I would like to think that of him," she cried eagerly,
" even though his praise fell upon deaf ears."

She turned away from him and sank wearily into a
chair. For a minute or two he stood there regarding
her in silence. He was sorry for her. It had taken a
good deal of courage to humble herself in his eyes, as
she had done by her frank avowal.

** Is it any satisfaction to your pride, Anne," he said
slowly, after deliberate thought, « to know that I love
you and always will love you, in spite of everything? "
Her answer was a long time in coming, and ft sur-

prised him when it did come.
" If I had any pride left I should heti.- vou for hum-

bling it in that manner, Braden," she said, little red
spots appearing on her cheeks. « I am not asking for
your pity."

" I did not mean to—" he cried impulsively. For an



FROM THE HOUSETOPS 857

The craving mas-instant he threw all restraint aside,

tered him. He sprang forward.

She closed her eyes quickly, and held her breath.

He was almost at her side when he stopped short.

Then she heard the rush of his feet and, the next instant,

the banging of the hall door. He was gone! She
opened her eyes slowly, and stared dully, hazily before
her. For a long time she sat as one unconscious. The
shock of realisation left her without the strength or the
desire to move. Comprehension was slow in coming to
her in the shock of dtiiappointment. She could not real-

ise that she was not in his arms. He had leaped forward
to clasp her, she had felt his outstretched arms encir-

cling her,— it was hard to believe that she sat there
alone and that the ecstasy was not real.

Tears filled her eyes. She did not attempt to wipe
them away. She could only stare, unblinking, at the
closed door. Sobs were in her throat ; she was first cold,

then hot as with a fever.

Slowly her breath began to come again, and with it

the sobs. Her body relaxed, she closed her eyes again
and let her head fall back against the chair, and for
many minutes she remained motionless, still with the
weakness of one who has passed through a great crisis.

. . . Long afterward,— she did not know how long it

was,— she laid her arras upon the window-sill at her side

and buried her face on them. The sobs died away and
the tears ceas-d flowing. Then she raised her eyes and
stared down into the hot, crowded street far below.

She looked upon sordid, chca]), ugly things down there,

and she had been looking at paradise such a little while

ago.

Suddenly she sprang to her feet. Her tall, glorious
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W8 FROM THE HOUSETOPS
figure was extended to its full height, and her face wa.transformed with tl,^ light of exalUtion.

statt ft s™**^ -"/"^^ " ^' ^" ^°^'- The n«t in-

sl^^Vl ^r^'"*^: *^P*° •"'* h*' h'other George-ir^e m upon her.- big, dear^^ed. happy-facedZ
" HeUo !

»» he cried, stopping short. « I popped in

It'^^' ^*«-<>'«-at importance to'^^ve^with my hem Wait a second, Anne. rilbeb^-J
•ay, what's the matter? You look posi-rtr^^y asif vouwe«^^n the point of bursting into g?:nd opeil"1^^

out7r3%^ouX* '^'^^'~-" "^*'' ^^^ ""^

'

J^Gee whiz!" he gasped. « Has the baby begun to



CHAPTER XXV

SHE did not meet him again at Lutie's. Purposely,
and with a cunning somewhat foreign to her sex,
she took good care that he should not be there

when she made her daily visits. She made it an object
to. telephone every day, ostensibly to inquire about
Lutie's condition, and she never failed to ask what the
doctor had said. In that way she knew that he had
made his visit and had left the apartment. She would
then dnve up into Harlem and sit happily with her sis-
ter-in-hiw and the baby, whom she adored with a fer-
vour that surprised not only herself but the mother,
whose ideas concerning Anne were undergoing a rapid
and enduring reformation.

She was shocked and not a little disiUusioned one day,
however, when Lutie, now able to sit up and chatter to
her heart's content, remarked, with a puzzled frown on
her pretty brow:

** Dr. Braden must be terribly rushed with work now-
adays, Anne. For the last week he has been coming here
at the most unearthly hour in the morning, and dashing
away like a shot just as soon as he can. Good gracious,
we're hardly awake when he gets here. Never later
than eight o'clock."

Anne's temple came down in a heap. He wasn't play-
ing the game at all as she had expected. He was avoid-
ing W. She was dismayed for an instant, and then
laughed outright quite frankly at her own disenchant-
ment.

859
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Lutie looked at her with deep affection in her eves

« You ought to have a little baby of your own, Anne "
she said.

'

" It's much nicer having yours," said Anne. «' He's
such a fat one."

Two weeks later they were aU up in the country, and
George was saying twice a day at least that Anne was
the surprise and comfort of his old age. She was as
gay as a lark. She sang,— but not grand opera selec-
tions. Her days were devoted to the cheerful occupa-
tion of teaching young Camahan how to smile and how
to count his toes.

But in the dark hours of the night she was not so
serene. Then was her ti,ne for reflection, for wonder
for speculation. Waslife to be always like this.? Were
her days to be merry and confident, and her nights as
full of loneliness and doubt? Was her craving never to
be satisfied? Sometimes when George and Lutie went
off to bed and left her sitting alone on the dark,
flcreened-in veranda, looking down from the hlUs across
the sombre Hudson, she ahnost cried alouJ in her deso-
lation. Of what profit was love to her? Was she al-
ways to go on being alone with the love that consumed
her?

The hot, dry summer wore away. She steadfastly
refused to go to the cool seashore, she declined the
countless invitations that came to her, and she went but
seldom into the city. Her mother was at Newport.
They had had one brief, significant encounter just before
the elder woman went off to the seashore. No doubt her
mother considered herself entitled to a fair share of
« the spoils," but she would make no further advances.
She had failed earlier in the game ; she would not humble
herself again. And so, one hot day in August, just be-
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fore going to the country, Anne went up to her old home,
determined to have it out with her mother.

" Why are you staying in town through all of this
heat, mother dear? " she asked. Her mother was look-
ing tired and listless. She was showing her age, and
that was the one thing that Anne could not look upon
with complacency.

"I can't afford to go junketing about this year,"
said her mother, simply. "This awful war has up-
set—

"

f'The war hasn't had time to upset anything over
here, mother. It's only been going on a couple of weeks.
You ought to go away, dearest, for a good long snooze
in the country. You'll be as young as a debutante by
the time the season sets in."

Mrs. Tresslyn smiled aridly. « Am I beginning to
show my age so much as all this, Anne? " sne lamented.
« I'm just a little over fifty. That isn't old in these
days, my dear."

" You look worried, not old," said her daughter, sym-
pathetically. "Is it money?"

" It's always money," admitted Mrs. Tresslyn. " I
may as well make up my mind to retrench, to live a little

more simply. You would think that I should be really

quite well-to-do nowadays, having successfully gotten rid

of my principal items of expense. But I will be quite
frank with you, Anne. I am still trying to pay off

obligations incurred before I lost my excellent son and
daughter. You were luxuries, both of you, my dear."
Anne was shocked. " Do you mean to say that you

are still paying off— still paying up for us? Good
heavens, mamma ! Why, we couldn't have got you into
debt to that—'»

it Don't jump to conclusions, my dear," her mother
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interrupted « The debts were not all due to you and

' ^?.T ^j!^^-f-ofn,yown. What I n^ean t" Ly« that, combining all of them, they form quite a hTd^some amount." h ^^^ i- nana-

" Tell me,'» said Anne determinedly, «
tell me iii«f l,n™,

I haven t the remotest idea. You see, I was abovekeepmg books. What are you trying to get at » Awa, to square up with „,e.P Well, „,;dear! you eanHdo that, you know. You don't owe me anytWnVWhatever I spe.l on you, I spen. cheerfully, g Id"?'and without an idea of ever reeeiving a penny in theahape of reeorapense. That's the way wi?h aetherAnne. No matter what she may do for her chiMrInno matter how mueh she may sacrifiee for them, sh te,'It w thout a s,ngle thought for herself. That is the be tpart of bemg a mother. A wife may demand returnsfrom her husband, but a mother nevefthinks of"W«.yth,ng of her children. I am sure that even worsfmothers than I will tell you the same. We neveraskfor anything in return but a little selfish pleasure „knowing that we have borne children that are invlrkblvbetter than the children that any other mother ma^hZbrought ,nto the world. No, you owe me nothing, AnnI!Put it out of your mind."
Anne listened in amazement. "But if you arehard-up mother dear, and on account of the moCy yo^were obliged to spend on us -because we were bothspoiled and seWsh-why, it is only right and justthat your ehi dren, if they can afford to do so, shouldbe allowed to turn the tables on yon. It shouldn't be „one-sided, this little selflsh pleasure that you mention. Iam rich. I have a great deal more than I need. I havenearly a hundred thousand a year. You—

"
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"Has any one warned you not to talk too freelyabout It m these days of income tax collectors? » brokein her mother, with a faint smile.
« Pooh

!
Simmy attends to that for me. I don'tunderstand a thing about it. Now, see here, mothTr I

-to ;
'' " 7 i'^'*'-

"°* '"^ '^'y^ bu't my righ- to help you out of the hole. You wodd do it for me

l;:: tz^V'^'
^^'°^^' ''-- -^ ^^^^^' how .uTh

"BickoJ'irth-" r^"^'^ ^^' '^"^''*^^ thoughtfully.Hack of all th s, I suppose, is the thought that it was Iwho made a r.ch girl of you. You feel that it is onlynght that you should share the spoils with your partner!not with your mother."
P«"ner,

" Once and for all, mother, let me remind you that Ido not blame you for making a rich woman'^f me I

tn h .
"" *° '° •*' ^"" ^"°"- I «- -t the sort that

Tnd noor"
^'^

'""T'- ' "^'^ ^y °- calculationand I took my own chances. You were my support butnot my commander. The super-virtuous girls you readabout m books are always blaming their mofhers'ior su^hmarnages as mme, and so do the comic papers. It's

well But "*' ""fr °^^ ^^- '' '--itself toowell But we needn't discuss responsibilities. The

fo So ^H 't'^'^
"°^^ '"""^^ than I know wha

cLse T ;rT-/-"'"' *° '^^'P y°" °"t. It isn't be-cause I thmk It ^s my duty, or that I owe it to you,but because I love you, mother. If you had forced minto marrying Air. Thorpe, J should hate you now!But I don't,- I love you dearly. I want you to7
meJove_you. You are so hard to get clos'e to,-so

" My dear, my dear," cried her mother, coming up toher and laying her hands on the taU girl's shoulders^
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"you have paid me in fuU now. What you have iust

rlSl^r^^^^^*-- ^™af,aiaVt.,eV

If you will only let me show you how much I can love^u^We are pretty much alike, mother, you and I.

vol'
1°'

" "if r*r^' °*^" ^'"''^y- " I <^° »°t ^«ntyou to say that. I do not want you to be like me.Never say hat to me again. I want you to be happy

Piffle! said Anne, and kissed her mother soundly.And she knew then, as she had always known, that hermother was not and never could be a happy woman.Even m her affection for her own children she was the
spirit of selfishness. She loved them for what thev
meant to her and not for themselves. She was con-

knew her
''"'"^^ "^""^^ *^*° *°^ °"" "^"^

.o""^"""' »l "^^""^ ™"*^^ y°" °^^'" '^ent on Anne,

T.^1^1.
^"^^ ^'^^'^ *° ^'°*^^ *h« «"bject to you.

It didn't seem right that I should. But I don't care
now. I want to do all that I can."

"
IJ^

not offend you, or insult you, Anne, by say-
ing that you are a good girl,- a better one than Ithought you would ever be. You ca-'t help me, how-
ever.^ Don't worry about me. I shall get on, thank

« Just the same, I insist on paying your bUls, and set-
ting you straight once more for another fling. And vou
are going to Newport this week. Come, now, mother
dear, let s get it over with. Tell me about everything.
You may hop mto debt again just as soon as you like,
but 1 11 feel a good deal better if I know that it isn't on
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An hour afterward, she said to her mother- "mmake out one chpnV #, «^.. •

"'"iin-r. i y

It will look Lf f •. ^ ''°'''"°^ everything, mother.

.1 *V ,

*'''' '^ ^°" P*^' *hera yourself Thirtv

everything, wit,— you're sure ? "

l.er'fhli7"''T"M'"'' f"• '^""'^"> ««"»« back i.

;^.fprwS?X'-;rt::ri^^
8he did, my dear, but this will «1I ^^r^ u i x
I shft»n'f liL t f

*" ^^^"'^ ^»ck to you.i sna n t Jive forever, you know."
^

.«?tVr^^
°''^"'"«' "' '^""'' P'"*» *= ^"ntry were.pent sole y ,n d„cu8,ions of the great war. There wH

Um^%^r\ ^'•^ "'"''' "' «' «"'i"ed worM la.talkmg of the stupendon, conflict that had burst J"It hke a crash out of a clear siv r™. ,
^

there by this tin,e,Cki„rf„ "alUrk^rV™'
thatW thing I could d„*a, well as «;b;dv r^"bT;enough to stop a lot of bullets. We'B neverL«!«
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i
'I

I

•crap like this. If. j u>t my luck to be happUv married
when it bursts out, too."

^^

« I am sure you would have gone," said Lutie serenely.
I m glad I captured you in time. It saves the Ger-

mans an awful lot of work."
The smashing of Belgium, the dash of the great Ger-

man army toward Paris, the threatened disaster to the
gny capital, the sickening conviction that nothing ould
check the tide of guns and men,— all these things bore
down upon them with a weight that seemed unbearable.
And then came the battle of the Marnc! Von Kluck's
name was on the lips of every man, woman and child in
the United States of America. Would they crush him?
Was Pans safe? What was the matter with England?
And then, the personal element came into the situation
for Anne and her kind; the names of the officers who had
fallen, snuffed out in Belgium and France. Nearly
every day brought out the name of some one she had
known, a few of them quite well. There were the gallant
young Belgians who had come over for the horse-shows,
and the polo-players she had known in England, and the
gay young noblemen,— their names brought the war
nearer home and sickened her.

As time went on the horrors of the great conflict were
deprived, through incessant repetition, of the force to
shock a worid now accustomed to the daily slaughter of
thousands. Humanity had got used to war. War was
no longer a novelty. People read of great battles in
which unprecedented numbers of men were slain, and
wondered how much of truth was in the reports. War
no longer horrified the distant on-looker. The suffer-
ings of the Belgians were of greater interest to the peo-
ple of America than the sufferings of the poor devils in
the trenches or on the battle lines. A vast wave of



FROM THK HOUSETOPS 397
•ympathy w«, .weeping the I.„d and „„„,, wen.touehed a, neve, bof„„. War wa. on prra.' Th"world turned out en ma„e to .ee the .peclacle Theheart of ewry good American wa, toucheo bv what he.«, and the hand of every n,an wa, held out to .trickedDolgmm, nor wa, any hand empty. Belgium p",old

^tTwThlrr' '"' "' *"" -"'" ^'' "" '^
It was late in November when Anno unH th^ «*i,

came down to the city, and hy t.
,"

^rtlLtS'^tr^Ahof the movement to help the ,ufferer, had been rSdPeople were fighting for the Belgian,, but witTttri;heart. „,tead of their hand.. The ,tupe„d„u, wavt oj.ympathy wa, at it. height. It rolled «ro,"tL and

tuJ^^Z '"T ""! "'• ''™P'^ ""' -^P' "long by

".aoTiiarnis.""^'
'" ''"''' "^ ^""•'

Something fine in her nature, however, eau«d Anne

I world"thlT
""'.""

."'-r'"'--
She' reali,^1h"

^ll .
"^hantable toward her. While ,he did not.ontrAute .„onymou,Iy to the fund, ,he let itt dT,t>„c«y under,tood that her name wa. not to be puti,hcd m any of the list, of donor,, e.«ept in a .Fnl".stanc. when ,he gave a thousand dollar. Thatmuch, at ea,t, would be expeeted of her and ,he Took.ome comfort in the belief that the world would notcharge .er w.th .elf^xploitation on the money .heM

tribntron. were never mentioned in the pre., b„ th.
oomm.ttee, in charge. She gave liberallyf^o ol

t

the .ufferer. on the other .ide of the Atiantio bul tothe poor of New York, and .he .teadfa,tlj dechW to•erve on any of the relief committee..-
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rfie^r.' ''n\:Ztl''^T'T^-J ''ow thin-kinned

J J*^ " ""^ *<» *»« inferred that she ahut her«»l#up and affected a life of .eclu.ion. A. a nltter of/a"^e went out a great deal, but invariably among friend**nd to small, intimate affairs.
^

Not once in the months that followed the scene inLutic's s,ttmg-room did she encounter Braden ThoniShe heard of him frequently. He was very busy Ti

always before her, night and dav n» ;/ j ! T
crcc'it, she resolutely atUntdt'm cfrr^tr^eltinto quarters where she might be certain ^feeingrm
a oTd^The"* °Vrr^ "^°«"'*-" ^-™ Wm She'W !? ? °"«hbourhood in which his offices wereocated she shunned the streets which he would most cer!

wi h^ Tr ^^"^ '^' ^°"«^^ '°r him. craved h m

rj ;v * r"^
^''*- ^^" *h"^^d on the joy of know!mg this to be true. He might never come to her Wshe knew that it would never be possible for her to goto him unless he called her to him

^

deJtl'TfV" '"^^ •^'*°""^*' «he crumpled up un-der the shock of seeing his name in the headlines ^fher morning newspaper.
«u"nes ot

He was going to the front!
For a moment she was blind. The pace resolvp.-!Itself into a thick mass of black. She waf^bed whelthe paper was brought to her with her coffee! She haSbeen lying there sweetly thinking of him. Up to t^e
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in.l«nt her eyes fell upon the desolating headline .he

Lot^d" TnTtr"' T' *"' *-«'-« -th life ju.t«rou.ed. And then she was as cold as ice, stupefied

selfM: r*
*""^' "^'^^ *^^ "*• '^^'^' *° convince h':elf that the type was really telling her somethinir that•he would have to believe. He was ffoinx^Tn

T

•r»i«»«„ , .
Koing to the war!rhorpo wa. one „, , half-dozcn A,«cric.n .urgeon.

to give their »ervicc» to the French Th. - „
.poke of him in gl„wi„, tormV HU J ""'P-P"
•hnm .11 ji, .1.

* , "* icrms. Mis name stood out.bo»e all the others, for he was tn. one most notably inthe public eye at the moment. The others „,/«

great Marraville. The account dwelt upon the „avepersonal sacrifice he was making in leaving New York

Z'u" *^'. T •' '" "«8i»»i"« 'o recognfso hil g^^tS^niu. and abihty. Prosperity was knocking aru.door, fame was holding out it. hand to him,* nd yej

al^nm'bT '" """f "' «"-««"ndisemert
ail personal ambition in order to go forth and servehumanity ,n fields where his name would never be 112

hXrrorr."^
'" """ '"" ^*-"« -""o

of ?h?w°* i""" f.^ '

"*""' """'y «™'P'"' «•" "oaningof the words She would not see him again. He wouldgo away without a word to her, without giving her the

sheTjlV'^
^'"^'^^'' ''^P'" •'" »'"y ^'-taLt that

^o™ """ """ *^ '"""^ '«"" ---"^ h^ -
Slowly the warm glow returned to her blood. Herbram cleared, and she was able to think, to grasp at the
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hor that W was Tnj u ^"'""^'""S "lusprnd to

nfr heart ltd wihpitr'Tr^''" "' ''" '""'*

in tW thought thatr t. " "" "" '"""I'''
h« love for her sL ""' ™»'"8 ""y because of

convince her that hi hl't "" ""'' """'' »' ""'^ '»

hi. ™ind woui'd-rav': itT 7^SX^ '" '"%"

"?,?"" "P-O-l'cdfora mess™; rby '
' "

""

h.f;ai;il"rr„:;rt!^:;r''Th^''"-^-p

might try t7re?eh hJ h"^
"" '"™^' ""' '"'-• «»' h'

I ve got a message for you," he said.

Evident., he thought shet/, pre^t ;.rZT^w, ,o.e polite excuse. Si™^/™/J°.P; ™ »

He coughed in some embarrassment « T'm i,

fvnatr Yes, I'm downstairs."
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ing glimpse ofher
''°"«'" ""' ""'' '-'' '"-^"i-

the'tfu" ";::trir;'" •;' ""• '*"'"« «' "" «"»»

^__
uian t help It. Perfect ass gomctinies, you

and sealed it UD in tht I f
,' J"" ""SSW- wrote it

handed her the11 ! J?'"^ 'f"' ™'"='»P^-" »«
en,ble„ in the cZer ^" "'™'°'" "'"• *>' *ip.,

Simn,,? .. ° ^°" '"""' "•» h» "rote this note,

him a message? » ^'° ^°" «end

" Yes."

" Well, I don't know whether it is the r,VJ,f +»,•

had afcL'ont;:^itel^t"jMn"t:i '^^

of 'em until she'd cast off."
P^" "''^

She smiled. " Thant vm, c-
the right thin^-«7 ^T' """^- ^°" ^^^^ said

the suUs^;t„:rr ;r itLst htr rwnt.n^. p„, the first ti^e^he L]l Z ht ^1
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me," he said. « Read it

»

*^* °" * °^*^

bit of papfr ft wT. « t ,^«"^ ^^^ *°"^h^d this

. » iiKe the man, and sure- sHp f«.,«^ i, li
counting the mn.^ ti,o* V J

' lound herself"tiijg tne ages that had passed sinre hie i-o* i
missive had come to her

^*^* ^°''®

Anne. But what could I do" n.-
' ""'y-

ye, but what., that?°'B™dt wouM'^^hTartrt"said It was nonsense, me talkinx, nf „ •
,

""^

thing while they gaveI smellL .alt/ I 'l
""^

get used to seeing 'e™ dead all fv L placeTuTteverj-body does,- even the worst of cowards C'l'a coward Anna T )
•

^"w«rus,. 1 m not

get a chance. 1 can refuse to take a drink when I tWnk
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I've had enough, and if that doesn't prove that Pv.

L what thT; r *'""' '''"• «^'^ j-* -i "o
ht tlVi ^^?' ^ ""^ "P *°- Something would teUhim that I wouldn't have the heart to shoot him, nomatter how necessa ry it might be for me to do so. Still

derandi^^^-
'^^^^'^^^^ amazes me. I can't^

Anne
''«

Yol!"'*?^ !*' ^"^ P°°' °^^ "™pleton," cried

«BrL • i-r "^ *^'"'' '°' ^^^^ '^^' '^«"y perplexed.Brady as dafferent. He'd be a soldier as is a soldierHe s gomg over to save men's lives, however, and that'ssomething I wouldn't be capable of doing. If I wentthey'd expect me to kill 'em, and that's what I'd hateGood Lord, Anne, I couldn't shoot down a poor Germanboy that hadn't done a thing to me- or to my couTyfor that matter. If they'd only let me go as^a spy Treven a messenger boy, I'd jump at the chance ^"^^ut

th2's a™*
"^ *° '^" P-Pl^-and I couldn'^do il!

Jl^\^"^^"Vf^ ^°'' ^' ^°°^ ^t' Simmy? You

posure !;!^f
'' ^'"' ^'^''^'^P^' ^''^ --*^-' -

J'^f^ *!"'" and -well, Vll be honest with you, hedoesn't look as fit as might be."
She paled. " Has he been ill?

»'

« Not in body, but— he's off his feed, Anne. Mavbeyou know the reason why." He looked It her iarrowly!

^^
1 have not seen him in months," she s5.Jd evasively
I guess that's the answer," he said, pulling at hishttle moustache. "I'm sorry, Amie. It's too bad-
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<9!ii

the blue, »o brd^f- wl/i or^ rr''-
^'™ «»'

baby down there at the-t™Jb„I , .T-

' '""*' ''"'
ingly and saving to then-S'^Lra^t ^t^^^^^^grief IS when it hita « ~ ii ;

terrible thinif

''«
hT.'« ^r'^'

-h'tt bSc!::?'"" "^ ^°-
Hush! whispered Anne, her own eve, ^l' . •

« You are an angel, Simmy. You-" ^ «^"temng.

I.ff ^'*K
**^'' ''"'"" ^^ ^'^J^e in abruptly « Rr«^left his busmess in mv hand, «r,^

_rupny. Braden

hands of Dr. Cole. He says iiw .^ ^^'"'"'^^ ^ *^«

pie, so that's why I putTin . f^'^'""^"
*° ^^^^ P«°-

J"" Know, ihey can go anywhere Tl,.. ,

hats and «U that sort of thinr-lT ii ^ """" ?'"«
plug hat. A plug h^tis^mtf """r

"''"'"'* «

•afest hat in the world whl .
' ^°" '"«'»'.- the

Everybody triestrh t fT ^T ! ™ ""^ *"»« '»«•

Ifs a stanVng :J„, mI i'w
"

"I."*
"^^ °""P""'-

-p.ughatfsh:jTL^-s-tt-':^«-o.
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getting a hair singed. Wait ' I mn «!! u ^

she nodded her head slowlv «« v«= c-
everything

»

^* ^'' ^™'"^' '* "^cans

between the two of you wouldn't be « bad thingL the

B.r^^rtrLnhe'-i^ittf/a:^:-

n.e brave and ,elf^.aerifiei„g, but it wiuTot be .u

'

lar greater than that which awaits me over there Ithought you would like to know. The sufforing of ithers may cause me to forget my own at thne, »
He"«gncd ,t ' Braden •'; and below fhe signature th^re «S

« postscript that puzrfed her for a long time " H vouare not also a coward you will return to my grand-father's house, where you belong."
®

And when she had solved the mennin™. „f n. ^

postscript she sent for Wade.
""""'"» "' "»» ™«"'"



CHAPTER XXVI

ANNE THORPE had set her heart on an eventu-
ality. She could see nothing else, think of noth-
mg else. She prayed each night to God,— and

devoutly,— not alone for the safe return of her lover,
but that God would send him home soon! She was
conscious of no fear that he might never return at all.
To the surprise of every one, with the approach of

spring, she announced her determination to reopen the
old Thorpe residence and take up her abode therein.
George was the only one who opposed her. He was
seriously upset by the news.

« Good heaven, Anne, you don't have to live in the
house, so why do it? It's like a tomb. I get the shiv-
ers every time I think about it. You can afford to live
anywhere you like. It isn't as if you were obliged to
think of expenses—

"

"It seems rather siUy not to live in it," she coun-
tered. « I wiU admit that at first I couldn't endure
the thought of it, but that was when cU of the horrors
were fresh in my mind. Besides, I resented his leaving
it to me. It was not in the bargain, you know. There
was something high-handed, too, in the way I was
ordered to live in the house. I had the uncanny feeling
that he was trying to keep me where he could watch—
but, of course, that was nonsense. There is no reason
why I shouldn't live in the house, Georgie. It is—

"

"There is a blamed good reason why you should
never have lived in it," he blurted out. " There's no
use digging it up, however, so we'll let it stay buried "

370
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will All the King s horses and all the King's men can'tstop you when you've once made up your mind "
A few days later she caUed for Lutie in the automo-

bile and hoy went together to the grim old house nearWashington Square. Her mind was made up, asGeorge had put it. She was going to open the houseand^have it put m order for occupancy as soon as pos-

Shfj ^!?K'°^''!^
*^' "'^^^^^ °^ »^^^^°'« postscript.

that • ^^ ?' '^'^'^ *^"* ^^y ^"^'^^ *he walls ofthat grim old house. « If you are not also a cowardyou wi .eturn to my grandfather's house, where youbelong It was, she honestly believed, his way of
telling her that if she faced the shadow in her own
house, and put it safely behind her, her fortitude wouldnot go unrewarded!

It did not occur to her that she was beginning badlywhen she delayed going down to the hfuse L twowhole days because Lutie was unable to accompany her.Ihe windows and doors were boarded up. There wasno sign of life about the place when they got down from
the limousine and mounted the steps at the heels of thefootman who had run on ahead to ring the beU. Thev
waited for the openmg of the inner door and the shoot-
ing of the bolts in the storm-doors, but no sound cameto their ears Again the bell jangled,- how weU she
remembered the old-fashioned bell at the end of the haU

»

— and still no response from within.
The two women looked at each other oddly. « Trvthe basement door," said Anne to the man. They stood

at the top of the steps while the footman tried the iron
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gate that barred the way to the tradesmen's door. Itwas pad-locked.

" I asked Simmy to meet us here at eleven," said Anne
nervously. "I expect it will cost a good deal to do

Peters?"
*'''*' " ^ '"'"*"" ^°"°'* *"^ °"* ^"*''"''

" No, ma*am. Maybe he's out."
Lutie's face blanched suddenly. "My goodness,

Anne, what if— what if he's dead in—"
*• *\?^\!°/ ^'^^^^^'^ ^^^^* Lutie," cried Anne impa-
tiently, don't go to imagining— Still it's very odd.
Found on the door, Peters,— hard."

She shivered a little and turned away so that Lutie
could not see the expression in her eyes. « I have had
no word from him in nearly two weeks. He calls up
once every fortnight to inquire— You are not pound-
ing hard enough, Peters."

"Let's go away," said Lutie, starting down the
steps.

"No," said Anne resolutely, "we must get in some-
how. He may be iU. He is ^ old man. He may be
lying m there praying for help, dying for lack of—"
Then she called out to tht- chauffeur. « See if you can
find a policeman. We may have to break the door down.
You see, Lutie, if he's in there I must get to him. We
may not be too late."

Lutie rejoined her at the top of the steps. « You're
right, Anne. I don^t know what possessed me. But,
goodness, I hope it's nothing—" She shuddered.
He may have been dead for days."
"What a horrible thing it would be if— But it

doesn't natter, Lutie ; I am going in. If you are nerv-
ous or afraid of seeing something unpleasant, don't
come with me. Wade must be nearly seventy. He may
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nave fallen or— Lonlrf Tin.

ingupthe-" Shew..' ,^^'T *'*" '**"^ '»>'» co™"

lip- as she clutchedW coin " ''^'^' ^^^^^P^^ ^^^

^^
Wade was ap;tlctrH?rs'sU^^^^^^ ^^^^

*

the long block, and only f„ evTthat k„l! V """.T

^""'^

have identified him Pv«« * ,
*"" '^^^ co"ld

"^ «t just the »«. hit -» *^
, ^ ""' '"*• I' "«•

on hi. head Ceenl' T ?«'' ""? '"'*« "«" ''.ck

cre.«d tr.„«„ with a
"*

tu?"!
™""' P'-'P'riy

and unusually Bhstenil^I,
'^ .?! '^"^' «"^y »P«t»

chance have I^ ofSitT. ""''' ""' "-^ '"^
tan gloves, a JherX"*«ckTZ '"""";• ^'«''*

a bright red necktie— thZ. t " '>™tion and

tooklfte'slr ill"''''".*!''
''"°"«"'"' "-l then

•lackened Ir,;' t^LT""".'"?'' «" P«™
to be indecision, he cate

' r,rV' "'"'* "PP""^
bad been « second orTw„/" ^"'"'^If- There
had the Botion"hat tte «f T"*""

'" "'"'* ^nne
the point oflartllnto .T ""^ T"^"'' ^" on

an a:Cdn:fs tf^.^Z'Z' VK'^' ''*
.tamg at hin. wift und«J^taze":!:.-"'''^"

~
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** I juit itepped out for a moment, Mrs. Thorpe, to
poit a letter," said Wade, trying his best not to sink
back into servility, and quite miserably failing. He was
fumbling for his keys. The tops of the houses across
the street appeared to interest him greatly. His gaze
was fixed rather intently upon them. "Very sorry,
Mrs. Thorpe,— dreadfully sorry. Ahem! Good morn-
ing. I hope you have not been waiting long. I
ah, here we are! " He found the key in the pocket of
his fancy waistcoat, and bolted down the steps to
unlock the gate. " Excuse me, please. I will run in
this way and open the door from the—

"

" Wade," cried out Mrs. Thorpe, « is it really you? "
He looked astonished— and a trifle hurt. "Who

else could I be, Mrs. Thorpe?" Then he darted
through the gate and a moment later the servants' door
opened and closed behind him.

" I must be dreaming," said Anne. « What in the
world has come over the man? "

Lutie closed one eye slowly. "There is only one
thing under heaven that could make a man rig himself
out like that,— and that thing is a woman."
"A woman? Don't be foolish, Lutie. Wade

couldn't even think of a woman. He's nearly seventy."
" They think of 'em until they drop, my dear," said

Lutie sagely. " That's one thing we've got to give them
credit for. They keep on thinking about us even while
they're trying to keep the other foot out of the grave.
You are going to lose the amiable Wade, Anne dear.
He's not wearing spats for nothing."

Some time passed before the key turned in the inner
door, and there was still a long wait before the bolts
in the storm doors shot back and Wade's face ap-
peareu. He had not had the time to remove the neck-
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tie and tpats, but the ml of his finerv h^A i
placed by the humble tog. of .erviriw*^" •"
you would .ay at a glancf

^^'^^"-long .crv.ce,

the hou,e" ^" ^ "^ '"''"'« ""'>8«»ent. lo open

Afllr .T'* !"*
u'""

^'" "y"*^'' Wade," said sneAfter a moment, she went on : « Will you 'care to stay

He was suddenly confused. "I^T can'f «,V

lake all the time you like. W«Hp »»«!,«•*
"I fancv T'rJ

J'"" f
^e, wade, she interrupted.

.-•J /I ^ *^"^'' «»^« notice now. ma'am" K»said after a moment. « To-dav will TV if'
day for that." He seemed tTftrlfght„"^^^^^ ^"'"

as he spoke, resuming a little of U^et^ZZ'^a^;
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that had accompanied the silk hat and the fur-lined
coat.

" I'm iorry," said Anne,— who was not in the tlight-
nt sense sorry. Wade sometimes gave her the creeps.
"I should like to explain about the— ah the

garments you saw me wearing— ah— I mean to say, I
should have brought myself to the point of telling you
a little later on, in any event, but now that you have
caught me wearing of them, I dare say this is as good
a time as any to get it over with. First of all, Mrs.
Thorpe, I must preface my— er— confesshn by an-
nouncing that I am quite sure that you have always
considered me to be an honest man and above deception
and falsehood. Ahem! That it right, isn't it?

"

" What are you trying to get at. Wade? " she criedm surprise. " You cannot imagine that I suspect you
of— anything wrong? "

" It may be wrong, and it may not be. I have never
felt quite right about it. There have been times when
I felt real squeamish— and a bit und-rhanded, you
might say. On the other hand, I submit that it was not
altogether reprehensible on my part to air them oc-
casionally—and to see that the moths didn't—"
"Air them? For goodness' sake. Wade, speak

plainly. Why shouldn't you air your own clothes?
They are very nice looking and they must have cost
you a pretty penny. Dear me, I have no right to say
what you shall wear on the street or '»

Wade's eyes grew a little wider. « Is it possible,
madam, that you failed to recognise the— er ffar-
ments?" *

She laid her hand upon Lutie's arm, and gripped it
convulsively. Her eyes were fixed in a fast-growing
look of aversion.
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r^p^'^r^^vtz-^' ""' -« ^'•

then,
"' «S"w J' ""'"iJ"" »»••" h«ve remembered

yjir^arive with hm, ju,, (,,,„„ ^^ ,^^ ^^ ^.^ ^
"Good heaven!" cried Anne, revolted " Yn„ I,...been wearing hi, clothe.?"

Vou have

£hrifhrmarrt'-rh,^^---

>iin.«j A .,
^-wurse, 1 should never have nrp-

after he had abandoned them for good— V„ »l.f •

• thing I have never been gnUly of doina I mnot have done it That i. J^rfhe°difc IZtt
^"InTo:?!''

'•'"•'""''"• Your maid'™
ede^ I am toM >

?"'".6<""" "!«>«"' your knowl-

feiLrr,er:-;rtberrrof-^g.-

tie. He could not abide red neckties Of !« r
need not ,.y that the oamati„„"lto'::'wa,™urj«.h!
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The remainder of my apparel was once worn by my
beloved master. I am not ashamed to confess it."
" How could you wear the clothes of a— a dead per-

son? "cried Anne, cringing as if touched by some cold
and slimy thing.

" It seemed such a waste, madam. Of late I have
taken to toning myself up a bit, and there seemed no
sensible reason why I shouldn't make use of Mr.
Thorpe's clothes,— allow me to explain that I wore
only those he had used the least,— provided they were
of a satisfactory fit. We were of pretty much the
same size,— you will remember that, I'm sure,— and,
they fitted me quite nicely. Of course, I should not
have taken them away with me when I left your employ,
madam. That would have been unspeakable. I should
have restored them to the clothes presses, and you would
have found them there when I turned over the keys
and—

"

"Good heavens, man," she cried, "take them away
with you when you go— all of them. Everything, do
you hear? I give them all to you. Of what use could
they be to me? They are yours. Take everything,—
hats, boots, linen,—

"

" Thank you, ma'am. That is very handsome of you.
I wasn't quite sure that perhaps Mr. Braden wouldn't
find some use for the overcoat. It is a very elegant
coat. It cost—

"

" Wade, you are either very stupid or very insolent,"
she interrupted coldly. « We need not discuss the mat-
ter any farther. How soon do you expect to leave? "

" I should say that a week would be sufficient notice^
under the circumstances," said he, and chuckled, much
to their amazement. «« I may as well make a clean
breast of it, ma'am. I am going to be married on the
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That's just six weeks off
seventeenth of next month,
and —"
"Married! You?»»
" Ah, madam, I trust you will not forget that I have

lived a very lonely and you might say profitless life,"
he said, rubbing his hands together, and allowing his
smile to broaden into a pleased grin. « As you may
know in the spring a young man's fancy lightly turns
to thoughts of love,— and so on. A man is as old as
he feels. I can't say that I ever felt younger in my
life than I have felt during the past month."

" I wish you joy and happiness. Wade," said Anne
dumbly. She was staring at his smirking, seamed old
face as if fascinated. « I hope she is a good woman
and that you will find—^'»

" She is Uttle more than a girl," said he, straighten-
ing his figure still a little more, remembering that he
had just spoken of his own youthful feelings. There
may have been something of the pride of conquest as
well. « Just twenty-one last December."

Lutie laughed out loud. He bent his head quickly
and they saw that his lips were compressed.

^^

" I beg your pardon. Wade," cried George's wife.
"It— it really isn't anything to laugh at, and I'm
sorry."

** That's all right, Mrs. George," he muttered.
" Only twenty-one," murmured Anne, her gaze run-

nmg over the shabby old figure in front of her. « My
God, Wade, is she— what can she be thinking of? "
He looked straight into her eyes, and spoke. « Is it

so horrible for a young girl to marry an old man,
ma'am? " he asked sorrowfully, and so respectfully that
she was deceived into believing that he intended no af-
front to her.
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« They usually know what they are doinir when thevmarry very old men," she replied deliber^tfi; « y^Jmust not overlook that fact, Wade. But perhapT^?isn't necessary for me to remind you that yrungTirdo not marry old men for love. There may be r!or sentiment, or duty -but never love. More oftenthan not it is avarice, Wade."
" Quite true," said he « T »,« i j x ,

^^ so f„„u^ .„ i,t^j i-p^s L ;:j™
interested m my welfare."

^

« Who is she. Wade? " she inquired.
Lutie had passed into the library, leaving them toaether in the haU. She had experienced a sudden sensation of nausea. It was impossible for her to reml

Ibl t^CoT 1- ''^f^''^^^^
oM hulk l^aZZable to keep the disgust from showing itself in her evesShe was the wife of a real man, and the wife of Imanwhom she could love and caress and yield herself to ^tba thriU of ecstasy in her blood.

we^kfaiT^^'*'^^ ^.rr'^^^"^ *° y°" «bout someweeks ago, madam,— the daughter nf r»^ f • j /

You remember I spoke to you of the Southern Tadvreduced to a commercial career by —»
""° ^^''^

" I remember. I remember thinking at the time thatIt might be the mother who would prevail- 1 am solryWade. I shouldn't have said that-"
^*

It's quite all right," said he amiably. « It is barelvpossible -ay, even probable,- that it was the mnfl!^who prevailed. They sometimes tyon^^L'^'^BZMarian appears to have a mind of her'own. The lovme, Mrs. Thorpe. I am quite sure of that. It wouldbe pretty hard to deceive me."
Through all of this Anne was far from oblivious to
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the «.nKter compariMM the man was drawing «l,had aJwaj-s been a little afraid of him ZJ ^' °

horror was laying it, hold u^on h„ Held""';?

-4.th;trri^:i.«i--^-h^

he:e„?rn^roX'T,;r>:^-M- Thorpe,.

tVSt:ifrn^Hf-"'-
in sharply.*"""*'" ^°" "'" " "- -"'"i?' »h= broke

^e'tte'L^r'^fIt"'';.
'="* " ^o- '"""'' -""y ^o

day than the LventeenTh I
-"« ""^ *""'"''»»"-

» ou'trr.ttn'"'
"'"''" '"'^ *» <"-'y " «

Thorp:r;"v''L't%"'^'°'"'"«'''» «»- "«-

tH^fZ7f,at,Xrto:irtt7J?.-'- ^
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longer than jou did. I got quite beyond being hurt."
She drew a step nearer. « Wade,»» she said quietly,

** I am going to advise you, not this wretched girl who
is planning to marry you. How old are you? "

"Two score and a half and five," he answered
promptly. Evidently he had uttered the glib lie before,
and as on another occasion he waited for his listener to
reduce the words to figures.

" Fifty-five," said Anne, after some time. She was
not good at mathematics. « I thought you were older
than that. It doesn't matter, however. You are fairly
well-off, I believe. Upwards of fifty thousand dollars,
no doubt. Now, I shall be quite frank with you. This
girl is taking you for your money. Just a moment,
if you please. I do not know her, and I may be do-
ing her an injustice. You have compared her to me in
reaching your conclusions. You do not deceive yourself
any more than Mr. Thorpe deceived himself. He knew
I did not love him, and you must know that the same
condition exists in this affair of yours. You have
thanked me for being honest. Well, I was honest with
Mr. Thorpe. I would have been as true as steel to
him, even if he had lived to be an hundred. The ques-
tion you must tsk of yourself is this, Wade : Will this
girl be as true as steel to you? Is there no other man
to be afraid of? "

He listened intently. A certain greyness crept into
his hollow cheeks.

"Was there no other man when you married Mr.
Thorpe? " he asked levelly.

"Yes, there was," she surprised him by replying.
" An honest man, however. I think you know—*'

She scarcely heard Wade as he went on, now in a mo-t
conciliatory way. " It may interest you to know ll
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I have arranged to buy out the delicatessen. We expectto onlarge and tidj the place up just as soon as w1can get around to it. I believe I shall be very happyonce It .„,, ^^^.^^ ^^^.^^^^^ ^^^ gI/sco^I:that s the present mother.- 1 mean to say. the presentowner, Manan's mother, has agreed to conLt th^e p "!as heretofore, at a very excellent salary, and I havTn:

ma'am v7^ i!i

''''"'' ""' ^"^ «°'"« «° ^^^ this,

In ff . .

°"^* ^°" '"""^^ ^^^ to t^lk about yourown affai?^ instead of listening to mine Yn„ -!"I
something about opening the hLe a"nd Imbg" ba^khere to hve. Of course. I shall consider it my duty Joremam here just as long as I can be of service to youThere wJl be a little plumbing needed on the tWrd/oor'and I fancy a general cleaning—

»

'

" Thank heaven, there is Mr. Dodce at last »» rvi^A

..^'."^f^'^^^d toward the front door, once more

tt iZ!;;^^" "' """"^*^"^^' «^^ ^^^y^
the"loJ;^f"!iT "^^u^^'

"°^^°« ^'"*° « ^h'^i' besidethe long, famihar table, and beating with her clenched

J lolrr ^ '"^'"^^ °^ ^*' " ^ ^^°- -t last just howI look to other people. My God in heaven, what Ithtng I must seem to you."

hai^^''
'^''''''''[^^y °"t of the shadows and laid herhands upon the shoulders of her sister-in-law.

revelSon'thV" 'II"'^ '^°^'' '^^^ °^^ ^-^' ^- therevelation, she said gently. « I guess it's just whatyou've needed." Then she leaned over and pressed Wwarm, soft cheek to Anno', cold one. « If iCned th ,house" she said almost in a whisper, "I'd renovate itfrom top to bottom. Td get rid of m re than old Wade
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and the old clothes. The best and cheapest way to
renovate it would be to set fire to a barrel of kerosene
in the basement."

», " °n'
]'°7>°"^We for that girl to marry a dreadful,

fihnvelled old man like Wade. The skin on his hands is
aUwrinkled and loose-I couldn't help noticing it as

"
?f

O;/' <\alled out Simmy from the doorway, peer-
ing into the darkened room. "Where the deuce areyou? Ah, that's better, Wade." The caretaker had
switched on the lights in the big chandelier. « Sorry to
be late Ann Morning, Lutie. How's my god-son?
Couldnt get here a minute sooner. You see, Anne,
I ve got other clients besides you. Braden, for in-
stance. I ye been carrying out his instructions in re-
gard to that confounded trusteeship. The whole matter
18 to be looked after by a Trust Company from now on.
Dunplihes matters enormously."
Anne started up. " Isn't ian't ».^ -^_' l i

to America? " she cried.
'°™'"^ ^^'^

« Sure,— unless they pink him some day. My good-
ness, you don't suppose for an instant that he couldmanage the whole of that blooming foundation and have

wL T *i?*T'' i""'
^''P'f''^ humanity,- do you?Why It will take a force of half a dozen men to keep

the books straight and look after the ever-increasing
capital By the time old Brady is ready to start th!
ball rolling there will be so much money stored up for
the job that Rockefeller will be ashamed to mention the
Ftiful fortune he controls. In the meantime he cango on saving people's lives while the trust company saves
the Foundation." ^ j «vca



CHAPTER XXVII

THORPE returned to New York about the middleof May m the tenth month of the war. Thetrue facts concerning th . abrupt severance of hisconnections with the hospital corps in France werenever divulged. His confreres and his superTrs JL
that he explained the cause of his retirement. Wo^d

can Zf °"*r°"^
*'^ *'°°P^ *^«* »>^ -- the Amer'can doctor whose practices were infinitely more to b^feared than the bullets from an enemy's gur I^was announced from headquarters ^Ha't hf wa; re'turn-

sei? totrave
^' -^--^gly and had exposed him!

rLn W P ^''.'"^ hardships. He came home witha medal for conspicuous and unexampled valour whileac ually under fire One report had'^it that on morethan one occasion he appeared not only to scorn d^thbut to invite it, so reckless were his deeds
. * .

Meanwhile James MarraviUe died in great agonyThose nearest to him said, in so many words, thTftwas a great pity he did not die at the time of the opera^

^^
.

" ""]'!' ^^^"^ °"^ °^ ^^^ reporters at the dock, « you

leaTh ,
° 'r "^'^^ ^°"' °"" ''''' »- Thorpe on ateast half a dozen occasions when you exposed y;urse'f

who had fallen and were as good as dead when you^t
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1:

to them. In every case, we are told the men died on
the stretchers while they were being carried to the rear.
Do you mind telling us why you brought those men
back when you knew that they were bound to die '*

" You have been misinformed," interrupted Thorpe.
" One of those men did not die. I did all that was pos-
sible to save the lives as well as the bodies of those
wretched fellows. Not one of them appeared to have a
chance. The one who survived was in the most hopeless
condition of them all. He is alive to-day, but without
legs or arms. He is only twenty-two. He may live to
be seventy. The others died, \^'ill you say that they
are not better off than he? And yet we tried to save
them all. That is what we were there for. I saw a man
run a bayonet through the heart of his own brother
one day. We were working over him at the time and
we knew that our efforts would be useless. The brother
knew it also. He merely did the thing we refused to do.
You want to know why I deliberately picked out of all

the wounded the men who seemed to have the least chance
for recovery, and brought them back to a place of
safety. Well, I will tell you quite frankly, why I chose
those men from among all the others. They were being
left behind. They were as good as dead, as you say. I
wanted to treat the most hopeless cases that could be
found. I wanted to satisfy myself. I went about it

quite cold-bloodedly,— not bravely, as the papers would
have it,— and I confess that I passed by men lying out
there who might have had a chance, looking for those
who apparently had none. Seven of them died, as you
say,— seven of the * hopelessly afflicted.' One of them
lived. You will now say that having proved to my own
satisfaction that no man can be ' hopelessly afflicted,* I
should be ready to admit the fallacy of my preachings.
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But jou are wrong. I am more firmly intrenched in
my position than ever before. That man's life should
not have been saved. We did him a cruel wrong in
saving it for him. He wanted to die, he stiU wants to
die. He will curse God to the end of his days because
he was allowed to live. Some day his relatives will
exhibit him in public, as one of the greatest of freaks,
and people will pay to enter the side shows to see him!
They will carry him about in shawl straps. He will
never be able to protest, for he has lost the power of
speech. He can only see and hear. Will you be able
to look into the agonised eyes of that man as he lies
propped up in a chair, a mere trunk, and believe that
he is glad to be alive? Will you then rejoice over the
fact that we saved him from a much nobler grave than
the one he occupies in the side-show, where all the world
may stare at him at so much per head? An inglorious
reward, gentlemen, for a brave soldier of the Repub-
lie*

" We may quote you as saying. Dr. Thorpe, that you
have not abandoned your theories? "

"Certainly. I shall go on preaching, as you are
pleased to call my advocacy. A great many years from
to-day— centuries, no doubt,— the world will think as
I do now. Thank you, gentlemen, for your courtesy
in—

"

" Have you heard that James Marraville died last
week. Dr. Thorpe? » broke in one of the reporters.

I*
No," said he, quite unmoved. "I am not sur-

prised, however. I gave him five or six months."
"Didn't you expect him to get entirely well?" de-

manded the man, surprised.

Braden shook his head, smiling. " No one expected
that, gentlemen,— not even Mr. Marraville."
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•*

wm

« But every one thought that the operation was a
success, and—*'

" And so it was, gentlemen," said Thorpe unsmUingly

;

a very terrible success."

" Gee, if we print that as coming from you. Dr.
Ihorpe, It will create the biggest sensation in years."

.* » ^fJ ^'*'''"'* *^* ^^*'* **°"^* *^»* yo" ^"1 print
it," said Thorpe.

i T^*l!"u7' * ',^°''* ""'^""* "^^^^ *^^ spokesman said :

1 think I speak for every man here when I say that we
will not print it. Dr. Thorpe. We understand, but the
people wouldn't." He deliberately altered the charac-
ter of the interview and inquired if German submarines
had been sighted after the steamship left Liverpool.
The whole world was still shuddering over the disaster
to the Lusitania, torpedoed the week before, with the
loss of over a thousand souls.

Thorpe drove uptown with Simmy Dodge, who would
not hear of his going to an hotel, but conducted him to
his own apartment where he was to remain as lone as he
pleased.

" Get yourself pulled together, old chap, before you
take up any work," advised Simmy. « You look pretty
aeedy. We're going to have a hot summer, they say.
Don t try to do too much until you pick up a bit. Too
bad they're fighting all over the continent of Europe.
If they weren't, hang me if I wouldn't pack you onto a
boat and take you over there for a good lon^ rest,m spite of what happened to the Lusitania. We'll go
up mto the mountains in June, Brady,— or what do you
say to skipping out to the San Francisco fair for a
few—

"

" I'm going to buckle down to work as soon as I've
got my kit unpacked," said Thorpe quietly.
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boy, began Simmy aoothingly.

'**}*?»}^ ''*''*• ®'"""y- ^°""*^ * «nythin/ir. I don't
mind telling you that it wasn't my health that drove
me out of the service,— and that's what hurts. They— they didn't want me. They thought it was best forme to get out."

" Good Lord !

» gasped Simmy, struggling between
amazement and indignation. " What kind of blitherinir
iools have they got over "

« ^^7^'"'' ""' blithering fools," said Thorpe soberly.
The staff would not have turned me out, I'm sure of

that. I was doing good work, Simmy," he went on
rapidly, eagerly, "even though I do say it myself.
Everybody was satisfied, I'm sure. Night and day,-
all the time,— mind you, and I was standing up under
It better than any of them. But, you see, it wasn't
the staff that did it. It was the poor devil of a soldier
out there in the trenches. They found out who I was.
Newspapers, of course. Well, that tells the story.
They were afraid of me. But I am not complaining.
I do not blame them. God knows it was hard enough for
them to face death out there at the front without hav-
ing to think of— well, getting it anyhow if they feU
into my hands. I— But there's no use speaking of it,
bimmy. I wanted you to know why I got out, and I
want Anne to know. As for the rest, let them think I
was sick or— cowardly if they like."
Simmy was silent for a long time. He said after-

wards that it was all he could do to keep from crying
as he looked at the pale, gaunt face of his friend and
listened to the verdict of the French soldiers.

«
I don't see the necessity for telling Anne," he said,

at last, pulling rather roughly A his little moustache.
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They were seated at one of the broad windowi in

Siiimiy's living-room, drinking in the cool air that came
up from the west in advance of an impending thunder-
storm. The day had been hot and stifling. "No
sense in letting her know, old man. Secret between you
and nie, if you don't—'*

"I'd rather she knew," said Thorpe briefly. "In
fact, she will have to know."

"What do you mean?"
Thorpe was staring out over the Park, and did not

answer. Simmy found another cigarette and lighted it,

scorching his fingers while furtively watching his com-
panion's face.

" How is Anne, Simmy? " demanded Thorpe abruptly.
There was a fierce, eager light in his eyes, but his man-
ner was strangely repressed. " Where is she? "

Simmy took a deep breath. " She's well and she's at

home."
" You mean,— down there in the old—

"

" The old Thorpe house. I don't know what's got
into the girl, Brady. First she swears she won't live in

the house, and then she turns around,— just like that,— and moves in. Workmen all over the place, working
overtime and all that sort of thing,— with Anne stand-
ing around punchin' 'em with a sharp stick if they don't
keep right on the job. Top to bottom,— renovated,

redecorated, brightened up,— wouldn't recognise the
place as—

"

" Is she living there— alone? "

" Yes. New lot of servants and— By the way, old

Wade has— what do you think he has done? "

"How long has she been living down there?" de-

manded the other, impatiently. His eyes were gleaming.
" Well, old Wade has gone and got married," went

on Simmy, deliberately ignoring the eager question.
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said Simmy, rising suddenly and laying his hand on the
other's shoulder, "what are you going to do about
Anne ?

'*

" Nothing. Anne can never be anything to me, nor I
to her," said Thorpe, white-faced and stern. His face
was rigid.

" Nonsense ! You love her, don't you ? "

" Yes. That has nothing to do with it, however."
" And she loves you. I suppose that hasn't anything

to do with it, either. I suppose it is right and proper
and natural that you both should go on loving each
other to the end of time without realising the joys of—

"

" Don't try to argue the—

"

" It's right that you should let that glorious, perfect
young creature wither and droop with time, grow old
without— oh, Lordy, what a damn fool you are, Brady

!

There isn't the slightest reason in this world why you
shouldn't get married and—^"

"Stop that, Simmy!"
"Here you are, two absolutely soUnd, strong, en-

during specimens of humanity,— male and female,

—

loving each other, wanting each other,— and yet you
say you can never be anything to each other ! Hasn't
nature anything to do with it? Are you going to sit

there and tell me that for some obstinate, mawkish rea-
son you think you ought to deprive her of the one man
in all this world that she wants and must have.'' It
doesn't matter what she did a couple of years ago. It
doesn't matter that she was,— and still may be design-
ing*— the fact remains that she is the woman you love
and that you are her man. She married old Mr. Thorpe
deliberately, I grant you. She doesn't deny it. She
loved you when she did it. And you can't, to save your
soul, hate her for it. You ought to do. so, I admit.
But you don't, and that solves the problem. You want
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her now even more than you did tw.> jcurs ago. Youcan't defy nature, old chap. You n a/defy cot. Jo„and honour, and even common dec.nc., but yC can^'beat nature out of its due. Now, Wk n. i/ the eye'

instead of nothing, as you put it? Answer me!

»

It is impossible," groaned Thorpe « Yn.. ,.«« *
understand, Simmy."

^ ^°" *^"°"°*

"Nothing is impossible," said Simmy, the optimist

thfn^an iTavtt'sal I^tha^'^
'''' ^^ ^^^

Wack m the face when she n.arrk.d your erandfalherand what good did it do them? Not I particle of' „dThey roasted her to a fare-you-well, and they calW het« mean avancous, soulless woman, and still she survives

.fevervt^'^'f 'r *° """^ ^"^ ^hen shelejIt, everybody will sra.le and say ' I told vou so •_ .„ I
sneer a little, perhaps,- but, hang TalL wh^;"^;,"''once should that make? This isl big w^M t L"busier than you think. It will barely t!ke the tim" t,7 ""« or maybe three times at you and Annnndthen .t wdl husUe along on the scent of sometUng newIt s a ways smelhng out things, but that's all it am^ouMa'

thin. "7 r^'
*""•'"> ''"'^O"'' ".urdcrs,- everything, ,n fact, except disappointments. It never for-gives the man or woman who disappoints it. Now Iknow „h,„^ else thafs on your mind. Y„„ I;kthat because you operated- fatally, we'll say -onyour grandfather, that that is an obsUcle in t^e way o^your marnage with Anne. Tommy-rot ! I've heird ^fa hundred doctors who have married the widows of thel.-^ticnts, and their friends usually congratulate 'emwhich goes to prove something, doesn't it? You I«"pectea by ninety per cent, of the inhabital rf
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greater New York to marry Anne Tresslyn. They may
have forgotten everything else, but that one thing they
do expect. They said it would happen and it must.
They said it when Anne married your grandfather, they
said it when he died and they say it now, even though
their minds are filled with other things."
Thorpe eyed him steadily throughout this earnest ap-

peal.
I*

Do you think that Anne expects it, Simmy? "
he inquired, a harsh note in his voice.

Simmy had to think quickly. « I think she does," he
replied, and always was to wonder whether he said the
right thing. « She is in love with you. She wants you,
and anything that Anne wants she expects to get. I
don't mean that in a disparaging sense, either. If she
doesn't marry you, she'll never marry any one. She'll
wait for you tiU the end of her days. Even if you were
to marry some one else, she'd—

"

"I shall not marry any one else," said Thorpe, almost
fiercely.

" She'd go on waiting and wanting you just the
same, and you would go on wanting her," concluded
Simmy. «« You will never consider your life complete
until you have Anne Tresslyn as a part of it. She
wants to make you happy. That's what most women
want when they're in love with a man."

" I tell you, Simmy, I cannot marry Anne. I love
her,— God knows how terribly I want her,— in spite of
everything. It is nature. You can't kill love, no mat-
ter how hard you try. Some one else has to do the kill-
ing. Anne is keeping it alive in me. She has tortured
my love, beaten it, outraged it, but all the time she has
been secretly feeding it, caressing it, never for an in-
stant letting it out of her grasp. You cannot under-
stand, Simmy. You've never been in love with a woman
like Anne. She may have despaired at times, but she
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has never given up the fight, not even when she must have
thought that I despised her. She knew that my love
was mortally hurt, but do you think she would let it die'No

. ^

She will keep it alive forever,— and she will suffer,
too, in doing so. But what's that to Anne? She—

"

"Just a second, old chap," broke in Simmy. « You
are forgcttmg that Anne wants you to be happy."

*| God, how happy I could have been with her! "
" See here, will you go down there and see her? " de-

manded Simmj'.

" I can't do that,— I can't do it. Simmy—" he
iowered his voice to almost a whisper,—" I can't trust
myself. I don't know what would happen if I were to
see her again,— be near her, alone with her. This long-
ing for her has become almost unbearable. I thou crht of
her every minute of the time I was out there Tt the
front— Yes, I had to put the heaviest restraint upon
myself at times to keep from chucking the whole thing
and dashing back here to get her, to take her, to keep
her,- maybe to kill her, I don't know. Now I realise
that I was wrong in coming back to America at all. I
should have gone— oh, anywhere else in the world. But
here I am, and, strangely enough, I feel stronger, more
able to resist. It was the distance between us that made
It so terrible. I can resist her here, but, by heaven, I
couldn t over there. I could have come all the way back
from France to see her, but I can't go from here down
to Washington Square,— so that shows you how I stand
in the matter."

i-J! ^T. L^"""^
^^"^ ""^^^ ''^'''°" ""^y 3^0" ^ame back to

httle old New York," said Simmy sagely, and Thorpe
was not offended.

" In the first place I cannot marry her while she still
has m her possession the money for which she sold her-
self and me," said Thorpe, musing aloud. « You ought
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to at least be able to understand that, Simmy? No
matter honr much I love her, I can't make her my wife
with that accursed money standing— But there's no
use talking about that. There is an even graver reason
why I ought not to marry her, an insurmountable rea-
son. I cannot tell you what it is, but I fear that downm your heart you suspect."

Simmy leaned forward in his chair. « I think I know,
old man," he said simply. « But even that shouldn't
stand in the way. I don't see why you should have been
kind and gentle and merciful to Mr. Thorpe, and refuse
to be the same, in a different way, to her." His face
broke into a whimsical smile. « Anne is what you might
call hopelessly ifflicted. Dammit all, put her out of her
misery !

"

Thorpe stared at him aghast. The utter banality of
the remark left him speechless. For the first time in
their acquaintance, he misjudged Simmy Dodge. He
drew back from him, scowling.

"That's a pretty rotten thing to say, Simmy," he
said, after a moment. « Pretty poor sort of wit."

" It wasn't meant for wit, my friend," said Simmy
seriously. « I meant every word of it, no matter how
rotten it may have sounded. If you are going to preach
mercy and all that sort of silly rot, practise it whenever
it IS possible. There's no law against your being kind
to Anne Tresslyn. You don't have to be governed by
a commission or anything like that. She's just as de-
serving as any one, you know."

" Which is another way of saying that she deserves
my love? " cried Thorpe angrily.

" She's got it, so it really doesn't matter whether she
deserves it or not. You can't take it away from her.
You've tried it and— well, she's stiU got it, so there's
no use arguing."
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., T?°P^°" ^^''lu
'* ^r' ™' *"^ happiness to love her

as I do? cned the other. « Do you think I am findingjoj m the prospect of never having her for nij own --
ail for my own ? Do you "

^ « Well, my boy, do you think she is finding much hap-
pmes3 l.vmg down there in that old house all alone? Doyou think she is getting much real joy out of hor little

ttl/°f "i rV ^^ *^'' ^"^'' ^^'^ '' '^^' ^'^'^"g down
there at all? I can tell you. She's doing it because
she s got nerve enough to play the game out as she began
It. She s domg it because she believes it will cause Jouto thmk better of her. This is a guess on my part, butI know darned well she wouldn't be doing it if there
Teasn t some good and sufficient reason."

Thorpe nodded his head slowly, an ironic smile on his
lips. \es she is playing the game, but not as she
began at. I am not so sure that I think better of her
for doing it."

J' ^''u'^^l
^ ^°P^ ^°^'" ^°'S'^^ '"^ ^°r saying some-

tiling harsh and disrespectful about your grandfather,
but here goes. He played you a shabby trick in taking
Anne away from you in the first place. x\o matter how
shabbily Anne behaved toward you, he was worse than
she. Then he virtually compelled you to perform an
operation that- well. Til not say it. We can forgive
him for that. He was suff-ering. And then he went out
of Ins way to leave that old house down there to Anne
knowing full well that if she continued to live in it it
would be a sort of prison to her. She can't sell it, she
can t rent it. She's got to live in it, or abandon it alto-
gether. I call it a pretty mean sort of trick to play
on her, if you'll forgive my—

"

"She doesn't have to live in it," said Thorpe dog-

" She is going to live there until you take her out of
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it, bodily if jou please, and you are going to become so
all-fired sorry for her that you'll—

"

" Good Lord, Simmy," shouted Thorpe, springing to
his feet with a bitter imprecation, " don't go on like this.
I can't stand it. I know how she hates it. I know how
frightened, iiow miserable she s down there. It is a
prison,— no, worse than that, it is haunted by something
that you cannot possibly— .Aly God, it must be awful
for her, all alone,— shivering, listening,— something
crawly— something sinister and accusing— Why,
she—

"

"Here, here, old fellow!" cried Simmy in alarm.
« Don't go off jour nut. You're talking like a crazy
man,— and, hang it all, I don't like the look in your eye.
Gosh, if it gives you the creeps— who don't have to be
down there of nights,— what must it be for that shrink-
ing, sensitive— Hej ! Where are you going ? "

" I'm going down there to see her. I'm going to tell
her that I was a cur to write Avhat I did to her the day
I sailed. I—" He stopped short near the doer, and
faced his friend. His hands were clenched.
" I shall see her just this once,— never again if I can

avoid it," he said. " Just to tell her that I don't want
her to live in that ho"se. She's got to get out. I'll

not know a moment's peace until she is out of that
house."

Simmy heard the door slam and a few minutes later
the opening and closing of the elevator cage. He sat
quite still, looking out over the trees. He was a rather
pathetic figure.

" I wonder if I'd be so loyal to him if I had a chance
myself," he mused. " Oh, Lordy, Lordy ! " He closed
his eyes as if in pain.
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CHAPTER XXVTII

THE storm burst in all its fury when Thorpe was
half way down the Avenue in the taxi he had
picked up at the Plaza. Pedestrians scurried

in all directions, seeking shelter from the wind and rain;
the blackness of night had fallen upon the city; the
mighty roar of a thousand cannon came out of the
clouds; terrifying flashes rent the skies. The man in
the taxi neither saw nor heard the savage assault of the
elements. He was accustomed to the roar of battle.
He was used to thinking with something worse than
thunder m his ears, and something worse than rain-
drops beating about him.
He knew that Anne was afraid of the thunder and the

lightning. More than once she had huddled close to him
and trembled in the haven of his arms, her fingers to her
oars, while storms raged about them. He was thinking
of her now, down there in that grim old house, trembling
in some darkened place, her eyes wide with alarm, her
heart beating wildly with terror,— ah, he remembered
so well how wildly her heart could beat

!

He had forgotten his words to Simmy: «« I can't
trust myself! » There was but one object in his mind
and that was to retract the unnecessary challenge with
which he had closed his letter to her in January. Why
should he have demanded of her a sacrifice for which he
could offer no consolation ? He now admitted to himself
that when he wrote the blighting postscript he was in-
spired by a mean desire to provoke anticipation on her
part. « If you also are not a coward, you will return
to my grandfather's house, where you belong." What

405
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right had he to revive the hope that she accounted dead?
She still had her own life to live, and in her own way.
He was not to be a part of it. He was sure of that,
and yet he had given her something on which to sustain
the belief that a time would come when their lives might
find a common channel and run along together to the
end. She had taken his words as he had hoped she
would, and now he was filled with shame and compunc-
tion.

The rain was coming down in sheets when the taxi-cab
slid up to the curb in front of the house that had been
his home for thirty years. His home! Not hers, but
his! She did not belong there, and he did. He would
never cease to regard this fine old house as his home.
He was forced to wait for the deluge to cease or to

slacken. For many minutes he sat there in the cab, his
gaze fixed rigidly on the streaming, almost opaque win-
dow, trying to penetrate the veil of water that hung
between him and the walls of the house not twenty feet
away. At last his impatience got the better of him,
and, the downpour having diminished slightly, he made
A sudden swift dash from the vehicle and up the stone
steps into the shelter of the doorway. Here he found
company. Four workmen, evidently through for the
day, were flattened against the walls of the vestibule.
They made way for him. Without realising what he

did, he hastily snatched his key-ring from his pocket,
found the familiar key he had used for so many years,
and inserted it in the lock. The door opened at once
and he entered the hall. As he closed the door behind
him, his eyes met the curious gaze of the four workmen,
and for the first time he realised what he had done
through force of habit. For a moment or two he stood
petrified, trying to grasp the full significance of his act.
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He had never rung the door-bell of that house,— not in
all the years of his life. He had always entered in just
this way. His grandfather had given him a key when he
was thirteen,— the same key that he now held in his
fingers and at which he stared in a i ort oi' stupefaction.
He was suddenly aware of another presence in the

hall,— a figure in white that stood wear the foot of tlie
staircase, motionless where it had been arrested by the
unexpected opening of the door,— a tall, slender figure.
He saw her hand go swiftly to her heart.
" ^Vhy— why didn't you— let me know? " she mur-

mured in a voice so low that he could hardly hear the
worls. " Why do you come in this way to "

'* What must you think of me for— for breaking in
upon you—» he began, jerkily. « I don't know what
possessed me to— you see, I still have the key I used
while I lived— Oh, I'm sorry, Anne! I can't explain.
It just seemed natural to—

"

" Why did you come without letting me know? " she
cried, and now her voice was shrill from the effort she
made to suppress her agitation.

" I should have telephoned," he muttered. Suddenly
he tore the key from the ring. "Here! It does not
belong to me. I should not have the key to your "

" Keep it," she said, drawing back. « I want you to
keep it. I shall be happier if I know that you have
the key to the place where I live. No! I will not
take it."

•

To her infinite surprise, he slipped the key into his
pocket. She had expected him to throw it upon the
floor as she resolutely placed her hands behind her back.

« Very well," he said, rather roughly. « It is quite
safe with me. I shall never forget myself again as I
have to-day."
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For the first time since entering the door, he allowed
his gaze to sweep the lofty hallway. But for the fact
that he knew he had come into the right house, he would
have doubted his own senses. There was nothing here
to remind him of the sombre, gloomy place that he had
known from childhood's earliest days. All of the mas-
sive, ugly trappings were gone, and all of the gloom.
The walls were bright, the rugs gay, the woodwork cheer-
fully white. He glanced quickly down the length of the
hall and— yes, the suit of mail was gone! He was
conscious of a great relief.

Then his eyes fell upon her again. A strange, wist-
ful little smile had appeared while his gaze went roving.

" You see that I am trying not lo be a coward," she
said.

" What a beast I was to write that thing to you," he
cried. " I came down here to tell you that I am sorry.
I don't want you to live here, Anne. It is—

"

" Ah, but I am here," she said, " and here I shall stay.
We have done wonders with the place. You will not
recognise it,— not a single corner of it, Braden. It
was all very well as the home of a lonely old man who
loved it, but it was not quite the place for a lonely young
woman who hated it. Come! Let me show you the
library. It is finished. I think you will say it is a
woman's room now and not a man's. Some of the rooms
upstairs are still unfinished. My own room is a joy.
Everything is new and—

"

" Anne," he broke in, almost harshly, " it will come to
nothing, you may as well know the truth now. It will

save you a great d«"il of unhappiness, and it will allow
you to look clsewM-' e for—

"

"Come into the library," she interrupted. "I al-

ready have had a great deal of unhappiness in that room,
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so I fancy it won't be so Ijard to hear what you have
come to aay to me if you say it to mc there."
He followed her to the library door, and there stopped

in amazement, unwilling to credit his eyes. He was
looking into the brightest, gayest room he Jmd ever seen.
An incredible transiornmtion had taken place. The
vast, stately, sober room had become dainty, exquisite,
enchanting. Here, instead of oppressive elegance, was
the most delicate beauty; here was exemplified at a
glance the sweet, soft touch of woman in contrast to the
lieavy, uncompromising hand of man. Here was sweet-
ness and freshness, and the sparkle of youth, and gone
were the grim things of age. Here was light and happi-
ness, and the fragrance of woman.
"In heaven's name, what have you done to this

room?" he cried. "Am I in my right senses? Can
this be my grandfather's house.'*

"

She smiled, and did not answer. She was watching
his face with eager, wistful eyes.

" Why, it's— it's unbelievable," he went on, an odd
tremor in his voice. « It is wonderful. It is— why,
it is beautiful, Anne. I could not have dreamed that
such a change,— What has become of everything?
What have you done with all the big, clumsy, musty
things that—

"

*^

" They are in a storage warehouse," said she crisply.
"There isn't so much as a carpet-tack left of the old
regime. Everything is gone. Every single thing that
was here with your grandfather is gone. I alone am
left. When I came down here two months ago the place
was filled with the things that you remember. I had
made up my mind to stay here,— but not with the things
that I remembered. The first thing I did was to
clean out the house from cellar to garret. I am not
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permitted to lell the contents of this houie, but there
was nothing to prevent me from storing them. Your
grandfather overlooked that little point, I fear. In
any event, that was the first thing I did. Everything is

gone, mind you,— even to the portrait that used to
hang over the montelpiece there,— and it was the only
cheerful object in the house. I wish I could show you
my boudoir, my bedroom, and the rooms in which Mr.
Thorpe lived. You— you would love them."
He was now standing in the middle of the room, star-

ing about him at the handiwork of Aladdin.
" Why, it isn't— it will not be so dreadful, after all,"

he said slowly. « You have made it all so lovely, so
homelike, so much like yourself that— you will not find
it so hard to live here as I—

"

" I wanted you to like it, Bradcn. I wanted you to
sec the place,— to see what I hf.ve done to make it bright
and cheerful and endurable. No, I sha'n't find it so
hard to live here. I was surf that some day you would
come to sec me here and I vantcd you to fed that—
that it wasn't as hard for 'ne as you thought it would
be. I have been a coward, though. I confess that I
could not hove lived here with all those things about to— to remind me of— You see, I just had to make the
place possible. I hope you arc not offended with me for
what I have done. I have played havoc with sentiment
and association, and you may feel that I—

"

"Offended? Good heavens, Anne, why shoiM I be
offended? You have a right to do what you like here."

" Ah, but I do not forget that it is your home, firaden,
not mine. It will always be homo to you, and I fear it

can never be that to me. This is not much in the way of
a library now, I confess. Thirty cases of books are
safely stored away,— all of those old first editions and
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hITl**'*^!*."'!*
They meant nothing to mc. Idon t know what a first edition is. and I never could .oeany .en.e in tho.e funny thing, he called mi..aU. nor the

incunabula ,f that', the way you pronounce it. Youmay hav^ hkcd them. Braden. If you care for them, ifyou would hke to have them in your own house, you must
lot me lend hem to you. Everybody borrow, books,
you know. It would be quite an original idea to lend awhole library, wouldn't it? If you—"

" They are better off in the storage warehouse." he
interrupted, trying to steel himself against her rather
pJaintivc friendliness.

" Don't you intend to shake hands with me? " she
asked suddenly. « I am .0 glad that you have come
ftome.-come back. I mean,— and-" She advanced
with her hand extended.

1 •IK''^^^
^"^5''°"' '"°'"*^"* ^°'' ^"t*^ °f them whoa she

r'l Tu^, ;" ^'"' '^^^ ^'°°^ '" ^'^t'' °f t''^''» leaped
to the thrill of contact. The impulse to clasp her in his
arms, to smother her with kisses, to hold her so close
that nothing could ever unlock his arms, was so over-
powering that his head swam dizzily and for an instant
he was deprived of vision. How he ever passed through
that crisis in safety was one of the great mysteries of

\l r VT '"' ^°'' *'^" *^'^'"g' She was ready.
Iheir hands fell apart. A chill swept through the

veins of both,- the ice-cold chill of a great reaction.
Ihey would go on loving each other, wanting each
other, perhaps forever, but a moment like the one just
past would never come again. Bliss, joy, complete
satisfaction might come, but that instant of longinir
could never be surpassed.

He was very white. For a long time he could not
trust himself to speak. The fight was a hard one, and it
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was not yet over. She was a challenge to all that he
tried to master. He wondered why there was a smile
in her lovely, soft eyes, while in his own there must have
been the hardness of steel. And he wondered long after-
ward how she could have possessed the calmness to say:

Simmy must have been insane with joy. He has
talked of nothing else for days."
But he did not know that in her secret heart she was

crying out in ecstasy :
« God, how I love him- and

now he loves me! "

« He is a good old scout," said he lamely, hardly con-
scious of the words. Then abruptly: « I can't stay,
Anne. I came down to tell you that— that I was a
dog to say what I did in my note to you. I knew the
construction you would put upon the— well, the in-
junction. It wasn't fair. I led you to believe that if
you came down here to live that sometime I would—"
^^

« Just a moment, Braden," she interrupted, steadily.
You are finding it very difficult to say just the right

thing to me. Let me help you, please. I fear that I
have a more ready tongue than you and certainly I am
less agitated. I confess that your note decided me. I
confess that I believed my coming here to live would
result in— well, forgiveness is as good a word as any
at this time. Now you have come to me to say that I
have nothing to gain by living in this house, that I have
nothing to §ain by living in a place which revolts and
terrifies me,— not always, but at times. Well, you may
spare yourself the pain of saying all that to me. I shall
continue to live here, even though notliing comes of it
as you say. I shall continue to sit here in this rather
enchanting place and wait for you to come and share it
with me. If you—

"
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70U fhtJ'i^r^oe!^:'
"•*'"'-«» I- tr^i., t. tea

will ever con,/toLher"Sen I°a"°' 7 *'"' ^™
J-ou that I .hall wait for you If"J„T "" ^ ""^'-e '»

« your affair, not «.ine/l iov"v™ I w"™' *'\'
every bit of sclflshnes. rt.t •

^ °™ y"" ""h
Soodnea, that Lt " WtM"^ """I:.""^

'"" »'

Triteffi:^it=f-^^^^^
«llislJy want you to beLdv f

.'PP^ ""'* ^

jour own n„ ,™, '^'^^~ '"' "y "'«= ' not for

my,d ?* H"u H^°
^'^ '"PP"" «"" I "«» j„!tifyi„g

.™^erebelCy^rjri'b:Lf4\?4r:j- ^

tTrid\ttr™"Thi^Th '-r
'
'"'^

-ufCJ'-l'ra^Thrr^r"^"^^

No. I .hall never find happiness anywhere else,-
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real happiness, I mean. I cannot be happy without

you, Anne."
•' Nor I without you," she said simply. " I don't

see that it makes very much difference where we choose

to be unhappy, Braden, so I shall take mine here,

—

where it is likely to be complete."
" But that is just what I don't want you to do," he

cried angrily. " I don't want you to stay here. You
must leave this place. You have had hell enough. I

insist that you—

"

" No use arguing," she said, shaking her head. " I

can love you here as well as anywhere else, and that is

all I care for,— just my love for you."
" God, what a cruel thing love is, after all. If there

was no such thing as love, we could—

"

" Don't say that !
" she cried out sharply. " Love is

everything. It conquers everything. It is both good
and evil. It makes happiness and it makes misery.

Braden,— oh, my dearest !— see what it has made for

us.'' Love! Why, don't you know it is Love that we
love.'* We love Love. 1 would not love you if you
were hot Love itself. I treated you abominably, but

you still love me. You performed an act of mercy for

the man you loved, and he loved you. You cursed me in

your heart, and I still love you. We cannot escape

love, my friend. It rules us,— it rules all of us. The
thing that you say stands between us— that act of

mercy, dearest,— what effect has it had upon either of

us ? I would come to you to-morrow, to-day,— this

very hour if you asked me to do so, and not in all the

years that are left to me would I see the shadow you
shrink from."

" The shadow extends back a great deal farther,

Anne," he said, closing his eyes as if in pain. *' It
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is

««
Stop!" he cried eagerly. "Would you give up every-

thing—everything mind you,— if I were to ask you
to do so?"

"""'''''''' '''•'•'""""
irr-i
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began long before my grandfather found the peace which
I have yet to find. It began when you sold yourself
to him."

She shrank slightly. "But even that did not '.ill
your love for me," she cried out, defensively. « I did
not sell my love,— just my soul, if you must have a
charge against me. I've got it back, thank God, and it
is worth a good deal more to me to-day than it was
when Mr. Thorpe bargained for it. Two million dol-
lars

!
" She spoke ironics^Uy, yet with great seriousness.

If he could have bought my love for that amount, his
bargain would have been a good one. If I were to dis-
cover now that you do not care for me, Braden, and if
I could buy your love, which is the most precious thing
in the world to me, I would not hesitate a second to pay
out every dollar I have in—

"

I*

Stop
!
" he cried eagerly, drawing a step nearer and

fixing her with a look that '>-72led and yet thrilled her.
"Would you give up ever> .ig— everything, mind
you,— if I were to ask you to v so ? "

« You said something like that a few months ago," she
said, after a moment's hesitation. There was a trou-
bled, hunted look in her eyes, as of a creature at bay.
" lou make it hard for me, Braden. I don't believe I
could give up everything. I have found that all this
money does not give me happiness. It does provide me
with comfort, with independence, with a certain amount
of power. It does not bring me the thing I want more
than anything else in the world, however. Still I can-
not say to you now that I would willingly give it up,
Braden. You would not ask it of me, of course. You
are too fair and big—

"

" But it is exactly what I would ask of you, Anne,"
he said earnestly, « if it came to an issue. You could
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not be anything more to me than you are now if vouretamed a dollar of that money."

^

back, Braden,— would you let me be your wife if I—
Thorpe? She was watching his face closely, ready to
seize upon the slightest expression that might d'recthr
course, now or afterwards.

Mkl flT" r ^^'
^i'"^'

""^ "•"'* "°* ^"*«« ourselveskethis he groaned. « It is all so hopeless, so use-

Ibo't ?t?""'
'" "'^ " "''^* '' *^^ "- - *'^^J'-ff'

p^^^x::;;^er^i[rtr;^;^r:

wJii?J
"""" *°

?i7 ? ''" *^" "^"^y» B^«<J^n dear, Iwould prove myself to be the most selfish creature in the

aelfd'etSI:' ifl^'
'''*''' '' ^'^'' ^^ *^^ ^"^^^ o^

"When a woman wants something so much that shejnU give up everything in the world to get it, I claim
that she « selfish to the last degree. She^grat'ifies so,"and there is no other way to look at it. And I wiladmit to you now, Braden, that if there is no other way,
I will g,ve up all this money. That may represent to

^cZTTlTf! *^"^ "^ "^f- ^"*'" «"d «he smiled
confidently « I don't mtend to impoverish myself if I canhelp It, and I don't believe you are selfish enough to ask
It or me.

" Would you call Lutie selfish ? » he demanded. « Shegave up everything for George.', »»
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"Lutie is impulsive. She did it voluntarily. No one
demanded it of her. She was not obliged to give back a
penny, you must remember. My case is different. You
would demand a sacrifice of me. Lutie did not sell her-
self in the beginning. She sold George. She bought
him back. If George was worth thirty thousand dollars
to her, you are worth two millions to me. She gave her
all, and that would be my aU. She was willing to payAm I? That is the question."

"You would have to give it up, Anne," said he dog-
gedly. *

He saw the colour fade from her cheeks, and the
lustre from her eyes.

" I am not sure that I could do it, Braden," she said,
after a long silence. Then, almost fiercely : « Will you
teU me how I should go about getting rid of all this
money,— sensibly,— if I were inclined to do so ? What
could I do with it? Throw it away? Destroy it?
Burn—

"

There isn't much use discussing ways and means,"
he said with finality in his manner. " I'm sorry we
brought the subject up. I came here with a very defi-
nite object in view, and we— well, you see what we have
come to."

« Oh, I— I love you so ! " came tremulously from her
lips. « I love you so, Braden. I— I don't see how I
can go on living without—" She suppressed the wild,
passionate words by deliberately clapping her hands,
one above the other, over her lips. Red surged to her
brow and a look of exquisite shame and humiliation
leaped into her eyes.

"Anne, Anne—" he began, but she turned on him
furiously.

' Why do you lie to me? Why do you lie to your-
i«



*18 FROM THE HOUSETOPS
self? You came here to-day because you were mad withthe desire to see me, to be near me, to- Oh vou n^A«ot deny it! You have been cr;ing out f'; me ever-nee the day you last held me in your arms anrkiLedme,~ ages ago! -just as I have been crying out f„you Don't say that you came here merefy tVtc 1 mehat I „,ust not live in this house if it leads me to hope

.

for -recompense. Don't say that, because if is notthe real reason, and you know it. You would have remamed m Europe if you were through with me alvou

;^ith yourself, Bradel ^utu//rLrbelal^ J^^me. You should not have come here to-day But^^u

rkMhtant;'"°\r
' "^* -^'^*- '^ ^^-^ b:Me this, and it is not fair, it is not fair. You say we

lor us, I ask of you,— what will all this lead to ? Weare not saints. We are not made of stone. We-'^
ious Do you know what you are saying? Do vouthink I would drag you down, despoil you -" ^

Oh, you would be honest enough to marry me-'A^n," she cried out bitterly « Vn^,- c
"""^ me—

would attend to all that.X _»°" """ ""' *^°"°"'-

"Stop!" he commanded, standing over her as sheshrank back against the wall. "Do^ou think ?hat Iove you so little that I could- Love ? Is tJ,!fV
kind of love that you have been extoH^; to thVs^s

'»

She covered her flaming face with her hands. « Forgive me, forgive me !

" she murmured, brokenly " 1

1

so ashamed of myself." ^' ^
"™

He was profoundly moved. A creat nitv fnr. l,
swept through him « T sh«7i « V * ^.^ ^ ^"f ugii mm. I shall not come again," he said
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hoar.oljr "Iwillbefair. You are right. You see

rzf^'^*^'*"
'

^'^^ '"• ^ "^-* -* ^°™^ toa
rf.ht w" 'T *° "'^ ^°" *° ^^ ""^ ^'f^- You areright. We would go mad with—»'

"Listen to me, Braden," she interrupted in «strangely quiet manner. « I shaU never ask you to come

jou I will come But you are to impose no condi-
tions You must leave me to fight out my own battle.My love ,s so great, so honest, so strong that it wtnumph over everything else. Listen! Let me say thiso you before I send you away from me to-day. Love
s relentless. It wrecks homes, it sends men to the gal!lows and women to the madhouse. It makes drunkards
suacades and murderers of noble men and women It'causes men and women to abandon homes, childrenhonour- and all the things that should be de^r to trnuIt impoverishes, corrupts and- defiles. It makes cow-ards of brave men and brave men of cowards. Thething we call love has a thousand parts. It has purity

You ha; rl'";* ^T^^
^"^'^' lust- everything

hZT u'yf
°^ ^""^ ^^'^^^ abandoning good huf-bands for bad lovers. You have heard of good mothersgjvang up the children they worship. You have heardof women and men murdering husbands and wives inorder to remove obstacles from the path of love. O^e

position, honour, children.- everything,- to go downinto poverty and disgrace with the man she lovef. Youknow who I mean. She did it because she could nothelp herself. Opposed to the evil that love can dohere IS always the beautiful, the sweet, the pure,- and

oth *t . "? °^ '°"' '^'' '"'•^^ *^^ -o'-W But theother kind « love, just the same, and while it does no
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govern the world, it ii none the lets imperial. What I
want to laj to you is this: while love may govern the
world, the world cannot govern love. You cannot
govern this love you have for me, although you may
control it. Nor can I destroy the love I have'for you
I may not deserve your love, but I have it and you can-
not take it away from me. Some other woman may rob
me of it, perhaps, but you cannot do it, my friend. I
will wait for you to come and get me, Braden. Now,
go,— please go,— and do not come here again until "
she smiled faintly.

He lowered his head. " I will not come again, Anne,'»
he said huskily.

She did not follow him to the door.



CHAPTER XXIX

ANNE left town about the middle of June and did
not return until late in September. She aur-
Pf»«d fe'y one who knew her by going to Nova

Scotia where she took a cottage in one of the quaint old
coa«t towns. Lutie and George and the babv spent the
njonth of August with her. Near the close of their
vwit, Anne made an announcement that, for one day atkast. caused them to doubt, very gravely, whether shewas m her right mind. George, very much perturbed,went so far as to declare to Lutie in the sedusion o^
their bedroom that night, that Anne was certainly dotty.

thfIf ?.-" ?",* °^ ^* "" ™ ^^^^ ^'' <^°"Jdn't. forthe life of him, feel sorry about it!

The next morning they watched her closely, at times
furtively, and waited for her to either renounce the
decision of the day before or reveal some sign that shehad no recollection of having made the astounding state-
incnt at all,- in which case they could be certain thatshe had been a bit flighty and would be in a position to
act accordingly (Get a specialist after her, or some-
thing like that.) But Anne very serenely discoursedon the sweetest sleep she had known in years, and de-
clared she was ready for anything, even the twelve-miletramp that George had been trying so hard to get her
to take with him Her eyes were brighter, her cheeks
rosier than they had been for months, and, to George's
unbounded amazement, she ate a hearty breakfast with
them.

"I have written to Simmy," said she, "and James
421
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ha. posted the letter. The die i« cast. Congratulate
me

!

" But. hang it all," cried George desperately, «

I

itill beheve vou are crazy, Anne, so— how can I con-
gratuJato you ? My Lord, girj "

lie stopped 8hort, for Lutic sprang up from the table
and threw her arms around Anne. She kissed her raT>-
turously, all the time gurgling something into her ear
that George could not hear, and perhaps would not have
understood if he had. Then they both turned toward
him, shming-eyed and exultant. An instant later he
rushed over and enveloped both of them in his long,
strong arms and shouted out that he was crazy too

Anne's letter to Simmy was a long one. and she closed
It with the sentence: " You may expect me not later
than the twentieth of September."

Thorpe grew thin and haggard as the summer wore
away; his nerves were in such a state that he seriously
considered giving up his work, for the time being, at
least The truth was graduaUy being forced in upon
him that his hand was no longer as certain, no longer as
steady as it had been. Only by exercising the greatest
eifort of the will was he able to perform the delicate work
he undertook to do in the hospitals. He was gravely
alarmed by the ever-growing conviction that he was
never sure of himself. Not that he had lost confidence in
his ability, but he was acutely conscious of having lost
interest. He was fighting all the time, but it was his
own fight and not that of others. Day and night he
was fighting something that would not fight back, and
yet was relentless; something that was content to sit
back m Its own power and watch him waste his strength
and endurance. Each succeeding hour saw him grow
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weaker under the itrain. He was fighting the thing that
never surrenders, never weakens, never dies. He was
struggling against a mighty, world-old Giant, born the
day that God's first man was created, and destined to
live with all God's men from that time forth : Passion

Tune and again he went far out of his way to pass
by the house near Washington Square, admittedly sur-
reptitious in his movements. On hot nights he rode
down Fifth Avenue on the top of the stages, and always
cast an eye to the right in passing the street in which
Anne lived, looking in vain for lights in the windows of
the closed house. And an hundred times a day he
thought of the key that no longer kept company with
others at the end of a chain but lay loose in his trousers'
pocket. Times there were when an almost irresistible
desire rame upon him to go down there late at night and
enter the house, risking discovery by the servants who
remained in quarters, just for a glimpse of the rooms
upstairs she had described,— her own rooms,— the
rooms in which she dreamed of him.
He affected the society of George and Lutie, spending

a great deal of his leisure with them, scorning Iv'.nsclf
the while for the perfectly obvious reason that moved
him. Automobile jaunts into the country were not in-
frequent. He took them out to the country inns for
dinner, to places along the New Jersey and Long Island
shores, to the show grounds at Coney Island. Tliere
were times when he could have cursed himself for leading
them to believe that he was interested only in their af-
fairs and not in this affair of his own; times when he
reahsed to the full that he was using them to satisfy a
certain craving. They were riose to Anne in every way •

they represented her by proxy; they had letters from'
her written in the far-off town in Canada; she loved
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talW of h ;«^ ?'"* "^^ ^"^^^ *h«». And theytalked of her,- how thej talked of her

!

^
More than aU else, George and Lutie personified Lov.Thej represented love triumphant over aU Th^, *

S'ft' "7.r'^^; ^'^ *^« o^^ '"^<^ ^^t;z

^::tst:;st-:i^^^
strong and inspiring Hpf^^K ^,

'"'"'^ ''''*^" «"d

ness. !nd he honeltf; tr^dt T^^^ "" *^^'' ^''^P?^"

gave to him. ^ "^ *° ^^^ ^^'"^ ^^' ^^'^t they

He was glad to hear that Georire was ffoJno- ;»*and responsible position in the^JlT^Tu^'^'Z
dollar a vp»r i^iT • *u «. '»"»— a six thousand

company He're^:"
*^ f^ "^ * ^'^ 'manufacturinginpany. He rejoiced not because Geori?e was amntahead so splendidly but becansp Ui. ^ ^ ^** «0'n«

'etter. and. w„„e than .,, eI.o. .he':„7;::tt"C;;i

haste m cxpbdni? in ThorT>,.»« r^-
^* ""

Mjr God! he .h„„t«,, ,„ggi„g ^^ ^j^ ^^j^ ^.^
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ItTn't Jon S °
''"^

r***P *° *^" "^'t «^ thing.

cLv Y^V"* ,S^tr"l' ^' "'^^y.- stark, raving

What the devil are you talking about? »»
ffasnocl

say nothing of his words, which under other circum-stances might have been at least intelligent.

goinfto do?"^'^' ^'^'r "^'^^ '°^- *^-^ «he'sgoing to do? Or maybe you know already. Mavbejou've put her up to this idiotic— Say whit fn^W about it?" He was glar' ^, at i:i^'S The

frlL^ol^" ''' '- ^" ^ -^ --- °^ the c?n!

"In heaven's name, Simmy, cool off! I haven't the

ra;;:rdf''^ °^ ""''' ^°" -' **^^"« '^^-t- wITaJ hal

at "aU °*^Y ^
.^''

^^F^""'^
^'*- ^"^ ^* «>"«*«'* happen

to do it It ^°i
*° '*°P ^^^- She has threatenedto do It before, and now she comes out flat-footed andsays she's going to do it,- absolutely, irrevocably

po^tively. Is that plain enough for you'; Absolutely.'

^^«
Would you mind telling me what she is going to

dus'Tarnidtr
*'^^ ''-'''''' ^"' ->^ ^^« -«*'

thrt^l!!nn
^'°'? *° fl """^^ "^"^ ^^'""^d nickel ofthat money she got from old Mr. Thorpe,- every

craTy BrTdv °W V '° ^°" ^^^^^ ^^^ ^o^' She7crazy. Brady. We've got to put her in a sanitarium-
LookoutV "°" " "' ^^° «^* ^°'^ °f- Hi!

Thorpe had leaped forward and was shaking him
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XiS "^ "' '""'•'"' «« »^" were wide .„d

you to s&y it again—

"

-^ *^** ^ '^'*°*

M " ^YT ',*
~~ "**'"" chattered Simmy. « Lef oo f

"n.Uve''; tt -» " ' '"^ '"^*-'"« """^o" ™-'fn°j

sank into a cha^r .„'7l T.'"
""=" " *" ''"" He

wth an intensity >h.f fi ii
'"™''

' "«— watching

" She tote Co- 1 j^ '^u ""i
^'""^•'' "™-

Lord,., what dd rVwith*^ p""^ ''"".^-''"""y.-
for it later on Irl, u '^™' ""><*• I'U look

docn't matto Z "rf^l "^"'^ '^'^^ word, s„ it

give ,n that Inc' ;:r.rt S"""?" ^7 "•»" *°

about never knowi^n/hf/pi^taX a-heZT^luff .„ her possesion. Absolute idiocW Wantslf'

She-LUer hav ou than a ^T '" """
'^ '" ^°-

I-^ere. .o^ethiVl „::or'"hXhr„7t,ore^^lJ'

^^<s. " "as just occurred to me that rj . iAnne than all the money I've got I ve . "iT ^"'
nnself a thousand tin,es Ind-1^ But that h «'•'"

an to sJasr-il^iTtc Tdii; „r' rdTr™'ni.y money. Whore was P " °'"^^*^"^^- I didn't e«rn

tl>e idea into her head that Ih.' ^^^'-f- «'^<^'« got

vou until she get ri^of thar
"'"' '^'.^^^^^^

gcis rid of that money. Rdief fund!
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Red Cross
! Chadren's Welfare ! Tuberculosis camps

!

All of 'em! Great snakes! Every nickel! Can you
beat it? Now, there's just one way to stop this con-
founded nonsense. You can do it, and you've got to
come to the mark."
Thorpe was breathing fast, his eyes were glowing.

" Bat suppose that I fail to regard it as confounded
nonsense. Suppose—

"

" Will you marry Anne Thorpe if she gives up this
money?" demanded Simmy sharply.

" That has nothing to do with Anne's motives," said
Thorpe grimly. « She wants to give it up because it is
burning her soul, Simmy."
"Rats! You make me sick, talking like that. She

is giving it up for your sake and not because her soul
is even uncomfortably hot. Now, I want to see you two
patch things up, cut out the nonsense, and get married,
-— but I don't intend to see Anne make a fool of herself
if I can help it. That money is Anne's. The house is
hers. The— By the way, she says she intends to
keep the house. But how in God's name is she going
to maintain it if she hasn't a dollar in the world ? Think
the Red Cross will help her when she begins to starve
down there—

"

" I shall do nothing to stop her, Simmy," said Thorpe
firmly. « If she has made up her mind to give all that
money to charity, it is her affair, not mine. God knows
the Red Cross Society and the.Relief Funds need it now
more than ever before. I'll tell you what I think of
Anne Tresslyn's sacri—

"

" Anne Thorpe, if you please."
" She hates— do you hear?— hates the money that

my grandfather gave to her. It hurts her in more ways
than you can ever suspect. Her honour, her pride, her
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thing deeper with her than merl
!!' ' '' '''"'"

H.'7°"/r
''''°"^'" ^'""^^ ^" Simmy, suddenly calmHe leaned forward and laid his hand on TK . 7*i Gu^ ,„ .

*"" liana on 1 horne s knen

h„? » *'"' '"'' y""' "'•» "ill you do for

^ffi^'^v*"' "P '""" ""^ '^"' «"d bogan pacing lh«office. h.s hps comprcs«d, hia eye, lowerrf AtTaftte•topped u front of Simmj.
-at last he

- i "iui:":frL™u7'
' '""" '^" "- " -"- ««"

Simmy glowered to the best of his abilitv « Hyou never asked her to make this saeri£» H.v.
' '

»-er given her a ray of hope on which-" ' ""'

Yes,— I will be honest with you T ««t*.^ u
if she could give it up " ^ ^^^^ ^"""^

.taring m,serably into the eyes .,f his friend
""'

tMngi.n,ess«;'^-„,r:i;r:it^;^^^^^^^^^^^
.he doe, her half, you „„„ ^ y„„„. j ^»«j;;^^^'
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out for her interests now, old chap, and I mean to
see that she gets fair play. You have no right to let
her make this sacrifice unless you are ready to do your
part."

" Then say fo her for me that she must keep the
money, every penny of it."

Simmy was staggered. " But she— she doesn't want
it," he muttered, lamely. His face brightened. « I say,
old boy, why let the measljj money stand in the way?
Take her and the money too. Don't be so darned fin-
icky about—

"

'-' Come, come, old fellow," protested Thorpe, eyeing
him coldly.

"All right," said Simmy resignedly. "I'll say no
more along that line. But I'm going to make you give
her a square deal. This money is hers. She bargained
for it, and it belongs to her. She sha'n't throw it
away if I can help it. I came here to ask you to use
your influence, to help me and to help her. You say
tliat she is to keep the money. That means— there's
no other chance for her? "

" She knows how I feel about it," said Thorpe dog-
gedly.

" I'll tell her just what you've said. But suppose
that she insists on going ahead with this idiotic scheme
of hers ? Suppose she really hates the money and wants
to get rid of it, just as she says? Suppose this is no
part of a plan to reconcile— Well, you see what I
mean. What then? What's to become of her? "

" I don't know," said Thorpe dully. « I don't know.'*
"She will be practically penniless, Brady. Her

mother will not help her. God, how Mrs. Tresslyn will
rage when she hears of this ! Lordy, Lordy !

"

Thorpe leaned back in the chair and covered his eyes
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with h„ hands. Fop « long time he .at thus, scarcclv

^t7',/r'"^.r*^'^'^
'^"^ - perple.it;.

'^

...•H fK rA,
^" *^'"^ *^ ^^" A"»« Tressl^^n Lniless -

said the httle man finally, a queer break inT-"Shp'n a /o.'- a Ui .
^^*-*-^ oreak m his voice.

ShVn, ^ iT ^ T' "^ ^°^- She doesn't whimperShe made her mistake and she's willing to pav ol*couldn't ask more than that of any one ItZ'

unlew she marries some one ehe "

W.U not marr, anj one else," he exclaimed. « What d^

.ing.fi;,t1ef°o^tl;eTlt>''°" ^''
^^
"-"-

Before Thorpe, m whose eyes there was a new and JTperate anxiety, born of alarm. " She waits 1 toarrange matters so that she can begin turnlg oveTthi^

^».ion. r„ have t^Tr Here^t tfieUe^ ji;;

r„l^ • ^•!-
•

^'^'"«^ »"<' ^"«- k-o" every hiniand she .s wnting to her mother, she says Not I -15'

- forS^'T". ''"- '•''- » ""'" *- A, »1— for God's sake, do something! " ^
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CHAPTER XXX

ANNE'S strictest injunction to Simmy Dodge bore
upon the anonymity of the contributions to the
various specified charities. Huge sums were to

be dehvered at stated intervals, covering a period of six
months. At the end of that period she would have con-
tributed the whole of her fortune to charity and, through
Its agencies, to humanity. The only obligation de-
manded in return from any of these organisations was a
pledge of secrecy, and from this pledge there was to be
no release until such time as the donor herself an-
nounced her willingness to make public the nature and
extent of her benefactions. It was this desire to avoid
publicity that appealed most strongly to Thorpe. As
for poor Simmy,— he could not understand it at aU.

Grimly, Anne's lover refused to interfere with her
plans. He went about his work from that day on, how-
ever, with a feverish eagerness and zest, and an exalta-
tion that frequently lifted him to a sort of glory that
he could neither define nor deny. There were moments
when he slipped far back into the depths, and cursed
himself for rejoicing in the sacrifice she was apparently
so willing to make. And at such times he found that
he had to resist an impulse that was almost overwhelm-
ing in its force: the impulse to rush down to her and
cry out that the sacrifice was not necessary

!

Mrs. Tresslyn came to see him shortly after Anne's
return to the city. She was humble. When she was
announced, he prepared himself for a bitter scene. But
she was not bitter, she was not furious ; on the contrary,
she was gentler than he had ever known her to be

431



f
'^« FROM THE HOUSETOPS

"If you do not take her now, Braden." she «aM t«
the cour.e of their brief interview « I do not know whl^wJl become of her. I blame my.elf for evorS ofcourse It was I who allowed her to go into that unhappy business of getting Mr. Thorpel money a„d I«m to blame. I should have allowed her to ma'^ry youin the begmnmg. I should not have been deceived bythe cleverness of your amiable grandfather. But, yousee I counted on something better than this for her 1

d^f 'T "^^ '^' *^°"«^* " ^^"'- th-t »he could oneday have both you and the money. It is a pretty hard

UZ "'*rV''
I --h- to-day. Lifqu^S

thri'~"
"^

^c*
'"""' *° "" '^^ ^" '^diantly happy

this morning. Simmy has arranged for the first in-stalment of five hundred thousand dollars to b^ p "dover to-morrow She herself has selected the securUi sthat are to make up this initial payment. They are

of hir Br.r ?'' ^ ^"°" "^"' " *° ''^^°™^

aburd business is over. You love her and she loves

'

you. Both of you should hate me, but Anne, for one,does not. She is sorrier for me than she is for herself.

si.'iT!^'/"^*''
*° understand one thing, Braden."She lifted her clun proudly. « She may retu™ to me at

!nvfK™'\u^^T
"'"^ " ^'"- S^« ^^*" n^^er want foranything tha I am able to give her. She is my daugh-

ter and- well, you are to understand that I shaU standby her, no matter what she does, r have but one object

wordsT*
*° ''' ^°" *°-^«^-

^ "-d not put it into

luJ It '^f''
" «'*""• ^^^' ""o^th ^"other fivehundred thousand goes. I hope you are happy, Brady '»
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" I hope Anne is happy,»» was aU that Thorpe said in
response.

No word came to him from Anne. She was as silent
as the sphmx. Not a day passed that did not find him
running eagerly,— hopefully,— through his mail, look-
ing for the letter he hoped for and was sure that even-
tually she would write to him. But no letter came.
The only news he had of her was obtained through
Smimy, who kept him acquainted with the progress of
his client's affairs, forgetting quite simply the admoni-
tion concerning secrecy.

Thorpe virtually abandoned his visits to the home of
the young Tresslyns. He had them out to dinner and
the theatre occasionally. They talked quite freely with
him about the aU-important topic, and seemed not to be
unhappy or unduly exercised over the step Anne had
taken. In fact, George was bursting with pride in his
sister. Apparently he had no other thought than that
everything would turn out right and fair for her in the
end. But the covert, anxious, analysing look in Lutie's
eyes was always present and it was disconcerting.
He avoided the little flat in which he had spent so

many happy, and in a sense profitable hours, and they
appreciated his reason for doing so. They kept their
own counsel. He had no means of knowing that Anne
Thorpe's visits were but little more frequent than his.

Anne's silence, her persistent aloofness, began to
irritate him at last. Weeks had passed since her re-
turn to the city and she had given no sign. He had
long since ceased his sly pilgrimages to the neighbour-
hood of Washington Square. Now as the days grew
shorter and the nights infinitely longer, he was con-
scious, first, of a distinct feeling of resentment toward

f
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day. between the black seasons TJ! * ^ ****

hfcn, books failed to hold his aitenTf
*'? ^^"^ **»

hi-. He could not coZniraT^^^^^^^
^""°'^^
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Every minute of JdayTL aTki^/^^ ^"'"«'
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he read; it was on f»,T, r"*'^ ^"^^ ^' *he book,

to; it wV: ZaTd S^'n^^^^^^^^
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Brevoort,heslunkTathertha^^^^^^^^^
i"

''^^ f *'*

until he came to the crlssZTsZ,Vt^^^^^^hved,- in which he once had livid Tf 7 ."^ "''^

for such an adventu^as tir TK " '^
^"^' "^'«^*

people abroad. l^l^eTai: w s^'^^^^^^^^^

upper deck of thJ I T' ^' ^" *^°«« «" the

«u^tilyto1imllf*'Ltneca^dT:^^
which the conductor f.^ !. u • ,

°^^ ^t*''^ ^ith

grandfather's house across the way Tl ^ ?^ ^'
downAfniVa A 1-i

'"'»t"eway. 1 here were lights""*'"• ^ 'o''*"^ '«i-cdb stood in front of the
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houae. He quickened his pace. He did not want to
charge himwlf with spying. A feeling of shame and
mortification came over him as he hurried along; his
face burned. He was not acting like a man. but as a
love-sick, jealous school-boy would have behaved. And
jet all the way up Sixth Avenue to Fifty-ninth Street,—
he walked the entire distance,— he wondered why he
had not waited to see who came forth from Anne's
house to enter the taxi-cab.

For a week he stubbornly resisted the desire to repeat
the trip downtown. In the meantime, Simmy had de-
veloped into a most unsatisfactory informant.' He sud-
denly revealed an astonishing streak of uncommuni-
cativeness, totally unnatural in him and tantalising in
the extreme. He rarely mentioned Anne's name and
never discussed her movements. Thorpe was obliged
to content himself with an occasional word from Lutie,— who was also painfully reticent,— and now and then
a scrap of news in the society columns of the newspa-
pers. Once he saw her in the theatre. She was with
other people, all of whom he knew. One of them was
Percy WintermiU. He began on that night to hate
Wmtermill. Tiie scion of the WintermiU family sat
next to Anne and there was nothing in his manner to
indicate that he had resigned himself to defeat in the
lists.

If Anne saw him she did not betray the fact. He
waited outside for a fairer glimpse of her as she left
the theatre. What he saw at close range from his
carefully chosen position was not calculated to relieve
his mind. She appeared to be quite happy. There was
nothing in her appearance or in her manner to indicate
that she suffered,— and he wanted her to suffer as he
was suffering. That night he did not close his eyes.

•
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K "*
J*?

*^^ *** ***' **••* ^* ''^"W never marry her even

.ng .hcd blindly, tnirting to an uncrt.intv Ih u^a

I«."L"?"^
!•! pitymg .con, for the big, once u«.I«. boy during that long period of dog-lile w'Hhf^no., over the coming, and going, of tl^ gjrf "'f"^-

through which GeorgehXst^^- andVl^T^uand a, finn in hi, weaknc, a, the ^ther had b^„ Sftoo might stand in dark place, and wttch >,:.might .link behind like a thL in tl^n^hf n ,
°°

h« ea.e the condition, would Ef "ve,«d"*He w^H^J Sfighting conviction and not hope, for he h„ ^had but to walk into Anne>. preJTi ."d ,1^!! *!
the ™.pen.e would be over. "^She wa. waitirgtr him
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It was he who would have to iumnder, not the.He fought dcperatcly with himself ; the longing to «ce
her. to be near her, to te.t hii vaunted wlfKrontrol.
never for an mitant lubsidcd. He fought the harder
because he was alway. asking himself why he fou 1.* at
all Why should he not take what belonge<^ fo '..n,?Why should he deny himself happiness when i v.. .«
much to be desired and so easy to obtain?
But always when he was nearest to the bn-u . . noin^

and the rush of feeling was at flood, thero crc-,t^jp »„.'

side him the shadow that threatened his vrv r.i/lP,cf»
and hers. He had taken the life of her htslur I \

\

had no right to her. Down in his heart he knew t!.at
there was no moral ground for the position ]r took
and from which he could not extricate himself. He had
committed no crime. There had been no thought of
himself in that solemn hour when he delivered his best
friend out of bondage. Anne had no qualms, and heknew her to be a creature of fine feelings. She had
always revolted against the unlovely aspects of life, and
all this despite the claim she made that love would sur-

rr* :P^T** ""^°'^ °^ oppressions. What was it

him hold back while love tugged so violently, so per-
sistently at his heart-strings?
At times he had flashes of the thing that created the

shadow, and It wa then that he grasped, in a way, the
true cause of his fears. Back of everything he realised
there was the most un .unny of superstitions. He could
not throw off the fee.ng that his grandfather, in his
grave, still had h,s hand lifted against his marriage withAnne Tresslyn; that the grim, loving old man still re-
garded himself as a safeguard against the connivings
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His common sense, of course, resisted this singular no-

tion. He had but to recall his grandfather's praise
of Anne just before he went to his death. Surely that
signified an altered opinion of the girl, and no 'doubt
there was m his heart during those last days of life
a very deep, if puzzled, admiration for her. And yet
despite the conviction that his grandfather, had he
been pressed for a definite statement would have de-
clared himself as being no longer opposed to his mar-
riage with Anne, there still remained the fact that he
had gone to his grave without a word to show that he
regarded his experiment as a failure. And he had gone
to his grave in a manner that left no room for doubt
that his death was to stand always as an obstacle in the
path of the lovers. There were times when Bradcn
Ihorpe could have cursed his grandfather for the cruel
cunning to which he had resorted in the end.
He could not free himself of the ridiculous, distorted

and oft-recurring notion that his grandfather was
watching him from beyond the grave, nor were aU his
scientific convictions sufficient to dispel the fear that
men live after death and govern the destinies of those
who remain.

But through all of these vain struggles, his love for
Anne grew stronger, more overpowering. He was hol-
low-eyed and gaunt, ravenous with the hunger of loveA spectre of his former self, he watched himself starve
with sustenance at hand. Bountiful love lay within his
grasp and yet he starved. Full, rich pastures spread
out before him wherein he could roam to the end of
his days, blissfully gorging himself,— and yet he
starved. And Anne, who dwelt in those elysian pas-
tures, was starving too

!

Once more he wavered and again he fell. He found

•mw^:



FROM THE HOUSETOPS 439

himself at midnight standing at the corner above Anne's

home, staring at the darkened unresponsive windows.

Three nights passed before he resumed the hateful vigil.

This time there were lights. And from that time on,

he went almost nightly to the neighbourhood of Wash-
ington Square, regardless of weather or inconvenience.

Her saw her come and go, night after night, and he

saw people enter the house to which he held a key,

—

always he saw from obscure points of vantage and with

the stealth and caution of a malefactor.

He came to realise in course of time that she was not

at peace with herself, notwithstanding a certain as-

sumption of spiritcdness with which she fared into the

world with others. At first he was deceived by appear-

ances, but later on he knew that she was not the happy,
interested creature she affected to be when adventuring

forth in search of pleasure. He observed that she

tripped lightly down the steps on leaving the house,

and that she ascended them slowly, wearily, almost re-

luctantly on her return, far in the night. He invari-

ably waited for the lights to appear in the shaded win-

dows of her room upstairs, and then he would hurry
away as if pursued. Once, after roaming the streets

for two hours following her return to the house, he

wended his way back to the spot from which he had last

gazed at her windows. To his surprise the lights were

still burning. After that he never left the neighbour-

hood until he saw that the windows were dark, and more
often than otherwise the lights did not go out until two

or three o'clock in the morning. The significance of

these nightly indications of sleeplessness on her part

did not escape him.

Bitterly cold and blustering were some of the nights.

He sought warmth and shelter from time to time in the
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Dear-by caf&, always reluming to hi. post when the«U became .rres ,tibk. It „, hi, prartice to go tothe cheap and lowly caKs, place, where he wa, notLly

that he might find .olace in resorting to the cun that^.er., but neve, /or ., instant wa. hftempted to'd^tHe was too strong for that

!

Cunositj led him oae night to the restaurant of Jo-siah Wade He did not enter, but stood outside peer-
^g through the window. It was late at night anfoTdWade was closing the place. A young woman whomThorpe took to be his wife was chatting amiably wkb

fail to observe the furtive, shifty glances that Wade

:nLToupL"
""'^' '^^ '"^'^ ''-'-''' - *^^"«

tnn^Th''"'^'
^^'""^ ^^'""'^' **^** *^^ ^'^^t Of Temple-ton Thorpe s money would soon pass from Anne^s hands.A miUion and a half was gone. The time for the last

ZoT.rT T ^i.*PP'°""^^'°«- S^^ ^o»ld soon bepoorer than when she entered upon the infamous enter-

lh^{. . r7""x^ **^" '^"'^•'^ *« ^- '^^ house inwhich she lived. It was not a part of the purchase

TnTfV r.*""*";:^'
^^ *^^ ^"««^° ^^^ ^^ ">ade.and the right to sell it was forbidden her. But pos-sesion of It was a liability rather than an asset. Hewondered what she would do when it can., down to thehouse in which she lived.

« M^r T^ t^f
° he apostrophized himself as follows:

AmL?r ^ V" ?
"°'"'"^ *°^ ^' *his madness?Am I as George Tress yn was. am I no nobler than he?Or was he noble in spite of himself, and am I noble inthe same sense? If I am mad with love, if I am weak
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and accursed by consequences, why should not she be
weaker than I? She is a woman. I am— or was— a
man. Why should I sink to such a state as this and
she remain brave and strong and resolute? She keeps
away from me, why should I not stay away from her?
God knows I have tried to resist this thing that she re-

sists, and what have I come to? A street loafer, a spy,
a sneak, a dog without a master. She is doing a big
thing, and I am doing the smallest thing that man can
do. She loves me and longs for me and— Oh, what
damned madness is it that brings me to loving her and
longing for her and yet makes of me a thing so much
less worthy than she? " And so on by the hour, day
and night, he cursed himself with questions.

The end came swiftly, resistlessly. She paused at
the bottom of the steps as the automobile slid off into
the chill, windy night. For the first time in all his vigil,

he noted the absence of the footman who always ran
up the steps ahead of her to open the door. She was
alone to-night. This had never happened before. Mys-
tified, he saw her slowly ascend the steps and pause
before the door. Her body drooped wearily. He
waited long for her to press the electric button which
had taken the place of the ancient knob that jangled
the bell at the far end of the hall. But she remained
motionless for what seemed to him an interminable time,
and then, to his consternation, she leaned against the
door and covered her face with her hands.
A great weight suddenly was lifted from his soul;

a vast exaltation drove out everything that had been op-
pressing him for so long. He was free ! He was free
of the thing that had been driving him to death. Joy,
so overwhelming in its rush that he ahnost collapsed as
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it assailed him, swept aside every vestige of resistance

— and, paradox of paradoxes,— made a man of him

He was a man and he would— But even as his jaw sel

and his body straightened in its old, dominant strength

she opened the door and passed into the dim hall beyond

He was half across the street when the dooi

closed behind her, but he did not pause. His banc

came from his pocket and in his rigid fingers he helc

the key to his home— and hers.

At the bottom of the steps he halted. The lights ii

the drawing-room had been switched on. The purpose

that filled him now was so great that he waited lonj

there, grasping the hand rail, striving to temper hii

new-found strength to the gentleness that was in hii

heart. The fight was over, and he had won— the mai
of him had won. She was in that room where th(

lights were,— waiting for him. The moment was nol

far off when she would be in his arms. He was suffocat

ing with the thought of the nearness of it all

!

He mounted the steps. As he came to the top, th<

door was opened and Anne stood there in the warn
light of the hall,— a slender, swaying figure in some-

thing rose-coloured and— and her lips were parted ii

a wondering, enchanted smile. She held out her arms tc

him.

THE END






