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THE BRUTE

CHAPTER I

EVERY evening, almost, Donald Rogers and
his wife Edith sat in a plain littie living-

room in their apartment in Harlem, and worked nntfl
ten or eleven o'clock. By that time they were both
ready to go to bed. It was not very exdting. Edith
darned stockings or sewed ; Donald tofled at his desk,
writing letters -going over reports. Sometimes,'
very rarely, they went to the theater. They had
d«»e the same thing for nearly eight years, and to
Edith, at least, it seemed a very long time.

The room in which they sat reflected in its furnish-
ings much of the Kfe these two led. It seemed to
•uggest, in every line, an unceasing conflict between
poverty and ambition— not, indeed, the poverty of
the reallj poor, of those in actual want, but the
poverty of the weU bom, of those whose desires are
forever infinitely beyond their means.
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The fa™ta», to insUBC^ ,„ to th. „H»t part of
tt.t d,.p «d gl«„., v.rirt, h.o«. „ „i„i., ^.yrt tfc. d«,g„ „„ g,^. „ ,^^^ .^, ^^1^^
l»d .tev„ t.,.rf „„« id.j ,u^ ^^
the».«„to„Ji„. Tb.™g.,tt. «.„,„«»..
t™. omntal, ,« .HU of „cdl«,t «,Iori,g, «„ p;,.tam d.„,rf ,„t. i„^ .,I«tio„_^ Jt.^
"*«J. " ••» poMbl. »„d.r tt. Bmiut»B. in>po«d

wproducliooj of etchings by Whi.tfcr.
Th. curtain. „„ inuUHon U«. the o™«„«,t," tb. n«rtd inriution b«,.„, th. «,.Mo„. in tb.M.rm d.«r ,n,iution Sp«Ud. I«lber. TV Uj.not. .f th. ,b.I.™„ .„ i^t.„^_^ f^

L^'" tb. «.,Ut of ,rfn.„,«,t »d „cdl«tUrt.» tb.^ b«rf, h«np«d b, Uck of .Km., onth. oth^ 01. .ff^ ,„ ,^^^^ '

t-»t, dollar «t. of »nin. fu„. o, „p« .f p.„U
.tb.rg«„.connt« price.. Edith, cringmor. .boot
.«ch n»tt.r. th«> he, h«.b«.d. realised thi. not. of
.™tat.on keenly, but fo^rf it ^^ „ti.t^ ^Lve even the d,«I., of ,bat d« „^, j.^^ 4„
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to drop back to another level of existence, and con-
tent herself with ingrain carpets, shiny yellow furni-

ture, and the sort of pictures made of mother of
pearl, which are given away with tea-store coupons.
In her present environment, she chafed— iit the
other, she would have been suffocated.

On this particular night in March, they were at
home as usual. Donald had composed himself at his

desk, hunched over, his head resting upon his left

hand, staring at the papers before him. The only
sound in the room was the ticking of the trading-
stamp clock on the mantel, and the clanking of the
steam pipes. For a long time Donald stared,, and
wrote nothing. Suddenly he turned to his wife.

"For Heaven's sake, Edith,»» he exclaimed im-
patiently, « what»s the matter with those pipes? **

Edith glanced at him, but did not move. She came
back slowly from her land of dreams.

" The janitor has probably just turned on the
steam. It's been off for the past week on account
of the warm weather."

Donald rose, and went nervously over to the radi-
ator under the window.

** I can't write with this infernal noise going pn,»»>
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he grunbfcd. „ h, turned to h« de.k. "WiDith.too cold for jou?"

Wfllrtbe

Oh, no. Vm aied to tf *» «# «.

keenly. * •ewdiing her face

** Anything wrong? -

•*No,»»
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**WhJ," 1m Tcntured hetiUtin^j, ** all the thingi

that make up our life— our home.**

The suggestion was not happy. It was, indeed,

those very things that Edith had been mentally re-

viewing in her inner consciousness throu^out the

evening, and her conchuions had not been in their

faror.

** The steam pipes, I suppose,** she returned scorn-

fully, ** and the price of eggs, and whether we are

going to be able to pay our bills next month or

not**

**Don*t be so unkind, Edith,** said her husband,
with an expression of pain. Her remark had hurt
him, and, although she realised it, she somehow re-

fused to admit to herself that she regretted it.

** It's true, isn*t it? ** she asked.

** Surdy you realize that I am doing the best I
can,** he replied slowly. « I can»t do any more.**

*'Well, suppose I do. Does that make it any
easier? *

She feltl angry and annoyed, first with Donald
because he seemed unable to realise how barren her
life with him was, and then with herself because she

had allowed herself to become involved in this useless

I
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*^i««. Don^W. d.. knew, would dw.j. b. tb.
"»•. I*~hopel«.toexp«tW„.toch«ge,or
to toy. by argument, to make him do so.

"^ you angry becauie I couldnt afford to «t

Thi. friliBg Uck «p« nun', u«iTO«l kdfcf tut•««« . I»Ppi«M „ uiJuppi^ aq«rf. „w,
"PO" lier dothei «m.,rf j,„ ,43, ,„,jj^

'

"2«^^ •*»»». *~ -7 »n. 1«JS

^ • rjgbt to be tired."

-ft.t.Editb.h.fllBrtdw.y.b.th.,,.,.
T«."" Jww 1 un worUng for tlie fiiture."

Mr- H.g.„ picked »p her ..wing ..d r..a„«d he,
•» of p,bent reeigMtiod. - The future i. .W
I«*^T be » old th.t I ,0.^ o.„ ,fc.t^ .,
n*ti I wear."
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** HaTcnH I bad to cndare it aU, m r^ell •• jon?
Don't jou rappoM it Imrti mt not to U aUo to gi?c
jon cTcrjthing you wish f

"

« It»i dilTerciit with a man." She tmiled a trifle

Wtterij, ai she spoke. "You have your business,

your friends, your ambitions. In ten yiars I shaU
be an old woman; you wiU be just ready to enjoy
yourself.**

Donald rose from the desk and began to walk about
the room nervously. He was too sincerely fond of
Edith to want to quarrel with her, and he knew, as
wen as she did, the truth of what she had just said.

After all, he thought, perhaps the woman does hare
the worst of the matrimonial bargain, in eircum-
stuiees, at least, such as those with which he and
Edith were struggling.

** There's nothing I would care about enjoying,
Edith, without you. Surely you know that.**

** I know. It»s very good of you to feel that way.
It»s lack of money, I suppose, after aU, that makes
everything so hard.**

**I can»t do the impossible, Edith. You know
what my income is, and what I have been scraping
and saving for all these years.**

w^
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*• 1V> put ffwj otnt you luMlliUh. world Into that

#w. /•rto.j in W«rt VlrginUu I kuow-Twy
wriL ItirMel.«.,fto„tfc.to»tofMr..Bo«.r.'

1^ tut A. fdt little .,«p.thy for tW. p«t of
her hutUiid*! pUnt, atuj ^^^
**Ym,lhvrt. IkiKmyouluiTeoppotedlt,lmtI

•«eonTi»c«ltl«titi.«g,«,tpropo.itian.
Ih (h.

J«*w. or poMiblj I.M, I «cp«ct to t^higprcHufmmjt Vnt it worth w«ting and MTing

-Idontkaowwhrthwlt&ornot.- Mr..Rogw,'
*«• wmt not aoouragiug. ''mr. jun h m hmg
twNfc rta not lurt but Pd rather l»Te • little bit
more humaii pleMure and enjoymeui a. I go along.
For jears-.eTer since Bobbie wat bom— Pre had
to n»d the wmmer here in thi. wretched, hot place.
It ha«t done me any good It hamt done him
MJgood. rd rather you would pat a little IcM into
the glaM busincM and a h'ttle more in{o your wife»i
and child's health and happineu.*»

Mr. Roger, rtopped in hi. pacing up and down
the room. It wa. clear that hi. wife». remark, had
touched a MuitiTe q>ot.

« Edith.- he exclaimed, "you cannot mean what

t4.
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jottwj. E^rMTthing I h«f» doBt hM bt« for jott
•ndforhim. Bobbie •«!„ to me to b« wdl .iiougl.
Think of the hundwdi of thouMuide of ehildren that
h*Te to ipend the •uinmer in the city. God knowi
rd gite mj life for him, or for you, too, if jou needed
itjifewhatlamdoinr I can't do any more."
-I know it." .aid Edith, with a tigh. -I«,ppo«

Vm very unreawnable, but eomehow my life haa
••emed m empty, all these yeare."

** HaTcnt you ererything you need? **

-ETerythinglneed? Do you think three med.
• day and a place to deep i. everything a womai.
necdir"

•* Many women hare leee."

*•* And many have more. A woman's neede deperd
upon her deeirei, her temperament What may be a
nwewity to one, another would hare no use for.
Some women, down in Tenth Avenue, mi^t think
this Paradise." She looked about the room scom-
ftJIy. « And a lot more, up in Fifth Avenue, would
thmk it- weU- the other place. That's the dif-
ference,"

Donald looked at her curiously, and noted her
flushed face, her heaving breast. These things evi-
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*«% w«e »ery „.r Ur he«t. « »!,..
»«*. Edith? •I,e..kedlrf„dl/

•"

'wlj- launched upon her .™. .
"" ^he

"'.Ji-cotent which LdL^n^r:"^*''™
'"'"t'oHh.ithhiUeri^J'^Kd*"''"

'» ..tiffed .ith tte l?rl ::: '7" "" -

I ««d th„« thing. h"T» ir
"*• ^''° *"

" .ll^br«i.g I^' Sh.'wept«,eroon.wi

•^ with au^ S. h
"^ "»'"''«

He, evidence of feeling both .t.rtl«j „d hart hinHe h«J .upp„«d that .U he, ,„„ „f
", "

>n« had covered . ™- j *"*""* "''I

•tW for .7! 1^ " **' '"*""• H. looI.«
* '*^ moments in surDrise « t

•oprv, Edith »*h^u i ,
"Trae. i am ven

«.» to .po^^rS,""!""
»»'•"-">• lack „,

n>yj.fe.
1 We borne n,y triJ. „d
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done my duty aa best I could, and I expect you to
do the flame. If we have not money, and all the
pleasures and luxuries it brings, we at least have
health and our dafly bread, and above aD, our little

boy. We ought to be very thankful.'*

" Do you suppose for a moment that I^ not ap-
preciate Bobbie? He is the only thing that keeps
me here.**

The troubled look on Donald*8 face grew deeper
as he answered her, and with it came an expression
of al^ He had never doubted Edith's love for
him, And her words were a great shock.

** The only thing that keepii you here! *» he cried.
" Is your love for me of no importance to you? *»

Edith surveyed the plain, poorly furnished little
room with ifl-concealed dislike. "This sort of
thing," she said bitterly, «doesn*t offer much for
love to feed upon.**

** Edith
!

You surely do not realize what you are
•»ying. To hear you talk, anyone might suppose we
were on the point of going to the pooihouse.**

« It couldn*t be worse. Vm tired of it, and I can»t
help saying so. I suppose you will thmk me very
ungrateful, but I can't help it. We never have any
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Wiwed in me? » «"•'»— tlat you

No- nothmg th.t ,ou could do » «L ^

«o,» the replied. «*Tf :^»* •

Donald left her abruotlv r«j „ ii..

desk, began to fu»K]
' *^* °^" *<> «»*

firan to fun.ble nervously with the paper, on
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it. It hurt him to the depths of hi« nature to be
obliged to refuse Edith thi. request; indeed, what
•he had asked he had already himself thought of, and
been forced to conclude that, much as he wanted to
give b- and Bobbie this pleasure, he could not do
It He turned to her with a nervous twitching of
the mouth, which had of late become characteristic.
« Eyery year, Edith." he said, « we have this dis-

cussioB. Your mother and sister have no responsi-
bilities. They can give up their rooms at the board-
ing house and go to the country without adding a
doUar to their expenses. You cannot do that. It
wJl cost a hundred dollars a month, at least, ^or
your expenses and Bobbie's, to say nothing of the
extra expense of my taking my meal, at restaurants.
I can't afford it this year, Edith. I wish I could,
but I can't."

« Why can't you? " Her tone was aggrieved-
aJmost defiant. «I. business .0 bad? I thought
thmgs had been so much better this month."

"It's the glass plant, Edith. We are having a lot
of trouble. It takes eveiy cent I can scrape to-
gether to meet expenses. We are a new concern.
Our good, are not known. Competition is severe.
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•-to «, ,t BOW. SoTdy y«, c« .U»d „, ^,

mow money, too, for Uatmatto"
"Edith!"

J»u „« a poop m.n wha I ,n»rnea ,ou. Well«PP«eIdid. Idida^ndodpovert/t^J^t

e«y nu worn off, you get wrt of tiwd of it

^ td t" "" '"* •* "-^ '~» «»«.

«;^ .ter""'"**"• "^""-»''«««.

" ^ *«'*« why you Aould complain, if I don't."
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aid Donald wearaj. « Pm wrry we haren't more
money, on your account and on my own, aa well.

There are many things I should like to do."

« Oh, you're a man." Edith flung herself across
the room and hegan turning over the sheets of music
upon the piano. « If you have a couple gf new suits
of clothes a year and can smoke the kind of cigars you
like, you don't bother your head if some other man
has a dozen suits and keeps a valet. It's different
with a woman. Home-made dresses, dollar corsets,
riding in surface cars, seem mighty hard, when you
see other women in their autos, their Russian sables,

their Paris gowns— women who spend more money
on their dogs every month than I have to spend on
Bobbie. It's a thousand times harder for a woman
to be poor than it is for a man. Most men don't
know it, but that doesn't alter the fact— it's true,
just the same."

She suddenly sat down at the piano, and after
striking a few discords, began to play the "Jewel
Song" from "Faust "in a rapid tempo.
Donald followed her with his eyes. " It seems to

me," he said gravely, « that when a man wants to do
so much for his wife and realizes that he can't it's
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the hardest of all— much harder than doing without
things jourgelf."

Edith did not speak for several moments.
" I don't wonder Marguerite was tempted by the

jewels, and aU that,»» she remarked, presently, then
concluded her playing with a series of crashing
chords, and rose from her seat with a harsh laugh.

** Edith, I wish you wouldn't say such things.*'

"Why shouldn't I? Perhaps they are true. How
do you know that I am not being tempted, too? I
suppose, if the devil were to come along and offer me
a million or two, I'd run away with him without
stopping to pack my trunk." She resumed her chair,

and picked up her sewing again. " Go on with your
writing, Donald. I'm sorry this discussion came up.
It hasnt done a bit of good. I suppose you think
me heartiess and unkind. I can't help it. I'm not
the first woman who has found married life a harder
road than she had anticipated."

She bent over her sewing with a sense of anger and
annoyance with herself for having entered into such
a purposeless discussion. Donald sat down at his

desk and again took up his work. Only the ticking

of the clock and the scratching of his pen broke the



THE BRUTE
j,

heavy sOeoce. Life had one* m«.-*juc ama once more resumed ita mo-
notonoot proceuion.

After .fang tioK. Edith p«t .,.y h„ «rtw, «d

te bri .t t« ,.d«k b««« tt.„ ,„ .„^^
flll^T"***' Sl«g.ti.t.Ud„d««J•"I*™. £„ „ k„„,. Th« ri,. M ^
"<»>»W »•• rtiJl writing.

*^



CHAPTERn

WHEN Donald Rogen left his apartment in

One Hundred and Tenth Street the next

morning, he had an unaccountable feeling that some-

thing out of the ordinary, something of a nature un-

foreseen and menacing, would occur to him before the

day was over. Being of a somewhat matter-of-fact

turn of mind, however, he laughed at his frars, and
attributed them to a slight attack of the great

American disease, brought on by over-much smoking.

Perhaps, had he been a Frenchman, and a magpie or
a hare had suddenly crossed his path, he might have
been tempted to take off his hat to the one, or to bow
politely to the other; as it was, he put forebodings

out of his mind, as unworthy a practical man of af-

fairs. The uncomfortable feeling persisted, however,
in spite of his optimistic efforts to Cbcape from it

in the depths of his mommg paper, all during the
long ride down-town in the subway, and was forgot-

ten only in the complexities of his morning's mail.
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ih, ...h. brf.„. wkid. ,„ u,. r«a „„. ., ii.^pm«0». fc. |«I Pdigioody p„t „, ., fci, ^^

ifntabat, ,Iu«h would Mon U forgotta.

E4U. ^p^ ^a Bobbfc, who Ud . h.Wt ,;•wdMung «a»„l„t qu.™iou, «rf diBodt to pk,«Her B«««. h«l b«, «„„, i, . ,rifc ji^

I»«d. «d A,mi.«d the u-tfa, ,^ ji..^
He qiat tie for«oon b».a, oecnpirf u, hj,

^. It w„ .0, ™eh of „ offlc „ „d. thing.
«. « N« York, bring „„.!, .^ p„.„^ ^^"«|a 1..;,., .nd Iigh.„ ^ ^j^j.^ „^ ^^ ^"*«i for .n the ,«d. of hi. b«dn«., whid. w„
**»t of • conraWng n«hamcal CTginwr

1^ im.« room, which »« tl« .nuiDer of the two.«"rf to «civ. hi. di«,t., of wkich there w«. „.t
".«.y; the onte, cont«-n«I the draughting table, .ndi» «.»t«,t. Yet, ™j,^ p,^ „ th... „^««. they reflected to . „T,ri.h,g ext«,t the d»r. •

"

•cterofthen,... The.* were no .,t«„pt. .t d.«.

1-
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ration; no oonccttiont to any •.nt, of the artirtie-
•rerjthing wm pWn. .olid, durable, honest, like the*
manhimidf. Only the photographi of Edith, hie
infe. and Bobbie, hi. little boy, in a .ilrer fnune upon
the llat.topp«l oak deek, b-poke the .entiaent whieh
wa. w deq> and vital a part of Donald Boger.» na-
ture.

Exietence had not dealt over kindly with tUe
de««,dant of thi dour land of WaUace and Bruce,
buj he met it with high courage, and head up, a.
brfttedoneofhierace. Bom in a .mij town along
the upper reache. of the Hudwn, he h& known th.
loTe of a father only long enough to clutch hi. finger,m the flr.t futile effort, to face the world upon
two feet, inetead of on aU four. , the mother, however,
had .urvived longer, and it wa. to her that Donald
owed the .turdy le«on. in the eternal rightneuVof
thmg. that underlay and governed aU hi. action..^
He wa. .ixteen when she wa. laid be.ide her long-

expectant hu.band, and Donald, her only chiW, went
out into the world with a very .maU patrimony and
• very great grief. Yet thi. .weet-faced woman,
locked in her long leaden .leep. wa. not 'de«l, her
f«th, her courage, her high ideal., lived and bi^iiied
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''""'• "^ •«* ""rf- Bf. hot A«rd i. «™,
«y. howmt difht, thd, purifying^^
w.th«.t

. «I1.„ rfuc.««, , hi. ™, drteminrf t. f.1.^h» f«.W^ -«h ».. ..d. with «Ap„^

.Ten** ^T """' "^ *^ "«*«"i»« "»«

«»~. J-rtl, b««,„ hi, «riy rf^y^ ^^ ^^
"«wh.t »«o«pkt.. p»tly «rt,g to th. .««dtT

™t: "'?^
"^"^ ""^ "-^t -«.y'

-h. TOt Jo,w. f pi«» out th. b^sa^t. ./ hi.
•nrflaJi.nUncMdmriitidnhin.df.

Thi.h.did
hy *»« *«Wkti,«—rk .t .%fat, it .„ h«rt »
«>•W bat Ux «p,rien« helprf him in hi. pw<«»». At t««t,.t,. 1« ,„ .„^^
!»«•«! th«.. with hi dipl<»., «mrtit«trf hi. rt«k

fl^' '*''°" »i«' which to win f«n. «4.

Kve^ of employment in «,bo«Jin.te poriUon.Wnot «ly gi™, him practice .xp.ri«.„. but hi^tau^t hm. the fntiBt, of .xp«>ting the rfo«men-
honJd f«e ud fortune whO. working on . «l„y.
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hit courage, hia Mvingi uid tomt steaneh bnniMM
fritnds dl favored the i(ka of laanehing out for him-

•df. The rsiolta had been eneooragbg; ha now,

after eight jean, had a mibstanUal, if fmaU, prac-

tice, and an unihaken belief hi huneelf and hb future.

It waa about the thne he first opened hia oOce aa

conmiHhig engineer that he had met Edith Pope, and
thej were marri^ within a year. She waa a girl

of unusual beauty, and through both bheritance and
training quite his opposite. Perhapa it was because

of this that she had attracted him.

Her father had been a real-esUte dealer, and
through his ability and industry had made during
his somewhat short business career a large incmne.

His wife, on the other hand, had shown such ability

and industry m spending it that, when he died, which
he did about the tune that Edith was just entering

her teens, he left only enough to provide a meager
living for herself, her mother and her sister Alice,

two years her junior. Mrs. Pope had never been able

to accustom herself to the Mow; she lived in a con-

stant atmosphere of past glories and was never tired

of recounting to her daughters all the comforts she

had enjoyed when her « dear J. B.,*» as she mourn-
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Mij dMigiuted her deeeMcd bttttr h«l/. wm aliv..
N«Ter ft <U7 poswl. but Edith and her ilrter were
warned agamet the erfl. wd duigere of marrjing •
man without monej; to some extent it migfat haTe
•n>itred that Mr.. Pop. hoped to regain, through
the matnmonial auceeeeei of her daugfatere, thoee
hixurie. of exietence which the fondly beliered were,
to her, atMolute neceMitiee.

Whether or not her children paid any lerious at-
tention to her adrice it would be difflcult to say ; pei^
hape the best answer to the question lay in the' fact
that, when Edith met Donald in the boarding-houae
on Tenth Street, which wae for the time being their
mutual home, .he etraightw.y fefl head oyer heel, in
love with him. and married him before the year wa.
out, in .pite of her mother*, .trenuou. objection..
That wa. eight year. ago. and. if Edith Roger, wa.
not entirely reconcfled to living in a Harlem flat
•nd doing her own houwswork. .he at leaet found a
iMge meaeure of compenwition in her little boy. Bob-
Ke. who wa. now .ix. and a darting, a. even hi.
grandmother wa. forced grudgingly to adroit. Her
a.Mnt wa. grudging becauM Mr.. Pope had never
forgiven her .on-in-law for depriving her of her
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daughter ; one matrunonial asset thus rudely snatched

away forced her to concentrate all her hopes upon
Alice, and that young lady, at the age of rising

twenty-six, had begun to show signs of extreme

restiveness, possibly due to an inward conviction that

even a Harlem flat and a four-by-six kitchenette pos-

sesses some advantages not to be found in boarding-

houses of the less-expensive variety, and that a real

live man with a living income is better than an old

maid's dreams of a possible, but hitherto undisclosed,

millionaire. Emerson Hall, a friend of Donald's,
whom she had met a few months before, assisted her
greatly in arriving at these not unusual conclusions.

It was long after one o'clock when Donald Rogers,

absorbed in a problem of power transmission, be-

thought himself of luncheon. One was his usual

hour; he dropped his calculations, seized his hat, and
and in a moment was threading his way through the

never ending throngs of lower Broadway, on his way
to a little chop house in John Street, long famous for

its English mutton chops and cream ale.

As he came abreast of the Singer Building, he felt

someone grasp his arm from behind and heard a
cheery voice, with a famih'ar ring about it^nalling to

r
f
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^j^ He tu^ed and looked into the ha„d.on,e,

«^g face of a tall bronzed man, ,ho.e co.tun,mica ed clearly that he hailed fron, the West.
Billj West !

» he exclaimed, «ippi„^ T
comer', hand joyfully «wC ^. "*^"

At^ * a i ^' ^^*'® **» «»rth did you

«a« 1 m just on my way »»

ower. Hope you like it better than

„ .

--•

^
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doing laboratorJ work down in Jersey. Ought to be

wonderful opportunities for a man, out there." He
paused for a moment, thoughtful. "You know I

always used to say, when we were in college, that I

meant to go West some day. I»ve never got there,

though. New York has become a habit, I'm afraid.

Can't seon to break away from it."

West looked at* his friend with a faintly quizzical

smile, and hesitated for a moment, as thou^ he al-

most feared to tell the other what had come into his

mind. Then he leaned across the table, and his face

suddenly became grave. « Don," he said earnestly,

** the luck Fve had out there has been so wonderful,

so afanost unbelievable, that, even though it happened

nearly two years ago, I still can hardly realize that

it»s true."

** Strike a gold mine? " inquired Rogers, with a
laug^

** That's exactly what I did do,^d believe me,

Don, it*a some mine. We capitalized it last year at

a million, of which yours truly owns half, and it paid

over five per cent, from the start. I havent got used

to figuring up my mcome yet, but jutt at present I

think it's running pretty close to thirty thousand a
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year, and more coming.** He leaned back in his
<A«ir with a satisfied smile. « I'm vice-president of
tte concern. The Lone Star mine, it»s cafled, up on
the lattle Ash river; but I haven't anything much
to do with the management— leave aU that to the
Boston crowd that put in the money. They're a fine,
coMervative lot of feUows, with plenty of experience,
and I know my interests are perfectly safe in their
hands. So you see, rm a sort of a gentleman of leis-
ure just at present, with plenty of money to spend,
and nobody in particular to spend it on, so I thought
Id take a run down to little old New York and putma year or so getting acquainted with some of my
old friends. I was on my way to my lawyers, as I
-aid, when I met you, and, after attending to a Kttle
matter of business, I was coming right up to your
office to see you. I looked up your address in the
telephone book."

Donald, who by this time had succeeded in digest-
»g this remark^le piece of news, reached across the
table and took his friend's hand. « BiDy," he said
inth a look which left no doubt as to the sincerity of
his feehngs, « congratuUtion. from the bottom of mv
heart.** ^
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"Thanks, old man. I knew you would be glad to

know about mj good luck.'» He atUcked the chop,
which the waiter set before him with a flourish.
"And now teU me about yourself. How»s your wife,
and the boy— it was a boy, wasn't it? The happy
event occurred just before I went West, and I»m not
exactly jure.»» He flashed on Rogers one of those
brilliant smfles wl|ich had always made him loved by
both sexes, and particularly the one in petticoats.
« Edith is very weD, and the boy is fine. I don»t

wonder you did not remember. They wiU be de-
lifi^ted to see you. Why not come up to dinner to-
night We can't offer you a feast, but you won't
mind taking pot luck."

"Wen, I should say not. I was hoping you would
ask me. You can't imagine how lost I feel in this
town. I tuppose it would be different if I had any
famfly, but you know I haven't even a second cousin
I can can my own. Pve often thought of you and
Edith. You know that she might have been Mrs.
West, once, years ago, if you hadn't stepped in and
taken her away from me. Pd have been jealous of
anyone but you, Don, but I guess the best man won."
He laughed with a hearty frankness, and took up his
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mug of ale. "Here'g to the joungster. May he
live long and prosper."

Donald drained his glass. « I suppose jou will

be busy for a couple of hours," he said, « with your
legal matters. Why not come up to mjjoBr'* when
you get through --Pm in the Columbia Buu-^g,
you know— and weTl go up town together? »»

" 111 do it. We can stop at my hotel on the way,
and give me a chance to clean up a bit. I only got
in this morning on the sleeper, you know, and I feel

a bit grubby.**

Some half-hour later they were making their way
slowly toward Broadway. ** What a great town it

is, after aU!*» remarked West, as they turned the
comer at John Street. « Every time a fe^ow goes
away for a few years they seem to build it all over
again before he g«ts back.** He turned to look at
the towering mass of the Singer Building. " That's
a new one on me. Wouldn't it make some of my
friends back in Colorado have cricks in their backs? **

"It is a wonderful city,** replied Rogers grimly.
•* I don*t think I should ever care about living any-
where else, but the man who wins out in it has got to
deliver the goods. Big as it is, there is no room ia
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it for fdluw,.« He wared his hand to Wert •. the
latter turned into WU Street « Sec jou •i.,und
four-thirtj. Solong.»»

•*nibethere. Wait for me if I'm . Httle late,**
wa. the replj, a« the two separated.
Donald went back to hi. plain little ofBce and hi.

power.tran.mi..ion problem with a curiou. feeling
ofiutaity. mrteenjear. of hard work had given
Jum but httle more than the right to fight that nerer
ce«.mg batUe with the grim city which could excu.e
•»ythmg but failure. We.t- plea«,re-loving Bffly
Wert- who from hi. frchman day. had looked upon
the world a. little more than an ama«ng joke, iad
by one rtroke of fortune suddenly found aO the
plea«w», .n the luxurie. that life contained, at hi.
feet. He did not envy We.t thi. good fortune, he

Edith, and theur little up-town flat, and a. her tired
face ro^ befo^ him he «.frered the pang, of that
greatert of afl form, of poverty, the inability to do
(or thoM we love.
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•

DCJRING the year that preceded her mar-
riage to DonaM Rogeri, Edith had seen a

great deal of BiDy West, and had liked him more
than anyone except herself had realized. His was
a personality, indeed, to compel the admiration of
women. TaU, good-looking, of a reckless and laugh-
ter-loving type, he naturally appealed to that pe-
culiar chord in the feminine makeup which responds
w readfly to the CavaKer in the opposite sex, while
paying scant attention to the sturdy adherence to
duty characteristic of his Roundhead adversary.
For this reason, it is probable that, at one period of
Donald's courtship, she would have Ustened more
kindly to the love-making of his friend, had the lat-
ter, mdeed, seen fit to make any. That he did not
was due to no Quixotic sense of friendship for
Donald, but to a very real and honest belief on his

part that marriage on the slender pay of an assistant

chemist was not for one of his type, an opinion in
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which he wu entirely correct. Therefore he bad
hidden hii love, which wm in truth • real and lasting

one» beneath hie cardeH laughter, and bad gone to

Colorado when the occasion offered, neither heart

whole nor fancy free, but just as determined to make
much money with the utmost quickness as though
be and Edith Pope had never laid eyes upon each
other. After all, be and Edith were very much
*like. They belonged to that class which demands
of life its luxuries afanost before its necessities, and
it is a curious fact that they nearly always get them.

After eight years of married life, Edith Rogers,
busy with her child, her household cares and the

various complexities of domesticity, had forgotten

her husband's friend as completely as thou^ he had
never come into her life at all. He, on the contrary,

had thought of her continually, for his life in the

West had been too keenly devoted to business to leave

either timo or opportunity for dalliance with the

opposite sex. Hence the memory of his first and
last love had not been effaced by the passage of

time, but remained in his heart as a sweet and pleas-

ing memory, gathering increased strength from the

years as they rolled swiftly by. It should not be
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mfcrrsd from thii, however, tlwt Wflluun Wett had
the alightcst thought of ever Rnewing hit ooortdiip

of Edith, nor that she had become Donald Rogen*
wife. Hie love for her was like a pleaMnt recollec-

tion, a package of old letters, a book read Ikd
doMd forever. For aU that, he waa codsdoiu of
a qaeer feeling in the region of hie heart as he fol-

lowed Donald into the tiny living-room of the Rogen'
apartment in Harlem.

Mn. Rogers had not been apprised of her hus-
band's intention to bring a guest home for dinner,

least of all so unexpected a one as Billj West The
reason for this was that the Rogers' apartment
boasted no telej^wne. The servant proUem they
had solved by the simple expedient of not keeping
any. Hence it was that West's first glimpse of the
Edith of his dreams was of a tired little woman,
flushed from her efforts over the gas range, and in

BO sweet temper with her husband for having taken
her unawares and at such st disadvantage. It is

a fact worthy of record, however, that West found
her, in this homdy garb, more humanly delightful

and attractive than would have been the case had she
spent hours of preparation at her toilette taUe. He
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hwl ben UTing for Are jt^n among men who found
women more attraethre aa helpmatea than aa oma-
mente, and ahe appealed to him aoeordingly. Aa
for Donald, no thought erosaed hi* mind that these
two were, or ever had been, anything more to each
other than the beet of frienda.

" BiDy!" Mre. Rogers had gasped aa she came
into the room to greet her husband on his arrival,

•nd had thus, by using Lhe old familiar title, estab-
lished a footing between them that somehow refused
to return to the more formal one of " Mrs. Rogers -

and « Mr. West." After aU it was of no great im-
portance— BiDy and Edith they had always been
to each other, and BiUy and Edith they remained.
Donald, if he noticed it at all, was glad of the fact
that his wife and his old friend liked each other so
well The meeting became a little reunion, in the
pleasure of which Mrs. Rogers soon forgot iier plain,
cheap house-gown and her flushed face, and entered
into the spirit of the occasion with an unwonted
gayety. She was a beautiful woman, in spite of her
twenty-eight years; perhaps it would be more cor.
»ct to say because of them, for while at twenty she
had been exceedingly pretty, it was Uttle more than
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• joathful proniw of what the had noir beeoiM.
Her grandmother had been a Soathern woman,

and a noted beauty in thoee maeh talked of dayi ** be-
fore the war,»» and whether thie lady's beauty had,

«• time paMcd, taken on added glory, like moat
other things of that haDowed period, certain it is

that Edith Rogers had recdtcd from some source
a priceless inheritance as far as the perfection of
her figure or the beauty of her coloring was con-
cerned. Perhaps it was some forgotten strain of
Irish Uood that was responsible for her deep Tiolet

eyes and her dark chestnut hair, althou^ her dusky
complexion belied it.

West observed the change which the years had
made in her, at once, and complimented her on it.

** I hare never seen you look so well,»» he said, as he
grasped her hand. «*You were a rosebud when I
went away, now you are an American beauty.** It
pleased her mi^tfly, for she felt that he meant it,

and, like most married women, she heard few com-
pliments from her husband. Mrs. Pope, her mother,
never lost an opportunity to tefl her that with her
looks she could have married any man she pleased,

but she paid no attention to remarks of this nature.
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knowUif M the did that her mother wm onlj trjiaff

to hit, indinetly, at Donald, whom iht afftetdl not
toHkt.

8ht hum from Wctt*f roiot that he wm Ttrj glad
to fee her, and after aU these jeari, when he graq>ed
her hand, and prcffcd it in hit itrong, Arm grip,

•he felt the old familiar shock, the ecneation of glad-

BCM for she knew not what, that ahnost took her
breath awaj. It hud always been that waj with

him. He was reiy different from Donakl in many
ways, for, while Donald was serious and earnest and
ery conscientious. West was always merry and gay
and careless, never seeming to worry about money,
although his income, at the time of her marriage, had
been smaller eren than Donald's.

There was something about him that always at-

tracted women. She felt this whenever she was with
him, yet it did not come from any appreciation
of his character, or his mind, for she knew very lit-

tle about either. There was some scrt of psychic

magnetism about the man, some vibrating sense of
physical vitality, which she felt whenever she was
near him. His mere presence made her strangely

sHent and in a way afraid, yet, whatever it was
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tut aht fMnd, it at tht mum time attracted

hw, and made her eorrj when it had passed. She
had nem felt that waj with Donald, althoogfa al-

waji ehe had liked to be with him, for somehow she

felt more comfortable and sure, and could talk things

oTer better, and plan out the future. She \uA not
thought much about the future when she was with

West— there did not seem to be any need for a
future— the present had been aU she had desired,

but that she had desired Tery much. All this had
passed, years afo, but stm it came back to her, in a
measure, when she thus first met him agam.
He looked at her, in that curiously intimate way

he had, and eren his smile made her "wppy. She felt

his glance sweep over her face, her whole body, and
ahnost embrace her in its pleasant radiance— it

thrilled her, yet she ahnost resented the way in which
it left her helpless and confused. In a moment he
had looked beyond her, at Donald, and was making
some laughing inquiry about their boy— and then

she felt sorry and wanted him to look at her again.

Mrs. Pope had taught her daughters many things,

but cooking was not one of them. Edith had been

forced, like many another married woman, to learn
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it in the school of hard practical experience, and, to

her credit be it said, she had learned it surprisingly

well. She excused herself after the first greetings

had been said, added an extra dish to the partially

prepared meal, and hastened to her room to change

her dress. Of West's new. fortunes she as yet knew

nothing; it was to the man that she wanted to ap-

peal, to the old friend, before whom her natural

woman's vanity made her wish to appear at her best.

When she served the dinner half an hour later, it

was in a light-green pongee that seemed to West
a triumph of the dressmaker's art. As a matter of

fact she had made the dress herself, but it would

have taken a far worse costume to have spoiled the

lines of her superb figure, or dulled the sparkling

mobility of her face.

Donald, with a father's pride in his boy, dug out

Bobbie from the recesses of his mother's room, and

brou^t him to West to be admired. He was a
manly little fellow, with a large share of his mother's

good looks, and West took him upon his knee, won-

dering inwardly if he would ever have a son of his

own to inherit his newly acquired fortune.

To the boy he told stories about the Indians that
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made the joungater open his ejei very wide indeed,

and Uncle Billy, m We»t admunished him to caU
him, became at once a very important personage in

his childish eyes.

It was when dinner had progressed to the stage

of the salad that Donald mentioned the^atter of

West»s sudden rise to fortune. « Billy had made a
ten-strike in the West,»» he remarked to his wife.

" Discovered a gold mine."

"HeaDy!" Edith laughed. ** Is there any gold
in it? Ahnost all the gold mines I ever heard of
were lacking in that important particular."

** This one wasn't." Donald looked at West and
Uughed. "BiUy tells me it's made him worth half a
million."

Mrs. Rogers gasped, then turned to her guest.
** You are not in earnest? " she inquired wonderingly.

«* Half a minion?"

« About that," said West< trying to look as if he
were speaking of the price of a new hat, or some-
thing equally unimportant.

«*But you— you don»t seem a bit excited about
it, or anything." Mrs. Rogers* own eyes were big

with interest. ** I should think you would be simply
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overcome. I know I should. Half a milUon !
** She

glanced unconsciously about the poorly furnished

little room and sij^ed. Donald noticed it; her

thdughts, for the moment, had been his own.

** I was excited enou^ when I found it,** remarlrad

West with a chuckle. ** It came like a snowstorm in

August Last thing in the world I had expected—
at least just then.**

" I suppose you just stood up and shouted,** uad

his hostess.

« No, I didn't. I lit my pipe. I didn't want the

rest of the bunch to know about it."

« Tell us the whole story.** She was as interested

as a child. Half a million dollars sounded Uke such

a rast amount of money. All her life she had imag-

ined what she would do if she were only rich. 1^
had often thou^t it all out, in her day dreams—
how she would give her mother so much for the trip

to Europe that she was always talking about, and

her sister so much more for the diamond necklace

she wanted, and have an automobfle and a place at

the seashore and many other things. She had an

exalted opinion of wealth and its possibilities ; if she

had known any wealthy people she would probaUj
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haye foond them yery much like everyrae dae, com-

plaining about the price of beef, and the difficulty of

keeping one** servants and paying one's bills. She

believed that it was not what one has, but what one

has not, that counts. Tlie sound of West's voice in-

terrupted her thoughts.

'* There isn't much to telL I was on my vacation

at the time, and there were about a dosen of us,

camping up on the Little Ash river. There hadn't

been any gold found in that section, before that, but

I was' always looking out for it— you see I had

studied the formation up that way the summer be-

fore, and I was certain the rock was there. The

boys used to make a good deal of fun of me, poking

about with my geologist's hammer, instead of fish-

ing or the like. It was the last day of our stay, I

remember, and we had already begun to get our

things toir*ther, in readiness to break camp in the

morning. I had strolled up tae river a few hundred

yards, feeling a little disappointed at going back to

Denver without; even a piece of iron pyrites, when

I noticed a sort of whitish streak in the rocky bank

just a little above where it rose from the edge of the

river. It was mostly covered with underbrush and
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thick bnahei, and I wonder that I mw it at aU. I

elimbed down and took a good look, and then I jnrt

•at down on a rock and got out my pipe and had a
good imoke.^ I felt somehow as though a new life

had begun for me» and I wanted time to think things

out After a while I broke ofF a few samples of the

quarts— it was a beautiful outcropping, with a pay
streak in it as thick as your two fingers— and I

stowed them away in my pocket and strolled back to

camp as though nothmg had happened. One of the

boys said, as I came up, *Find your gold mine
yet? » and laughed. « Ye«,» I said, * and it's worth
a million.' They all laughed, for they thought I

was joking, but I felt my bits of quarts in my pocket

and said nothing. We got back to town the next

afternoon and I had made my assays before I turned

in that night."

** And then you knew? ** she asked eagerly.

** Yes. I staked out my claim very quietly. Of
course I gave up my position the next day. After

I had had the claim registered, I went to see a man
in Denver that I had come to know pretty well— he

was the representative of a wealthy crowd in Boston
who dealt extensively in mining properties, and I
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tokl him what I had. I won't bother jm with the

details. We formed a companj, and they gave me
half of the etock and made me vice-president, and

then we started in to work the claim* In nx months

we had got m our stamping mills and were taking

oat ore. The rock got better, as we w^t into the

hill, and we began to pay dividends almost from the

•tart. There isn't any of our stock for sale now.

I don't have much of anything to do with the man-

agement It's in good hands, and last month, when

I saw that everythin<r was working smoothly, I made

up my mind *'* conn jtst, and look up some of my
old friends." He gk^oed at Donald as he said this,

and then at Edith, and she felt smnehc- that he

wanted her to feel that it was she that he meant.

She began to see, tiiat very evening, something of

what it meant to have so much money that it was not

necessary to think about how one spent it. When
West suggested, after dinner, that they all go to the

theater, she said at cause that it was too late— that

they would never be able to get tidcets at that hour.

It was then dose to eight o'clock, but West laughed,

and said he would see to the tidcets, so she put on

her hat and they went.
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Aftar AD, wwMfhing dM in life— loiBetlimg deeper

ud more tHaI in the aarriiige idatumdiip, eone-

thing that ihe had mifiedr Why wae H that Don-
ald's prceenee^ hia touch, hie look even, gate her no
iiieh glow of happineee aa she had nddenlj found

with this man who had been a stranger toiier for so

manj jears? It was wrong, die knew, but dearly

there was something laddng. Bobbie, waking fret-

folly, brought her to a sadden sense of the realities

of fife. She got op and plaoed an extra cover over

him, and when die had oooe more snooesded hi p«t-

tmghhn to sleep her qucstioiis seemed for the time

bcbg answered.



CHAPTER IV

WEST fpent the next few dayi in g^Vdng

eonlorUUj located in Nev York, laying in

• Mpply oi new dothes, and purdiasing an automo-

bile. Hii Hfe in CUorado had been mnifiiany eiin-

pl0| fine^ with hie time ahnoit entirdj given over

to bwineM aiTain, he had had neither inclination

nor opportunity for amusement Now, however* he

fdt himaelf on a holiday. Hii bank account waa
bulging with unipent income, and he frankly admit-

ted to hfawelf that he had come to New Toik to

pcnd it. Edith, iHio seemed almost continually in

his ndnd, provided the necessary outlet, and he i^
tnred the two of them making many deli|^itfnl ex-

cursions into the country about New York in the big

touring car which he had selected.

During his visits to tailors, bootmakers, haber-

dashers, and the like, he found time to send her a
huge box of violets on two different occasions, and,

with a vague idea of salving his consdence, hunted
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Iw WM too dean Ddnded « mui for that. Her seni-

pltt aroM from a deeper cause. She had begun to

think about Wert in a way that cauMd her to feel

guilty of disloyalty to her husband when no dis-

loyalty had occurred— to desire to avoid the ap-

pearance of eril where no evil existed. ^ that she

had done had been to liken her life with Donald,

to what it mij^ hare been had she married West
It is a curious fact that the best of women are will-

ing at tunes to compare the husband at his worst,

with the loTor at his casual best, and judge both ac-

cordingly.

West rode ba^ to his hotel in a maie of doubts.

He was gonuindy fond of Donald— he liked him

better than any man he knew, and this, probably, bo*

cause he was in all things io nearly the other's oppo-

site. He wondered whether Donald would object

in any way to the attentions he proposed showing

Edith— whether he would become jealous, and fed

that his wife's place was at home, rather than dash-

ing about in a fiye-thousand-dollar automobile with

another man. Perhaps it would be but natural that

he should, althou^ not by natare a jealous man,

and West realised the confidence that he placed
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in both bit wift and UniMlf. What West did not
VMliM WM the cffcot which hit noncj and tht plcaa-

nm and hnmriM it eodd command would hate upon
tUt wonaa whoM married Ufc had bc«i one long
ItMOB hi ccoBomj. He had no eoncqytion of the

eontrart in Edith's Hfe between a quiet existence in

a Harlem flat and the land of dreamt to which his

money was the open sesame, the golden key, onion-
ing the barriers between porertj on the one hand
and all that the heart could desire on the other. He
did not, could not, realise the upheaval which would
necessarilj take place in her life, the dissatisfaeUon

which must ineriUUj ensue, if she were once drawn
into a whirl of pleasures and excitements to which
her existence lor so many years had been totally

foreign. If she and Donald lunched or dined to-

gether at an expensire restaurant it was an erent,

commemoratmg some anniversary~ sudi as their

wedfing or a birthday. West, on the contrary, i».

gttrded dropping into any of the hotels or caf^ for

hmdieoa or dhiner as a most ordinary performance
— he was forced to do it himself, and his only desire

was for company. As for going to the tlnals^
he knew that the best seats were ahrays obtainable

%
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At tht holcb, or OB the lidewalk— at a rawn od-
•»«• in prict. ili. tnit. But what ditmnce did
that mkt to a oum who had a hundnd doUan a day
to qpnd aad no nafon whattrtr for not fpoidinff
at

•

Evw btfort WMt»i eondag, tha miMle poiMo
of dimtitfaetioD had begun to cat its way into

Bdith'ihMTt Money had alwayt appear^ to her

• vital neeeMity in life~ her mother had taken care
of that— but in the fluih of youthful eathusiann the
had bcUered that, with Donald at her tide, the eould
•ndure comparatire porerty with a Ugfat heart, un-
tfl he had made his fortune, ae m many another man
had done before him. She had not thought, how-
•rer, that the time would be so long. Wert came
into her life at a moment when she wai fertile ami
for the leede of discontent which he ao uneon-
cioualy wa« planting in her nature.

She greeted her husband with indiffennt coldness

upon his return, about half-past eleven, and told

him of West's call Donald was unfeignedly sorry
that he had missed his friend, but showed no least

trace of annoyance on learning that Wert and F<|ith

had spent the evening together. •*! hope he will
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come often,** he uud. «We have both been a Wt^
lonely of late. It will do you good, dear, to have

new interesti in life. I am only sorry that I cannot

do more for you myBelf.'* He drew her to him, and
kissed her tenderly, but, somehow, under his caress

•he shivered and grew cdd. "Billy is a splendid

fellow, and I don*t doubt you will be doing him a real

kindness to help him amuse himself a bit until he has

got settled in town. It makes a great difference

to a man, to be away from New York for five years.**

West had suggested to Edith that they take a
trial trip in the new automobile the following Fri-

day, but of this Edith said nothing at the time. It

W9E not that she wished to conceal the fact, but it

seemed to her pointed, and as though drawing es-

pecial attention to an unimportant matter, to speak

of it at this time. So she said nothing. After all,

she had nothing to conceal or be ashamed of. It k
true that, in her more introspective moments, she

•aw a dim shadow of danger ahead; but she put it

resolutely aside, and contented herself with a soph-

istry which has led many another along devious

paths. ** SuiBdent unto the day is the evil thereof.**
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CHAPTER V

T was early in March that West came to New
York, and from then on Edith Rogers lived

what was to her a new life. She had persuaded
Donald to let her have a nurse for Bobbie, a joung
girl who came in every morning, took the child out
in the park, amused Lm during the day, and helped

with the housework. This left her comparatively
free to spend a large part of her time with West.
Their automobile trips became a matter of afanost

daily occurrence.

Thrown thus so much together, these two closed

their eyes to the danger which they both knew was
impending; they walked gayly upon the edge of a
yawning chasm and refused to admit that one false

step would send them both crashing down into an
abyss of chaos and destruction. In a few weeks,
from Ulking first of themselves, then of each other,

during long days when Donald labored patiently in

his office down-town, it was but a question of time
when "you" and «me»» became «we,»» and Edith
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would have mi«wd Bflly We.t from her life «oreA« Bhe wouM have miwed Donald. bec«u«. he had
become more a part of it. Like a diip at anchor,
with all .ail. .et and fflled by a .trong and ever in-
crea.mg gale, it wa. ineviUbly certain that before
long either the anchor must give, or the white uSi,
of her reputation be blown to rag. and Utter-
bitter .tate. indeed, for a wife and mother I

One of the thing, about We.t which appealed to
her mo.t wa. hi. ever ready .ympathy. Donald,
made of .temer .tuff, realized that .ympathy, over-
done, weaken, one', power, of resi.tance, and exag-
gerate. one». burden.. He expected hi. wife to bear
what hfe accorded to her in the way of hard.hip a.
patiently a. he him.elf did. We.t. on the contrary,
wa. alway. .ympathetic. Edith', care., her wor-
ne., her trouble., he at once made hi. own, and
.eemed only content if he could in .ome way relieve
them, mt he had the mean, to do .o, and could
not, made it all the harder for him. He would have
given her anything he po..e.«d, yet knew Ae could
accept only the verie.t trifle.. Flower., tl^eater
ticket., automobile ride., «,rved to inten.ify, rather
than le.«jn, her longing, for the thing. d,e murt
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perforce do without. Expensive restaurants implied
expensive costumes, hats, jewels, which she did not
have and could not get, and she often wondered that
her companion did not feel ashamed of her in her
home-made clothes.

By some system of more-than-rigid economy
known only to herself she had managed to procure
a few of the things she felt she most needed: a long
automobile coat— reduced because shop-worn—

a

motor hat and veH, and an evening gown which had
once been part of the theatrical outfit of a weU-
known star, and which she had picked up, second-
hand, ut a little shop on Sixth Avenue. It was very
magnificent; she felt afanost ashamed to wear it so
often, but she knew that it showed off her charms
to the greatest advantage, having been designed,
primarily, with that end in view. Had she ever
stopped to ask herself why she wanted to exhibit
these charms to West she would probably have been
unable to answer her own question, but she had long
ago ceased to catechize herself— sufllcient it was
that Billy was pleased that she looked well, and
that Donald did not blame her. She was floating

happUy along from day to day, not daring to ask
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hePMlf what the outcome of it rfl would be.

She WM seldom alone with Wert— alone, that ig,
in the sense of being to themselves. She had not
dared, after that firrt night, to have him at the
•partment-they had met at the doorrtep, and
their hours together were spent over lesUurant ta-
bles, or in theater seats, or the automobfle. She had
« terrible fear that some time or other Wert would
reach out his arms to her and she knew that, if he
did, she would go to him without a question. He
had assisted her i. avoiding such a contretempi, for
he. too, knew his power, and was fighting to hold
what he had, rather than lose it in a vague and
myrterious future, at the character of which he could
«Jy guess. On one or two occasions, when they had
come in from automobiling, and Wert was waiting
untfl Donald should arive from the offlce, prepara-
tory to their all going to dinner together, she had
purposely brought Bobbie into the room. Once
when they had so come in, Bobbie was out with his
nurse, and she had wondered if BiDy would take ad-
vantage of the fact Much as she feared it, she was
conscious of a fierce hope that he would. These'two
were like firebrands -he longed in every fiber to

*



'"
1

THE BRUTE
take her into hit arms and kiss her, and she knew it
She equally hungered for his embraces, and he knew
that this was so; in both their minds this maddening
thought had become a reality— a thousand times.

She had acted it to herself over and over, as he had
done, and had felt, in her imagination, every thrill

of delight which this physical contact would give
her, yet something, some leash of conscience as yet
not worn to the breaking point, held them apart.

On this particular occasion he sat far from her,

and held on to his half-smoked agar as though it

had been his salvation. She busied herself turning
idly the leaves of a magazine. He knew, if he threw
that cigar away, he would go over to her and take
her in his arms, and kiss her, and he dared not to do
it— for fear of what might come thereafter.

In April, he had been obliged to go away for three
weeks, in connection with some business affairs in
the West, and the separation had come ahnost as a
relief to both of them. They had endured as far as
human flesh and blood could endure. West told her
of the matters which made it necessary for him to go,
but she felt that they were not so important as he
represented, and knew in her heart that he was going

i-^
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•way becau.« he wanted to give both himself and
hep an opportunity to readjust thenwelvei, to think
matter, over cahnly. without the presence of each
other to affect their judgment.
The time of his absence seemed interminably long

Edith found that most of the long series of intro-*
spective analyses to which she subjected herself ter-
minated in a mad desire to have him back again in
New York. His absence had shown her how abso-
lutely she had been depending upon him, how his
gouig had taken from her everything that made herWe joyous and happy, leaving only the dull back-
ground of duty and work, two things that d,e had
come to regard merely as unfortunate necessities of
existence.

During his absence she spent a great deal more
tune with Bobbie than she had been in the habit of
domg of late, and found to her surprise that the
child depended upon her and thought of her less than
he had done before. His nurse w.ts a kind-hearted
young g,ri, who had come to love the little boy
deeply and mothered him in all sorts of way. He
had got out of the habit of seeing his mother all
day as he had done in the past and, with the easy for-
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getfulneM of childhood, clamored for NeUie, at the
girl wa. cafled, and their daflj walk, in the park,
the game, die had thought out to amu«. him. the
e«.y comradeship that made her hi. playfeUow rather
than a .uperior and di.tant grown-up. Edith re-
•ented thi., at fir.t. but won cea«jd her attempt, to
change matter, and bu.ied her.elf in making drew,
for the coming summer.

She .aw We.t again on a drizzly afternoon in
May. Hi. frequent letter, had told her of hi. life
whfle away and of the day of hi. return. He had
called rather unexpectedly about three o'clock, and
they had gone for a walk in the park. He wemed
.trangely .ilent, at fir.t, and neither of them qwke
much for a few moment.; they walked along .ide by
•ide, inwardly trying to bridge the gap which the
pa.t few week, had made in their live^ Prewntlv
he q>oke.

« I cannot teU you how glad I am to be back
again. I u.ed to like the We.t, but I do not think
I could ever live there again.**

She .aid what wa. neare.t her heart. «I am
glad, too -very glad,** then grew confu.ed and
silent.
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1 brought yoa « littk gouvaUr," he said, Ukiog

• .man package from hi. pocket, and handing it to
her. She opened the box it contained and drew out
a magnificent gold chain puree. «« I had it made
from .ome of the gold from our mine," he continued
heeiUtinglj; « I thought you might like it."

" Oh, Billy !

" .he cried, and looked up at him with
darkening eye.. «How lovely of you to think of
nel It i. beautiful -beautiful" She gloated over
It. exquieite workman.hip with all the joy of .ud-
denly po.w..ing wmething which had alway. .eemed
ery far away.

** I hoped you would h'ke it," he .aid.

«Oh-Ido— more than lean teU you. I never
«Pected to have one, though I have longed for it
an my Kfe." She «niled, dangling the puree de-
lightedly from it. gold chain. « I only wid, I had
more to put in it," .he concluded thoughtle..ly
«So do I-Edith^.o do I.« Hi. tone be-

trayed the inteneity of hi. feeling.. «I wi.h I
could do more for you— but I haven»t the riirht-.

voice trailed
le».ly. « I only wish I had."

help-

She .aid nothing to thi*. It wa. perflou. ground
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•nd they both knew it "Hoir la DoiuJd?" be
•aked fluddcnly.

** Oh, he's Tery well. Buiy as ever. Won't you
come in and fee us this evening? *»

"No— not this evening. I have a manwith me

11
'rwn Denver that I must be with. He is going on
to Boston at midnight. One of our directors,'* he
added by way of explanation. ** But we must take
» ride in the machine to-morrow. I suppose it will
be quite rusty for want of use.*»

** I suppose so. Pve missed our trips.»»

He looked at her closely. « Yes, I can see that,"
be said, "you do not look so weU— you are pale
and tired. What have you been doing with your-
self? »»

**0h, nothing much. Sewing, mostly." She did
not ten him that her principal occupation had been
waiting for him to return.

"You need the fresh air. Suppose we take a
run down to Garden City and have luncheon there,
ni look in and see Donald in the morning and say
hello. Does he know I am back? *»

"No— I don't think so. I didn't mention it,"

He said nothing to this at first and did not even
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look at her. " I wonder if DonaM mJnd. »y -. our-our going dKmt so much together/* he Tentored,
•tlMt. •'DoyouthinkhedoeeF-
-I donH think .0," .he replied. «Why .hould

he? I think he i. rather gkd that I hare had m
much pleasure- She he«tated a moment, then went
on. "He ha, „ever .aid anything. You know
now fond he i. of you.**

f,,"^^!7' ^"^ '*•" ^"^^' - ^<^ ^
thought brought up unpleasant idea.. -I.n*t life

• terrible tragedy? " he .aid, a. though to him^lf.
The thing, we want mo.t, it .eem., we can never,

never have, without hurting .omeone el.e to get
them.** "

"Donald .ay. that i. .ure proof that we ought
not to have them,** .he .aid in a low voice.
« And do you think w, too? '» he a.ked eagerly.
**I— I do not know.**

^
He hesitated a moment, then went on impetuou.ly.
I- duty after aM everything in the world? I.

there not a duty to ourselves as weD a. to other.?
May not one duty conflict with another, and m^e
It hard to know which one we ought to foHow? Must
two people make themselves utterly wretched, to
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«ive happincM to « thirdP Im't it Mmehow lort
of unequal— paying too great a price for a thing
that ii not worth it? **

She did not answer him, nor did he expect her to
do so. He was in reality onlj thinking aloud—
expressing the thoughts which had been uppermost
in his mind for the past t*--ee weeks, and, woman-Uke,
he took refuge in sflence, for she knew that were she
to answer him truthfully she would agree with him.

** If two people love each other enough, doesn't it

n»ke up for anything else in the world? We cant
control our feelings. We can't help it, if love
comes to us and takes from us everything in our
Ktcs, and leaves nothing behind but itself. There
must be some purpose in it aU. If there is nothing
left to us but love, why should we have to give that
up as weD, and go on and on in wretched misery
to the end? I can't do it— and yet, I know that I
must."

She trembled as she heard his words— so unlike
the care-free man she had come to know. He had
changed very much, in these past few weeks. The
lines of suffering in his face were new to it, and
only a great emotion could have set them there. He
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lond her wilh a ttrong, compelling lore, and b> wm
wmtling with the TiUI problemi of duty and right
Bhe, on her part, lorcd him beeaofe of what plearart
be had giren her, and waa wreetling with no problemi
whateirer. Her only thought at the moment waa a
great derire to hare him pat hb arms about her and
crueh her to him. This, howerer, he did not know,
for he had Idealiied her and invested her with all

itoMmer of high qualities and virtues which she by
no means possessed. She had begun to feel just a
trifle annoyed by his constant sclf-controL Some
how it seemed to beUttle her own powers of attrac-
tion. She feared, at tim^, that he might, casting
prudence, duty— honor to the winds, orerwhehn
her in a wild and rapturous outburst of lore, but
the fact that he had not done so, up to now, annoyed
her a little, and almost made her depire the more
that he would. She liked to feel that West waa a
firebrand, that ahe heraelf waa keeping him at a dia-
tance— ahe did not enjoy the thought that he waa
controlling himaelf in apite of her. He pedeataled
her aa a paragon of rirtue, a creature of reatraint,
which he, a deraatating male, had cauaed to love him.
She waa in reality far more frail than he, and the
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mort he held doof, the more she bunicd for hie

camaei. Paeeion had made her •hameleee.

She walked along without replying for a long time,
and he, miiconetruing her iDence, tho ,fh^ he had
offended her, bj what he had said, ar-l »>•»..; to

peak of lighter things. He told f.er 01 his trip to
Denrer, of hie friends and acquf jntance^ (here, and
•he pretended to a deep intere»^ bi t nil ti.e v hilo

he was longing to hear him bur. t forth wit! , " i bve
jou, I love you." After aU, there was much of Jogic

in her position, for she knew perfecUy w. n that the
time would eventually come when he would say those
words to her, unless, indeed, he were to go away
from her, and avoid yielding to temptation by flee-

ing from it, and of this there seemed net the slight-

•St prospect She knew she had a compeUing hold
on him— he might for a time prevent himself from
telling her his feelings, but she could hold him near
her as long as she pleased.

The rain made the afternoon unpleasant for walk-
ing. They turned into the Casino and had a cup
of tea, and chatted indifferently of subjects in which
neither of them was interested. West was in a
hurry to get away— he seemed less sure of himself
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than naual, and fll at eaie. At close to Ave o'clock
they returned to the apartment and he left her, with
the undersUnding that he would stop for her in
the machine at eleven the next daj.

%



CHAPTER VI

EDITH came back from her walk very much
out of sorts. It seemed to her as though

Klly understood her so much better than Donald
ever had, or, as far as she could see, ever would un-
derstand her, and yet their love, for such she ad-
mitted it to herself to be, was leading to nothing.
The gloomy entrance of the Roxborough seemed
to grate upon her nerves, and her feeling of dis-

satisfaction persisted throughout the evening.

Dbnald had some work to do after dinner, and sat
at his desk in sflence for a long time, writing steadily.

She, on her part, got out her sewing, and prepared
to spend the evening darning Bobbie's stockings.
She hated it— she had always disliked to sew, but
in • way it seemed a sort of penance, a duty,
whereby she paid for the i^easures of the day.

Donald was more than usually quiet over his let-

ters. Presently he sealed up the last one and, rising,

began to walk uneasHy up and down the room. She
waited for him to speak, guiltily wondering if he
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•uipected anything. Presently he turned to her.

"Edith," he said, "have you heard from Billy

West? »

For a momcot she fcMitated. To what was this

quertion Imdhgf What had pr^qited it? Then
he dropped hm ecwing into her kp and laced him.
** Yet," die Mid doirly. ** He was hm this after-

"litea ht !• baekP* He glanced at her sud-

denly, but withoat suspicion. «* Queer he didn^ let

me know.**

"Oh, he just rasi m for a aomait to My he*d

returned. He intended to look you up in the morn-
ing. He was Tery busy— he told me— some man
from Boston to entertain— one of the direetorv of
his company, I believe.**

Donald seemod for a moment engrossed in Ms
thou^ts. She obserred a worried kiok eroM hia

face, but could not detenmne its cause.

** I'm glad he's back," he said. « Pve got a nwi-
ter I want to talk over with him."

"What is it?" His seriousness for a moment
fn'i^tened her.

" It's something Pve I een considering for a long
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time. Ihwrdlj Kke ta q«dc of it to him. ^ yet
I dont know anyone el.e to wfcom I can turn. »»,
•b«rt that glaw plant of our.. i» We.t Virginia.We re awfWly Aon of capital, and I have an idea
that there ip trouble ahead. The money market i.
g^ttmg tighter and tighter. The outlook for bun-WM i. bad. We are likely to need a little money,
before long, to tide ui over. Pm thinking of eusu
getting to Bifly that if he want, to invert a few
thou.and. on fir.t.da« .ecurity- bond., he mi^t
very ea.ily do much wor.e than put it into our con-
cern.**

She look up her wwing .gain with a «gh of «h
fief. So it wa. nothing but a matter of buttnett.
•ft^ran, with which .he wa. not greatly concem«l
Yet, before Ae replied, a curiou. pang of con«:ience
•mote her. BiUy would do thi., Ae knew; do it
for her .ake, if not, indeed, for Dbnald*., «kI for a
bnef .pace rile felt aduuned to think that Donald
wcHUd owe Ihe a«i.tance he needed to the fact that
Billy Wert loved her. Hie thought wa. fleeting

-

dimve-and in a moment wa. .wallowed up in
the greater knowledge of their love ; yet, for that mo-
-ent, die had ranged her«df bedde her hu.band.
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menting the suggestion for his sake, finding in it

something that humiliated and hurt her.

** If it is a good inrtstment," she prcsentlj ex-

claimed, « I den*t see wl^ he should not put some
money into it**

** Of course it's a good investment. I shouldn't

have my own in it, if it werenH We need only a
small amount— nothing to West. He can't begin

to spend his income.** He looked moodily about the

room. « Pm not envious, but I wish I had a tenth

of it There are so many things I»d like to do
for you, dear, if I only could. Vm glad that he has
been able to make the past few months more pleasant

for you. BiHy is one of the best fellows I»ve ever

met— generous and unseUUi to a fault Pm very
fond of him ; I haven't a friend I think more of.»»

Again the pang of consdenee smote Edith. The
enormity of the deception which she and West had
been practicing upon Donald appalled her, and he
wmed so unsuspecting, so guileless. His next
words, however, drove the thought from her mind.

"l wish he*d marry. He really needs someone
to look after him. I wonder that your sister Alice

doesn't get along with him better. What»s the trou-
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ble, anyway? She hardly erer se« him. Why don't
you do more to bring them together? *»

Edith instinctively resented the suggestion. Billy
West was hen, by right of conquest. The thought
of turning him over to anyone, even to her sister,

annoyed her. "Alice thinks too much of someone
else,*' she replied primly.

"You mean Hall?'»

"Yes. They've been as good as engaged for
months. Mother objects, of course, but I think
Alice loves him.**

Donald smned. ** In that case, we'll have to Had
someone else for Billy. Emerson HaU is a splendid
fellow, and I'd be glad to see Alice marry him.**

He came over to Edith and patted her shoulder af-
fectionately. «I never expected to play the rdle
of a matchmaker, but I'd be mighty ^ad to see Bffly
faU in love with some nice girl, who would appre-
ciate him, and help him to make something of his
life. Just sitting around New York, spending thirty
or forty thousand a year, isn't good for any man.
With his money he ought to travel, see the world,
take up some hobby, have children— that*8 about
the most humar thing a man can do. With all that
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once thftt he could not lee her Again, tiutt they must
p«rt forever. The intention wm an honett one, it
the time. Even he did not admit that one smfle

from her~ one touch of her hand— would ooneign
it to the paving operatione in heU which i« the des-
tiny of ao large a proportion of all good intention*.

He refttied Donald'e inriUtion to luncheon, ex-

pWning that he meant to take Edith out for a drive
in the ear. Donald even thanked him for this.

" You are a brick, Billy,»» he said, gripping his hand
•t parting. "Since you've been back, Edith has
been like another woman. I believe she's gained ten
pounds, and all her nervousness is gone. Being out
in the air so much, I suppose. But we can't let her
monopolize you. Why don't you get married,
Bifly?"

The suddenness of the question threw West for the
moment off his guard. ** Married f " he exclaimed.
** Why~ I— what do you mean? " He looked at
his friend narrowly.

"It's plain enoui^ isnt it Here you are, a
young and good-looking chap with plenty of money.
What more natural than to marry, and have a home,
and children? It's the only way to be reaDy happy.
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All thb»»— he wftTcd hb baiid toward the Tiita of
roofi and piaoaclet which itretehcd endleMly north-
ward—« doe«i»t really get you anywhert. You
know that, at well as I."

**I— IgueM you»re right. Fd be ^ad enough
to get awaj from it aU— with a woman I lored.
rd never want to lee New York again. But—
I— ** he'hetitated, faltered— "I guctf I won't
marry yet awhile, Don— not yet awhile.»»

« Better think it oTer, old man," he heard Donald
caU out to him, ai he turned away.

All the way up-town he hated himMlf, hated the
circum«tance« which had placed him in this horrible
situation, with love on the one side, duty on the
other, tearing at his heart. He felt so depressed
that he stopped on the way and drank two highballs.
They served to drive away the fog of doubts which
bad begun to envelop him.

By the time he reached the Roxborougfa, his spirits
had commenced to revive. The presence of Edith,
her happy, smiling face, her unconcealed joy at
seeing him, completed the change. After all, he was
only taking for a spin in the country the woman he
loved, the woman he had always loved. There was
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nothinf wrong in that. He had not been falM to
DomM by any overt aet God had put this love

into hia heart, and he had onlj reqKmdcd aa hie

nature made him respond. The latilitj of Uam-
ing the whole affair upon God did not at the mo-
ment occur to him. It wae a eonvenient way of
hifting the reeponaibUity, and one that has been
much utilised since the days of Adam.

Edith, on her part, felt that the time had come
for an understanding of some sort between West
and herself. It WMiId be unfair to all concerned,
she decided, to allow matters to drift as they had
been drifting. If West should tell her that he
loved her, it would give her a reason for not seeing
him, an excuse for driving him away. Until he did
speak, she could do nothing. She was by no means
certain that, should he declare himself, she would
forthwith proceed to put him out of her life. That
question she left for the emotions of the moment to
decide. But she beUeved that, untfl the moment ar-
rived, she was quite helpless, for either good or ilL

To break with West, her husband's friend and her
own, now, without apparent reason, would be to as-
sume that he loved her, and loved hfer wrongfully—
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cfcntlj MrUJB, ftt kMt, to dnj WmU tht joy of
indiiif out

For an thMt vtMOM aho dteidtd to do htr bwt
to forec WMt to dceUre hioiMlf. TImb sht would
h*T» • erisii to faoe— « mlity, not a mm ta^
podtioD. And whaterer coum ilie then dicidrf up.
on, whether lore, or duty, it would at katt be deflnite

and ilnal, and the prcNnt ctate of affain wat
neither.

By this oomplcz tyttcm of reawming Edith Rogen
justified herself in her intention to foree from West
a declaration of his lore, and justified herself so
completely that, when she joined him at the entrance
to the apartment, she had afanost couTinced herself
thai she was about to commit a most i^mUMe and
praiseworthy act.
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CHAPTER Vn

IT is a curious, but undeniable, fact that there is

something in the effect of rapid motion upon the

senses that generates love. Possibly it is the poetry

of movement which attunes the mind to thoughts of

a less practical nature. The dance, the swift motion

of an ocean liner, the whirl of a motor jcar, are they

not responsible for a multitude of sins; else why
the ballroom flirUtions, the love-affairs on ship-

board, the eloping heiress and the chauffeur? Cer-

tain it is that there was something in the drive to

Garden City at Edith's side that morning, which en-

gendered in West a more passive attitude, a more

willing yielding to their growing love for each other,

than he had felt while walking with her in the park

the day before. She, on her part, dismissed all un-

pleasant thoughts from her mind, and revded in the

joy of the moment. The day was brilliant, though

somewhat cold. The heavy fur-lined coat she wore

Lad been purchased a short time before by West,

for her especial use; she appreciated the motive
90
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which had prompted him to do this— he thought

so continually of her comfort, her happiness.

She turned and glanced at him, and noted with

pleasure, even with a secret glow of happiness, the

strong, handsome lines of his face, ruddy in the sharp

wind, the strength of his arms, the poise of his shoul-

ders. Through the coat which enveloped her she

could feel the subtle warmth of his body— she

nestled closer to him, and basked in a delightful

realization of his strength, his mastery over the on-

rushing car, his steady, unfailing nerves, which alone

stood betwen her and death. It seemed so fine to

know that her life rested in his hands, that a mo-
mentary weakness, a trifling slip on his part might

hurl them both to destruction against some tree,

or rock, or ever present telegraph pole. She began

to wonder, after all, how she had ever lived

these years without love, real, dominating love, such

as she believed this to be, to illumine and glorify her

life. Everything, indeed, with Donald seemed so

sordid. There was the everlasting talk of money,

the continual effort to make ends meet, the constant

fear least she spend a little more than his income

would justify. All this had passed from her, to-day.
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She moTed along in a cloud of wonderful} waking

dreams, and life seemed once more a joyous, sen-

tient thing. She even forgot Bobbie, and it almost

seemed as though, if she could spend all the rest of

her life by West's side, anything else would be of

but minor importance.

West interrupted her day-dreams. ** Axe you

warm enouj^ dear? ** he asked suddenly.

*'0h, yes, quite," she gasped against the wind

and wondered if he realized how in using that term of

endearment he had caused a glow of happiness to

flood her until her faced burned. It was something

he had never done before, yet it did not seem strange

to her. Thdr personalities seemed vibrant, attuned

to each other and to some great harmony of love

which was a part of the rushing wind, the brilliant

sunshine, the blue sky. She felt that he was going

to say something to her— something that she

dreaded, yet waited for as a bride for her bride-

groom. Somehow all thought of disloyalty to Donald

had vanished. It was not that she put it aside, or

trampled upon it— in this glorified atmosphere

of love it simply no longer existed.

Presently he turned to her, as they were slowly
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mounting a long stretch of hill. «« I wish we could

go on and on, and never stop, for all the rest of our
lives,** he said, looking at her hungrily. She met his

gaze with a glad smile and they told each other with

their eyes what had been growing in their hearts

for all these months. The road stretched before

them, gray and lonely. West put his left arm about

her with a caressing motion that seemed to embrace
within it not only herself, but all her hopes and fears,

her troubles and her joys. She did not passively

yield herself to his embraces, she leaped to him, her

brain on fire, her soul in her eyes. When their lips

met, she hardly knew it, all the music of the heavenly

choirs seemed singing in her ears, and in that mo-
ment of supreme happiness neither future nor past

for her edsted. In an instant he had turned from
her and, with his hands on the steering wheel, swept

the road ahead with cautious eyes. The whole thing

seemed like a dream— a fantasy of the imagination,

yet she knew it was the realest thing in her life at the

moment, the one great experience that -clipsed all

lesser experiences as though they had never been at

all.

They did i:ot say much for a long time, for each
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seemed to feel the irrevocability of the thing that
had befaUen them. It was not as though West had
kissed her, as a man might kiss a flirtatiously in-
clined woman. She knew that to him, at least, that
kiss had meant a seal of love; what it had meant to
her she had not yet in her own mind decided.

^^

After what seemed to her hourg, he spoke again.
"I am thinking of going away, Edith," he said, and
his voice seemed to come to her from a long way
off, and wake her from happy dreams.
« Going away? » she asked, with a new timidity.

« Where? '»

" To Europe, to Cairo, to the East."
" Why? »»

" Because I cannot stay here any longer."

"Why not?" she found herself askinir. « Whv
not?»»

* '

" Because I love you, dear, and because, if I stay
here, I am afraid of what might happen. I want
to go away, to get out into the great, wide places
of the world, where air, and sunshine, and love are
free and God-given. I hate New York and all it

means. I cannot stay in it any longer- as things
are.»»
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"Then I shall not see you— any more?" she
asked in a voice from which she was unable to keep
a quivering sense of loss, of pain.

" Not unless you wiU go with me,»' he said sud-
denly, turning and looking into her face.

"Go with you— go with you?*' She repeated
the words mechanicaUy, as though the thought sug-
gested by them had not yet found a place in her
mind. "How could I?"

"Why not?" His voice became suddenly in-

tense, trembling with feeling. «I love you, and I
want you, always, close by my side. I cannot think
of going on, all the years of my life, without you.
I know how wrong, how disloyal it all must seem to
you, but I cannot help it. I love you— I love you
-—what more is there for me to say? If you wish
it, I will go away from you at once— to-day, and
never see you again, if it breaks my heart Shall
IP >f

She gave a faint cry. The thought hurt her, in
its unexpected cruelty. "How can you ask me
that? »»

The car was running very slowly now, along a
stretch of road bordered by high trees, famtly green

4
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in their earlj.pring garb. He let the machine come
to a .tand.tiU be«de the road and took her fiercely
into hi. arm.. « Edith, I camiot go without you-
my God-

1 cannot. Come with me, dearert, come,
•nd forget all the trouble, and care, of your life
h««.- He pre.«jd her to him with quivering mu.-
cle. and ld..ed her. «WiU you? WiU you?" he
demanded, and hi. voice .eemed to her a command,
rather than a question.

She yielded to lu. embrace gladly, with a joyou.
.en.e of freedom. «Ye.-ye.!-d,e cried, andUy
still m hi. arm..

Prewntiy they heard, far behind them, the .ound
of another car a.cending the hilL West put her
from him, started the machine, and they rushed along
•gainst the southeast wind, their hearts big with their
new-formed plan.

Then a long .Hence bame upon them. Perhap.
they were both thinking c' the pain which their love
must cause to Donald, the inevitable consequence,
which mu.t flow from it. It wa. a natural reaction
from the exaltation of the moment before. Edith,
too, was thinking of Bobbie, and already in her inmost
•oul had begun to resent the demands of this new
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•motion, which required her to tear out of her heart
aU that now ky within it, that there might be room
for her love for We.t alone. Yet so strange are the
waya of love, that, while rewnting the result, .he did
not resent the love which caused it— to her Billy
West was, for the time being at least, the sum of aU
earthly existence.

It was after one oVlock when they reached the
hotel at Garden City, and in a few moments they had
•ecured a table and were ordering luncheon. West
•uggested a cocktail, which seemed very grateful
after the long ride. Edith did not feel hungry, but
*te mechanically, hardly knowing what was set be-
fore her. She looked timidly at him, and felt her
cheeks redden with a sudden «ush. Somehow he
•eemed so big, so masterful, so different from Don-
ald, and she knew that whenever he desired, from now
on, to take her in his strong arms, she would not re-
•«t h,m, but would be glad. She seemed to feel to-
ward him an intense physical attraction, something
that she had never felt toward her husband, an un-
reasoning instinct, that made her long to be near
ham. to hear his voice, to put her hand in his, and for-
get everything ebe in the blessed knowledge that this
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man of her desire potseaaed her completely aod ut-
terly.

Tbew thought, came to her a. an undercurrent,
far below the ripple of cpnvertation with which the
meal pa..ed. Only once did they look over the prec-
ipice upon the edge of which they walked to bghtly.
She ventured, half-afraid, to a.k him when he thought
of leaving New York. Hi. an«wer .howed that he,
too, had been thinking deeply of the matter which
lay neare.t their heart..

« I mu.t go to Denver flrat,»» he .aid. ** All my
property i. there, you know, and I .hall have to ar-
nuige about it.**

** What are you going to do? »*

« I .haU .eU out my «tock in the mine, and re«ign
my po.ition a. vice-prcident. It may take a week
or two to do that After I have converted the .tock
into money, it wiU be nece«.ary to put it Mo .ome
good .ecurity, bond, probably, which wiU require
no attention. That will leave me free to go abroad,
and .tay a. long a. I pkase, without having to
bother about bu.ine.8 affair.. We can go to Egypt,
to Persia, to India, to Japan, and when we come'
back— '* He hesitated, halted.
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ever come back,
"WBen we cone back! Can

dear? »' the aaked timidly.

•* Of course we can. Your huaband will know that
we love each other; and surelj he will make it pos-
sible for us to be married. After all, you have
never been happy with him. He should be glad to
•ee you happy with someone else.»»

The matter-of-fact way in.which he spoke of their
future jarred upon her. dt'^u one thing to dream
of running away to some m^i^^'ned country of palms
and eternal summer, in an ^stasy of love, but the
details, the sordid necessmV^ of the thing, seemed
hard and cruel, even whenr viewed through the rosy
spectacles of love. To think'of coming back to New
York and the chflly isolai^ of the social outcast
did not appeal to her— ij was like awakening from
the dream to realities anyiWng but pleasant. He
must have seen her distastej o» felt it, for he changed
the subject abruptly, merely remarking that he had
decided to go to Denver that night.

« To-night? »» she asked— "Why to-night? You
have only just come from there."

"The sooner I go, the better. Matters are in
such shape now that I can sell out my interests
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quickly. I found that out. while I wm thre. If
I wait, ,t may be more difficult. The company i.
thmkmg of taking over «,„. „ew propertie.. and
that win require con.iderable money. I had better
go at once.**

She trembled at the thought of what it aU meant,
but .aid no word to di.courage him. Somehow the
very .ucce.. which had crowned her dream, now
•eemed to make them |e^ beautiful— le.. to be de-
.ired. Why couldn't .fj^y ju.t go on loring each
other, without all thif^thi. up«.tting of thing.?
She .uddenly found htjr^f bludiing at the realita-
tion of ju.t what it wii'that her thought. actuaUy
meant. •

"^

The run back to toii^'jwu cheerle.. and cold, and
.angularly .ymbolic bf her .tate of mind. The
bnghtne.. of the moniJng had faded before the bank
of a.hen-colored cloudi'.'that whirled up from the
.outhea.t with a .uggeation of winter in their form-
les. m«..e.. We.t drove the car at top .peed. a.
though he, too, felt the approach of .omething chill-
ing, an aftermuth to their dream.. It wa. nearly
five when they reached the ferry in Long Island City,
and the light, in the .tore, and along the .treet.
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had already begun to tparkle through the gathering

mitts of erening.

** We should have come back earlier," said Edith,

a bit worried. ** Bobbie will wonder what has be-

come of me.»» She had left the child in Alice's care,

the nurse being out, and knew that the latter would
be anxious to get back to the boarding-house and
dinner. There was her own evening meal to

prepare as well. At onci* i^l the realities of life

arose to reach out to her, 'ab'd draw her back to her
old routine. ;••';

• • •

"We can easily make itjiij half-past five,*' said

West, as they turned from/fWrty-fourth Street into

Madison Avenue. "What* 'time wiU Donald be

home?" •;•.•.'

"A little after five, I suppose. We shall prob-
ably find him at home when* We get there."

They drove up to the bdUse just as Donald was
ascending the steps. Editt felt an overpowering

sense of guilt as he helped her from the machine; she

said good-by to West rather hastily, as she stood

beside her husband on the sidewalk. Nothing was
said about the proposed trip to Denver; Donald
asked them about their day's outing, hoped they had
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had a pleasant time; further than that there wai nb
conversation. As the motor rolled off, West looked

back and nodded, and in a moment Edith found her-

self ascending the elevator with her husband, wonder-
ing if, after all, the experience of the day had not

been a strange dream.

It seemed queer, unreal, to come down to the

commonplace things of life. Potatoes had to be

peeled, a steak cooked, idl'the details of the prepara-

tion of their simple dumw. Bobbie was cross and
hungry, and hung abojii^'^er skirts as she moved to

and fro in the kitch^.**
j
Alice had hurried away,

with a rather nasty ret^tk concerning her long stay.

More than ever she realized that life— her life—
was so full of things tl&ji[ meant nothing to her, so

barren of those that'reu!Iy counted. She placed

the dinner upon the tabl^vith a heart full of bitter-

ness, but she showed nothing of it to Donald.

He was full of his new venture in the glass busi-

ness. A friend by the name of Forbes had come to

hinci that afternoon with some patents for making
glass tiling; there was a fortune in it, he rattled on,

and she listened, only half-comprehending what it

was all about. She had always tried to take an inter-
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est in her husband's business affairs, but, to-

night, her heart was too full of other things

— things that alternately lifted her up into realms

of hitherto unknown happiness, and then dropped

her into the black depths of despair. After all, it

would soon be over, she reflected, and then, fright'

ened by her thoughts, put them from her,^ choked

down her dinner with a strange sense of desolation.

Billy was gone— Billy, who.had filled her days and

nights with a new joy ct(.;bving. Gone— gone!

Suppose something were tU'bappen to him! The
I > •

thought that she might nevei; see him again frij^t-
a

ened her.
'. '•'.'.*

) I I I J



CHAPTER VIII

ONE evening, about two weeks after Weit had
left New York for Denver, Alice Pope,

Edith's sister, came down to the Roxborough for the
purpose of spending the evening.

The two girls were'Vei^ much alike in tempera-
ment and training and h^^ always been great friends,

confiding to each othejriiiost of the affairs of their
rather uneventful exi^tiiice. Alice was two years
younger than Edith, Vng* while not so handsome a
woman, was the stronger'nature of the two; as was
evidenced by her someW^kt more firmly molded chin,

her lips, less full thaij^fi'dith's, and her gray eyes,

which, set somewhat vattti closely together, gave to
her face an expression .of. shrewdness and determina-
tion only reheved by h*r good-natured and rather
large mouth.

She was not a frequent visitor at the Rogers*
apartment, at least in the evening, as she and Donald
did not get along very well— they were good enough
friends, but neither found the other very congenial.

104



THE BRUTE 106

Alice thought Donald hard and uniympathetic, a

feeling which arose largely from the tales of wo
with which Edith so frequently regaled her. Donald,

feeling this attitude of criticism, and too proud to

attempt to controvert it, remained silent, which but

convinced Alice the more of his lack of warmth and
geniality. Thus the two preserved a sort of armed
neutrality, the effect of which was to keep them for-

ever at arm's length.

Edith was in a state of extreme nervousness, and
even the pretense of looking at a magazine hardly

served to conceal the fact from Donald— he would
inevitably have noticed it, had he not been busily oc-

cupied at his desk.

The cause of her nervousness reposed safely within

the bosom of her dress. It was a letter from West
which had come for her, three days before, and its

contents had caused her the gravest concern. She felt

glad that Alice was coming— glad that Donald had
decided to go out for a stroll. She had been in-

wardly debating the advisability of taking her sister

into her confidence, when the door-bell rang.

It was about eight o'clock, and Donald was just

going out to post his letters.

n
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«H.no. Si.!" «id Alic. „ d. .,„. i^ ^

•be nodded lo Donald.

•* Good-evening, Alice,»» Edith replied. « Where's
mother? I thought .he was coming with you.'»
« SheTl be along presently." The girl took off

her long pony-skin coat and threw it carelessly upon
the couch. «She stopped at Mrs. Harrison's /or
a few minutes to return a book she had borrowed."
She shivered slightly. "Pretty cold, isn't it?
Never knew such ^ late spring."

Edfrh 'umed to Donald, who was putting on his
coat. "Get some quinine capsules, Donald— two
gram. Bobbie's cold is worse to-night."
"Have you had the doctor?" inquired her bus-

band.

«0h, no, it isn't as bad as that. Just a little
fever."

«V„y«n. nibeb«kp««ntl,» He took up
nis hat and went out.

Edith, inrt.«J of jotobg he, .i.,er. b.g„ »„ ^^
.«nle«Iy dnrnt the ««,. she h.d with difflcultv
concealed her .git.,ion f™n Do».ld, .„d. now that
he h«J gone. d,. .tfll could not d«,id. whether or not
.t would be wi.dom on her piirt to confide in her .i^
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ter. She felt the necessity of confiding in someone.
Ahce presently observed the nervousness, and

commented upon it in her usual frank way. "For
heaven's sake, Edith," she remarked, «sit down.
Don^^^wdk about like that. You make me nervous.
What»s the matter with you, anyway? »»

« Oh, nothing! - Edith threw herself dispiritedly
«to a chair, and, with an expression which bespoke
an utter weariness of spirit, gazed moodily at her
hands, roughened and red from the washing of dishes.

Nothing?" .aid Alice, looking at her closely.
You look as though you had lost your last

iriend.

"Perhaps I have.- The answer was significant,
although to Ah-ce it meant nothing.

« What do you mean by that? '» she inquired. «

I

think you might try to be a littie more agreeable.
It wouldn't hurt you any. If you are going to sit
here and hand out chunks of gloom aU the evening,
I thmk ril go home." It was characteristic of Ahce
to be determinedly cheerful on aU occasions, a trait
born not so much of any inherent optimism as of a
dishke for being made uncomfortable.

Edith looked at her hesitatingly. « Don't mind
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me. Alice." A, preunUj observed, in an apologetic
wee, « I'm worried.»»

" Do you suppow I can»t aee that? You've been
•cting lik« an Ib-en plaj for the pa.t three day..Why don't you get it off your mind? - She hitched
her cha„ about, and faced her .i.ter with a curiou.
look rm .afe enough. You ought to know that
bythutune. Come -out with it. What*, wrong?
Let»8 have the awful detail«.»»

« It itt't anything to joke about," remarked Edith,
not entirely relishing her .ister*. tone.
''Vm not joking-not a bit of it. If you are

» any trouble. Si., you know you can count on me.
I may be able to help you out, two head, are better
than one, you know."

With a wdden glance. Edith decided to take her
.ister into her confidence. Her question, quick and
unexpected, arouwd Alice to ^ew interest. «Do
you like BiDy West? " d,e asked

"Billy West? Of cour-e I do. What', he got
to do with it? »»

*^

"Everything!"

Alice hitched her chair .tiU clo.er. and looked at
her «ster in .urpri.e. «You don't mean to
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-T-f » Ae l»g,n, tho, c«,cludrf h» «ra„k with
• wgaaicMit whistfe.

" Alice." .rid her rieter, « yonV b,«n BOTt to,

„,"J ''T ?'^* "• ^' """* '*• "• •' youP«tt, weD, judging by tt. «no««t rf to. h. q»d.

-You didn't h,«,, perh.j^ u„t fc, ,„
m»«h m love with n... ,.„. .g.. ^or, h. went t,
Colorado.'*

"1 ^a,. rejected it Pfty y«, didnt «,„,,hm. H. n,.d. .bout hrif . nrilli„ «t th«.. didnH
ne, in that gold mine? **

"1 don't know ju.t wh.t he n..de. Th.t hu
n.tWt.d.withH. Ever.in..h.c«n.h«hto

^1!"^ *A""'
*^ "»"" •«•• J"^' •«» •

great deal of him »

Jk^t^^^T*^ H I I»*.t thought bin.
»<* . good frond of Donald', rd b.v. b«» „..
P.C.0U. long .go. rv. „^ y„„ ^,,^
your .uto rrf.., .nd hincheon. .t the Knickerbocker
«.d dn,ner^ „d theater p.rtie.. He doe«'t »ind
•P«du,g h„ money -th.t', one thing .ure. but I
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never thou^t-- She pauwd and looked «t her
•ister with renewed interest. **! he in lore with
you now? *

"Yet." Edith apoke dowlj— ahnoet m though
to herself. The thought was apparently not dig-
tasteful to her.

"You don»t say so! The plot thickens. So
that's why he's been here morning, noon and night.
Does Donald know? "

** Donald I Of course not."
** Has Billy said anything? »»

"Said anything? To whom?"
"To you, of course. Has he toM you that he stiU

lores you? *•

"Yes."

" That wasn't exactly fair of him." 5Uice was a
good deal of a PuriUn at heart, and not at all lack-
ing in frankness. « He ought not to have done it
I'm not so strong for Donald, goodness knows, but
it strikes me as being pretty rough on him, just the
same. Don't you think so? "

" Yes, and I told Bflly so."

"What did he say?"

" He said he had tried his best to keep from tefl-
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ing me, .fl the.e month.. He went .w.y. once, in
Aprfl, jou remember, and rtayed ne«rlj « month, to
trj to forget, but it didn't do any good. He ..j.
he lores me more every day, and at Iwt he had to
teU me of it- he couldn't keep from it any longer-

WeD, what good has it done? He has sense
enough to see that it»s perfectly hopeless, hasn't he?»»

** No, that's the worst of it"
Alice sat back in her chair m alarm. "Good

heavens. Edith." Ae gasped, "you must be losing
your mind."

"

*«Why?»»

"It isn't possible you are thinking of—" She
paused and left her sentence incomplete, garing in-
tently at her sister. « Do you care for him? "
« I don't know. Sometimes I think I do. YouW what my Kfe has been here. You know what

It IS going to be, for years. I suppose you wifl
thmk me very disloyal and wicked, but, when a
woman , whole existence is made up, year after year,
of inshmg for all the thing, that make life worth
While, and never, never being able to afford them,
her love for her husband seems somehow to become
aned up, and unimportant."



^•f

lis THE BRUTE
"H-m— I mippoM it docs. Prt omr jet

got to the point, mjwlf, where I ean realJj enjoj
making over mj last tcMon** clothes. I trj to think
they look m good •• new, but thej nerer do. Vm
•fraid I haven't enough imagination. But «]] that
doesn't make any difference now. You're married
to Donald, and you're got to make the best of it.

What a pity you didn't choose Billy! Half a mil-
lion— hm-m— it sounds like heaven to me. I won-
der if he wouldn't like me as a second choice," she
rattled on. «We certainly ought to try to keep
that money in the family, somehow."

"Alice, don't talk such nonsense. It isn't Billy'a
money Fm thinking of."

**If you can persuade yourself that that's true,"
•aid her sister grimly, "you really must be in love
with him. But what's the use of talking about it?
It's absurd."

Edith stood up and walked nervously over to
the desk, where she began idly fumbhng with the
papers upon it. Presently she turned to her sister
who was regarding her with an inquiring look.

" He— he wants me to leave Donald," she cried,
in a half-frightened way.
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-Nol What « neml- Alice seemed to re-

gard the whole alTair ai a huge joke.

**He laja that I am wearing mjielf out," con-
tinued her tieter, « that I am wasting all the youth,
and tweetneu and joy of h'fe, grinding on here in
thii hopelcM situation. He says that, if Donald
Teally loTed me, he would see that, too."

«*It sounds like the latest best seller. The hero
always says that to the neglected wife, doesn*t he? ••

** If you are going to make fun of me,*» remarked
Edith with a show of anger, " I think we had better
drop the subject.**

Alice got up and went over to her sister. ** Oh, come
now, Edith,** she said kindly, « don't get so grouchy.
I don*t see anything so tragic in aU this. Suppose
Bifly does love you— what does he propose to do
about it— run away with you? *»

**Yes.»» Her sister*s quiet tones had a ring of
earnestness to them, of finality ahnost, that was
alarming.

** The idea! Bffly West of all people! I can't
beh'eve it. I suppose you indignantly refused.'*

"No, I didn*t. He told me how lonely he was;
how bad it all made him feel; how it seemed so dis-
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lojal to Donald, but h.-h«couldii1Iitlp It. B,
••M I WM mrytWnir in the world to him— that ht
fc«l iimr loTrf My other wo««, „a ^„
would—

^

••Oh, I eu imtgine what he laid.- Interrupted
Alice. -ITufi etej. The question I., what did
70U i«y?»»

Edith looked .t her In. frightened w.y.HemfagIy
fw • moment unwIUmg to meet her glwoe. « AKoe,*
OmuSd, slowly Md Teiy softly. -I-I told him I
would go.»»

••Edith, you retUy can't mean lt.»»

^^. -Yes. That was over two week. ago.We had gone down to Garden City in the auto, and
had hincheon there. It was a wonderful day- «,
clear, and hr^t and beautiful. I had had a row
with Donald, the night before. It was about go-
"g •way this summer. When I met BiDy the next
day, ererything seemed so different. He was telling
me about a wonderful trip he was planning, to India,
•nd the East. We talked it over like two children,
*nd then afl of a sudden he said he wouldn't-he
couldn't go. unless I went, too— »»



THE BRUTE 116

"ItiomidifiM.'* Alkt*! Tolce WM not •pproT-
inf. "But wUt about Bobbie?

"

Htr lirter jMMcd ber hand OT«r her forehead and
•hiVered slightlj, glancing aa the did lo at the
door of the a^joinhig bedroom. "Can't you see

that ii whj I cannot do itf *• ihe cried with bitter-

•*0h— you aren't going to, thenl»» exclaimed
AI'^ in a tone of rehef. ** I thought you eaid you
had agreed to go.**

"Idid. I muft have been mad. I didn't think
of Bobbie, or of Donald, or anything, except that
Billy and I lored each other, and were going away
together, to be happier than I had erer dreamed of
being in aU my life. It aU aec^ed so wonderful

—

ahnoit like being bom oyer agab and living a new
existence in a new and happier world. Then when
I got home—" She hesiUted, and a look ol pain
crossed her face.

"You weakvned on the proposition, of course.

That's the effect of habit. It's a wonderful thing
how it keeps us m the straight and narrow path. I
once heard a divorced woman say that it took her
over a year to get out of the habit of being married
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to her first husband. What did Billy ««y when you
told him you had changed your mind? I»ll bet he
was furious^**

Again Mrs. Rogers seemed unable to meet her
Bister's keen gaze. «I haven't told him," she ex-
claimed, her voice little more than a whisper.
" Good heavens ! Why not? "

« Because he had gone away. He went to Denver
that same night. Didn't you know? "

"Now that you mention it, I believe I did hear
you say that he was out of town. I thought it
strange I hadn't seen anything of him, lately.
What did he go to Denver for? I must say, it seems
rather inconsiderate of him, under the circum-
stances."

"He went to Denver, Alice, because his property
» there. He intends to sell out his interest in the
mine, and close up his affairs so that we can go
away together, don't you see? He said he was go-
ing to dispose of everything he had, and put aU the
money in bonds, so that he would be free to go away,
and stay away the rest of his life, if he felt Kke it."

*

« Well, I must say," cried her sister, « he seems to
be in earnest, at any rate, even if you are not."
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'Alice, BillJ West loves me as trulj and deeply

as any woman was ever loved.

« Then it seems to me that you are treating his
love pretty shabbily. Why don't you tell him the
truth? **

«It wasn't until after he had gone away that I
began to reahze what a terrific mistake it would all
be -that I would probably ruin his life as well as
mj own. I ought to have written him at once, and
told him I couldn't do what I had agreed."
"Why didn't you?"
"I don't know. I suppose I was weak. I hadn't

the courage. Every day I put it off tiU the next."
« WeU, it isn't too late yet, is it? If I were you,

I would sit right down and write him a letter."

^

Edith flung herself despairingly into a chair.
*I don't know whether it is too late or not," she
wailed. "That's what is worrying me so. I haven't
•lept for three nights- ever since I got his last let-
ter."

Alice went over to her sister's chair, and put her
arm about her shoulder. "Look here, Edith," she
said, her tone showing plainly her anxiety

-

what's aU this about, anyway? You seem to be
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t«nftlyai«rf. I «n1 n..ke h«d „ ua .f the
"".tier. Wli,f, worrying you »? "

« Thm d.y, .go,- lUd Edith, with quivering lip,,
I got « ktter from him. He'd b^ writ! to

""7 d.y up t. th«.. TT,.t letie, told m. ,h.c h.
h.d appendiciti., „d hrf gone to . hoq,itJ i„ D...

7 to l* operated on. It w« writt«, l„t Thur-

fc J" .'*'! "^ ^•'^' •«•• S»« tfce". I Uyen't
neard a single word." i

Alice appeared greatly relieved. « U that all? **

ahe cried. «I shouldn't worry about it, if I were
you. When anyone is lying flat on hi. back in «

Appendicitis isn't very dangerous. IVe known any
number of people that have had it.»

whIt\^X:^*'^"^'*^^p''^"^-*-
'^-'*^-

«
I should think the first thing you would do

would be to sit down and write him that letter."
** I don't dare to.»»

** I don't see why not.**

« Suppose something has happened to him. How

to write the things I've got to say to him.**
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Alice considered a moment. «No, I don't .up-
pow jou'd better. I didn't think of that. Can't
you find out, some way, how he is? "

** I don't know a soul in Denver."

Her sister paused for a moment, thinking deeply.
« What is to-day, Edith? " she suddenly inquired—
** The twentieth?"

** Yes, I believe so. Why? "

"Then Emerson Hall got to Denver last night.
He wrote me from St. Louis that he was going there
this week, and would arrive the night of the nine-
teenth. He expects to be there several weeks. I
might ask him."

^^

« Will you? » Mrs. Rogers looked at her eagerly.
«I must find out somehow. It seems terrible, not
to write to him, now that he is so sick. I— I care
a lot for him, Aliqe, even if I have decided not to'
rm away with him. Do you think Mr. Hafl wiU
do it for you? "

"Who, Emerson? Of course he will. He'd do
anything for me. And, besides, I think he knows
Billy slightiy. They're both Columbia men, you
know."

" Send him a wire. Ask him to go to the hospital
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at once and find out how Billy «. IVe got to know »
«AU right" .aid Alice, a. die nuuie her way

to the desk. «Got a blank? **

•* I think there are «)ine here." Edith accom-
panied her .ister to the desk. ** Here', one." She
handed Alice the blank.

"What shall I say?" asked Alice, a. she seated
herself at the depk.

r
'^""* "^ ^^ *« ««» *o the City Hospital and in-

quire for William West, m get the elevator boy
to take it." She stepped out into the hafl and
pressed the electric button. "How much is it for
ten words -do you know?" .he asked as she re-
entered the room.

"Haven't the least idea," said her sister a. die
handed her the message she had written.

Edith glanced at it, took a doUar bill from her
purse and gave it and the message to the elevator
boy who had answered her ring. « You'U probably
get the answer in the morning, Alice." She turned
to her sister as she closed the door. « You'll bring it
right down to me, won't you? "

" Of course."

' And not a word to Donald- that goes without

((
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wjing. I wouldn't have him know for anything"
"AH right. BiUy i. probably aU right by thi.

time, anyhow. At goon as you know that he ii, Iad™ you to «' down and write him a nice, sensible
letter— tefl him you have reconsidered, and all that
You certainly owe it to him.»»

« I will, AHce. I ou^t to hare done it long ago.
There*, the beU,« she added, wearily. «It', prob-
ably mother.



CHAPTER IX

IT WM on a cold raw morning, that William Wert
arrived in Denver, and, a. he made hi. way

•lowlj from the deeper to the waiting »bu., he shiv-
«*d under hi. heavy overcoat. He wa. not glad to
be back. Denver and aU it. associations had faded
mto the pale background of past memories -hi.
face wa. .ot toward the future, a future that prom-
wed aU that joy of living, of loving and of bemg
loved in return, which he so eagerly desired.

It cut him bitterly to think of his treachery to
Donald, a treachery in no way lessened by the fact
that love wa. it. motive, yet he argued to hi. con-
•cience that the future happiness of both Edith and
himself wa. at stake and demanded of him even the
aacrifice of hi. friendship.

He did not go to his accustomed room, at the
Prairie, for he intended to make his stay in the city
a. .hort and uneventful a. possible. There was but
one purpose in hi. mind -to dispose of his hold-
ings in the mine, resign his office as vice-president
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of the eompanj and invest hit. entire fortune in safe
and desirable bonds, upon the interest of which he
would be able to carry out his future plaiis with
no greater attention to business affaTrs than that
involved in clipping off his quarterly or half-yearly
coupons. Therefore he held aloof from his old
friends, his former associations. If he should let
the men at the club know of his presence in the city,
they would not only take up a great deal of his time,
but would inevitably inquire into his plans in a way
that might easily prove embarrassing. He there-
fore betook himself to a quiet hotel, not usually
patronized by the traveling public, and, after a
mokingJiot breakfast, proceeded to the offices of the
company.

West had anticipated that his associates in the
Lone Star Mining Company would be the most prob-
able purchasers of his holdings and for this reason
had determined to offer them the first opportunity
to buy. His interview with Atkinson, the president,'

was entirely satisfactory. While expressing deep
regret at West's desire to withdraw from active par-

^
ticipation in the business, the astute Boston man
grasped at once the opportunity to acquire at, or
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near, pw, a block of stock which wouM be worth
double itt preMnt value in the course of a few yean.
He at once closed with West's offer, taking an op-
tion on his holdings for ten days, during which time
he expected to arrange for the necessary capital
to carry out the purchase. A meeting of the board
was called to act «pon West's resignation, and, when
the latter left the oiBce for luncheon, he had, as far
«• was possible, for the moment, completed the busi-
ness that had brought him to Denver.
The foUowing ten days we*^e a nightmare. There

was nothing to do, but write to Edith, it seemed, and
to read her daily letters over and over, drawing from
them new inspiration for his plans with each re-
wading. Slowly the ten days passed. Atkinson re-
ported entire success in his plans for the syndicate
he was forming to take over West's holdings; within
a week the latter expected to be flying eastward,
leaving the matter of reinvesting his money until he
hould reach New York.

His anxiety to return as quickly as possible was
accentuated by traces of a change of heart which he
fancied he detected in some of Edith's later letters.
She had spoken of her fears for the success of their
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plant— lier duty to her htuband, her boj. « Poor
Mttle girl.»» thought Wert, « she need, me with her. to
keep up her courage in theie moit trying hours of
herlife.»» ^

The night of the ninth day he went to bed early,
with a dull, iniistent pain hi hie right lide which
he attributed to a cold, a result of the raw, unieason-
able weather. In the morning the pain had m-
creased; he had passed a restless, broken ni^t, and
arose feeling diziy and half-sick. He determined
to consult a doctor, but not untfl he had completed
his business.

At ten o»clock he met Atkinson and his associates,
and within an hour the stock had been delivered, and
the certified check for close to half a milh'on dollars
deposited in the bank. A great fenBe of relief filled

hi. mind-he was free, to seek happiness whereverm the broad expanse of the world he might find it.

Yet beneath aU his joy— his exultation, there
throbbed a double sense of pain, the duD gnaw-
ing of conscience at his heart, and the sharp, insist-
ent throbbing that, knife-life, diot through his right
side. Clearly this latter was not a matter to be
trifled with. He turned into the first doctor's of-
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fc. d..t ~t w. .j«. «rf j,H»d th. .a., »f.^taMtM wutigg i. the utenoB.

«fc«l »«d mf,™rf u„. H. „l b.h upright i«

Ptt« fc«^ M th. d«p P"g. .f pah, t,„ .»

off b, gl«, d«„.. «„« th. frint «h.« .,„.„^
t««i »« no/.rt»«t., .. d«rtrt, h..ri., th. dmd

CThl "
t!?'

*" '""•'» "'' • »•"-wom« b^g pn^-hed b««I pin. fo, . ,„^ j,.

^J* ,.^ "•'•'"»" "^ •'"»- "•'-
»g^.fh«,. Th.,,«,Wh.Jth,«»gh,h.

rjirrjLrg^:---—
For ..„ly « bow h. »« f.,erf I, ,.» h, „Mo«y of mua «,d body, nntfl hi. ton, oum. ..rf hi.«-«hU we„ .he th«.gh,. of . ,«. „p„ ,i^^fc»d ./ <fc.th U. J«ri, hid it. ic, touch. H.fac- .t w« .n n««..._„g.„d.^ „

«cfed «™.. yet hi. c««i«,ce .^rt. him. „d
r" -"'

,^ •«"«•• 'Te I«i» i- bi. .id. .;eUrf
<b«"ter, ««J he could not .h,Jte oiF the th«.,^t He
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h^ nerer belkred in the direct interreation of Prori-
dence in the «ff«iirs of nunkind, yet here wm he, at
the moment when aO hit future, m be had planned
it, lay smiling before him, vtrieken with an ilhesa
whidi, lau^ at it a« he would, be could not help
fearing might mean an end to all hie hopes.
He sat up and shook his bead with a quick, nerr-

ous motion which had been characteristic of him
smce cbfldbood. This was all the height of foDy, h«
*rgued— the natural train of gloomy thoughU
which resulted from his surroundings. Even the
faint odor of carbolic acid, compounded with that
of other unknown chemicals, was enough to make a
man feel blue. He rose as the maid beckoned to him— the other consultations had happily been short.
Dr. OKver was a man of few words. He had not

time for more, for his practice was one of the larg-
est in the city. He glanced at West's pain-drawn
face, listened to his few words of explanation, fdt his
side with practiced hands, and delivered his opinion
in a few terse words.- "Appendicitis," he said
quickly, "and an aggravated case. You must un-
dergo an operation at once."

Somehow or other W it felt a sudden sense of re-
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Utf at thcM wordf. Afttr dl. m op««iian for ap-
ptndidtic wm not nich a Mrioua matter. Ht knew
any number of people who had been through it "I
am ftopping at a hotel," he observed. ** I do not
lire in Denver. I luppoee I ihaU be obUged to go to
a hoepital at tmce."

"By aUmeane.** The doctor turned to hie deek
telephone and called a number. " I will arrange for
an operation at the City Hoipital, if you wieh it.»»

"Thank you," replied West, "I do wiih it."

The doctor held a short conversation over the
telephone. ** I presume you can go to the hospital at

once? " he inquired.

tWest nodded.

•« I wiU send for a carriage," the doctor went on,
as he drew a thermometer from a leather case and
placed it beneath West's tongue. « Your case is an
acute one, Mr. West, and we cannot afford to lose

any time." He again spoke sharply over the tele-

phone, then, bidding West Ure his arm, gave him a
quick hypodermic injection which diffused a blessed

sense of relief through every nerve of his pain-racked
body. He sank upon a couch, and awaited the com-
ing of the carriage. His thoughts were no longer
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Ifioomj, Re Memcd to U floatiof in « •€• of
wannth. which MrcMcd him pIcMurablj and flllcd

him with a delidoui feeling of wtU-being. Eren the
duB-flgured flowen on the walli of the doctor's ofllce

wrorf aliTe, and glowing with color. The coming
of the carriage eeemcd unimportant; nothing, in
/*ct, Mtmed to matter, now that the gnawing of that
tcrriUe pals uad left him.

It waa Wednewlay afternoon when Wett arrived
•t the Citj Hospital, and within two hours there-
after the operation was over, and he slowly returned
to a sense of the reality of life, with a feeling of
deadly nausea, and the pain once more throbbing in
Wi right side. Over him bent a clear^yed nurse,
ympathetic as to his comfort, offering him a glass
of water. Presently a physician joined her. West
looked at them without interest and from the jum-
bled impressions of the day once more passed mto a
dreamless sleep.

It was in the early morning that he first began to
think of Edith. Her letter, would be awaiting him
at his hotel. He must send for them -he must
write to her and tell her of all that had happened.
He felt that she would be alarmed at not hearing

Iff I
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from him, for, until the d«y before, he had not failed

to post a letter to her each night, telling her of the

events of the day.

In response to his repeated requests, the nurse

sent a messenger boy for his mail, and, when the lat-

ter returned, she read him Edith's letter at his re-

quest. He could not read it himself— he lay flat

on his back, in simi-darkness, and even the slight

effort of moving his hands seemed to send innumer-

able sharp quivers of pain through every portion of

his body.

The nurse read the letter haltingly, as one reads

an unfamiliar handwriting; it was signed, like all

the letters, with initials only, and told him of Edith's

anxiety to see him, of her hopes and fears, and all

the other foolish things that women write to men
they love. To him it seemed a message from

heaven, for he loved her very deeply, and her slight-

est word became a treasure to him, invested with a

new significance; lifted from its commonplace sur-

roundings; something to ponder over, and think

about all through the long, weary day. He sent a

reply, treating lightly of his illness, so as not to

alarm her needlessly. The nurse carefully wrote it
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down for him at his dictation. He hesitated when it
came to telling the woman the address —he did not
wish to compromise Edith, to give her name to a
stranger. There was no other way, however, and,
after all, he believed that, within a month at the out-
•ide, they would be standing hand in hand at the
taffrail of some great ocean liner, watching the tow-
ering skyline of New York as it disappeared in the
hazy distance along with their troubles and cares.
The mere fact that their secret was known, now, to
a hospital nurse, could do no hann; in a few weeks
all the world would know it, but they would Le in
each other's arms, and the opinion of the world
would not matter very much.

The day seemed strangely long and he was glad
when night came, and with it some respite from his
pain. He felt tired, terribly tired, and his head
throbbed with a burning fever. They gave him
things to make him sleep, and water for his crack-
ing lips. As the evening wore on even the thoughts
of the morning's letter no longer interested him.
He turned his face to the wall, and tried not to think
of anything at aU. After a while he slept, whfle the
nurse and the doctor on his evening pound spoke
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together softly, and in grave tones, with many anx-
ious glances in his direction.

The next morning his fever was better, and the

letter brought him from his hotel made the day seem
for a time full of joy and brightness, but after a
little while a great sense of weariness overcame him.

Nothing seemed to matter much; whether he lived or

died. He was conscious only of a desire to sleep

how long, even though forever, he did not care in

the very least.

About noon he was roused by the approach of
someone toward his bed, and opened his eyes to see

Doctor Oliver standing beside him. The doctor
looked very grave as he took his patient's hand, his

fingers mechanically feeling the rapid, weak pulse.

« Mr. West," said the doctor, ** I think you should

let your family know of your illness."

West tried to raise his hand, then fell back with
a sigh of weariness. ** Am I as sick as all that? **

he inquired faintly, as he gazed into the doctor's in-

scrutaUe eyes.

« You are a very sick man, Mr. West. I do not
wish to needlessly alarm you, but it would be best

to communicate with your people, and put your af-
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fairs in order, so that, whatever happens, you wUI
be ready to meet it."

The sick man looked at the doctor with a long,

intent look. His lips quivered, his hand tightened
fearfuUy upon the one that held it. "You mean
that I am going to die? »' he asked bravely. « Tell
me the truth, doctor. I would rather know." The
doctor nodded his head slowly, but made no other
reply.

West was a long time in realizing the truth, yet it

seemed as though he had always known it. He had
never quite believed that all the happiness he looked
forward to so gladly would ever really come true.
It seemed almost too much to ask of fate. And
now it was all ended. He must die, here alone, with
not even Edith's presence to gladden his few remain-
ing hours. For a long time he looked at the doctor
with burning eyes, yet no words would come to say
that which he felt. The doctor must have under-
stood, for he, too, stood silent, his eyes fixed tenderly
upon the dying man's face. At last he spoke.

" You should send for your p«)ple, Mr. West,** he
said.

" I have no people, doctor."
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" Is there no one you would care to see? »»

"No— no one that could come to me here." He
thought of Edith- «, far away-even if she could
come to him. he knew there would not be time. He
looked once more at the grave face which bent over
his. « How long have I to live, doctor? »» he asked.
« I am afraid the time is not very long, Mr. West.

If you have any business affaire that you wish to at-
tend to, I would advise you to do so at once.**

Business affaire! What business affaire could in-
terest him now? His fortune lay in the Central Na-
taonal Bank, and beyond some distant relatives in
New Hampshire whom he had never seen, and who
scarcely knew of his existence, there was no one on
earth to whom he could leave it. No one? The
tiK»u^t flashed through his mind -what about
Edith? She was nearer and dearer to him than all
the rektive. in the world -.he must have this
money; at least it would bring her comfort and the
•bility to make her life what she had always wished
|t to be. He raised his hand, and began to speak.
You must send Austin Williams here, doctor. He

1. a lawyer in the Pioneer Building. You can call
hmi up on the telephone." He sank back, exhausted
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from the effort of .peaking. William, had done
work for him in the pa«t. It would be a .mall thing,
to make hi. wiU. The doctor and the nur.e would
act a. witne..e.. He a.ked the former to hurry-
there wa. no time to be lo.t-he felt hi. .trenfc
ebbmg away even a. he spoke.

The long .ilence that foUowed untfl the lawyer
arrived wa. unbroken .ave "by the labored breathing
of the man in the bed. What thought. pa..ed
through his pain-tortured brain- what agony of re-
gret, of remorse, of self-accusation, he did not show
by word or look. He lay with his eyes closed, the
seal of death upon hi. forehead. At last the lawyer
arrived, and in a few moments wa. appriwd of the
sad circumstance, which had called him. He gripped
We.t'. hand with a .ilent pre..ure of .ympathy, and
hstened to the broken words that told him of last
wishes. His entire property was to be left to Edith
Pope Rogers, wife of Donald Evan Rogers, of New
York City. That was all. The lawyer called for
pen and paper, and rapidly drew up the short, con-
cise win: West*, attorney in New York, Ogden
Brennan by name, of the firm of Gruber, McMillan,
Brennan & Shaw, was named as executor.
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Within mm ninatct Uit wiU h«dbMn drawa

"«M<I «id dul, witMiMd. ud Wmu, W«t iJ
«<»npl.trf hi. li»t «rthl, u.k. H, brf. Willi«n,

They Oought h. ,„ d«pi,,, „j jy ,^ j.,^^^
hm. H. w«, bttt it WM the deep from which th.«
It no awaktiiinf.



CHAPTER X

TIHE beUs 31d Trinity were chiming the hour
of five and all New York began to turn its

face homeward. The human tide flowed from of-
fices to elevators, from elevators to corridors and
thence in an ever growing stream toward the sub-
way and elevated stations. The sun, like a round
red Chinese lamp, was poised above the gathering
mists of the Jersey shore, ready for its plunge be-
hind the distant hills. Ofllce boys and bank presi-
dents, stenographers and captains of industry
fought democraticaUy for seats in the overcrowded
trains, while over aU sounded the shrill call of the
newsboys as they disposed of the afternoon papers.
Down-town New York had completed another day—
the tides now moved on to Jersey, Harlem, Brook-
lyn, or the great center of life that throbs unceas-
ingly about Times Square.

Against this ever increasing torrent of humanity
Mr. Ogden Brennan of the firm of Gruber. McMil-
iM, Bremian & Shaw, Attomeys-at-Law, struggled
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«.I«r.y tx.„ «,d hurrirf to th. W. „te,.i,.
"Ut. of ««l«, m WJI 8tr«t. «.„ B«»dw„.
H. g«. . quick gl„« .bout „ fce „,.^_^».k»g ,.p,dl, for hi. pri™t. ,a«. cdW darri,Wo«»g Gam,. o»e ,f Irf. ...i.,„,^ ,.^ j^^^

Sfc.- to j.„ l™ .t ..„. „, 3^^ ^
.nd g.»nWo.li„g.^ p^enrtory Jii. i„ «. ^

offlc « h. id «, thi» o«c«io„, in . „„„ u,„^
.JI, ».rge«c f„U... „.^i^y^ j„„ j^ ^jjjj__^
h. office boy. ,„ gjv«Uzrf into „ ™„o„t«l .c-
uvity.

Mr. Sh.w, the joaior B»mb« of th. to, ,{«, .dumer on .t hi. chb, h.d .Ire^Jy d«,n«i hi. ov...
coat ««1 w« giving „„„ j^^ing in.tructio.. tol™^^.ph.r „ young 6«T„ „te,rf „j j^
l.v««Ithe««.ge.

Hetook„phi.h.twith..igh
-I" .« of . „„r. placid «,d phlegn..tic t«,p,r.-

.T„
P^»e'-«<I. picking up hi.

.fterno™. paper, folded it crefiUIy, elected hi.
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The firm of Gniber, Mc^Tfllan, Brenaan ft Shaw

wa» a large one, and its principal practice lay in the
handling of the affairs of corporations and esUtes.
Criminal practice knew it not, but it was ^id of Mr.
Shaw that he could draw a better contract, or han-
dle a diiBcult merger, more successfully than any
other lawyer in New York, which was saying much.
Mr. Brennan dealt with estates and wills— the lat-

ter were his hobby. He claimed that none drawn
by himself had ever been broken.

As Mr. Shaw entered his partner's private office,

with a bland look of inquiry upon his well-bred coun-
tenance, he observed Mr. Brennan throw down upon
his desk, with an exclamation of annoyance, a thin
legal document, comprising but two pages, written,

as he noted, in longhand, instead of the usual type-
written characters. Mr. Brennan looked up with
a frown.

** Sam,** he said hurriedly, « you know that young
BiDy West? He»s dead.**

Mr. Shaw put on his eyeglasses, and regarded Mr.
Brennan curiously. "I don't seem to remember
him,** he replied. ** Who was he? »*

•* Son of old Josiah West, the patent attorney.
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'"WJer used to be a dient of mine, twenftv

•«*M«t the paper trust? »»

"wl"*r
"~' » "^" "PIM Mr. 8h.w.

•' the Web.t.r «ute 1». kqrt m oa the iumn.

«I"«».U.j.,t »A«.ti. Willi.,,.. H. write

"*-. V„, „dd«. rf.i,. W«t,„i„uJ^

•^ executor of hi. ..ute."
belien,

Mr. SImw with a frown.
looked St

'What of it Ogden? SimpI, ,amA M^,^^ -~nte.-ti4:^TC,
tmng of th«f aoi^ »»

*^'*J>«>g of that sort,

** None, so far as I

or anj-

««Me. It's the terms of the
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14,

ne unpltMutl;.» "^

"P-to™ „d .h„g, fa ,i^ ,„ ji„^, „ ^
«»«»««loit, (sd— » e'nmm

" 8m.." fatempted hi. partner. « I wonH !««,

»to tod «.t .f b, „y ehMC y» ta„ . .^ h,^ «»«J D».,d R.g.„. ^ ..^^

«..gi.t b. .bi. .. ..a«^u^ .^^,^ '^
know mrybody. .InMxt"

t. d. mtb the S«»b«,y C^t ..„. E^^ ,,

«

.«^, rf I r^^bcr rightly. 8«™d . „^ a^,
•ort of . Mow. „d ko., hi. ba.fae... W. won
th.c«.onh.fa,tanony. Wh.f. h. got to do with
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it? - The junior partiMr took • chair, and laid his
cane, newipaper and gloTes earefuOy upon tht dctk

1*^"
J*^***

" ^ -^ q«Jtlj. ••Lrt'.hat.thede-'

Mr. Brennan took off his glasses and nerrously
put them on again. » This wiU that West made,
upon hi. deathbed-- he picked up the document
from the desk and regarded it distastefully

-

- leaTes his entire estate to a woman." He paused
and glanced at his partner as though to note the ef-
fect of his statement.

Mr. Shaw turned restlessly in his chair. He eyi-
dently saw nothing strange in this. « Well, why
ot? *> he asked. « I don't see anything about that

to cause anyone any alarm. It had to be either a
woman or a man. I suppose, if he left no chadren.**
" The strange part about the affair. Sam, is this*

Young West was not married. He left this monej;
to the wife of another man with whom he nas madly
in love. So far as I can learn, she was equally in
love with him. They were planning an elopement,
or something of the sort, when he was stricken with
this illness. He insisted upon leaving her every-
thing.**
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-You d«,»l „j .01 Who » ,he?»» mW

Shaw, for the fint ti

148

Mr.

in
manifetting an interest

h» partner*! itorj.

Mr. Brennan took up the wiU. and. opening it, read
aloud. "Edith Pope Roger., .ife of^oSd Ev«
Rogeri, of New York Citj.»»

Mr. Shaw aro.e. He took up from the de.k a
tefephone directory and consulted it with interest.
Donald Evan Rogers." he presently read, "me-

chanical engineer. Columbia BuUding.- He put
down the book and glanced at hi. partner. ^ That's
th. man. I remember him weH now. Bright young
ellow. and very hardworking. I took quite a fancy

to him. Rather a queer state of things. I must say."
He whistled softly to himself.

- Deddedly so. I have no choice in the matter,
of course, but I fancy this document is likely to
cause considerable trouble in the Rogers' household.-
Mr. Shaw wrinkled his brow in a frown. "You

don't suppose for a moment he'd let his wife take
this money -„„,e„, of course," he added reflect-
ivelv. .he intends to leave him.'»

Mr. Brennan threw the wiD upon the table with a
-nort. "That's the whole trouble, Sam. The
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woman h«d been writing young West erery d«y.
WilUanw ha* sent me aU her letters to him, along
with his other papers. Tve glanced through some
of them. She had evidently made up her mind to
leave her husband at once, as soon as West got back
from Denver."

" I don't see tjkat there is anything for you to do
but to go ahead with the matter as the law requires.
You are not supposed to know anything about
West's relations with this man's wife. Possibly her
husband doesn't know, either. It is none of your
affair."

** I know it, but doesn't it occur to you, Sam, that
this is likely to explode a bombsheU in this young
fellow's home? "

"Did West know Rogers weU?" inquired Mr.
Shaw.

** I don't know."

**Why don't you caH on them this evtning and
find out? Possibly the husband may see nothing
queer in this money being left to his wife. West may
have been a friend of his. The woman will say
nothing, you may be sure of that.'!

•It's the only thing to do, I know, but I can't
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»aj that I look forward to the interview with much
plearore. I thought at first of asking Mrs. Rogers
to come here, and teUing her the whole story; but,
if I do, she will of course ask me to keep^uiet about
the matter, and that wiU put me in the position of
aiding and abetting her in deceiving her husband.
I want him to be present, when I see her."

** Then I would suggest that you go to their house
to-ni|^t. You wffl most probably find the husband
at home" He took up the city directory and
aearched its columns carefully. «* Here you are,"
he exchumed at length. « Roxborough Apartments,
One Hundred and Tenth Street. Drop in on them
this evening, why don't you? »»

•* I suppose I had better," observed Mr. Brennan
lowly, « though I must say it is a damnably dis-
agreeable task. The case presents some extremely
unpleasant problems."

Mr. Shaw picked up his stick, his gloves, and his
newspaper, and began slowly to button up his coat.
Decidedly so." he observed. « I can't say I like it.

This woman has been on the point of eloping withan^r man, who leaves her a large fortune. She
««^t of couiw refuse to accept it, or at least dis-
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f*
o' it in wme way, but I fail to .ce how .he can

do .0 without arousing her huaband'. .u-picion..
If. on the other hand, .he can convince him that We.t
left her the money from pure friend.hip. and good-
new of heart, .he place. her.elf in the position of
accepting the money of her lover to qiend upon her
hu.band-herc|Uldren~ifd,eha.any.

P„tty
roughonthehu.batid,Im«.t.ay. No .elf-rcpect-
ing man could permit .uch a thing. niewor.tofit
1. that we have got to be a party to it. What wrt
of a woman can she be, I wonder? »»

" That i. ju.t the thing we mu.t determine. Un-
der.t«,d, thi. woman know, nothing of the will a. yet.
I confe.. I feel con.iderable curicity a. to what her
cour«. p( action will be when .he learn, of it. If.
• mifi^ty difficult .po.ition for any woman to be in,
there, no denying that She may, of cour«., re-
fuw to accept it at all.»»

« She couldn't very well. It*, her. by law.»»
«0f courw, I understand that. But .he could

<l«poM of it in .ome way, poMibly.»»

"Not without it. looking very queer to her hu-
b«»d.»» Mr. Shaw moved toward the office door "I
«ue.. I wouldn't worry about the matter, Ogden, if



THE BRUTE 147
Iwo«,„„.

Utth™«ghti„utthem..lv«. Aft.,

f " *''"'/'"«"l. »ot oar., y™ te„. I, u,^

Good-mght. I've got I. hurry... He p.,«d out.
the orpre..,o,, o. hi. f.ce iudic.tiug . .ort of n«.ro«
"'"'"*""'•

'••"•I" ^ "" co»gr.tuI.tmg Um.
"If upon the fact that he ,„ n„t B„ried
Mr. Bren..n put the .ill i„to hi. pocket. Utkd

.» h» .tenogr.ph.r. „d .peut hrif „ hour in cle.r-
»g h.. de.k for the night. He tried to di.n,i„ the
".Her of the will fron, hi. „i„d « he rod. uptownm the .ubwy, but it per.i,trf „-,h i„„,o,i„g „_..
I«.ty, „d pr«™ted hU u™.! „j.y„„t ,, ^5,
"™ngp.p.r. He ,«.„„,h-e gaunt «dfor-
b.dd«,g exterior m^Aed . nature innately kind.^h« deeply ,.g^trf a^ circunulance. that forcedhm to play th. >.,, in the affair, of the Ho^,..
f™.Iy whch now confronts him. m mor, h.
th«ight of tt, n.att.r, th. n.o« diBcuIt it b«.m.
to CTohe any c««e of action that would obviate
the .pparoitly {..yftabl. cr..h. Th. U, ^j^
that be. „ ea««tor of We.t.. «itat.. AouU turn"" an th. property to Mr^ Roger., and that duty
he could m no way cade. Hi. conwia.ce told him
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that to do BO in such a way as to hoodwink or deeeiTe
her husband would be wrong, and yet he hesitated
to put the matter in a Ught that would result in *
complete disruption of the Rogers' domestic affairs.
It spoiled his enjoyment of his dhmer, which, bemg
a bachelor, he ate at his dub, and it chmg to him
like a cloak of g|oom aO the way up to the Rox-
borough. It was dose to half-past d^t when he
entered the vestibule of the apartment house, and,
after inquiring whether Mrs. Rogers was in, sent up
his card by the devator boy.

•
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CHAPTER XI
.

—

^

MR8. POPE did not often spend an evening at
her 8on-in-law'8. She lived some distance

down-town, at a boarding-house kept by an old ac-

quaintance of hers, on Fifty-ninth Street, and she
had an aversion to the trip to Hariem. She often
told the girls that New Yor ,pped at Fifty-ninth
Street and that she could a er endure living be-
yond it.

Her object, on this particular occasion, was to
induce Donald, if possible, to change his mind with
reference to the seashore cottage which she was so
anxious to take for the summer.

She came in puffing audibly, accompanied by Alice.

Her usual dissatisfied expression was in evidence.

Mrs. Pope was chronically dissatisfied with every-

thing—her income, her life, her increasing flesh,

her daughter's marriage, and the weather.

" Edith,»' she announced, as she entered the room,
"the elevator. service in this place gets worse every
day. I've been waiting downstairs for a car for



150 THE BRUTE
orer five minute., and the boj had the Impertinence
to teU me he had been out running errand, for one
of the tenant.. You ought to complain about if
- Pta .orry. mother.- .aid Edith, m Ae helpedm the removal of Mr^ Pope». coat.

•'Why don't they have a haU boy?" demanded
her mother, glaring at Edith a. though it were her
daughter'. particuUr fault that thi. w^rvice wa.
lacking.

** I •uppo.e it». on account of the expend **

••Humph! That*, one of the joy. of Uving in
.uch cheap apartment.. When I lived at the Bolina-
broke Arm.— **

"Plea.e. mother, don't tefl u. about it again."
exclaimed Alice impatiently. The .tory of her
mother*, former grandeur wa. an oft told tide in the
family.

** Alice, yon are impertinent.- Her mother*, tone^ deeply aggrieved. "Before your dear father
died, we had everything heart could widi. It i.
not .trange that I find myself unable to get ac-
customed to Harlem flats." She turned to Edith,
who had taken up her .ewing. "Edith, where*,
your husband? »»
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* He went out to poit some letters, mother. Hell
be back presently.*'

Mrs. Pope glared about the room with an im-
patient snort. «Huh!'» she exclaimed. «I don't
wish to make unkind remarks about Donald behind
hi* back, but, when I consented to your marriage,
I certainly never expected to see you come to this.
Ive just come from the Harrisons'. They have
taken an apartment in the St. George. You ought
to see it, Edith. Persian rugs all over the place,
real-lace curtains, Circassian-walnut furniture in
the dining-room, cold-storage ice-box, vacuum cleaner
free every week. It's perfect, and only two thousand
• jear. I couldn't help thinking that that was the
kmd of a home I hoped to see my daughter in,
u-tead of » fifty-doUar-a-month tenement." She
sank heavily into a chair, and emitted a windy sigh.

Alice threw down the magazine which she had been
looking over and laughed. « WeU, mother, you may
»ee It yet, you know. Pm still in the running."
"Not unless you give up your ridiculous idea of

marrying that young Emerson Hall, and pick out a
man with some money. He need not be a millionaire,
but he at least ought to be able to keep you in the
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tjfe to which 700 have idway, hwn acoittomed.-

^

Alice kughed. « Dont forget, mother,- d,e «ud
^th a miMhieToui look, "that he hae been to our
boarding.hoii.e. I gue« heTl be able to match that.
at leaat.**

"Alice. I eee no neeenity of your reminding me
of our pment poverty. When your father, my poor,
dear J. B., wa. alive, we lived juet a. weD ai the
Harrisoni'.**

"I know it. mother. That*, one rearai why
father left debt., inttead of a bank account-
« Alice, how can you speak eo of your poor father?

He wa. the bett husband I ever knew. He never re-
fa«d me anything." She took out her handkerchief
•nd appKed it gently to her eye «I shaU never
get over hi. untimely end— never.**

-Dont mind me. mother. Poor oM dad wa. the
beet father in the world.** Alice went over to her
mot^r and patted her con«,lingly on the Aoulder.

He certainly wa..** continued Mr.. Pope «I
never had to oA him for a doUar. He antic^ated
iny every wish. One of the last thing, he .aid w...
Mary, «je that the girl, marry well.* I often think

of Jt. Edith, when I look at you.**
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•Oh. weD, mother.** rejoined Edith. « I certainly
wouldn»t ha^e wanted to marrj anj man jiut for hi*
nranej."

- Il'i jurt a. easj to faU in lore with a rich man.
my dear, as with a poor one. I ahrayt told you
that With your looks, you might have had anyone
you pleased.**

"How about me, mother?** asked AUce mis-
chievously.

"You certainly ought to do better than that
young Han. as I*ve told you before. I doubt if he
has five thousand a year.**

•* Four, mother, I understand.**

** Then he is worse than impossible. Four thou-
•Mid a year! Your father never spent less than
fifteen and we had hard enough work to make ends
m«et as it was. but I always had my maid, and my
carriage. I'm an old woman now. and it doesn't
n»ke any difference if I have to do without—
though I can't say I've ever become used to it— but
you are young; you ought to have pleasure, luxury,
the good things of life. Look at Edith, poor child.
stuck here in this awful place without a cent she
can her own. It ought to be a lesson to you."

can
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" Sort o/ hwriW. e«„p|,, , ,^p^ .. ^^^
WeD, ,oa>e not Upp,, ,„ ,ouf » uM her

«H.th«r «^ „ i„ „jj„,^ "TO, Ao«Id
youM OcnM m., be . rery WlhM h«rf«rf_
.t fcMt I Am^ h,., „ya,i„g ,, ,^^ ^^ ^^
•hj he A«Jd «ip«rt, . girl Kle ycu t. b« Anm

!«. meJ.. „ nwre th„ I c„ «.. Hke«Jy|,^.
attle oK.„ q,iri,. h. ,^M grt ^^^n^',
liTe «« MU. bett«. th.. . clerk', hire. I Am't a.t. hurt ^, fedhg.. „, deer. ^j^„iUnl e„
help. I»l ,oa h,„ ive „„„ u„„^t ^j^ ^pretty poor eort of • rtick."

"Ik»«yoaVe«»erIik«JDonJd,aoth.,. Uf.
talJc of soiiKthuig eke."

"Wk.t we r..ay c«« for. Edith, ,„ to trik.«r«.r pi.™ for the «»»„... Alice drew »p h.,«W md looked .ignific«,tly ,t he, .Krther.

«Ez.ctly,-..idMr..P.^.
«Ih,.wth.tD«.-Id h...t give, hi. conwnt. but I btead to tJk

t.h«n.boatthe»„ltern.y«If.» M„. Pop. looked
•t ker daughter .. though .he bdieved the »,.tter
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•• good as settled already. « Alice and I are paying
thirty-ave dollar* a week where we are. If yoo and
Bobbie could pay twenty-flve that would make— let
me see —» she paused, absorbed in the effort of men-
taUalculation— « two hundred and sixty a month."
"Two hundred and forty, mother,»» corrected

Alice.

"Oh, weU— two hundred and forty, then. We
could rent a bungalow, furnished, for a hundred a
month; that would leave a hundred and forty for
living expenses— we wouldn't need to keep a girl
Donald could come down for week ends."

"I'm afraid I can't do it, mother. Donald says he
can't afford it. I told you what he said."

"Edith, for goodness' sake, have a little spirit.
Your health demands a Aange. Your child's health
demands it. And, besides, if you don't come, Alice
and I shall be obh'ged to go to a hotel and live in a
couple of stuffy rooms. We couldn't afford to take
a cottage, just for the two of us."

" We can't spare the money, mother. Pm sorry,
but I can't do anything more."

"What on earth does Donald do with his money,
Edith? He certainly doesn't spend i* on you."
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^
-He i. fe.«ting it in . gi^ /^ ^ ^^

Virgmk, I bc]ieT«.»

Mw. Pop, looked suprMielj dugu-ted. »QUu
^jl-diemorUd. "Wt tlmt jurt like W».

Edith! My poor chiWf You cert.inlj i«, to be
pitied."

«He hopei to indce a great deal out of it, Mm.
day."

« Piddle.tick.1 He might ju,t a. well throw it in
tteitreet. Mj poor dear J. B. alwayt .aid that
Qorermnent bond, were the onlj .afe inye.tment
GlM. factory, indeed!" She «emed unaU. to «».
tam her indignation.

Tl^ rattle of a key in the door warned her of
I>«n«M. approach. She compowd her face in •
"wle, and ro«» to greet him a. he entered. «My
dear Donald." d,e exclaimed efhwively. « I-in m .lad
to Me you !

"

-Good-erening, mother. You dont mind? " Don-
ald rephed plea.«,tly, holding up the cigar he wa.
•rooking.

Oh, not in the lea.t." Mr.. Pope re«m«d her
chair irith a «lf..ati.fled air. "My poor dear J.B.
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•lw«j« inokod th« very be«t HaTanai. I lore the
odor of a good HaTana cigar.**

DoBaU wrat oTtr to the deik and seated himself
in his accustomed chair. "Tm afraid jou won*t
like this one, then.** he said, with a short laugh.
•*Pure Connecticut, fiire straight. I can't afford
the imported kind.**

Mrs. Pope took no notice of his remarks on the
subject of cigars. She looked from Alice to Edith,
as though to gather courage, preened herself
with a conscious eiTort, then phinged mto the fray.
" Donald,** she began, " we were just speaking of our
plans for the summer. I know you will be interested
on Edith's account, and Bobbie*s. The poor chfld
doesn*t look very well. Edith tells me he has a rack-
ing cough. Now let me teU you what we propose
to do. Edith thinks it a perfectly splendid plan.**

•* Mother, you know what I told you,** began Mrs.
Rogers wamingly.

« Never mind, chiM. I wish to place the matt
before Donald in a businesslike way. I am an old
woman, but I am willing to sacrifice myself for my
children*s sake.**

"I couldn't think of letting you do anything of
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*.^ «rt „ Edith.. «co»t,» „„„w D»^
« Edith i. „y d.ild, Do...d. I „„., tti^ „ J.,'dfar.. I P«po« to «nt . cotUge .t th. ,«.•!""•- . little bungalow- » "^ « "» •«

can t do it thw summer.*'

"But. Do».ld. .u«l, ,„„ „„;„ ,^,j .J"»« for her. ,„d for your child? »

dolrw"/'"""™""- rm«.rry.butlc„.t

«/ .*. fttur... H. tu^ed to hi. de... „d i.^to^I«» o,er «»e p.p.„ ,y^ ^^ ,^^

" ^*"'*';j «7 "Jthiug „ore .hout it, „„,th.r.tf I were you," remarked Edith

dJfl
fop* •«* back i.t. her chair. „-th „ air of

•n<"™g the whofc „.,te, to pa«, f„„ ^ jjt
»f «.«. of Dirine IWdence. "IVetri^tt
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«>y duty. If anything happen, to Bobbie, remem-
ber that, Donald.- It wa. quite clear that whatever
might happen .he would regard a. .olelj her wm-in-
i*w'. fault.

"I .hall," remarked Donald, going ct with hi.
reading.

Tlere wa. an ominou. .ilence, broken only by the
ticking of the clock upon the mantel. It wa. in-
terrupted by the .udden ringing of the door-bell.
Donald ro.e and went over to the door. The other,
heard him talking with .omeone out.ide. Pre.ently
he tumed, with a card in hi. hand. « The boy sajn
there i. a gentleman down.tair. to .ee you, Edith."
he .aid to hi. wife.

Edith ro.e in .urpriw. « To .ee me? " .he a.ked.
"Who Lit?"
Her hu.band looked at the card. ««Mr. Ogden

Brennan, the card .ay.. Do you know him? "
" No, I never heard the name before." She came

over to Donald and, taking the card, looked at it
curiou.Iy.

« Perhap. we had better a.k him to come
up."

"Send him up," ^aid Donald to the boy at the
door, a. he cloMd it.
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J^^w, . Ba,-c.„.t.,,. .^ „^ p^ _
«H«dIy. .t thi. ti,„ 0, u„ ^ ^^looked ,t hi, watch. "If. .1„„ . '\ ^^

lightrf hi. hlf-^oked ci^.^ "' •""^' *
Mrg. Pope POM. **Ai:-* t *!.• t.

be Boinir » !a. , . ^ *'»»'"« l»d betterWffMBg. "be re«i«ked, with . from,.

*• ^""""'ome beer on the ice » si,. /-a M». Pope rdap^a i.t. h^ "^^.^ ,^7'-«^-

doorJwIl r«. w.. • ^T^" •*• •"* •P°'» «»

"dth^Hp^. ""'"'"' *''^*"

ti-riofr".!""
*»'»*. digbt *„ ./ 4^,..

Wh.tiort»#~ "^^ "'*™" 'or him.
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half • hundred time. .i„ce he left hi. office. « Thi.
» Mr.. Roger.' •p.rtment? « he inquired, «. he
came in.

« Ye.,»' annrered Edith, returning hi. ghuice of•cntmj with intere.t.

** I wi.h to Me Mr.. Roger..»»
** I am Mr.. Roger..'*

« I «. her. on . «.«„ of barineM, M». Rogers-He «J«crf .bout the ro«„. „,br,ei^ „„ ^„m lu. «omp,d«,.i« „^j, «of courw. if ,„„W g„..t., I could perhap. con» .t .ome other
time.**

"I h«dly think it wffl h. ,„„.^ „ ^^^
Bith nerv™.,y. She h«l not the hut ide. ,h.t
tt.. d.gn.fied-looki.g oM ««.«.,«. could w„t with
her. but rt ,„ clearly evident th.t he w.. neither
.bo.k..g„tnor.bfll^lI..t.r. Shew„con«o«.
of .growing p,e«ntim«,t of erfl .nd. in he, pe,.
plenty .he turned to her hu.b«d. "Mr. Bren-
»".» •he «id, •' thi. i. my hurf»nd.»

ll«tw„»enb«red. "I M.^ to n«t you,
Mr. B«...„," ..id D,^^ ,^^ ^^^ ^^
You h.Te bun... with „y ,5,,^ j under.t«,d.»
Y«, Mr. Roger,. RuiineM of gmt impor-
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Brennan'i tone wm signiilcaiii—
tance." Mr.

ominous.

Donald took the lawyert coat and hat **Mj
mofter and .i.ter, Mr. Brennan,- he obmved.
•• Won»t you take a aeat? »

Brennan bowed, but declined the chair. «I,han
keep you but a moment. My business is with your
wife, Mr. Rogers, but I came at this hour, in the
hope of finding you at home a. well. The matter
concerns you both. I am an attorney, of the firm
of Gruber, McMillan. Brennui & Shaw, of Number
11 Wall Street"

«Yes?»» replied Donald, looking in surprise at
Edith. She with AKce, and the mother, who had
risen f„„ her chair, stood regarding the Tisitor
With interest.

"I regret to say,- continued Mr. Brennan, in
an even tone, "that I have come upon a very sad
errand."

The fears which had been torturing Edith all
the evening ««ldenly took a more concrete form.
What!" ske cried, clutching at her breast- "I— I don't understand.'*

** You were acquainted with Mr. William West,
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were you not, Mrs. Rogers?" He turned to her
with a look of interrogation.

Edith stared at him in wide-eyed terror, her
fingers convulsively clutching the lace at her throat.
"Werel»» she cried, «Were!»» then relapsed into
•ilence. Donald seemed surprised at her agiUtion;
to him it meant nothing. He turned to Mr. Bren-
nan. "Certainly. Billy West. He's one of my
best friends."

" It is with the deepest regret that I am obUged
to inform you of his death." Mr. Brennan's voice
was not so even as it had been, and held a note of
orrow. He had been genuinely fond of West, and
the latter's death was a great shock to him.

Edith shrank back with a cry, her hand over her
eyes, as though trying to ward off this sudden blow.
Her sister put her arm about her. "Edith!" she
whispered, and spoke to her in a low voice. The
others were too much surprised by the lawyer's an-
nouncement to give much attention to her agita-
tion.

Donald was the first to speak. "Dead! Billy
West dead! Impossible!" He gaaed at Mr. Brea-
nan with a stare of incredulity.
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« Unfortunately not, Mr. Rogers. I only with it

were. Mr. West died suddenly last Friday in Den-
yer, Colorado, following an operation for appendi-
citis.»»

In his sudden realization of his friend's death,
Donald turned away, the tears very near the surface.
" Poor old chap !

* he muttered. « Poor old Billy ! '»

He looked over at his wife. « Edith, isn't it terri-

ble? Think of it, BiUy West dead."

"Why do you come to teU us? How do you
know? " asked Edith, sUring at Mr. Brennan in a
frightened way.

" I have been Mr. West's attorney for a number
of years. I received word of his death this morn-
ing."

*• Poor young man ! I always liked him so much ! **

Mrs. Pope assumed an expression of deep solicitude.

« He waa very weU off, was he not, Mr. Brennan? **

"Very," answered Brennan shortly, then turned
to Donald. "You knew Mr. West very well, I
take it? »»

"Intimately. We had been bosom friends for
years. He was in my class at college. I loved him
like a brother. He had a heart of gold, Mr. Bren-
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nan. 0/ .11 the men I know, he w«. the ^u«re.t
•nd best friend. You cannot realize what hi. death
mean* to us. Edith, isn't it sad? »»

Edith began to cry. «I-i can»t realise it,»»

•he sobbed
; « it seems so terrible."

Brennan drew a thin, folded document from his
pocket, and regarded it criticaUy through his eje-
glasses. « He must have thought a great deal of
jou-and Mrs. Rogers," he observed, glancing at
Donald.

"I «n quite sure he did, Mr. Brennan, butwhy—?"
Brennan interrupted him with a wave of his hand.

« I wiU explain," he said. - Before Mr. West died,
he made a wilL It was drawn up by an attorney in
Denver who, acting on Mr. West». instructions, at
once communicated with me. I am the executor of
the estate."

** But, Mr. Brennan, how does the matter concern
I*? " Donald was becoming a trifle impatient un-
der the continued strain of Mr. Brennan»s signifi-
cant manner.

« The best way to answer that, Mr. Rogers," said
Brennan, adjustir, his eyeglasses, and unfolding
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the document he held in his hand, **
is to read the

win."

With a sudden start, Edith dashed the tears from
her ejes and turned toward the lawyer. She was
conscious of a horrible fear— a fe«ling of dread lest

this document, to which Mr. Brennan evidently at-

tached such sinister importance, might contain some-

thing, she knew not what, which would apprise Donald
of her relations with the dead man, and, like a yoice

from the grave blast her whole life. "Why is it

necessary to read it? »» she asked, her voice trembling

with emotion.

Brennan turned and observed her gravely throu^
his glasses. ** Because, Mrs. Rogers,** he replied,

** this document concerns you most intimately. It

isn*t very long.** Again he took up the will and
prepared to read.

*« I— I don't want to hear it,** sobbed Edith.
** Edith, what is wrong with you? Why should

Mr. Brennan not read the will if II contains matters

which concern us?'* Donald turned to the lawyer.

"You must pardon my wife, Mr. Brennan. This

sad news has completely upset her. Go ahead.**

He went over to Edith and, takbg her arm, led her
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to* chair. « You Imd better «t down, Edith, Md let
Mh Brcmuo flnidi what he hat to mj. There i.
no oecarion for aO thii ezcitemeiit.''

" Bat, Donald— liiteii— I~ *•

"Newr mind now. We are detaining Mr. Bren-
9Mn/» Hii Toiee was impatient, and he looked at
her enrioasly. ** Qo ahead, sir," he said, " and letw hare the matter over with, whatever it ii, a«
quicUj at poMible.'*

Brennan, clearing hit throat with a nerrout cough,
took up the will and began to read.

"•I, WiUiam Wett, being of tound mind, do
hereby make thit my latt wiU and tettament.

***I gire, devite and bequeath aU my property,
whether real or pertonal, and wherever tituated, to
Edith Pope Rogert, wife of Donald Evan Bogert, of
New York City.»»»

He pauted, and ^^ced about to note the effect
ofhitwordt. Edith had tlowlyriten from her chair,
and her face wat a picture of horrified amasement.
Donald, ahnost eqUally turprited, looked from the
lawyer to her, apparently unable to tpeak. AUce
and Mrt. Pope were dumfounded. The whole party
•tood in tilence regarding Mr. Brennan at though
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thej eoold tcareelj grup what thej had Iie«rd.

Suddcnlj the Unwnen of the moment wm broken.
Edith h«l come slowly toward Brennan, her hand oat-
•tretched, her face white with horror. *« No I— mj
God I No !

»» she cried, then tottered and would have
fallen had her mother not stepped quieklj forward
and supported her. •« I can»t take it— I cant take
itl»» she cried, in spite of htr mother's attempts
to quiet her.

"The remainder of the win," continued Brennaa
coldlj, as he folded up the document and placed it

in his pocket, " refers only to my appointment as
executor.»» He remored his glasses and looked at
Donald.

« You mean that he has left everything to my
wife? ** gasped the latter, faintly.

"Everything."

"Nol No!" cried Edith.

• Be quiet, my chiW," Mrs. Pope said soothingly,
then turned to the lawyer. " How much did he leave,

Mr. Brennan? ** she asked.

" I cannot say exactly, madam. It will be im-
possible to teU until the estate is settled up. Proba-
bly not less than half a million."
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EWrH HAD SLOWLY MS.N «OM „.K CHA.R. AND H«« KACgWA« A PICTU*. OF HuEtiritO AMAZ.MEHT
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-Hdf . mflUonl- Mr.. Pop. coll«p.cd h„,,.^

fato.cAdr. «Edilhf Hdf. million! ihln'/cr
«l She Mt gMing before her with « i IM^.
credulou. .ofle. « though the thought .; ,o u , •«.

monej were diiBcult of digeetion.

•'Mr. Brennan, I cMi»t underetand it— I can't
beliereit- Donald*. ToicewM trembling with exc J,c
»«nt. «Whj d,ould he h.ve left Mr.. Roger. «U
tlu. monejP Had he no relative.- no connection.— who would have a better right to it? **

- None. I under.tand. In anj event, the will
would .tand. Mr. We.t ha. .hown hi. affection for
your w,fe by leaving her hi. entire fortune. No
oourt could break that will.»»

"What a man!" exclaimed Donald. "I knew
he wa. veiy fond of u.; we had been friend, for
year., but I never thought of anything like thi.."
He went up to hi. wife and took her hand. « Edith »»

be Mid eame.Uy, «do you realize what it mean.'?
Poor old Billy ha. made you a rich woman."

«
I cannot take thi. money," cried Edith, her face

duU with deepair. "I cannot -I cannot." She
tore herwif away from her hu.band and faced Bren-
n«i with the look of an animal at bay.
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"Edith, my dear, are you losing your ewes?''

inquired Mr». Pope.

"I cannot take it.»» repeated Mrs. Roger., me-
chanicaUy.

" Why not? - asked Donald. His question came
h'ke a blow.

She did not dare to tell him that- she clenched
her hands until the blood came, looking at him in
•udden confusion.

"Of course, it is a very large amount,»» he went
on, « but if he wished it— »

"You are right, Donald." Mrs. Pope favored him
with a smile which seemed almost genial, compared
with those she usuafly bestowed upon him. « Edith,
my dear, it is your duty to respect the wishes of
the dead. Don't you think so, Mr. Brennan? »»

" The wiU aUows m^ no latitude, madam. What-
ever your daughter's feelings in the matter may be,
it is my duty as executor to turn over to her Mr.
West's estate in its entirety. What disposition she
may see fit to make of it afterward is, of courwj,
no affair of mine." He turned and picked up his
hat and coat from the chair where Donald had placed
them. « It wai be desirable, Mrs. Rogers, for jpn
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.W w„, ,.„ t„ .ig.. „ ^^^^ J

_^^P^

^

Edith. "I— I have no right to it—

"

th."t'L':!'™'"'.
""• '"" "P''"«' t» y™' Edith,that «,. mon., „ ,.„„ t, ,„. „^ .,

torn U over to you. I c«. u„d.r.t„d. of eZ..

WM »» wuh, there i. no reuon for vou to feel .o"n«iy .bout it." She ,en to ^l, „^„^^
.t f '^

"• '""• •»' »' ""^ -PO- »• "W«d— oh, Donald ! » A, moaned.

7 "*''*''• B""".- «id Donald, turning to
«» IW. that you can depend upon Mr.. Ho^r.
«^g » to .ee you at twelve to-n^rrow. Q^.

"Good-night," «ad the lawyer, a. he b«,ed and
left the room.

,rl^l'^
'*"' *"• """ "" "*«'. Edith."

t.on. to you -to Bobbie -to aU of u.." L
n

Ml
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looked at Alice with • joyful Miile. « I guMi we
can have that cottage after all.**

«D«'t! Don't!** cried Edith. "MjGod,joa
d«'t realize what you are saying.**

She swayed suddenly forward, overcome by the
terrible strain of the past half-hour, and feU heavily
to tile floor. >



CHAPTER XII

A T l».lv. o>.I«k the f„l,o„„g d.y^ Edith

St«rt, «,d ..W to «, Mr. Br«n.n. She ,„ .t

J^ T!u
*° "• """'"'• •««— to Edilh

"•!*•' ""' •" «"•"' '^•'J'* "d oo. that

t^-^T"" '" •' *' '-^'^ •• '«•• Ante

«d „„ with «.. „„;., ^^ J -t
^.

not to my g„,t „,„t ,^jj j^^

J'ltl'w''^"""^''""'"'**^- »»•"Ji«l, at the l«rt moment, decide] »«f *-
»-r. At «,rt h. irf in i.wtL ' ^ '°^^^
IiM«... -« 1. r "*" "P™ doing ro, partly»««« of h» »»f«„ai.rit, with bu.u.«. .ff.i„

7 d«th h«i g„„ h„. sh. h.d don. her b«tto «.«.. h.r „,r.ring.. o, .t ,„.t „ to „IZ
ITS

if;

j|j

ill

Sill
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them that Donald might have no suspicion <i{ their
real cause, and in this she had been more successful
than she had supposed possible. After the first
shock which Mr. Brennan»s woi^s had given her, she
was conscious of a reaction, resulting in a sort of
numbness, in which her mind was filled less with
thoughts of the man she had supposed she loved than
with a ghastlj fear lest the fact of this love might
become known to her husband.

Had she been able to analyse, during afl the
eternities of that horrible night, the cause of this
fear, she might have realized that her ]me for West
had been no love at all, but only a sudden infatua-
tion, bom of her overweening vanity and love for the
good things of life on the one hand, and her utter
failure to appreciate her husband's rugged honesty
of purpose on the other. The very fact that her
horror at the thought that Donald ftiight learn of
her affair with West overshadowed all else in her
mind, mi|^t have told her that she still valued her
husband's love and that of her chfld, far above that
of the man who had so suddenly been taken away
from her.

Donald, who sat beside her most of the night, was

f
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I.»^r 1"^^ "' " «'y "•">~I grief .t the'•» of . de.r fnend. He felt the ^.tte, keenlyh^df, but. „»..iae. .t„.e to hide hi. own .^^
f^:;*'

«-"» "^t the ^r. .^, eoi-

Mr. Pope «rf Alice h«l ,«.„-.ed unfl midnight.

So U» n„ther departed. «co™p.nied by AliceHer whole attitude toward Edith .led t.L^Zdwgone a .udden tnj.,tn,^.i- ^
now rich ,

""" *""'^''™*'"'»- The latter wa.

°°T
""''-«>« P<>"««r of half a «,illi„„ d„n.„

^liTald'""^' '° "* "*''"'«^ « "'-^ '";

hHlrT:? t
"^^ ""• Even towari Donald

J^th. «rf Bobbie', health «,d the .e. air which

»» J-r. He r«H,g»i«d her .hallo,..ouled «lor.tion
ofmoBe,aod.ecretIyde.pi«dit
R w« after U«y h«, g^ ^^ ^^ ^ ^^

w
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.obbing upon the bed for . long time, that Donald
bought up the subject of her vi.it to Mr. Brennan'i
office. "Perhap. I bad better call him up in themommg and postpone it/' he said. "Any other
day wiU do. There i. no huny, «„d r„ .fr^j,
dear, that you are hardly in a condition to di««..
busmess matters.'*

^ttL She dried her eyes and sat up, looking at
him, half-frightened. « I'll be all right in the mom-
Jng. I'd better go."

" Very well, if you think best Of course I shall
«o with you, and, reaUy, the whole affair need not
take long."

The thought that Donald was to be with her wa.
terrifyuig. For a time she was afraid to speak.
She d,d not know what Mr. Brennan might have
leaded about herself and West-what infonnation
might have come to him along with the dead man's
papers and effects. Suppose Donald were to find
out. She gUinced at his careworn face, upon which
the hues of suffering were set deep, and her heart
smote her. He must never find out. Aftern time
she ipoke.
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He regarded the idea as a foni;.i. u- .

)i»F K«-* • f

"«» M a foolish whim, born of

ge.ted gomg „th you b«,„„ rT u.
^ •"*"

"tier .t go Jo.; wT! / ^"*^' ^™ "•'"'''

.bout i.W bo„m .u day, ,.„ j, Tf-T"
""""«

picked it no -.-.1.
*°°''- °™'J<I

ner. Poor old BiHj!" he marmured «n„.•trange, to think that we .l,.ii
"

The incident increM^ Edith'. fe.„, the letter
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WM fflkd with expreMiont of love, and Donald, un-
•uipecting, tnwting her always, had not even aaked
to see it. She went into the kitchen on the plea of
making a cup of tea, and burned the letter at the

gas range, fearful every moment that he would come
in and see what she was doing. There wert many
other similar lettei^s, locked in a drawer of her bu
reau. She determined to destroy these as well, in

the morning.

Later on, Donald slept, supposing that she was
doing likewise, but she only made pretense, designed

to hide her feelings. She sobbed softly to herself

throughout the long hours till daybreak, but morn-
ing found her dry-eyed, ready to face whatever dis-

aster the day might bring.

Mr. Brennan was standing b^'nd his broad ma-
hogany table-desk, his eyeglasses in one hand, the

other grasping a package. Edith, in her agitation,

did not observe the latter. She sank into a big

leather-covered chair and looked at the lawyer ex-

pectantly.

He pushed some papers across the desk to her and
requested her to sign them. She did so, without

reading them, or knowing what they were. These
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formditie. ccMnpkted, he drew the package, which
•ppeared to contain a large number of letten, toward
him «d began to tap it in genUy emphatic faduon
With bif ejeglaases.

"There i. a certain matter, Mr.. Roger., about
which I mu.t .peak to you," he begwi, after a long
contemplation of the letter*.

«¥«?»» die awwered, with a ri.ing inflection.
Something in hi. mamier warned her that what he
wa. about to .aj would concern her rerj deeply

« When Mr. We.t died, hi. paper, and other effect,
were forwarded to me, a. executor of the e.tate
Among them I find thew letter.." He indicated the
package on the desk before him.

" Ye. f».he repeated, her heart .inking. A cold
per.piration broke out all over her. She wiped her
hp. with the ineffective bit of lace which Ae held
cnuhed in her hand.

Brennan reached over, took up the bundle of let-
ter., and handed it to her. He knew from the hand-
writing, from the initial, with which they were .igned,
from an the atteni'Mit circum.taRce., that Ae had
written them. «A. executor of the estate, Mr..
Rogers," he said slowly, « I feel that the best use I

M
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e«B make of that ktten is to turn tiMm ov«r to
you."

For a momat she hardlj gnwped hit mMBuig.
Hii gmft maimer of ipeaking bad made her beUere
that some terrible fate oTerbung her— some mjtteri-
ou« requirement of iht law which she did not realise,

or understand. Now, linee it appeared that the onlj

diqMMition of the letters that Brennan intended to
make wai to band them over to her, she could
scarcely believe that she had understood him aright
**You— you mean that I am to— to take them? *>

she said haltingly.

Yes. Take them, and, madam, if you will per-
mit me to advise you, I stron|^y recommend that
you lose no time in destroying them.**

The color flew to her cheeks at his tone, implying
as it did the guilty nature of tbe correspondence.

It terrified her to think that this man had it in his

power to destroy her utterly, merely by saying a few
wordi to her husband. Yet he could not have any
such intention, else why should he advise her to de-
stroy the evidence of her folly, her guilt? She took
the letters with trembling fingers and thrust them
into her handbag. «* I will destroy them at once,"
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•he «id faintly, but T«y e«g»lj. hardlj daring to
look at him.

The further contenation between them wae short
Mr. Brennan informed her that he would be happj
to advance her any money die might need, pending
the legal formalitiei attendant upon the adminiitra-
tion of the esUte. She thanked him with down-
CMt eyee. but assured him that she would not re-
quire any. The thought of touching any of West's
money horrified her. Her one concern had been to
keep the knowledge of their mutual love from Don-
ald— this, she felt, was now accomplished. To the
money she did not at this time give so much as a
•lafi^e thought. On her way up-town she made a sin-
cere effort to analyie her feelings. Why had West's
death not affected her more deeply? Why had the
mort important feature of the whole affair been her
des,re to keep the tnith from Donald? The answer
came, clear and vivid. It was Bobbie. She feared
the destruction of her home on his account. It was
love for him thkt had caused her to repent of her
promise to West to go away with him, even before
the latter had much n ore than started on hi. way
to Doiver.

I
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The thought pursued her aU the way home.

When she arrived, Bobbie had finished his luncheon
and was just going out with Nellie. She went up to
the boy and clasped him in her arms. « Dear little
man!" she said as she kissed him, then noticed, in
her sudden thought of him, how pale and thin he
looked. "Run along now, dear. The more fr.sh
air you get, the better.**

After the chHd had gone, and she was alone, she
took the letters Mr. Brennan had given her, drew
from her bureau drawer those she had ,«:eived from
West, and, without looking at any of them, proceeded
to make a bonfire of them aU in a tin basin in the
kitchen. It seemed hard to destroy his letters.
They had meant so much to her when she had re-
ceived them. For a moment she was tempted to read
them an through for the last thne, but the fear that,
should she do so, she might weaken in her intention
to destroy them stopped her. Donald must never
know -Donald must never know. TT,ese let-
ters were the only proof in the whole world of
her WTonfi^doing. She applied a match to the
mass of paper with trembling fingers, and, with
tears m her eyes, watched the flames mount and
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IT" "" '^'' "«"« ««' '^ t. .oft ^,

"f^d '"?'""'"'• She threw tte. out oftte «„dow «d ,.teM then. bW hither J

w." h th r^ *"'* "" "" '-" ' "-alio, do^

l;"^"*
""" "- "-*- the hn^nediate p„J

if



CHAPTER XIII

IT took Edith Rogers manj weeks to make up her
mind to spend any of William West's money,

and then she did it on account of Bobbie. Her
mother had used every effort to convince her that
-he was acting like a fool in not launching out at
once upon a career of wild extravagance, but the
thought of her love for West, the folly she had con-
templated, the latter's sudden and tragic death. aU
filled her with horror. The money lay idly in the
bank, and she could not bring herself to touch it.

With the coming of the hot weather, however, she
began to listen to her mother's arguments with a
more willing ear. Bobbie was clearly not well. Hi.
cough, product of a March cold, still hung on in
spite of all her efforts. His appetite was failing,
h,s cheeks pale and wan. She felt the desirabiUty
of getting him away from the oven-like city at once,
and one evening broached the subject to Donald.

« Don't you think, dear," she said, « that I ought
to take Bobbie to the sea-shore? "

It*

-^.-^?3;>-.^^itt.-5aa?aafeiii^ii»hii
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D««M Io,W up ,„,..u,_ ..J
"•d. " I"** thought .0 for.ome line."

« Then why haven't yon ..id „ything rtont itf »

•ad I heutated to aun»«t !* ™ h. »""ggest It on that account."
Do you think I ought to u>e it? ••

«
I
c«. .ee no «..on why you AouM not Hi.«.h wa. ttat you Aould have it. He want«J youto «Joy „, otherwi« he would not have left it toyou 1 regretted the p«,r old chap., death quit. a.>»»ly " you did. but for an that I cannot L whyyou .h«Ud fcel .0 .trongly about tbi. n.oneyT '

^ " d» dad, nor had d,. .ny intention „, .n<^g

I thmk ra look for a cottage «n.«,he« along the

^.TT\ '^•'--"•^"'oh.icer'ht

we* end. In foct, Donald, 1 dont .ee wh, vou
cou^.iu.t..wengiveupbn.ine„altogetl^::.C
^^^d^U^sununerwithu.. In the faU we ndght go

He frowned at thi.. "i couldn't tUnk of it,

•
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*«.» h. r^M. "IV. got m, practise to keepup «d the b«.™.. i, We., VirgW. to look rfter
I AouldnH c«e to live on you. you know." He.m,W. Md, coding over to her. patted her he«l at-
fechonately "If. very g„„d of you. Edith, tow«t ^ ,rth you. «,d I .hould enjoy it n,ore than Ic« HI you. but I couldn't give „p „y work, my in.
dependence. You wouldn't r»,pect me if I did "

She did n.t attempt to argue the question with
l«m. Perhap. in her heart d« felt that he wa,
'WM. "Mother i. coming up to-morrow moming."
.he.«d. "I think m try New London. I,;,
there <me summer for a month when father wa. aBve."d I have never forgotten how lovely it ,„.Mother know. aU ab«.t it. Well run up there to-
morrow and .ee what we can fed."M by Mr.. Pope, the expedition in «arch of a

Edith had had m mind a .maU bungalow-, tinyiou* with a view of the water, but Mr.. Pope wa,
bunlened with no .uch pfebeian idea.. T^Z
mon^-loving mind a cottage »ch a. befitted herdaughtC. newly acquired wealth con.i.ted of a pic-
t«re«,„e man.ion of »me eighteen or tvenly «om.,
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with a private bathing beach, extensive ground.,
garage, stables, and a retinue of servants.

She had some little difficulty in finding what she
wanted. Edith remonstrated with her continually,
but she was not to be balked. She told the real-es-
tate agent to whom they had gone on their arrival
that her daughter was prepared to pay as high as
five hundred dollars a month, for the proper accom-
modations, furnished, and she refused quite definitely
to consider anything that did not front on the
water.

There were but three places answering her descrip-
tion that were available. The first Edith thought
perfect, bnt her mother dismissed g at once.
Quite too small, my dear,*' she remarked, with up-

turned nose. "And I never could endure a house
With no conservatory."

The second place had a conservatory, it seemed,
but Mrs. Pope found the plumbing antiquated, the
number of bathrooms insufficient, and the furnish-
ings not at all to her taste.

"We shall entertain a great deal," she informed
the overpowered real-estate man, who was mentally
trying to adapt Mrs. Pope's extravagant ideas to
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her anything but extravagant clothe.. Edith won-
dered whom they were going to entertain, but fore-
bore aaking her mother at this time.
The third place withstood even Mrs. Pope's at-

tempU at criticism, and Edith fell m love with it at
once. It was not quite so large as they had wanted,
her mother remarked, but it might do. Edith was
very sure that it would do. The house, a long. low.
•hingled affair, with many timbered gables, was
partly overgrown with ivy. Climbing ro«.s. in fuU
bloom, embowered the wide verandas. The gardens
were filled with handsome shrubbery and well-kept

vZ *fL
'^""'™ • "**"^' * greenhouse, and

a httle bofl^use and wharf. The lawns were im-
maculate, the furnishings within artistic and costly
The agent explained that Mr. Sheridan, the banker,
who owned the house, had left unexpectedly for Eu-
rope the week before, and the place had just been
placed on the market. Mr. S.eridan had intended
to occupy it himself until the last moment, but his
wife had been taken ill, and was obliged to go to one
of the Continental baths to be cured. The price
was two thousand dollars for the season, and would
have been a great deal more had the place been put
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looked .t ,t already, and it wa. not likelj to remain
unoccupied very long.

«W.„ Uk. it." ..ia Mr. Pop. p^p«,.
We-U „,„ „ „ M»d.y- 8h. b.g«, t. pUmJoud th. dupcition of the y.riou. brfroona

J^.
H«H th. .geot, o. the w.y to toin., „g.«»W th. n«...it, of „«„ti»g . !..„^ „^i,^

. dq»«t to bind th. b.rg«.. u My ^^^^J
g.v. you , check for the tort month'. «nt in «|.
VMc..-' .«d Mr.. Pop. lofti],. ..Yo„ i,„
check-book with you, my de.r. I hope? »

Edith h«J. Her mother had fauUt^ftpon her
*;|W it wh« they left the ho„«. JK ch^
r! "•? .g«n.t the income *ch Willi™ We-f.
h^-mUhon of cpitd ,„ pafc^ „, ^ ^„ ^^
•t the hudc w« one for five huodrrf doIUr. to th.
orfer of Thorn.. HuB. .gent. Sh, .ig„«, it ^thtrembhng fingers.

Once the phmge w,. tdcen, howewr. th. re.t«»«» ea.y. On th. journey home Mr.. Pop.
-.pped out . c«npaig„ of .hopping that m«Je her
d-u^ter-. head whirl, but .he h«i cea.ed to bbjectOne thing d« mri.,rf „^^ ^^ ^^^^ ^^ ^^^^
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er»s never^ding list of clothei, and that wa« a pony
and cart for Bobbie. It had been the conitant de-

tire of hif childish heart, erer tince he had ridden

in one the lummer before at Brighton. Mrs. Pope
approved the eart. She alfo suggested an automo-
bUe.

When Edith told Donald of the result of their

trip that night his face became grave, but he said

little. «* It is your money, dear," he contented him-

self with observing, « but if I were you I would not
allow my mother to influence me too much. She has
foolishly utravagant ideas. There is no use in bur-

denug J^Klf with a mansion and a house full of

servants jm t^ei^e you can afford it. The air

isn't any sweeter, lie sun any brighter, because of

them. I should ha4 preferred a more modest es-

tablishment myself, but I suppose it*s too late to

change matters now. I hope you have a wonderful

summer, and that Bobbie and yourself get as well

and strong as I should like to see you. I can't be
with you except on Saturdays and Sundays, but no
doubt your mother and Alice will keep you com-
pany.**

" Yes. They will be with me, of course. Mother
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Ifeat deal."

" Entertain ? Whom f
**

"Why, .n he, .U fri™,^ A»drmgrii»to

jnvted Mr. H.D f .p«u, . ,„k „ »,.^ JHe u comuig eut for hi. Taction."
Donald ,„«d hi. eyebrow. « I Jonl mind theopuno« of other people a. a ,„fe.» fc. ^^^

^but^how do ,o« p«,po« to explain on, „dd.n

Edith h^ not thon^t of that an«ct of the mat-

^. "I'M ten them the truth." rtean^er^l but
tt. .uggestion bothered h„ fo, »«,, da,, the,^

.1! . .f
'•'''"""»"• »«««W *o ten her friend,tbet™*.

Suchofthen...hadJr.«Jyb.,rftt.
«« h«J congratulated h«. upon her good fortune.
with a .ecret wonder that We.t had left the money
to her m.lead of to Donald, but Mr.. Pop.,^
ch.racteri.tic Wnntne... h«I „t thi. right. "Poor.

EAth." .he .„d. ..He'd have married her. if alad not been for Donald. He hadn't «,,«,« el«

!;

*"%
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to leaTc hia monej to, and, of eoune, he left it to
Edith. He WM • noWe young num. We owe him
• great deal**

Edith shuddered a« she lietened, but could eay
nothing. Once she ventured the remark that Mr.
Weet had been Donald'e lifelong friend, but her
mother would hare none of it. " Pooh! - she said.
-It was you he eared for, my dear. Anyone with
h*lf an eye could see that. Didn't he spend aU his
time with you, right up to the time he died?"
After that Edith ceased to remonstrate. She felt
that in this direction she was treading on dangerous
ground.

Once launched upon a career of spending, Edith
•oon came to acquire the habit, as any other habit
may be acquired, if dutifuUy persisted in. A few
weeks before she would have stood aghast at the
mere thought of paying fifty dollars for a hat
Now she bought costly hand-made lingerie dresses
with the calm assurance of one whose bank-account
is increasing at the rate of a thousand dollars a
week, and signed checks in an off-hand manner that
wtned as natural to her as though she had never
haggled over a bargain counter, or searched the col-
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««». of the d^aj paper, for opportunitk. .t
marked-down Mjet.

She faUed to ..ti./y her mother, however. That
••tunable lady ««med to think that Edith». wealthWM meaaured onlj by the number of check, in her
check book, and criticiwd her daughter loudly for
t^r petty economie.. "Don't buy tho.e cheap
•hoe.. Edith.- .he would remark. "If. quite J
po«ible to get anything fit to wear for leM than ten
doUareapair." Or. « Ready-made cor«.U. my dear,
•re «, abomination. I in.i.t that you go at once
«.d be mea.ured for half a dozen pair that will reaUy
fit." Edith drew the line at .uch extravagance.,
•nd very nearly precipitated a row. « Let me alone.
«nother.".he.aid. " I know what I want. and. after
•11, It » my money we are .pending, not your..»» My
»oney! The irony of the thing did not occur to
her She bought Donald a new gold watch-chain,
mth match-box, cigar-cutter. knife, pencU and seah,
•M of gold, attached. When .he pre.ented it to him,
•he felt di.appointed at hi. lack of enthu.ia.m. and
wondered why he did not wear it. The «a.on wa.
-raple-a. .imple and homely a. Donald himwlf.
He detested jewelry, and contented himwlf with the
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leather fob initialed in gold which Edith had given
tam, year, before, upon a birthday. He had loved
this, because she had saved and denied herself to get^or hun. The other, somehow, meant nothing to



.,/it^-

i:

CHAPTER XIV

EMERSON HALL wa, a young civfl engineer,
who had pushed his way to the fixmt in his

chosen profession because he had both energy and
ability. He had been graduated from Columbia
some year or two later than Donald, and had at once
left New York for Chicago, where he had entered
the employ of a large contracting company. Sheer
hard work had forced him to the front, and he was
now one of the concern's most trusted men.
AHce Rogers he had met, some time before, at a

commencement hop, and he had straightway fallenm love with her. Being in New York but seldom,
he had seen very litUe of her, but the impression
she had made upon him persisted, and their court-
ship, carried on largely by means of an extensive
correspondence, had progressed so favorably that
Mrs. Pope felt obliged to place him under the ban
of her displeasure. Alice, however, paid little at-
tention to her mother's objections. She had a very
clear idea of what she wanted in the world, and what

I9«

m.
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•he wanted .he determined to get. Emerson Hall
wa. one of the things she wanted, and she bent all
her energies to the task of making that young
man conclude that life without her to share it would
be but a barren waste.

Pursuant to her intentions, Alice had written to
Mr. HaU, inviting him to spend his vacation with
them at New London. She had asked Edith's per-
mission, and the latter had granted it gladly. The
latter had never met Mr. Hall, but she felt as though
•he ahnost knew him, both because he had been an
acquaintance of Donald's and because Alice talked
about him so much. Then, too, she felt that she
owed him some recompense for his services at the
tmie of West's death. He had gone to the hospital,m answer to AKce's wire, only to find that West had
died «,me three days befo^,. This information he
had wired to Alice the following day.
-^e two girls looked forward to his coming with

deh^t. The extensive entertaining which Mrs
Pope had plamied had faUed to materialize. She
found that, after dropping from her visiting^Iirf the
fnends of her poverty, there remained but few among
the elect whose acquaintance she might claim, and
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thew, it seemed, were mostlj away for the summer.
Hence the two girls were somewhat lonely in the

big and stately house, and Edith found that the time
between Monday morning, when Donald departed
for the city, and Saturday afternoon, when he re-
turned, hung heavily upon her hands.
She had no housekeeping details to occupy her—

Mrs. Pope had insisted upon a competent house-
keeper; her duties were confined to signing checks,
her pleasures, to enjoying Bobbie's delight in his
surroundings. His pony cart, the boat she had

^^nJr.^""'
*" ^" ""'^ experiences, made the

Aild feel that he had suddenly entered heaven itself.
His cough, his pale cheeks, his fretful nights were a
thmg of the past. He Kved the life of a little sav-
age and health flowed in upon him accordingly.
Mrs. Pope did not share her daughter's loneliness.

TTie atmosphere in which she now lived and moved
charmed her. With Alice and Edith at her side, a
houseful of expensive and competent servants to
gratify her slightest wish, with Donald on hand only
over the week ends, she felt that her cup of blessed-
ness was once more filled to the brim.

It was late Saturday afternoon. The Sound
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lay .pTkling in the hot August sunshine. Mrs.
Pope came into the handsomely appointed hall of
their new home, and sank heavily into a padded-
leather chair. After aM, she felt, this was indeed
life m its fullest sense. She fanned herself Ian-
guidly with a lace fan, regarding her elaborate gown,
meanwhfle, with much satisfaction. She glanced up
as Edith entered the room, looking very lovely in a
costume of white lace,

,

"Has Ah* .. come back from the station yet.
mother? »» inquired Edith.

"Not yet, my dear. I'm waiting for her now. I
•uppose I am expected to welcome this young Hall- though I can't say I want to. I wish Alice had
not mvited him. « -he would take my advice, she
would send him about his business. Four thousand
a year! Pooh! a beggar!

"Wen, mother, now that we have asked him, we
most make him welcome. How do you like my
dress? » She came around in front of her mother's
chair.

M«. Pope observed it critically through her
gold lorgnon. «0h, it wifl do, my dear,'' she ro-
phed. « I should have preferred the Irish point "
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" But, mother, it was five hundred dollaM.**

"What of it? Why shouldn't you look as weU
as possible? Of course, Donald would never care,
but there are others. I heard several people at the
hotel say last night that you were the best-looking
and the best-dressed woman there.**

"I don't care what they said, mother," replied
Edith, selecting a rose from a jar on the table,
and putting it in her bosom. « I'd rather please
Donald."

Mrs. Pope sniffed audibly. « Oh, very well, my
dear," she observed. « Have your own way. It's

some satisfaction, at least, to know that you can
buy a dress when you feel like it, without having to
account to your husband for it. My poor, dear
J. B. always gave me a most liberal allowance. I
never could dress on less than three thousand a
year.'*

« Wen, mother, you know you did manage to get
along Oil much less, the last few years."

Mrs. Pope assumed a deeply hurt expression.
"Edith," she exclaimed irritably, "it is most un-
kind of you to remind me of my temporary poverty.
Before my poor, dear J. B. died— "
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in Jus room, mother."

ly^n ^ ^' ^"' "" "^ fi^^'cJock train? «

h/LTt!!;^
"^"'^ ^' ^'^^^ downstair.? I hopehe bought the afternoon „apers « ^

"They're in the librar^. Donald says the trindown wa. terribly hot and stuffy. He»?chaJ
hi* things."

«e8 changmg

Mrs. Pope snorted. « if he would spend the sum

•' Noiuenw, motherl » replied Edith « Don.M •

Perf«tly right I wouldn't w.«t J,ta , .f.
'

idler. liviBg on ii. wife H. T * ° '*=''"" ""

Ui.t."
'"""^«- He hu too mnch spirit for

" Tl.«. if he n.u.t .t.y in to«,, ,hy j.^..^ ^^

/«hilTb^ r*°""^
"-'t think it ,0.1. wihnn to be .tayu« .t th.l cheap little flat, now
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tk.t yo« h.ve pl„t, of «,o„ey to t.k. ,.„, p„p.,
place in (ockt;." ' ^
"He a™ tte old place. Ik ..,. h. ,„ j

the«. He thought he might « ,eU ^.y on m2the kaie expired.'*

" Wdl, there', no accounting for ta.te.. If ™,

Mr.. Pope beg«, to f«, her«If v^oroudy. « i .„get along very weU without him."
Mr.. Boger. went to the door and looked down

*he long, diady drive.

'• Ahce .eem. to be gone a long time. I hope thenachme ham't broken down."

« The tr«,i. probably late. They generaUy are

Mr. HaaT"-
™"*^— --. »• «i«

.l^^if" ''t**''
"" «»»'»«' the library....«d E4th, a. .he rcumed her chair. «It b. .Wely vaew of the Sound. I know heTl be glad

zr..."
"•

' "'"^ """ •«'"« -- -"^

•t
*^' .^"^ ""^ •-'"gnantly. « i wifc h, ^^•Wed there." .he grumbled. «I cannot imagine

what Ahce .ee. in him to rave about."
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"Donald t.n. « h... . «,y brigfct ,.„„Wb».»cn.g.. Sh. .right 4, . ^, ^
" Not «"*. Why c„^ Ae pick «„,».,.„ „

owe that poor young man ! »»

" !><»% mother { »» Edith cried. « Plea«

!

»
She rose and went to the fireplace, her face con-

vulsed with emotion.

WW I .p..k rf „,. w„„ J^

from th. htto., „, ,„,Wt for .a tk. h.p;i....
he haa given you.**

ff*""*

«
I

appreciate it very much, mother.** Edith*.
voice trembled— there w<u * ,-«. * .^ .

„ -.
™"* '^* * "«ce of a sob in it.

mother rel«itle«ly. « Every time I mention hi.name you change the subject.**

Edith turned, her face flushing. « C«n*t you «e,**
.I^cned,«howithurt.me?

I don*t wa't tr^remmded of hi. death every minute of the day Godkno>,, I wish he were alive again!**
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" There». no iwc in wwhing that, my dear," re-
marked her mother. « God, in Hi. w«dom, orders
aU thing, for the be.t.»' She glanced about the
nchlj fumidied room with a .ati.fied .mile.

Edith wa. about to reply, when the afternoon
.tiUne.. wa. broken by the .ound of wheel, upon the
gravel road, accompanied by the honk of an auto-
mobile horn. She hurried to the door, and, a. .he
did .0, Alice appeared, accompanied by a heavUy
built young feUow in blue .erge, carrying a .uit.ca.e.
Mr.. Pope row.

** Well, mother, we're here at la.t,»» cried Alice.
" The train wa. fifteen minute, late." She turned
to the man behind her. « Mother, you know Mr.

" My dear Mr. Hall, I'm .o glad to .ee you ! »» .aid
Mr.. Pope effu.ively, a. die offered the newcomer her
hand.

Mr. HnU shook hand.. He wa. a genial, whole-
wuled .drt of a feUow, and, a. he turned to acknowl-
edge hi. introduction to Edith, .he felt an instinctive
liking for him. He wa. telling Mr.. Pope how glad
he felt to be Ea.t again, after six night, in a .leep-
ing-car.

i
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^
• N;;.- «pU«J Edith. "

.hourf. IV. „„,.1^
iJv"'"*^.?*"

''''*^« »*• H tU. .id. ,, tt.B«:kK.. Wid«p.. »„„, I ,„ t^ ^„
"lied Mm. Pop. grinjy.

"D. IP w.n. „th.,. Chin.*.,... ^

hrf. I .h<«.ld Urdl, ,„pp.« r«p«taM.

I loohd for your B„.b«,d on tl» tr«-,, Mr.

'•H.c«»..rK.,. HA dr...i„g now. I^ „.
Pectmg him down ,t „y „on.«,t."
«D«i^g.» ejaculate Mr. H.I1, with . wrv

f.c.. "m«, 1^ ./raid rn di.gr..e the P.H,'



THE BRUTE 906
I didn't bring my erening tog.. Somehow, Vd got
the idea from your .i.te, that you were roughing i

down her.. She wrote me you had taken a cot-
tage -»» He looked about the itately haU with
• broad smile. « Some cottage ! » he obwrred.
"Don't bother about not drewing, Mr. HaU.

Mr. Rogers generaDy wears flannels, hot nights like
this. Shall I show you to your room? »»

"Let me do so, Edith," said Mrs. Pope, pufling
forward importantly. « And, really, Tm going up.
anyway."

*^

She swept up the staircase, with their guest meekly
following in her rear.

«* Dinner at seven," caUed Alice, after them.
"Well, Edith, how do you like him?" she asked,

when they were alone.

"He's awfully breezy, isn't he? I imagine he's
very sincere and straightforward."

"Emerson's as straight as they make them. No
foolishness about him. We're engaged- almost,
that is. Don't let on to mother."

"Engaged! Not really! When did he ask
you? " •

" Coming up from the station."
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".fr~~* """»!•*•'» to A, it JIowM^. To-nlKht, pri„p^ down «, tk. web i

It Mut romantie enough.**

*• Didn*t he fed diwsouMgwIF

-

"Not a bit You couldB*t di«eour«M Em.,^-

•tood.' 8h« MBiW ^irtly J, J„^

»«»7 M coming from."

"r«.ppo««. H.did.«m.bito««.«.,fc„

"A goU »ri„, AB,I H. do«.H bKnr ^j.UmW d>oat th._,ai. do« Ut" Mr,. B,J^
«-«» tr,«I*d.W /«.W ,«. ft. ^^^'^
eyet took on a hunted look.

«
I

don't think .0,** replied her .i.ter, «mit why
•hou]du*t he? **

'

«rd„th.rh.di<b^ It might look- ,d,..^



f07
THE BRUTE _

."^ «";*. "»«' - »t«n.pW AIi« d«p,,.

MK of dicap— don't 70U wer x
"N.. I d^v «id AIi« W»,tl,. «TO.„ I.

««ttmg .,M, eon.ider.te of DonJd Utelj "

• plendid fellow he ».»»

" Wdl, if jrou «, rta. gW of it, t„i I ,fc„^.j
««t «P My nwre exatenml dxmt tU. mono, i» r
«'«yon. It win loolt ,uq,ieio™.»

J*«t- .bout M,. Wert .fu, tl,.t tder-. weJ
« No. »e,.r. Y«. «,.,„b„ the «,„er he .«,»«» »«t <U,, telling „. poo, Bffly w„ d.«l He>.

J»^n»ntion«i th., n,.t,er .ince. You ,„., i.
left Denver ihorilj «fter th«t."
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Alice looked diagusted. "Don't be absurd,

Edith," she said. "How could he? How could
anybody? For heaven's sake, don't get yourself all

worked up about nothing. I'm the only person in
the world, outside of yourself, that knows anything
about your affair with BiUy West, and I certainly
am not going to say anything. I wouldn't have
Emerson know for the world. He might change his
mind about me."

" Alice !

" exclaimed her sister. « That's an awful
thing to say."

« Well, it's true, isn't it? I don't mind his know-
ing that Billy left you the money. I think he ought
to know that. But when it comes to his knowing
why he left it— I draw the line. Of course, he
couldn't blame me, but if he thought that my sister
was living on the money left her by her— well, I
don't want to hurt your feelings, Edith, but he might
not care so much about becoming one of the family."

Edith shrank away from her sister, her face quiver-
ing. « You say that to me— you, who advised me
to take it!"

" Don't try to blame it on me, Edith. I advised
you to keep your mouth shut, and not make things
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any worse than they were. I advise you to do the
same thing now.*'

" So that you can go on enjoying the fruits of
my i^ong-doing." Mrs. Rogers looked at her sister
scornfully— defiantly.

« For heaven's sake, don't get so melodramatic.
The thing's past. Why not forget it? "

" ^*° y°" '«'««* it? You are ashamed to let the
man you love know about it, for fear he might not
want to marry you— not want to marry you, on
account of me."

" You take the thing too seriously, Edith. You
never told me much about your affair vith BiUy
West, and I never asked you. Every family has a
skeleton in its closet. Most of them are lucky if
they haven't several, but they don't make a practice
of parading them before the public. What on earth
do you want to talk about this thing for? It can't
do any good now."

« Because I'm sick of living this lie. I've a great
mind to tell Donald everything."

"You are getting just plain, ordinary dippy,
Edith. You ought to take something for it. Do
you know what he would do? "
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" He couldn't do anjthing that would make mat-

teta worse than they are."

"He couldn't? You think he couldn't? Well
ril teU jou what he would do. He'd make you give
up every cent of thi« money so quick it would make
your hair stand on end."

"Alice! What do you mean?" Mrs. Rogers
was horror-struck. This phase of the matter had
evidently not occurred to her.

« I should think it was plain enough. He couldn't
do anything else. If you didn't do as he wished, he
would leave you. He might do it, anyway. He
isn't the sort of a man who would stand for any
foolishness, kind as he is. You know that. You'd
lose either your husband or your money. Then
where would you be? "

« Donald would never do a thing like Hu^jb.-

« Of course he would. Any man would, who had
a grain of self-respect. Thc;n you'd have the pleas-
ure of giving up aU this "-she waved her hand
about the room- « and going back to that wretched
hole m Harlem, and doing your own cooking, while
Bobbie plays on the sand pile on the comer lot, and
pretends he has a pony cart with a soa^ box. You
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would enjoy that, wouldn't jou? Oh, of coune you
would!"

«Don»t! Don't!" cried Edith, with a shudder.
** I could never stand it— never !

"

"Furthermore," pursued her sister, "Emerson
would be bound to know. He's seen this place, and
wouldn't understand what it aU meant, if you gave
it up. He probably would have no further use for
me. I'm sorry for you, Edith, but you have got us
all into this situation, and you haven't any right to
upsetit— at least, not now. Wait until Emerson
and I are married, at any rate."

Edith was on the verge of tears. « I ought to
have told him long ago," she waUed. « In the very
beginning. Now it's too late. If he knew the truth,
he might never forgive me."

« I wouldn't take any chances, if I were you,"
observed Alice dryly.

« And Donald has been so fine, so strong, so splen-
did," sobbed her sister. «I never realized before
aU that he has been to me. I can*t teU you how I
admire him."

"Very likely. It's a great deal easier for a
woman to realize her husband's good points when
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•he ha. thirty thousand doUa« a year than when
•he hain't thirty cents.'*

« Yes, I suppose it is," «ud Mrs. Rogers, drying
her eyes. «

I guess PU have to nmke the best of it."
"That's sensible, Edith. Nothing else to do

Now I think ra go up and dress. What's on fo,:
this evening? "

"We might go to the hotel for an hour or so
There's a dance. After that you and Mr. HaU can
take a walk along the beach. That will give him
another chance," she added, with a meaning smile.
* Mother isn't at all favorable."

"I know it She thinks Emerson hasn't money
enough. She's right, too; he hasn't. But I guess
he win have, some day. Tm willing to take a chance,
wyway. You know, Edith, I'm very fond of mother,
but I don't intend to let her interfere between Emer.
-on and myself. As a mother-in-law I can see her
weak points. I've never said so before, but I beUeve
she .3 responsible for nine-tenths of the trouble be-
tween Donald and yourself."

" What trouble? "

"Oh, your discontent and everything. You would
e thought of running away with BiUy West

never
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Wke. 1 grt „.™d m. going t. K« .. ,„ „.y „
™c. •».« »«.«-. I dWt proper t. i.„ j„mahng .„y t«»ble fc. „y d.^«. .„„g^^

br„; , ^
°°"'"' ""»»!<'.«. *. Jl her

thing?

»

B"««Mi». How*! every-



CHAPTER XV

DONALD ROGERS looked worried, although

.u ...^ *"'^ ""** *** "^^'^ "• ^« «^««J «bout
the hall eager!j.

« Where's Bobbie? »» he inquired.

"Having his supper, dear. He was out driving
when you came. They drove over to the lighthouse
to try hi. ^^ p^y Y^^ ^^^,^ ^^^^ ^^ ^^
lighted he is with it. Vra trying to keep him out
of doors as much as possible. He looks like another
child already. The sea air is just what he needs."

Great, isn't it? "Donald said. « I don't wonder
he feels better. You are looking very charming your-
.elf to-ni^t, Edith. You're gaining wei^t7
«IVe gained eight pounds since we've been here.

I -houldn't have beheved it possible, but I weighed
myself «^ day we came just to see. I wish you
would take a few weeks off, and have a good rest-
you don't look yourself. What's the matter? Busi-
ness? "

"Yes. Things aren't going very weU."
914
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She came up to him, and put her hand affection-

atelj upon his arm.

^
"After aU, Don." she said, looking at him fondly.

It doesn't make so much difference— now.'*
"Just as much as ever, dear." he said, taking her

hand "You know how I feel about thi. money.
1 m glad, for your sake, and Bobbie's, but it isn't
mine, and I can't forget it."

"Everything I have is yours, dear -everything!
You know that."

"Thank you, Edith. I appreciate it even if 1
can', take advantage of it. I want to succeed on myo^ account-I can't stop work just because my
wife happens to be a rich woman. You wouldn't re-
apect me if I did that. I'll win out. aU right. You
believe that, don't you? " He looked at her eagerly.

^

"Of course I do." she replied, patting his hand.
I know you will. I only wish you would let me

make it easier for you. It spoils all my happiness,
not to be able to do so."

" I don't see what you could do, Edith, more than
.you are doing."

" How M business, Donald? "

He began to walk gloomfly up and down. "The
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„
-uppow. The papers are fuM of it."

»<»»« threw him,df into . cl»ir «y..»k

i-«^ J ,,
"*^ ***"^ are afraid to

Lti't^'or""™*
«"*•«'««' --'^ •'---^

™4l r" " ™' ^«' »•»«* a

-

Wly Aouldn't I Ie.d ,«, tte „o«y?» .^
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«ach d. ,«. ,„t, » sj, ,„t „,^ to . d..k m
«>.«««, „rf d,^ . cWk-book from «„ of the
*•«"• "«•"•.!)«JA ninnb.«,d,.pl«.
»» to« - Sh. lew .t him i. „„, .^,„

I ««'t ««ept it, Edith. IwttttortMrfoo

lBdoubI,.™o».t.doit. Ido.Hw„tt.b.j«.t
M».HogeM'hii,b«Bd."

-You couU «T«r b. th.t, dear. 1 ,„» ,«. to
*. Jl you «y_ cn^ yo «« th.t'. on. ,«.„ Pm»««»«. to hdp,oaf We,rinm.k.it.b«.i„™

!;™ -'"'""*^ """"*«•«" «->»'-
".r joa «n .t, j«.t .. a j^ „„ i,,„^
.om. ha«i-a.trf old mi«,. I w. . perfect right

Y^» wouldn't owe me «„thinK.» Shep««<^™a.

"You are . great (hancier. Edith," lmgh«J her
hu.band. - You have di«o«r«l the art of borrow-mg r oney without owing it."

^

"Don't laugh at n.e, Donald « she protested.
Imn^eai^est. I want you to take it -just toobhge me. You will- won't you, dear? »
« Would you think just as much of me? » he asked,
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.»\Ilf
' »»« "rt of . world, i,„c^^ fc^

i'onald rose from his «•* ...^ . a
«.• .- eat, and went over towmvA

*• "Ud. but now U,.t I h,ye_ „,h,-. _„, -.

'

Io« <hU,, nmrf you.^ ,io, p„p„ . „
At th.. „/e,«,o. to W..t. Edith .hi„,rf digfcu-

d. J.» n«d? » .h. ..w i, .,^ • ™^
teen thousand? » *• xu

toC^"^'
"^' •' -•'• ^"' -'a I «• •»cl.

hlTl^ ^"""ightd-ngejourmind. YouM

wbatever ,t „, down to me -that i.. if vou rerilvwant to do it that way.-
' ^

Edith row, and. going up to her ha.b«,d, put the
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check in hi. hand. " Hew. Donald - .he «dd. «I
hope thi. will fc everything all right If it doe..
It wm make me verjr happy."

« Thank you. Edith." he Remarked .imply, putting
the check m hi. pocket. « I d,all never forget thi.!

never. You have been very good to me. I onlv
hope I .haU not Uve to keep it long."
"Don't thank me. D«,ald. Ju.t con.ider it a

htUe loan from a dear friend." He put hi. arm
•bout her. and drew her to him. «God ble.. you.
dear, you and poor old BiUy. How I wi.h he were
here to enjoy it aU." He ki..ed her lovingly, then
•tarted m .urpriae. « Why. Edith, you are crying."
he exclaimed. " What*, the matter, dear? There',
nothing wrong, i. there?" He .moothed back the
hair from her forehead tenderly.

« Nothing." she cried, a. .he escaped from hi.
embrace, and. going over to the de.k, put the check-
book back into the drawer, which .he locked.
A. .he did 80. they both turned at the sound of

.omeone descending the stairs. It was Hall.
"Hello. Hall! Glad to see you." Donald went

up to their guest with outstretched hand.
« Rogers

!
" exclaim-d the Iptter. shaking Donald'.
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enough run.**

I^onald laughed.

•nd «e to duwer. m be l»ck pnmmUj.** She
•Urted towrd the door.

^

"I hope you M* .at making «y .xtm p,epa„^
tioo on my .ccount,»» H«n exclaimed.

^« Oh-BO -nothing unu.uia,»» Edith laughed.
Weare gwng to treat you - one of the famfly.H
T*. w,n make a hit with me, Mr.. Roger.,-

•*»d Hall, joining in her laugh.

J*
I thought it would,- Ae cried, a. .he left the

room.

^How „„w . high-un rtrife y„, Af UM
"Right where I Ii»e.>»

DoiiridIedth.w.jtotheTe«nd..
"Sappo^we

"t «.t h.«. „.. . yt ^^^ J ,^ J^ •

Mme whiskey on the table."

"AD the comfort, of home, I «H.. Nice place
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Ck.*"**^:?**^"
H. ...t^i hi««|f com-

forUWj in a wJcktr lotugiog ehair.

not—-he /eh the i«„y of th. .iiuatioB. «8hiUI
I pour you out • drink?- he «ked. going to the
table. • —» —

•

"J*"*-.
«U iiiMu HW. to ,001" not

your httleboj?**

** Great. Growing h*ke a weed." Donald took a
chair opposite hi. guert and drew a dgar^ase fromhw pocket. "Have* cigar?"
"No, thank.; not before dinner. ITl light a

cigarette, though, if jou don't mind - He took out
* box of cigarette, and offered it to hi. hort.
•* Have one? **

••Thjink.H Donald put hi. cigar^a.e back into
hi. pocket and took a cigarette. « I unde«tand,»
he «,d, that you are with the Pioneer Construction
Company of Chicago.**

" Y». IV. be« with th™ for «v.r.I j„„.Made me chief engineer Iwt year."
"Good work! Ought to be . .pl^Jid job.
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Keep, you moving nbout . good deal, though, doesn't

J*
Ye« More than I like. Pve pretty weD cov-

ered the West, thispaat year. Meet a lot of Colum-
bia men, off and on. I like ^Frisco. Wonderful
place Dennett, ninety-six, is in business there,
xou knew him, didn't you? '*

« Slightly. He was in the class below me.-
" And Walker, ninety-five. Remember him? »
«TaU fellow? Wears glasses? Yes, I remem-

berhim. Very bright man. How long did you stay
inTrisco?»» ^ ^

« Two months. Finished up a job in Denver be-
fore that."

"Denver? That's where poor BiUy West died.He was a ninety-five man. You knew him, didn't
you?

"

» "u i

•* Slightly. Gre^t frfend of yours, wasn't he?'»
Yes, I thought everything of him. His death

was a ternble shock."

" So sudden, too. He was ill only a few day..
Appendicitis, they told me."

"Yes. He died right after the operation."
«
I
wa. in Denver at the time; but I didn't think
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to look him up. Didn't even kno r b, was sicU untfl
I got jour telegram."

" My telegram? » Donald looked at his guest in
radden surprise.

"WeU, perhaps not yours, exactly. Miss Pope
wired me that he was sick, and asked me to fir i out
how he was. I supposed it was on your account."

** Miss Pope? "

** Yes. Your sister-in-law."

Donald's surprise and confusion were painfully
evident. « I— I— don't understand why she should
have wired. I didn't even know he was sick, myself."

**She must have known it," replied Hall, a trifle

uneasUy. « I went to the hospital at once. They
told me he had been dead several days."

" Strange," muttered Donald. « I can't see why
she should have wired."

"Perhaps Mrs. Rogers asked her to do so. She
didn't know me, herself, you know."

** You went to the hospital, you say? "

" Yes. He had been buried by that time, poor
chap. I had a talk with the nurse who attended
him."

" I>id he suffer much? "
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" Some woman? That's strange."
"Why so? Most men do, don't they? »»

w.:if
"^"^

«' -"« '"«> -0. .^.t

"He nrart have, /,™„ .^.j , j^^„^Wh, „,» D„^, .^..^ ^,^^ ^ ^^

^
"If. . queer .lor,, j „ ,^^

""'7"^*" ««">•' hi.. B.ee™hew„fe^

It 7T. 'r
""' ^'' *»<«*-»? to thel«t.

1 uader.t„d Jk did to hm., t«,."
A «.«riedwom„?~ cried Donald, i„ ..tonW.-

Han took out hi. ag.««..««, „d ^^^^
cgarette. "I dou-t h,,,. fc. ^j,,;^ ^^^
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|*.t «««>."...«. SUu^tor^a hta he, I...to* Thej had .rr«ged th.t .he w„ to leave herh«h„d. „d .he .„d We.t .e« g„h,g to „. l^together-,. Earope. He'd g„„e .„t to Denvert. c,o« up h„ rf.ir.. „d turn .n hi. propertv

« »o. .. he re,„,„ed to New York. Th.f. ^Zmade it «> hard for him to die."

Donrid gazed at the fae. of the u^ „ppo.iteh.m w.th horrified i..te.tne„. «Wh. wa. 1 »
he a.ked suddenly.

J""»' «» I«»t id«. I didn't a.k the n«r.e."d Ae probably didn'tW It ,.. a,
'

™^n.e of the affair that interested n.e partie!!
larly. I wonder if you heard it."

DonaJd looked pulled. " I don't know what you
niean,»» he said slowly.

^

-W'"; * -" '*' thi.: Weat. I under.tand. wa,worth a lot of money." Hdl leaned forward in hi.Awr, and «Ure.,ed hi. ho.t impre..ively. «The
^y before he died" he .aid .lowly, -he cHed in
• I«J«. «.d n,ad. a will, leaving every cent he hada tte world to the woman he wa. in love with."OonM Roger. aUowed hi. h.lf..mok«J cigarrtt.
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to d™p «„I,«drf to th. ««,. H. rt.rtrf £.„«,» h. cU.,. h,. f.„ fl.rt«J. hi. ,h„b .pp.^„

W. d.«l. «„.. . He," he g..j«, i.^ ^
•ank back in horror.

^
A look of amazement .pread over Hafl'a face.
i'ardon me, old man,« he gaid sWly. « i didn't

juppose you'd feel .o strongly about the matter, orI.hould never have mentioned it. I only know what
the nurse toM me." .

D.nJd recovered hto«lf ,ith „ rf^^. HeW "Exc«„„e. H.UI.»he..idwe.kIy. -It

to hght another cjgmtte.
Hril looW .1 him in .rtonishment «T..» he

Ij«e» .».. tr™,. though, n^ ™^ ,^ j.„W no „„„ to h-e rfx»t it rve often r^r^
»kat «,rt of . „„ tii. „^,, j^^^^
'-n.tolethert.ke.h.money-ifhedid.

Pretty

" " "* **" "P««'^ »»"W n»ch«icdly, .nd.
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to mfeW giva him . dKrt time before.
Thought you might h.re h«^ .bout it,» cob-tmued HJl. „ he dnidied hi. drink.

«No.» DonJd'. voice w« .tr«ned-he w«

» the d^ th.t .urro«,ded him. -I A.„M u„h»". tat X did not- he c«,ti„ued, then fcZ•lowly to tear the check into bit..

*^

"Women „e the devil. ^^ they? "
..id HJI.« ie ™« «d heg.« to wJk .bout the .p.ci«J

DonJd »« „a. going to U» ,.iling, dropj^d

S5:"*" '•H-«^.".»«pe.t.dme-

Dmner .. Jmct re«iy... d« .^^^ '
"H.va,'t the .then come down yetf-



CHAPTER XVI

DONALD ROGERS had given eight year, of

andh,.httleboy. He wa. a „an of one idea, and
to ttat he bent his every effort. It nuiy be that,
in h,8 devof501. to the future, he had neglected the
present, but the thought that Edith, the woman
whom he had trusted and believed in aU these years,
could be unfaithful to him had never crossed his
mind. The very idea seemed monstrous -as he
ooked up and saw her sweet, famiKar smfle, he felt
that he must be the victim of some weird and horri-
ble mistake.

Edith, her face flushed and happy, beamed upon
them from the open doorway. Hall was the first to
speak.

"Not yet. Mrs. Rogers,»» he said, then looked
curiously at Donald, as he noted the latter*, sflence
«
I suppose you two have been having a nice, long

talk about your college days? » said Edith, glancinir
from HaU to her husband.
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jet9

« Y«. in . ,.y. A. , „.„„ „ ,

«t«rted back, her eye, big with fear.

I w. .
^'-•'«" '•»' "to "ired ...-tat

1 was too late.**

DO..M i,te,™pted bin,. Hi. «ice «„nd«!

b«w jMt told me," he .aid.

He h«, ,^„„^ ^^ ^^^ ^ ^ ^- he wa. unable to «» hi. wa, clearly. « why_
^ip^; 1 1^

""" "' '""'• «"• «»«»". I '"8o..U.mg a b,t_ something I don't often do. Ih^ . cur™., .tory about We.t while I wa. outJn Denver, and I wm ;.i.» * «•

about it.-
^ "*"« "^ '""h"''

"Go on! -cried Donald hoar.dy.
"K w.„.t anythmg.- ..id Hdl .er,o„.,,.PeAap. I Wouldn't have mentioned it at aUThey toU n« at the hcpital that he had left hi.

((
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entire fortune to some maHed woman in New Yotk
with whom he was madlj in love.**

Edith groped blindlj forward. Her whole world
had come clattering down in ruin about her head.
She grasped the back of a chair with both hands,
and tried to recover her self-controL "Yes,** she
gasped. "I—Iknow.»»

Hall saw her agiUtion, but did not in any way
understand its cause. «* Pardon me, Mrs. Rogers;
I'm sorry," he faltered, then turned to Donald. ** I
ay, old man,»» he said, « won't you please take me
out and kick me gently around the block? I feel

that I am making aU kinds of an ass of myself—
gossiping here like an old woman."

I>onald stepped suddenly forward. « Mr. West's
death was a great shock to us both, Mr. Han. Mrs.
Rogers has never got over it. You can understand,
of course."

He came to her rescue ahnost unconsciously, pro-
tecting her from the breakdown which now seemed
inevitable. She stood clutching the back of the
chair, her face twitching with emotion, afraid to
look at her husband, afraid to look at HaD, her eyes
upon the distant blue of the Sound. The Mow had

N
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^^j

nZ ^"^ Tb< ««"«««» of the.H«-

M» Pop. nd Alic
•I>P«"«ce of

"••Tay out on the verand..
^^'

Edith did ..t ««,e,; d,. .c„cl, «»«j to h.„Ahce wat up to Hril with . .mib.
"I dwMrf in a/too, minute.." .Iw. .-

«»ilT. «W1,.» 1.

"™«««. ihe announced|M7^ ^« "»« y- be«, doing with ,.„,.

tered
;
then looked towarf Mn. Rog,,,

" TOk.t do you »««,? .. AEce i„,„i«d « A. ,„,.^i-gUnce. "Wh.f. the matter, Si.? »rf«-l^mg up to Edith. ««, pntting .^ ^
ai« other trirf u, .mi,.. „^ ^^

«ft A. .«d, her «ice «»ndi„g f.r off. -Jb.M «d «methi.g h. thought mad. me fed bal
' 1:7; -ything- not anything at an.-

^
wnat do you mean. Mr ]lf«« k-

^^yhtue.i.t;r;»t:rrp^
loDy. shalong her Anger at HM.

i
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Hi. reply WM interrupted bj Mrs. Pope. "How

long before dinner. Edith?" .he inquired «It».
ahnoit .even now."

;it wiU be . little late, mother. Perhap. ten
muiute. yet," Edith managed to My. She glanced
timidly at her hu.ba„d, but hi. .tern. impa..ire face
contained no mcage that .he could read.
"Then I needn't have hurried, after all." ex-

claimed Alice, in an aggrieved tone. "How would
jou hke to take a look at the ground, before dinner.
£mer.on?

"

«-*««.

" '"**"*• ^"^7 time, my dear." Mr.. Pope',
manner wa. wverely disapproving.

« Oh. ye., there i.." She took Hall by the arm,
and moved toward the .tep.. « Come along. Emer-
.on."

«I WiU accompany you. Ahce." said her mother,
hastily joining them. She evidently intended to
keep Alice and the despised possessor of only four
thousand a year under her watchful eye.
« Won't you and Donald come too? " asked Alice

arca.ticaUy a. she left the porch.
Donald regarded her without interest. He

.carcely heard what .he «.id. «No, we wiU wait
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"c.n 0. wh«. di.«, i, „«,,,.. Au„ a t^^
* ««» "" her d.«Jd.,. „ rt. „d M,. Hril di-

tugboat under full .team.

^1 •fc«W«e«<i.l.«-Toi«br«Jd«,pi,M u^took « «t«p toward him.

" I« til" rtor, true? •' he demanded.
"Wait D».Jd_,^t,» ^ ,^

judge me hanhlj.'*

"I. thi. .tor, truef • he repeat*), hi. face drawn
With anger.

SI» ,»^«nu«l to approach him. her arm. h.M•at m p.teon. appej. "DonJd-wh.t do ,oawant me to .ay? "
»« jou

DwaM-. exprewion tu»ed to one of bftter «^.»*.jn,e denial he h«i half-hoped for. in .piof Han. .tor,, w.. not forthcoming. In ever,word n, ever, ge.ture. hi. wife d,«,ed her guflt.

«
My God, I can't believ.

Why did jou do this thing?

'e it I" he groaned.
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J!^^^. "i
•" -'.-tot. C«,H ^•«• It • aU jMut and gone? »•

^

lore with hm? Don't lie to me! -

"Donald— I I-_-«-ii, ,^ ,
1. . .

*—reallj wain't I—• h«f

** I don»t believe JOU."
She came near to him. her WV i...

It want *„.- T
*— •wy thought I WM.

"». «d go .waj with him? »
/ « w le«w

^V«. lie -ort w« ««d, „4T^ ,^^^
DomM pawrf hi. hand umteiuKlT ,.rn. i.-"d turned awav ft ^ 7? ' "" ''«•

lu.b.««.f„e.a-theu.anh.™ddhavet,l:,
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I d«l not inn wUt 1 wm A,W_ j ,„ _ .

"M ,« .,«».,.,- Hi, r.i« «„ .^
" Y"," die wUtpered, « I d,u»

mo«rf. "How could you?"
Sh. .„ hi. n,.^^ ""^"^ «4 --—la..

^. *" *^"' -D"""! Forgive »», I

Zr^jr,L""°"*
"' ^•^ I W. tried .o•-nJ. an tl«e Bouth.. to b. worth, ./ ,ou_.|

TOO' lore. Cut you bdier. u«? »
' "'

"Donald! I_»

hel^Tl^' ]*• ^*""'»"«™.. Wh.tdidne go to Denver for? '»
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** To sell his property— to— »»

.wl7°!f
" ""*• ""»*» "'"M be fr« to go

Joal»dch«.g.d,.u„„i.d?- H.t„™«,,™.,^
"ith « exp«.„-„ ., di.g„t. „

«
*«ve m«l. o/n«!»h. crfcd.

« • '«.! J<m

"DonJd! liatatome. YmmuHl"
N,!iaid„thet.ttiog„.,. Did,.„b^i.

J-dmadehi.irinmjourf.Tor?"
"Nol»

« TOy did y™ wire t. find «.t bow h. ,„,»

dajs. I knew nothing about fl.-

.wftU -ight .h.. Jllwt^l^r-"'
'»«' «»'

"Andyoatookit! b .piteof .fl-voa took it

"D»n.M-I.o«Id.HMpit_i,„.,^„
Afraid of what? **



THE BRUTE ^^

taat way,* ghe cried defiantly «*Pn, *

«yl^e«*°w,^ 7 '"*•" •»«««»«» bitterly.

".ZTiXt'"'"' '^' ^ **"•' ""t hi.

/ ««i 1 Jiare by keeping it? Thmk of
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Me . fod of ™. „d n« youV. got it, ««!, t.

^ r««d hi. hand, in kdple„ ft„ fj^T;,
Wluil.huaUIi,tioi,!»

My God!

Edith looked .t h« h„a^ ^ . ^^» he «,e Jive to^y k. ,^ be^^lZ'«»t h. h«. hdp«, you... .k.^^^^^

from him?-thi. 2.7fJ^"^ "y*^
"™"'- "" »" «»t cnplinv, o.y h.«



THE BRUTE ^^Md tried to ruin me— to tak. fm™
I heM dear ,'« fi. ^. ° °® everything
* new dear in the worid— this liar— fk;-k .— this crook— f^ iw.1 ,

"•'--wwhjpocrite

'-enp^^..r^^rr^^-..u.ha^^
'wmyourfowrr/..

"^ "*** ^ '^^"M accept help

Edith cowered before Yn'. k***

""•A-'t be with me No "™' ** "^t" '' y»»

Youtamdf™.? ''°-^*^»<'t love him.

^L^ T" *'^' ^««*' You-70U— God, I can't say the word I Tl^h

^->-i«.,B.v.i:;:LJw^':::^^t^
never vjinf<wi k*

'^-^^c jou— nut j

""-/^.L.? Htr^** ^' H« .u thi.»v«i.r H.«Bt yro enjoyed it? I„.t it
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• woman are jou, anyway? »»

o
»*

me. 1 took this money becAti** t

would h.T. ™.pected T k^.f '' '°°
.

"•'*««'• I J»d begun to Me what •

tlm.gfro« you_t^^ , ,„^^ ^^„
P "»•

TO, did.-t ,oa tdl „» the «„«.-««._
r" "''* '"« » to fad it out nowf Yon Ir~_
•f you told me alK».» rt:

""
«.« rt up, „d you thought you couH d.eei« ™.-No— Bo,iti,n'ttrue!»

"It » true. You thought you «,uld buy „„,

J«
Co«.„, you, Wy. you, u„U^ ., ^'^^n '^ '""—«' 7»uh.«doue it. What

ITin *" *"" "^*^ ••"Ot it? »

ot nj*,? D, y^ ^ ^^^
y

g»u.gtoletthi.g.g„OBlikethi.?» '""'°'^"'

'DonaM! TO«t •re you going to do?" a»
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^^^••^ "Remember what ^II !.•

"I>oa»t«aj that again I
»» w« » i.

" your cheap dothe. ,J
""»-•' «>«el Put

Sl>e dirauk from hin W h ^ .1 . ..•

"* ".feedW l««iW.11 "!::
"' '*"^' *«'

-»«.hui"J.:it^ »-'«""«-'

c«.t m.„ it -you c«..' -
^^ ""-• " '^•"

You dare sav tlutf ? » i. j

EAth foUowrf K. „.
tJ* *>or.

»y new pony? » ^*^« you seen

'''»»«id put out his arm. -.^ •"»•» and took the child to
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his heart " Bobbie— my dear little boy !»» he cried,

M he kissed him.

''Mamma got him for me yesterday,*' the child

prattled on. " He's brown, and has a shaggy mane,

and I like him ever so much better than the old one.

I've named him Billikins, because he has such a funny
face. Won't you come and see him? " He caught
his father by the hand, pulling him toward the door.

** I can't come now," said Donald, resisting him.

" He's asleep by this time. WW'll see him to-mor-

row."

" And we'll go in swimming, papa. I've learned a
lot since you were here last week. I can keep up
dog-fashion." He capered about, illustratmg with

his arms. " Mamma's going to get me a pair of
white wings. Aren't you, mamma?" He turned
to his mother for c<mfirmation.

** Yes, dear," she said, with tears in her eyes.

"And, papa, I've got a sailboat. Patrick is

showing me how to sail it. Will you come to-mor-

row?"

" Yes, Bobbie," his father answered mechanically.
** I wish you would stay here every day. I don't

want to ever go back to the nasty old city. Why
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don't you, ifapa?" He took hi. father*, hand ag«m.
" I want to ihow you where Patrick and me found
a lot of clam. ye.terday.**

Ye., dear.** IXmald's voice wa. .caro^Iy audi-
ble. There were tears in hi. heart, if not in hi. eye..

Edith came over to the child, and put her hand
upon hi. curly head. « Ki« papa good-ni^t, dear.
It*, time you were in bed.**

" I don»t want to go to bed.** The boy looked at
hi. father appealingly. " Papa, mayn't I .tay up a
little longer?**

-^ J F

"Why, Bobbie, you alway. go to bed at Kven
o'clock.**

" Not night, when papa come., mamma.**
The nurK took a .tep forward. « Come, Bobbie,

that*, a good boy,** Oie coaxed, and held out her
hand.

The tumult in Donald Roger.* brain ceaMd. Hi.
face took on a look of determination; it wa. evident
that he had arrived at a deci.ion. He put hi. arm
about the child*, .boulder. « Fannie, wait in the
dining-room,** he .aid. « I wiU caD you when I want
you.'* The nurw turned and went into the houw.
"Donald— what are you going to do?** Edith
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looked «t hit let fwe, and • great fear entered her
heart.

"Go orer to that dedc, and write what I teU you,"
he demanded itemly, pointing to the writing-table
in the hall.

"What— what do you mean? » Her roice trenn
bled with fear, but she made no move to obey.
" Do what I teU you," he said hardily.

"No! First I mu»t know what I am to write."
* You refuse?"

"Donald," she cried piteously. "you can't mean
to ask me to give up ererything— not now. Wait,
dear— for Bobbie's sake. No one has any claim on
thismoney. ITl gire it aU to you, to do with as you
like, but I want Bobbie to have this summer. Don't
you see how weU he looks— how brown and weU and
strong? I can't let him go back to the city in aU
this heat— I can't!" She was pleading now—
desperately— for the sake of her boy.
« Will you do as I say? " he asked ominously.
ITie thought of the thing nerved her to sudden re-

sistance. "No!" she declared angrily. ** Not that
way. You are asking more than you have any right
to ask. I have been foolish, weak, disloyal, and I
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««i*t it mott bitterly. You can do what you
please, to me, but you shall not menge younelf upon
mjboy. This money i. mine. It was left to me by
• man who loved me dearly. I am not diriionoring
either him or you by using it to make others happy.
You want me to sacrifice my mother's happiness, my
•inter's, my child's-aD to satisfy your sense of
pnde. Now that someone else is able to do some,
thing for me you resent it because you cannot do it.
You have no right to ask me to throw aside this
wonderful opportunity for doing good. What would
you have :.e do with this money? Give it away?
To whom, then, should I give it, if not to those who
•re closest and dearest to me? What you ask is
•eMWi. You only want to satisfy your man's pride,
your so-caUed sense of honor. What is your sense
of honor to me, when the welfare of my chfld is at
•t*ke? Do what you like, think what you like, but
don't ask me to give up this money, for I won't do it
--

1 won't- 1 won't! " She stood facing him, her
hands clenched, her face flushed with passionate de-
termination.

Donald looked at her in amazement. He had
thought, after the discovery of her disloyalty, that
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.1- would accept hi. fo,gi^„. ,, ^^ ^^^
What jou haire ju.t .aid,« he txcUdmd dowlj.
ihoir. me that henceforth jour path and mine liefT apart. I did not think that JOU could have .aid

•uch thing., that JOU could have .o far forgotten
jourwnwi of honertj and right. Even after all thathM happened, I thought that jou .tifl loved me."

I do— I do— and jou know it."

- No,** he .aid bitterlj, - jou do not love me. A
woman who love, her hu.band would live on cru.t..
•nd go in rag., and beg from door to door before Ae
would.eUher«.lfforafewmi.erabledonar.. What
If you did have to give up jour expen.ive dreMc
jour fine houw, jour automobfle.? I, that anj-
thfag, compare! with giving up jour hu.band». love?
Do JOU think I want mJ chad to owe hi. health, hi.
happine.., the bed he deep. on. the nur.e who care,
for hm,, the food he eaU, the verj clothe, on hi. back,
to the .coundrel who tried to ruin me, who'tried to
deal me a deadlier blow than if he had .tabbed me in
the back with a knife? What if your home wa.
poor, and .imple, and plain? What if it had no lux-
tine., no purple and fine linen? At lea.t, it wa. hon-
e.t

;
at lea.t, I could hold up mj head in it, a«d feel



THE BRUTE ^^
that it WM all mine, that I wai a m«n r^
., . , _ , * *'"^*' * »'* • man. Do jou
ttuAl«.d.th.th.„,

D.,«.„p.rtm.t.lLk
.b«.t .t 1, thi. ,^„, „, „y ^ „^. ^
biM. the m« who .tol. m, wife.. ].„ ,^ ^g.v. n» tti. in rrtumf IW. «, b. »«, i. ft.-orU wh. w«dd Uk. wh.t ,™ .,„, .nd b, gha
of .t. hot I th«i God I «. ..t .„ ., tt». A.
long « ,.» .„ „y wife, ,i.t y^ ^.^^ ^_^ j^
»«-<l. you u,rf„.u«d. fTO, ,„_^ ,^^,
rt b. much 0, mu.. for brtter or wotm. you d>JI
•««pt wh.t I h«w, ud nuke the bat of HI

"

Edith looked .t him for . long time. She found
»o word, with which to M„er huu. « Very weD »
d««id..tl„t.d.wly.

••Atl.i.rtlh.v.my.hild.-
Sl» put out heri™.. "Come, Bobbie." d* ..id.
Her hu.b«d „ept the boy to him. "Get out ofmy ».y !

» he cried r«.gUy, „ .h. .tteopted to m-
*«cept him; then .t«ted down the .tep. of the Ter-
.•nda.

"Donald!- .he .hrieked. « My God- what are
jou going to do? >*

He paused on the .teps. «!»„ goi„g to New
York," he cried. "You can live on the price of
your .hame, if you want to. I and my boy .hall
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"Oil- H. dwW down tht rt^t. «d eut towMd
the«iranoi to the groundt, the chad hew doidy to
hiibreact

-Donaldl Donddl" die .creamed after him.
''Come back! Come back! **

He went on, not heeding her criei, and, at the beUs
on the yacht, in the hi*bor marked the hour of .eren.
•he crumpled up upon the veranda floor, dutdiing
•t the arm of a diair a. die fdl; and lay there, a
pathetic, Mbbing figure, until her mother and .i.ter
found her, Mme ten minute, later.



CHAPTER XVn

WHEN AKce Pope «,d the other, returned
from their walk in the garden they did not

•t flrrt .e. the cnunpled-up figure on the Terwd*
ioor M they c«ne up the .tep.. Suddenly Hdl
•Wted back with an exclamation, then ran orer to
the prostrate woman and lifted her in hii aitni.

••It*. Mr.. Roger..- he cried. •'Quick, tome
whj.key. 8he». fainted.»»

Alice poured out .ome of the .pirit. from the de-
c«tero„thetaWeandgaTeittohim. «Wh«tcan

^Z^^^'" "• '•^ ^-^ -^^-t.
•* Where i. Donald? »

JHemu.tbein.ide. He wa. here only a moment
HSo. Mr.. Pope took one frightened look at her
daughter*, white face, then nuhed into the haU, call-
uig loudly for her .on-in-law.

They carried the uncon.ciou. woman into theh<me and placed her upon a big lounge in the hall-
way. M„ Pope ^a. .till waking the echoe. of the
place with her crie..



SffO THE BRUTE
In a few moments Edith opened her eyes and looked

about. "Donald,«shegasped, "come back— come
back.**

** Where has he gone, Edith? »» her mother de-
manded sharply. « I left you together.**

Mrs. Rogers continued to gaze, frightened, at the
others as they crowded about her. She dared not
•peak— dared not tell them the truth of what had
happened. «We- we had a quarrel," she moaned.
"Let me go to my room.** She struggled to her feet.

"But- my child— what is the matter? What
has Donald said or done to you? Why has he left
you like this? He never did have any consideration
for you, but this is unpardonable. Where is he? »*

She ^ared about, eager to pour out the vials of her
wrath upon her son-in-law»s head.

^
Edith staggered up, and made for the stairway.

"He's— he^s gone to New York. He took Bobbie
withhim- We had a frightful quarrel- Oh-
I can't teU you any more." Sobbing loudly, she ran
up the stairs.

The others looked at one another in amazement.
Only Alice understood, and she but vaguely. How
had Donald found out? What had been said? She



THE BRDTE (gj*^t b.«.If of hi. UIl ,iU, H.H .rf tu^cd

Wtat drf^ ..y to DM,.Idf " 0^ d«,««fcd.

„ , .!
*•*<«'''»«" oTeMpread Mr. HalT. um-•Dy^ cou.te,..ce. Th. whole ^.^ ^^•b^rf Mdj„.«Ungfe.. to hin,. no, could he «,wh.«m h. h.d be«. .t fault, ^w. „„ tjkfa.

.bout- .bout .„ »Ueg. a.^. i_, ,„^^.^
•o-n. rtory .b«„t Bfll, W..t-1 dou't under-
Stand —- '*

AKce cut him short « Never mind, Emerson. It»nt jour fault Thej probably quarreled about
somethmg else. You and mother go in and have
your dinner. I'M go up and have a talk with Edith.-

Ahce's talk with her sister was short and to the
point Edith, between sobs, told her what Mr. Hallhad said, and what, as a consequence, Donald had de-mMded- that she give up West's monej.
" Are you going to do it? »» Alice asked.
*^ Oh-

1 don't know- 1 don't know." Her sis-
ter to«ed about on the bed where she had thrown
herself, moaning as though her heart would break.
Ahce regarded her thoughtfully. «l told you

what he would do," .he remarked at length. "I
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don t blame him. But. after aD, he might be a Kttle
le.. unreasonable- ju.t now, too, when Emer.on«d I are about to be engaged. It'.a.hame! Why
didnt you humor him-.ay you would give the
money to mother, or something like that? He ha«
no right to make «,ch a tragedy of the matter.Why not wait a while and see what he doe.? Hemay reccnsider, and ^me back."

** He never will— he never wiU."
« WeU, then- it»8 up to you to decide which you

want more- him, or the money. It doesn't look a.
though you could have both. Take my advice and
go to deep. Your mind will be clearer in the mom-
mg. rn have Richard, bring you up ,ome toa.t
«dtea. Nowrmgoingto.eewhatlcandoto.et
thi. thmg right with Emer.on.»»

AH the next day Edith lay in bed, tortured by the
mo.t agonizing thought.. At one moment Ae would
dec^e to go to Donald and beg hi. forgivene„, with
*a thought, of the money ca.t to the four wind..
At the next, .he would recofl before the hideou. pro.-
pect of giving „p ^ ^^ j^^ j.^^ ^^^ ^^^ ^^

It wa. a difficult po.ition for any woman to be in.
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jjg

"'t ""»"« °™«M. «d «pr«chi.g E4th iJr"ot I..v,„g .t one. d«U«I tt. ,h.fe ,ff^°

Bd^I I told y.„ he ,„ . ,„L ^^
!>»•« to objeel. I d,o„Id la. to know, i,

* ^
ZT"^

Mr. W-t . KtUe? I e^'t L ^yl^«- terribly w«ng in th.t. Yon didn't do „L"f
»n»i«i did Ton? " oL V

"" ' oo UTtHing

m„»,Ml/ 1. .
^"" '""'"'• *'"' Edith»«mWrf ier d«ri.I.. «The „«. i. „^ g.thmk. he own. „„, bod, „d .oul. Mr. W«t w«worth . do«. ,ik. hin.. He couid .J^^"--«•. w„.. .nd need.. The ide. o/l^

U-t you g,r. up what rightfully belong, to you-
he couldn't treat n» „ though I were . pieee of

2^y. WUth.. he ever done for youZTyJu•ho«Wb.» grateful «ri,b«Ben,? JfadeyouL

Wl hn. what I think of hhn. Pve been waiting to
*. .0 for «.»» tin.e. A. Alice ™gge.t,. if heV
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J«t. to ,00, k«pi„g tti. ^,y p„,^ J^ ^^ .^

ton., ra «. tt.t nMe of a i. .p«,t «, him. riBc.t ««. to Imrt hi. prid. ». Hi. honor dwgMd
mthe««d! Ab^rf! Thi. hooor h. tdk. „ „„cb
|*oat »n't going to p.y your bab. «,d mA. yourM« worth Bring, i. it? SeBUh, my dear! Th.f.
«» w.y with Jl m«. Hiey WMit evoythmg. «d
".waia«togi„iithing. E«n my poor. d..r J.B, tand M he WM, BCTer underrtood me thoroughly
H..«m«dtotWnHh.tIAoald hmnor him. ud wjt» W». jurt « though I h«3n-t „y wifely rf^b .t
•11. I WI yoo. Edith. hu.b«d. nowi^y, .„ grt.
t»w to expect «.tirely too much. If they give y«..omethmg to „t. «,d . pl«e to deep, they «em tottmk th.t ihey h.« don. JI thot i. require ,,tl«u I wouMnt rt«rf it, ,„^ , ^u
f.th« he ««M h.« to gire me rtmt I w« «„..
to™rft..orPdl..T,him. n»f.the,.ytotmt
• man, my child. D<»t let Domdd think you« ,
doormat." • ' " *" •

Edith «M^y beard her mother-, word, m they
rumbled on. (Wy one »gge.tion ..«ned good to
I»r, and U,.t,„ the ,,1^,. pl«. to go toN„ York
"d«.Do.Jd. She fdt to. in, too greatly un-
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ggg

«.r»«i.t.uo«,h««I,,„<,d„

She counted, th.„f.„, ,. h,, ^^^ i„ij^
ner, and to return to New Tvi>,/1»» *

wha. h., „oth., h„t^" ^"^ •' "«• M~n-

te th. f,.y.
""^ *° P"P"« """d'

•»«, bat I Uhev. h. UU-^p,^ u« traa I've

"« -P to to™ „-u. «. tM. .,^„^_ «• •«
«v«yth««. Y«« h.«. h., d„ g«. .., ,i„ J

i

> 1
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once get. .Urted. Pm «ire Pd better be on hand to
•teadyherabit Donald i. in no humor to be trifled
with.»»

«No,»» murmured her rister; "he im't. I never
heard him speak so before. It was terrible «

Alice drew her mouth into a mirthless smfle and
regarded Edith critically. «I don't believe you
know Donald a. weU as I do,- .he remarked at length.
You ve always thought him quiet, and mfld. and

ea.y-gomg. YouVe even complained to me that he
had no backbone- that he didn't ma.ter you. You
once .aid you'd have cared for him more, if he had.
You re like lot. of women. Edith. You think be-
cau^ a man love. you. and treat, you tenderly, he',
weak. You'd rather be beaten than petted, I gue...
Well, Si.- you've made a big mi.take. Donald ha.
alway. been like cUy with you, becau.e he la.ed you.
but I gue.. the fire that you've rtarted in him ha.
burnt him hard. Don't imagine you can puU any
wool over hi. eye. now. He', likely to give you the
.urpnse of your life." She went over to the dre^ing^
table and began to arrange her hair. « Emer.on i.«omg to take mother and me to dimier a. .oon a.
we get in town, and then we're going up to the apart-
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« Not lady, Edith. D«uMI«„th.t chad with

"But he*! mine— in&e.»t

Noe « bit more than he ia Dmi.Ia*. t * .

i»th„.hi.ii.h„.fc.JJ^^-^'«t.
to that."

"""""O'ltfJoacolM

t.*.-lc«.tfcthimrt.,th.«into«, rjTtt.
"•"t. It wouM kin hiiu.-

">«««.m«nth.

keU raniTc." '"^

« Tha ,« d. «lTi»« t. gi„ tfc, „
lM.tt'.»o«»h.M.™t.Jmo.t.f„g„. '

,„t^
""• ^ "?!»».*• """ked Edith petu-

"Oh-Id<m>tc«,.„p.
rinto.h.pp,,thi.4.
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I .a » tut ,«, patch thbg. ,p „^„^ „ „ ^
'Jl^L'T^'' «»t«n»dt.,.. "J».t.„p.
P-. EAth. tut D«Jd h«j fc^ „ a» poiotof

^J^'™ "^ "~ '*^ ""»"' «<»«»«««,
l»d Arf. «d kft him . fortu*. WouUTooliketo

*ve^ got to hurry, to nOe th«t trafa."
Mr, Pop. lookrf i„ t„ , ..^t „ ^^

^tMthi.thh.g.o,„„„h.to;,pdao,:;:^

!)<».««. that h. i.„^ th. «U, CO. to b. cfn.H.,«,
mth»a.tt«. The great^t good of th. gr„t.,tn»»b«- thaf. m, polic,. i ,onH Uv, ao, MA.
"own theatrical noiiMD«.pon your life"
« Moth.,.- Edith can«I .fter her, « ji«i« b, ear..

ftUwhMj«».a,.»
Mr,.P„p,paid„oattmti«f

fc«^ Tb. uuIitant-Wliog feather up«. he, UrgeW«k hat «««, oioinoudy « d« .t,«b d«™ the.u™. "Motl-ahe muttered to he,«lf. «why««
t
he act like a eeMible human heiBgf "

Utt to I««lf. Edith rtarted once »o« the tre«I.
»ai of thought which whirled a«»nd «rf around io
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j„,

b^ght her .on» b«,ni» «hJ the b«.rt of . dricte

wit:; '"iL'*'
"""" »-' —t -^

EAth tl»«|^t .he ,„^ SomdKm, d,. ,„ fc^«™»»low better. H.r™rtber.,i^Ai„w

«te tb. d«k«, .iU. co^ukrAU reia, „d Lt the

"•" "" *»»• '"-""dliog little .p.rt»e.t .f th.
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PMt, whew htif htr life WM iptnt©w tht gM rMwe
It aU Mtmed my f«r mj from her, •. d., «uJc
luxurioiMlJ beek aiiMmg the pflfewe .ad pieked op
• book ehe had bcM trying to rewL
The book proved dull and imintereeting. In a

little while ihe feU adeep. A* d»e Uy there, her firm
«wwl throat ezpoeed, her lipe, red and fuH. ilightiy
parted over her nnall white teeUv the looked very
•Huring— verybeautifuL The maid coming to the
door, ckieed it wftly, «»d wtDt downrtairt to diwsiMi
the icandal of Mr. Bogerf dlMippwtfMioe with Pat.
rick and Pannie and the other ierrante. Over the
whole house brooded the hot ^hite liknee of a mid-
Angoftday.



CHAPTER XVni

ITWM dote to midnight when Donald Rogen, with
Bobbie aclecp in hit arm*, reached the door of

Wi •partment in One Hundred and Tenth Street.
The little fellow had protested at fint against this

unexpected journey, but was too tired to gire the
matter much thought, and soon slipped away into the
iMid of dreams, where he found himself gaily sailing
hit pony cart, which, strangely enough, seemed to
resemble a sailboat, with the pony sitting beside him
in a Yery dignified manner, acting as cr*w,

Donald himself spent a sleepless night The cruel
relation of the treachery to which he had been sub-
jected at the hands of his best friend, and, crowning
this, the knowledge that his wife had been equaOy
untrue, left him like a man shipwrecked on an island
of desolation, with no one to whom he could turn for
help or sympathy. He had trusted Edith imph'citly

^had giyen her the best there was in him all these
years

;
and now it seemed that nothing but a cup of

bitterness was to be his reward. The minutes
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dragged M though thej were hoiin, rad It leeined

as though the dawn would nerer come. But at laat

the wretched oigfat was orer, and morning found him
in the little kitchenette, trying painfullj, with un-
accustomed fingen, to prepare breakfait for Bobbia
and himself.

Most of the day he spent with the child, wandering
throu^ the park, his thoughts never far removed
from the tragic moments of the evcnbg before.

What would Edith do? was his incessant thou^t
He felt sure that she would come to him because of
Bobbie, but he was by no means certain, realixing her
innate vanity, that she would consent to give up the
money which West had left her, in return for his
forgiveness. On no other condition, however, would
he treat with her. On this point he was fully de-
termined.

Thte dusk of evening found Bobbie and himself
dining solemnly together in a UtUe resUurant at
which he had been in the haint of getting his meals
during the hot weather.

On their retun to the apartment, Donald, avoid-
ing Bobbie's questions as far as he could, regarding
his mother's absence, sent the little fellow to his
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room, wd Mnk into hi, iu«u.tom«d .eat Bt m.
detk, .taring moodflj into .pwe. The .ound .r
the buMer in the kitcha., wnaundng fhat tie
J«rilar~ r-dj to wmoT. the g.rb.g., broa.,ht
Ju» b«^k with • «,dd«i .hock from hi. ^rc^^^
•nd he Ugw» to realiie hi. otter loneline.,. He
picked up a paper, and made an indfectuai attempt
to r«ad; but for mne minute, wa. anabk to con-
c«trate hi. mind on the page before him. Preeently
thew emerged from the mate of tjpe the flaring
headline:

^
DIVORCED AFTER TEN YEARS» MARRIED

BUSS.

WIFE GETS CHILDREN -HUSBAND A
SUICIDE.

H« threw down the paper with. cur.e. and rtrode
impatientlj up ^ down the room, glancing from
fame to tmHJ at hi. watch. A faint Toice from the
bedroom door eaiued him to pauM.

«« Papa," it Mid.

He turned and mw Bobbie .tanding in the door-
way.

**WlqrdonHyougotobed,Bobbie?»»heex-
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claimed, almort irritaUy, but hir maniier Amngtd
«• he obMTved the pathetic, appealing Uttle flgore.

The child had taken off hi. Woiue^ and wore only hii

little undenhirt and hit shoes.

«* Wont you take off my shoes, papa? Igotthem
•n tied in knots.** Be j^ced reproachfiilly down
at the cause of his tronUe.

With a great paingripping at his beart at the
helplessness of the child, Donald came quickly for-
ward, and, seating himself, placed the boy on his
knee.

"WeTl soon fix that, little man,»» he said, as he
began to remove the shoes.

•* Papa— where is mamma ? »»

** She*s in the country, dear.**

"When is she coming?**

**I don*t know, BobMe,** he responded, witb a
heavy sigh. In his interest in the child he had for
the moment afanost forgotten the absence of his
wife.

** Is she eoming to-night, papa? »» the littb fellow

continued tremulously.

* No, Bobbie, not to-night.**

•* Why isn»t she, papa?** And then, after a short
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intenr.1 of poakd /eflcction: « She belong, here.
cioeni*t ahe? **

"She e«i*t come to-night, my child. And you
mu.t be • good little feBow, «nd not ask papa any
more about it Now, ifi time you went to sleep,"
he concluded, at he finidiea his task.

•* Papa, are you angry with mamma? »
The childish question hurt him to the quick.

"Don't bother your litUe head about it, my chfld.
You wouldn't understand. Remember that she is
jour, mother, and you must love her always."

«* I do, papa. She got me my pony, and my boat,
•nd lots of things. I wish she was here right now.-

•* You must be patient, dear, and go to sleep
?uieUy, Kke a good boy. To-morrow I wiD get a
nice, kind lady to take can of you."
-I Am»t want a nice, kind lady. I want mj

mwnma. She always hears me say my Now-I-lay-

•* Your what? *» he asked, not understanding.
"My Now-I-lay-me-down-to-sleep. That's my

prayers. She always hears me say them when she
comes to kiss me good night."

He looked away, with a sudden rush of pain.
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Bobb,e-I-l underrt«d,- he Irftered.
She Mid I n,u.t nerer. aerer .k^, for ifce L«i

would kMr, Md he Mogry/'
** Lrt ae hear you, dear.»»

«D«> you know prajer.?- TV child looked at
hi- f.*her ,n wonder. "I didnt know mm knew

•|Yei, Bobbie. Swnetime. tiey do. G» diead.**T^ d«ld folded hi. h«Kl., «d ^ ., hi.

^t^"«t*'
7^^-'t--berit.ll,you^

««« me," he continued.

"Very well, dear; I wiU.» The te«. w^ -« •

fartnow.
^i^t^wewcomaig

»J'Zr/^^"***^*^"'^'^WtheLorfmy ioul to— to »»»» Tu^ __

hiUted.
The ^venng little voice

«
*
^**P'' ** ^'' '•*^' applied

««I^my.oultotake. A«en.- He looJd at
hi. father expectantly. « You didn't say, ' Am.^
papa. Mamma always says it."

iJ^l^T:"
"^"^ »»•" gravely, „ he li.«d

the I)oy»i toiMled IknuL
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«Do you think, papa, if ip,.yt,^I^^^^

"»«™n>« b«ck. Aft win come? **

"I think dtt might, de«.. When you go to bed,
youjnu.t wi.h that .he wffl ju.t «. hard „ you

"And then to-momw .he wffl be here? »» cried the
"»Ma eageriy.

"I— I hope M, dear. Are you ready now?"He ro.e and led the little feUow toward the bedroom
door.

*«Ye#,papa. Pm not afraid now. Good-nkht.'»He pot up hi. face to be kiwed.

J*
Good-night, dear." The father ki.wd him al-mBt reverently, and, after the door wa. closed, .tood

for a long time gazing at it-hi. f.ce twitching.Ito he threw him«af into a chair, re.ted hi. arm.
1*0. the dck, and buried hi. face in hi. hand., in
• P«oxy«n of .obbing. It wa. tiie fir.t time in
"""y year, that Donald Roger, had cried.

It wa. «Hne ten minute, later that he wa. roused
by ttermging of the doorbell. He rose, creed
to tte door, and opened it, to admit Mr.. Pope and

Mr.. Pope advanced into the room with her ac-
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«>«tomed •«• of niffled diiBity. « 0on»ld- trtutt
doe»»Rihk fooIi.lmM. mew? »» .he inquired
-
1 dont undentand you,»» he aiuwered •hortlj.

** Whftt do jou want here? **

"CanyoahavetheaudacitjtoMkmethat?
I•m here to protect my daughter*, right..*

** Did die Mnd you? »» he a.ked quietly.

"I do not need anyone to wnd me when my chfld*.
happineM i. at .take. What doe. thi. outrageou.
conduct mean? "

"Mother! For goodneis .ake, be a little mor«!
polite,»» interjected Alice.

"Alice, be quiet!** Her mother regwded her
with stem disapproval "This is no time for
niincing matters." She turned angrily to her son-
in-law. « Do you intend to answer my question? "
Donald regarded her with a dislike he took no

pains to hide. «I owe no explanation of my con-
duct to you,** he said.

« Sir, do you think a mother has no rights? **

Again Alice interrupted. « Mother— wait

—

please.** She stepped between them. "Edith is
sufFering very much, Donald.**

" So am I,** he remarked grimly.
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^1 , ^^C *• "^-t "O- your u,.U„,w"iy I Wt New toodon? Doyon?"
"•~I— know wlut Emenon wid."

I.«k h.pp„«^ '•"-""• t^ » .„, f™. b.,,

to be aahamed of yoonelf I
»»

« I don't «« t. di«». tte ^tt,, „y ,„^^
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Oar ideM are too different on lonw tobjeets.** He
went over toward the desk, turning his back upon

the othen.

Mrs. Pope, bowerer, refused to be turned aside.

** I should hope they were,** she asserted doggedly.

** I di&'t come here to discuss the matter, either. I

came to ask you to come back to New London with

Bobbie at once.** ,

,

" What you ask is impossible,** said Donald, with-

out turning. ** I shall never go back there agam.**

"What! Afttf taking the house for the sum-

mer? What will everyone think? **

** It makes no difference to me what tinej think.

It is what I think that ccmcems me now.**

** You always did think of no one but yourself.

Do you expect my daughter to spend the summer

there alone? Can*t you see that it is out of the

question? ** Mrs. Pope was shaking with rage.

** No,** cried Donald, turning on her angrily. ** 1

do not expect her to spend the summer there alone.

I expect her to return here to me.*'

** To return here!** exclaimed Mrs. Pope, aghast.

"To spend the summer in this place! Are you

mad?**
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« No— I «aa not. Sometimes I think money has
xiade you w."

Mm. Pope paid no attention to his words. She
wa. too busy trying to grasp the fuU purport of
what she had just heard. « What can you be think-

»g of?" she cried. "Spend the summer here-
in this tenementJ- with thirty thousand doUars a
ye*r?*»

Donald regarded her coldly. « My wife will not
hare thirty thousand doUa„ a year if she returns
here.»» he said. " She will have what I am able to
give her, and no more.**

"Then what on earth will she do with her
money? »»

** I intend that she shaU give it to charity."
«* Charity I Doesn't charity begin at home? If

you are mad enough to deprive her of it, she must
give it to Alice and to me.**

" Never— with my consent That would be the
aame as if she had it herself.**

"Half a miffion doBars! To charity! I shall
use every effort to prevent her from making such
• fool of herself. I insist that she give the money
to Alice and me.**



*>* THE BRUTE
"Count me out, niother,»» cxelaimed Aliee, with •

bopt hugfa. "Emerwa woukbt let mt toueh •
ecntofit He told me go.**

« Doet Mp. H»U know about thiif »» Mked Donald
auddenlj.

** Of course he doee. How could he hdp itF Db
you luppose I could keep it from him, after what
jou did lart night? Edith in hyrterice- jw, ^d
Bobbie gone— mother carrying on Kke • chicken
with ite head off. What could you expect? **

"And he refuses to let you hare any share in
this monej? "

«
I
don't beliere hc»d marry me, if I had. Emeiw

son»s mighty independent. He says he has enou^
for both of us, and what he hasn't weTl do without.**

"God bless him! "said Donald earnestly. "He's
• maaf**

•* He»i a fool," Mrs. Pope exclaimed angrily; « as
big a one as you are.**

Her words, her manner since entering the room,
h»d slowly been causing Donald to lose his tem-
per.

"No!»»heMattdout, facingher. « You are the
one who is a fool. What have you been drumming
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until ihe wo n^, J^7*«»«« ojwontent to her

•nd nobody el«e n«„»f
•"«»" trouble— yon,

of your own."
"7 «» «» « httle more careful

Tk" *> tornrf t. aL- «a» .
^"*^'-

IwwAter.toof *« y« •([•mrt your

"No, I'll, not I want to m. pjui. i.
I *a.'t think d« ._ -"•** f** '-PP7. Md

i™«- I thought dK wuM do lot!
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of good with it. So she could, if Eroenon hadn't
put hit foot in it A« it is, I don't tee anything
for her to do but gire it up."

** Ymi*n changed a good deal, it leemt to me,**

nmarkcd her mother etiffly.

"Ihare. I*?* talked it over with EmerMn.**
«*Emerionl Poohl** Mr^ Pbpe gate an indig-

nant enort.

"Nerer you mind about Emerson,** said Alice
with spirit ** He and I are going to ibd happiness
in Chicago, in our own way. I know you doB*t like

him, so perhaps it*s just as weU we an going to
lire ft thousand miles off.**

Mrs. Pope began to weep audiUy. « Of all the
thankless tasks,** she groaned, «a mother*s is the
worst Here I*Te spent twenty-fhre years in raising

you giris, liwig for you, waiting on you, slaving for
you; and, now, you turn on me like this. It*s a
shame— that's what it is— a fh-me! When my
poor, dear J. B. was alive— *•

** Never mind about that now, mother. We didn't

come up here to have a family row. Let's see if we
can't fix up this trouble between Donald and Edith."
She turned to her brother-in-law with a look of deep
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^rn, « Mother i„.i.»ed „po„ ^hi. i„t.,.i.w.^ I told her it would do no good/'

'

«••«. Mn. Pppe interrupted te^rfiiDj.

JlZ.^^ °" ""***'• "' ^' interruption. « Yougot Edith', note? H ri^ continued.
- Yee.-

** Are jou going to her? **

«,"
But f.Tf "" " "»• Y«. .«. wih.,

4)or. Alice foBowd h.,,
^ "«« th.

"(W^l. IXmJd.- Alio. ..a. „ rt. w» u.

"J-
1 1^ 7»" «d Edith ,ai c«« to ™„•ort of « ^tr..,„„,. Hmiember Bobbie «

«P Bobb..'. httfc d,o« ..rf .,o.ii„^

P«« """•••ly "P and down the floor.
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CHAPTER XIX

ON the following morning Donald Rogers deter-

mined to go down to Mr. Brennan's office

and have a talk with him. As the executor of
West's estate, as weU as Mrs. Rogers* attorney, he
felt that the lawyer might be able to suggest a basis
for an understanding of some sort between Edith
and himself. Bobbie he took to Lis own office and
left in the care of his draughtsman. The child was
deUghted, and spent the morning drawing ships and
dogs and many other things upon a great sheet of
cardboard with which the latter provided him.
Mr. Brennan was luckily in. Perhaps he sus-

pected the object of Donald's visit— at any rate
he received him at once, dismissed the stenographer
who had been taking notes at his side, and waved his
caller to a diair.

"Glad to see you, Mr. Rogers,** he began.
« How is Mrs. Rogers? I trust she is enjoying her
stay at the seashore.**

"Mrs. Rogers is very weU.** Donald nervously

tua^
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j,^

^W.r<n, „ h.. .giutio.. Now th.t h. ,„ with

Let me ..e. Yo« i« .j Ne» Lond«^ « ..„

-^ Be.,«f„,oU,p,.ce. I^t . .unu^e, ttL!
«»«. Y.ug.do™f„,th.«ekend.,lp«.„„.,.
D»..Id ce«ed hi. effort. I. light the cigar, threw

tt. box of ^tche,, which Mr. Bren.„ hfd Lnd

J

J»». upon the desk, „d looked up.
" Ye. I w« there on Saturday. I feft Satup.d^ mgh

. I had a di.agree«»nt with Mr.. Boger,.Thaf, what I c«ne to .ee ,ou about."
Mr. Brenn«, ,ai.ed hi. eyebrow., put .„ hi.gl«.e. .lowly. «,d in.pected hi. cJIer with dehV

er.. he.,,d. " Nothing «ri„u., J t„„„ «
" Vm afraid it ia— reiy."

»aZr-"
°*""" ^0 -•..» c«. I do in «»

J ""r
"• ' ''*-«' •' '»"' M~- Hoger. and n,y-

::Uik:trr'''^- ^'-^-'o-.ker-

•• Wha... the trouble? - Brennan .at back in hi.1^'. prepa^J to lirten. with . g„.„ ,„,,^ ^
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hi« mind as to the cause of I>onald'8 heavy eyes and
careworn face.

"Before I can discuss the matter with you, Mr.
Brennan, I want to ask you one question."

" Yes? What is it? »»

« Do you know why West left his money to my
wife? »» ^

" My dear sir. That is a very peculiar question,
liow should I know? *»

** You were the executor of his will."

"Undoubtedly. Yet 1 fail to see what that has
to do with it."

"You must have seen his papers -his letters."IWd looked at the lawyer intently. « Answer me
frankly, Mr. Brennan. Do you know? "

" Surely, Mr. Rogers, you can hardly expect me
to answer such a question, even granting that I could
do so."

'Why not?"

= As executor of Mr. West's will, it is certainly
not my business to discuss the reasons which may
have prompted him to make it."

Dbnald rose and went over to the lawvi^r. « itr-

Brennan,"

tt-

«

cried, « don't try to quibble with me.
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I have ..led ,.„ . ^^^^ ^^
under no obligation to awrcr it »» ~, I
til .m, J.

"nBirer It, of course, but, un-td .rou do .0. we c«. proceed no further."
I always supposed it wa, because he was ™r.

HJr*
.f h«.. Ye., But how, Mr. Brenn«.f

"Key were wry .,d ttiend.. were they n.t?»

^^«:rde.fi«::^^:----
«»o.aa opposite hin,. He fdt the JoodTur^g ;'

"W Jr
""• " **= "-y" •'"PP'd to eyesWere they nothing more?" ^ eyes.

"Only to find .„, w nrnch y«, h,„,. j,„Rogers has confessed eve,ythingtoL. You Jdl'her no ham. by telUng n« the truth, and yT^
w/' """* """ '""-*"«» '^««'- Do you

voi^" "
''™"" """^ " '"8*. - • low
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"Hott?"

"AB the letter.,.™, wife ,,^j„^
TO along with hi, other pepen."

oe^ Tf:!" "
"""*" " -P"*- Howeverr^ •«W bee. of Edith.. g„a.. h. .ta, J.«»t Mr. Brem.^., i„ .„« „,, ^^, ^^^,^^ __^

g.tu.g c.rau«t«.c.. fact, rf whioh he hin,.elf w..not c„8,uz«t. whe«by her .ir«r with We.t mightpnaent an appearance le.. damning.^M, God,.. ,^ mutte^d. "A»d ,o„ re«,

hi."pI:L"
'"'^ '' "" "^'^ *' «-- »"

^^By her uufaal.. .^ ,, ^_^^^ ^^
"And yon bare known Ihi. afl the« monU». and"^nothing? » nonald .t^ie to the wmdJ

"'

^S.:"" ^^^<"««-"^-i"*»theh^
".nhght, w« a clatter of barge., tug. and ferry,boa^. bnt hi. eye., blurred with te.„. .„ nothing.

^;^^::.er""""^'""''^"'--
"I do not know. I g.ve them to Mr.. R„ge„.
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An «gr, Kght crept bto DonJd'. ey«. " Y„„h«l no right-»h. began My.
^ ^™

^'JT ' *• ""7 "8ht- Th. letter, be-

«f^V r' "*" " ^'^ "'• ^"t Wt he,ewrything he poueated."

" What did .he ..y to him?" He .tr«le excitedly
toward the desk «T«ii ».

^-^^^-iieoiy

wJiat it means to me? **

" The, were the letter, of . wedc. fooIi.h won,«,.

Not a bad one? Youmean— ?»
''rme«,, Mr. Roger., that whatever your wife

We mtended to go_We.f. death .aved her frjthe one at^n iMrhi^v, *i. ^i ^ .

,

'"

1 considers unforgivable,«
1 hope you are right—-God known T !,««.

. , „ » "oa Knows I hope youare right'

tt I - »« that I ««. Now tell .e what ha.happened,

tt

ray boy,

I have left my wife. I have left her. and taken
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doZ'"
" """ *^'* ^'^^ ^•"^ **^«- «»** «tep. whatdo jou propose to do next? »

Wirt- .u
^ "' *" •" I do not know

wrecjc. The money that keen* ;* .,

-whod.a.-,Lr:r:7rc""t:
^^.b«..^..„«tedM.™-c.chowSj:
»«• * -t »n, wonder that 1 f«I bitter? Lit
»rw..derth.tIdo»oth.„wwh.ttodlT'

indeed . .eri„„. one.
™« Pn'W'm w„

Pr«»fly he ,p„ke. « The «r.t con,ider.tion ofcourse, w your chfld."
"cration, of

"I Wit. I I..ve taken him fro,» hi, „.other.
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Hewa^taher eedsher. Have I the right to dZpnve him of her love? »

^'Not unles. .he ha. proven herself unworthy of

«Ha.n't .he? I. a woman who i. unfaithful toher husband-who i. wiUing to live on the money
given her by Ihe man who made her .o-i. .uch awoman fit to bring up a child --to teach him to be
straightforward, and honest, and good? »
« You use strong terms, Mr. Rogers. As I said

before, I do not beheve your wife ha. been unfaith-
lul to you."

"
\^ '"'* «*" to "y "PecMc act. llBfuthful-

n... » not don. . ph,.icj thing. She h« Menm We «th «,oth« »«.. She h« .greed io .b«.-
don her hu.b«d, «rf run .way with hhn. She w„
«Ihng to .«,rifce even her child, b, robbing hin of
h.. father, fc one week more, but for thi. man',
death. dK would have done all the* thing.. I, „„t»ch a won»n unfaithfnl? I. „ot that enough?
Could «., one act have made her n.ore .0? Ifvour

:fL:;:,r.*'""''"^-'™""^«"
-«-•-«

" You refuse to forgive her, then? »
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That .he g„e ap thi. an; moii.,.-
Hw the agreed? "

"No. She hu reftiMd."

" Why do you iniut on that? "

"I. it po«ibIe that you do .,» »nd«,tand?

^1^, 'V '•' " •^"^™ to »«. itJbe with clean handg *

to"I'Tkf • *"!* ^"^ *"• «•««• " ««».

l^l'^'^'^^-t-'eth.rh.eptir

r»t the« a greater que^ion at .take th„^t
Z^r^' I«H it right? ta't it he, d^ty
I«t.t«c.arytohero,n«If.r..p«*, I^«e how Ae coaM hedtale for . „o,^„ "^

Then yoa do not uader.t«rf women. There a»-t^^y .,„,... .it„...a a. *.i.. who oouhI^
the ^ptat.«. of thirty thou«nd dollar, a year."

.rj^r ""'• *"• ''«^- I <»" -otexpect .t fron, you. I h«i hop«J you would «e her



THE BRUTE ggg— Ulk to ber— thow btt what » ««..jki • ^

die » mrtiDg-
""»« • ««nbl. n.»t.ke

for h,. cl«.t. „.,y d.n„ U..t the 1„ J,„«, u,J:M«..y „ . ,,y i«, f^^ ^^ ^^ ^^
Otter poat. of Tfcw.«„rf,ooli.h, ,„!„,«.. «,.„
.coM-bl«,d«J,p,«rtic.I™„,Mr.R„g.„.

ijfc„,

,

'«»'»'»• »ot m«ie n« .enlim«,ui. L.,,„,»«i7.«. H.K.„a,i..aon„.i..,„g. J.,
»<»ey. It m,^ f,«d„„ ,„„ ^ ,^^ ^
F«r a„g. „ a,. „^, „„^^ ^.^^^^^ ^^^^^
rf one h« . comf.rt.We b.nW»I„ce. You .*
J»» -if. t. gi„ „p J, a..t thi. „o„ey ^„..^
le-t. It „ . hart ,„„„„„ ,„ M, «»„„, to d,.
cide— a m^lj hard question."

" '^™ ":' '^«- You judge from the c^icd,
n.<m.J-g.tta«.tandpointofBn,«lw.y. Thei .rjbwer «,d (her and nobler thing, in the world th«,
"oney. If

.
the r«ht of the thing that count,.-

Perhap. it i^ Mr. Bogeni. but n««t women don't
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look at thing! that waT Tk..

women— in mr tim*— .-

j

*^ "•"^

ald'a J.*....«- .
"'^P"**' He noticed Don-

•we. Don't nupunderitand me t ^^ ^

. «uffi«. with ..,«_„.^ .uLTL „rir^'/'

^i^betL '^*^"^- With*
».-iIlI»h.ppy_co.t«,trf.

Without it. A. rtnw niMnble. She hai t..t«t .1. .
'"""wui

*• •••'M the pleamrea of wiuitk

i^rh^it:""'"^''-*™'"'^

child.-
'^""''"^ •«>«0 «»•-./.

D<n»H tooS «p hi. h.t. «rf hi. ,«» .k„^ t-*«pp«»t««,t he felt. «Mr. B.^u^.lflt^
"rm,on7lc«,tth&,k„.™^„ r v

'

«p tow the .«ir.r«.« uC^'v,'!':::,--""Md I havent foreotten it I. ,f

.

"*'—-.te„i„p^..s^,---:--j
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w.jrmthi,„onej.orloletmjboydo.o.
On that

point I am determined."

Brennan looked grave, and regarded Donald with
cymc-a companion. "Pm .orr, to hear it, Mr.
Hoger.. In that ca.e I do not «e that I can be of«ny iervice to you."

J Then you won't undertake to .ee Mr.. Roger.,
and convmce her of her mi«take? "

" ^ do not think it will have any re.ult. You are
very young yet, Mr. Roger.. You look at thi. thing
entirely too .eriously."

««, of a,ju.tic., in hi, he.rt. "My Oodl" he
cned. "How can you ..y ,„ch , thing? There
" '^' "" "y "> '"k •» it. „a that i. the right
«y. In your heart, you know it Don't you »p.
Po« .t would be the e.de.t way. for m. to take thi.

».«yf
I.«t there every „..on why 1 A^mMy wJe-my ehiJd-n,y bu.inc. inter..t., rfl

urge m. to acoq,t it_ t, „J.. ., „,.d, „,.* „o.t
co-ten,pt.bIe thing in the world-. „«, who i.w^g to h„ on a wo,n«,_to .hare with her what
.he ha. got from he, lover. You know what they
caU .uch creature.. You know that no decent, «lf.
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^tj n^coM do wh.t ,««. h.« .dviM ^

^Iv «>r*i:'^'
"" ««« iluu. th«, „d that

^«»d. „d I p„p.« t, k^ ., ^
"« m, wrf. „ ;^ p,^ H„ nether ««J ,i.te,.« -Jth ,„«. But I w„t ,.„ t„ ™.d„.t.nd-

- to /.,g,v. h„. „, t^, i„ ^„ ,^

Mr. Brennan stared at him for a mon.«.f !.

your v„„ „., „.t I. p,^^^^ .

Donald w«.t I»ck to hi. office like . m« wl,„ I,„

found Bobbie. ti«d of M. •. ._ ,
^ "'

peoca and paper, looking
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lie f.U.„ di.po«d .f hi. ^a ,m^ t^^Pl.^ .bout hi. a^, ^„ „. J^--^

^d «.me httl. chocoLt. cig.„, thereby Mtag

;*r
"™*^ "' "' » ••"'^ *• We be-eome very gray ..d bitter.

««t»re. h.d w„«I D.BJd ,„„ P„ker.b«rg thlt he

the ».ce„„y „„„, t. ,y^ „„^ ^

•M.
^ «.th.r the .fr.. The g^ „„. .^„^

.lw« .«nethmg. ..rf for the mou^t he felt ^.te-
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CHAPTER XX

EDITH ROGERS came to see her husband,
probably less inclined toward the sacrifice

upon which he insisted than she had been when
he left her the Saturday before. Her heart had
ached to see her boy, but she felt a growing re-
sentment toward' Donald, for what she felt was his
hard-heartedness. Her feelings in this direction had
been fanned to a flame by the arguments of her
mother, who had succeeded in persuading her that
what Donald asked was unreasonable and wrong.
She knew that the affair between West and herself
had not gone to the ultimate lengths that Donald
evidently suspected- she did not stop to consider
that in all else but this one thing she had been utterly
faithless, and that even this step she would have
taken, had not death intervened and saved her. Be-
ing a woman, she could not put herself in Donald's
place, and understand the brutal way in which his
feelings had been outraged by the treachery of the
two persons on earth whom he had most loved and
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t~.trf-h£.wif.«,dh,W„„,d.
Hence it w. •

«»m in which .he had n~t .o n,
^

hit «»!.„ .
^'^ " "^y "'"T hour..

„ "" " .n. wha c«.e to demand herlht.Her niother had «t„„rf f„n. New YoaTI"•th DonJd, „d determined toZZ '

her nn... » ^' '"'y ""Ui. in

e n«ept,on which her .on-m-hw h«d riven !,„

^:^to'!::;h'M'""'"""'^'^'"«-™'^'

t. h^h«,„er long .he might w«t for h^JT^There w« cle„ly but one thmg to do- .1,. i«o to him. „d endeavor to ^kiwh^leiT

c 41, ueaK a blow to her Dride «».-

'•fT' *"'"" ""•" *» >» '*' «»•.S-thad alway, humored her. alwav. I,™ ,r^^M hecauM he wa. n^at to^vT *'*"'

*.i«. She ,ong«, ,or the mo^nfto «^'
T'

.•""^ht^.himandBohhieagai^^'rd::;,::
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to use every power of attraction the po.«»aed to
bnng him to her way of thinking. It had been ea.y
in the past— her tear., her reproaches, had usuaUy
brought him contritely to her feet

Mrs. Pope, in her anger, attempted to dissuade
Edith from this intention. «I shouldn't go near
him, my dear," she said, her eyes snapping. "Let
him sUy there alone for a week or two, with Bobbie
to look after. That -^U bring him to hi. senses."
Edith, however, would />. i Ksten to her. « I .haU
go, mother," she said. « After aU, Donald ha. been
pretty badly treated. I never should have acted
*»Idid. I mean to do my best to let him see that I
care for him just as much as I ever did. Of course,
he must be reasonable, too. Pm not going to give
up this money. He ought not to ask it"

Alice had been listening to the conversation be-
tween her mother and sister in gloomy snence. Mr.
Han had decided to move to the hotel for the re-
mainder of his stay, and she was annoyed to think
that all her plans had been upset « What's the use
of deluding yourself, Edith," she remarked point-
edly. "Donald wfll make you give up that money

w as fate. I never saw him so angry."
as
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"Alice, you talk like • fool," aaid her mother.How can he make her give it up? He', hardly

I«ely to use a dub."

"WouUa't b. . M id.V AKc. B^g .t «,«„." Ae left the r«Mn. "Edith h« .«ded one, for
«»et™.... M,.. Pope „. .gh„t. .s^,i^^
EAth, .he confided to the Utter, •• I think Alice i.
l«H.gI»rn,ind.» Edith w.. not « .„„. she h«l
a^w.y. h.d gre.t f«th in her .irter.. j„dgn,ent. .nd
the latter', remark worried her.

There w« one way, Ae concluded, and only one,
to d«a ,.th Dondd. She n.«.t make her.elf a. at-t««h«, « aUnring. „ ^^oik. When d» d«„ed
fend/ the foUowing afternoon, for her trip to the
«^7. de put on her met beconung gown, her n.o.t
dTectiT. hat. She prepared her.elf with the great-"t care Her maid .pent mort of the forenoong^e her ready, manicuring her n«I., wa.hing
and drymg her hair. m.«.ging her face, doing
"eiy^hmg, in fact, that might be done to enhance
Wphy„cjU charm.. She knew Ae had alway. b«na beaubful wom«._d« wa. .„,», when de glanced
.t h.r.elf m the cheval gl... fe h„ ^^^ ^^^
•he h«l never appeared to greater adT«.t.ge. It
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did not occur to her that .he might make a better
imprewion upon her hu.band in the .ober garb of
repentance. She wanted to attract him, to charm
hmi, to force him to desire her .o greatly that he
would make any sacrifice in order to bring her to
his arms.

In aU this she showed her kck of understanding
of Donald's character. Everything .he wore, from
her dain^ »uide dippers to her costly hat, she owed
to West. The jewels, she wore had been purchased
Fith his money. The gold purse which dangled so
carelessly from her wrist, accompanied by an array
of pencUs, vanity boxes and fashionable gew-gaws.
his wealth alone had made possible. Had she but
appreciated it, everything about her was calculated
to send Donald into a storm of rage, rather than to
attract him and bring him submissively to hei f-et.
Mrs. Pope nodded proudly as her daughter came

down the stairs. «*You look stunning, dear—a
wife of whom any man might be proud. Don't give
in an inch. You have right on your side, and it
only requires a little courage to win." She settled
herself comfortably in her chair. "Would you
mind ringing for Richards, my dear? I must have
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a wfreBhing drink of some sort. Thii. he*t is posi-
tivelj unbearable.'*

jnte ride to town was hot and uncomfortable.
Edith, on her arrival, went at once to a hotelwar the station and ordered dinner. She did not
feel particularly hungry-she was too nervous and
excted for that; but she felt the need of something
to sustain her throughout the trying ordeal which, she
knew lay before her. Then, too, she had at least
two hours to wait, before eight o'clock, at which
tm« she felt that Donald would have finished his
dinner and be ready to receive her.

She drove up-town, after her meal, in a taxicab
and arrived at the Roxborough a little before eight!
The tawdry entrance to the place, with its imitation
marbles and imitation palms, sent a shiver of ap-
prehension through her. God, to come back to a
place h-ke this! It was not to be thought of. In
this frame of mind she uscended in the elevator,
and m a moment stood before the doorway to their
apartment. Everything seemed the same -even
the crack in the tinted plaster to the left of the
door, the smeU of gas and cooking, the flickering
««» jet u, the hall. She realized their familiarity.
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yet .he ndght h.ve been .w.y for .ge., «, f^ ^moved from her present life did they teem.
Donald opened the door, and quietly clo«d itfter her, welcoming her with grave politeneM.
Donald!" .he cried, a. he canie tow.nl her.

** Where is Bobbie? »

** In hia room," he replied.
** I want to see him."

**He»8 asleep.**"

H. g«d .t her exquiite p«,g« g^. fc„j^
^^^

I«. «»» rf» crrirf upon ie,^ ^
"How CUM yo« ,.ke ft. p«„ .jiu ^

to ttoig,-h„ jK^y, and hi. bMt, .ad JL I.leweU? Have ,„„ tJ«B good cm of Um? T„„
ta«r tow careful I J,.,. .„ .t^j ,j,j ^^
to eat. *

Donrid'. frown d«p«ed. « BobK. i. „,y ,d,

»

b. .«d dowly. « It ««n. to m. th.„ i. . bigg„
question between u> than that."

« Can there be any bigger quetUon than Bobbie? >•

She asked.

He ga«d at her for a few moments in moody
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.flence. "Did you come here to teU me that?-
he presenUj asked.

"No, Donald. I came to a.k your forgivenew."
You know the conditions under which I wiU

discut. the matter,»» he interrupted.

« Yes. You blame me for taking this money.
You want me to give it up. Don't you know that
lUIIhav done has been for him? »» She glanced
•igiuficantly toward the door of the bedroom.
Donald stood for a moment in silence. He fdtm this woman no sense of sorrow, of repentance, but

only a stubborn insistence upon what she considered
her rights.

"Was it for him that you agreed to abandon
jmir home, your husband, and run away with an-
other man? » he asked bitterly.

She reproached him, pleading with her eyes, her
voice. «Oh-don't-don't!- she cried. "Can't
you forgive me? Can't you? »

« Not unta you show yourself worthy of forgive-
ness. You belong to him as long as you accept hi.
money."

*^

She came up to him, her hands outstretched.
Donald!

«
she cried. « That is what I want to talk
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toyouiAoui I h.Te been « .^ fooM womiui.
I h*ve done thing, that I can nerer forgire myelf
for M long at I Kre. I am bitterly -Wtterly-
•onry. ">** were not for our boy, I would go away,
•nd never trouble you again. I have been a mitera.
We fool, and I cannot blame you if you hate and
de.p«eme. I threw away everything that wa. dear
tomefornothing-nothingf Now I know that it
I. your love and my boy». that I want more than
"Jthing in the world. But, Donald, what ha. thi.
money to do with what I have done? WiU it make
It any the le.. wrong, to give ft „p? if y^u are
reany wiUing to give me another chance, cant you
do it without bringing thi. que.tion of money into
the matter? Can't you do it becau.e I am .incerely.
hone.tly repentant; becauw I love you, and want
your love, your forgivene.. .o much-.o very
much?** She put her hand upon hi. arm, and thei;
were tear, in her eye.. "Donald, Ii.ten to me,
pleaw— won*t you? **

** If you had come here in the .ame poor thing,
you wore before afl thi. happened," he .aid, turning
coldly from her, « it would be easier for me to for-
get What do you mean by flaunting this man».
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«on«ybmjf«oe, with jmirjerd, -.your fee,7?-
H. looked At W. .ad a feding •bio.l of di.«.t
cr^torerhim. -C«t you h. that ererything
about jouKdu of him?'*

••Oh, Donald,- .he cried, "dorft be angry with"i.-]^ don't I didn't think about my clothe.
--u«leed,IdidnV» She .eemed unable to under-
•Und that it wa. not her clothe, he objected to, but
wbat they repreunted.

' « You mean you did not think about my feeling..
You nerer do think about the thing, that count-
She turned away from him, wbbing. « Oh, don't!

How can you .ay .uch thing, to me? lint it the
wpentance of my heart that count.? »

« If there were any real repentance in your
h««*, ^ "id. "you would put tho«. thing, from
jou a. though they were polluted." He began to
walk up and down the room, unable to contain hi.
anger.

Edith .aw that upon the one point -that of
We.t'. money-he wa. inflexible. She looked up
with an air of resignation. « Very weU," .he .aid
suddenly. "I will do a. you a.k. I will give up
thi. money. I wiU never touch another penny of it

Jl
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I
Ihi, but I want it put ..Jd, for Bobbk."

••Nmrl»»htc»kdMgrilj.

^^^'^ '^^ •»»• b.i«i to H»ei^ that
*•W Jieldrf; htr concluding wort, told him tut«M WM on]J quibbling.

of hit futui«t*>

cWmtd m,p«t,«.tly. -You know perfectly wen I

^ wrer conmt to what jou ..k. It', contanpti-

Again die began to Mb. «How c«i you be «,wud? Howcanjo«?»»«hemoMied.
-Ittt it trueF»» he repUed indignantly.
- It doe«n*t make any diiTeitnce how you kurt me

--I bi«rl deeem it- but you diaU not take this
chaiice away fnmi my boy. It im't right! it i«,'t
fir! Hurt me an you want to, revenge your«af
upon me to the be.t of your ability, but don't Uke
.toutonhim.

I«nflghtingforhi.happine...and
I mtend to give it to him.»»

"Then you are going about it in a very .trange
way. I*t him grow up and go out into the world
with cfean hand, and a clear conwience; let him



THE BRDTB goi
fa." U..t i™th. «d rii^t. ««i tan.,^^„ j^

•wer for hb hapj^ieM.*'

"He nwd aerw knoir,** die begta.
"You know, and I know. I rtftwe to aegnub

mjwif, ntn for hb ukt,"
"Then i. Botting I wmiU mrt do for W. «b»
Noftingl TO. «ry tort thto, J. to ,(„ ;p

It !• for U. Mb ttat I rofwe."

«» in tiymg to .ppeiJ to tarWW rf ri^
«D..Jd.- A. b.g» ...ta. "if^^ .^ fctB*h. h.« tta «,«,. ttan gh, H to », «rttar.-
N^Iw«.tdoit.«Jita«toIdtar«,. Et«n 'IZ'n

**«-•'- ''««'y »««h to «, ttat
1 am ngnt."

. 'Ji*^ 'tL'T
"""^ "*' '""- "''^• "-liiW, tta might fed dareiwtly.-

Edith ftr«r ta»df di«»».,Utely into . d-ir.Y«. mOe .Terjrthing „ tard-„ „,7 hwd."
•h« c^d. « I. ttan nothing I c.n ..y th.t will
"""ejouf

I.j™«rb«.in„.;nW„tVirgini.noth.

I

;
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II

ingtoyou? Ten me, Donald, are you williiiff to see
that fail? »»

He turned on her, indignant « I did not think
you would come here and taunt me with that! Let
it fafl— a thousand times; Irt every cent I have in
it go, rather than owe its success to him ! '*

** How can you be so bitter? '»

"Haven't you done enough to make me so? »»

"If this business does fail, what then?"
He swept his hand about the room. ** This," he

said. "Whatever I have— however Kttle it may
be— as long as it is honest."

She followed his faze and shivered, as though the
place chilled her. "And you expect me to come
back to such a life? " she asked bitterly.

" If you come back at all— yes."

"To cook, and scrub, and scrape, and save, and
wear out my life like a servant! Uj^!" Shte shud-
dered.

" So it was yourself you were thinking of, after
aU,» he cried soomfuDy. "After what you have
done, you ou|^t to thank God for the chance."

She got up and approached him, holding out her
hands appealingly. "Oh, Dtonald— Donald!" she
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g^g^ "He«e don't „.k. ^ 4, uri._„,^

.pint"
^"""^ '^ "«• "" «ff«ir. in . friendly

".«« you going to doit?"
^h. rtood for . ,ong tin». „ though unable to

door
^ »»*• -f8 toward the bedroon.

«o. he cned p«„ion«tely. "Not"

»l°r" ""•''"•^-•^aUrn^d.thi.

" You cannot come in here.»»



»
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^J
cannot «e mj own child? You dare teU me

"Ye.. You diaU not «ee him. YoushaUnotgo
near him, until jou ajfree to do «« I 8ay.»»

" You shall not do this! « she cried, her ejes bla^
mg. "It is wrong—wrong !»»

" Then come to your senses.*'

" Is it possible that you could be so cruel? » she
asked slowly. «X« it possible that you could d^
pnve that innocent child of his mother's love? »

" It is you who are depriving him of it— not I

»

J ^^J'
^°" *^*»"«^* ''h^t it will mean, if you do

this thmg? Don't you know that it wifl break hi.
heart? Night after night he will cry for me- for
his mother-and you cannot comfort him, and all
through the long days he wiU want me, and ask for
me, and wiU not understand. You talk about giv-
ing hun truth, and right, and honor. What are
ttose thmgs to him, compared to a mother's love?
You shaU not come between me and my boy-you
shaU not-you shall not! " She concluded with a
burst of hysterical sobbing, then again started
toward the bedroom. "Open that door!" she de-
manded. "Open it, I say! I want my boy!I

»»



«
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Donald did not move. « No," he said quietly.
' Bobbie stays here with me."
« You cannot take him from me. The law wiU

not allow you." Her face blazed with angry defi-
ance.

« I am not taking him from you. Your home is
here. It is the best that I can provide. If you are
not satisfied with it -if you leave it -^ you leave
me and your child as well No law can give him
back to you."

^
She had grown furiously angry by this time.
Do you think you can force me to do as you wish

through my love for my child? » she cried.

« I am not trying to force you to do anything,"
he replied. « You came here. I did not ask you to
come. Whether you stay or not depends entirely
upon yourself. The decision is yours."

She turned quickly to the chair, and picked up her
coat and purse.

"Very well," she said bitterly. «If you can be
determmed, so can I. I shaU demand my child in
court. We shall see who has the better right to

" You would not dare."
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^ »h.U future, « .^fL*"^ -^ *" «"**»

lonlr J» I.'
*«uowea Her, an ominousiooJc in lua eycfc. "Edith— wk^^. -^ .

hedemai^ed.
^^J^^r^ are you going? "

" I •^^ «oin« l>ack to New London. If you hav.

child, you mil come to me there.- She threw thedoor open, and stood upon the threshold.
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I>onald approached her ,m more doiely «Tf

^^^hel:'rr'^"^-*«'»^«i^^-ever, he said sternly. « T aii.ii

-f tut ^u„./b;J.r'
""'"-*• '-

^Stopl" he crirf. .prtigtag toward ter.

the^
V»Wg™....,„„

she„^i.e.

He took Be, r.ag,a, by the .«. « Come b«k

y<m«iy I«„.brut., I,in,ctKkeone" He

•"•".rt^gme^DtmJdl- She I«,ked .t hi. J.

"Be quiet! » be «^ "I «. not taming^1»H « much „ ™. « i^^rtin, ,«. n.,f^„
got to do it.»»

you what you must do, and you have
•* What do you want with me?« she cried stfll

.t™.^.wi«.him. "I^tgomyarmJ^ef^oo^
nie,IteUyoul I want to go! Oh'**

You shall not go."
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,
w'IwiU! You have no right to keep me here.*

« Be quiet, I wjr.»» He forced her toirard the
center of the room.

,/^u"^f^ **^- "»•»*« 7<« t«.t m.

mad? *» "^

"I'
I
»">» it is you who hare made me so," he said,

inafuxy. "You talk about love, and repentance,
and you come hei* and insult and humihate me with
every word you say^ with everything about you.Whom do you have to thank for that dress, that
coat, those diamonds, that jeweled purse, and the
money in it? West! West! Westl'» He swept
upon her a look that made her eyes faU. «l teU
you I won»t have it— do you understand? I won't
have it f"

She stared at him in absolute amazement, and,
inth her wonder there came a feeling of admiration,
«hnost, at his mastery of her. Never before, in all
the eight year, of their married life, had she seen
him as he was now-never before had he dominated
her. She felt a child in his grasp, and in some
etrange way her anger began to leave her, and a
sense ahnost of gladness at this primitive method of
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dealing with the problem which confronted them
•wept over her.

« Donald," .he caUed .oftly to him. « Donald • -
but he did not hear her.

«Yo« are my wife -mine, do you hear?" he
cned, then tore from her arm the jeweled purae, and
flung It violently from him. « Take off those thing,
-take them off! The .ight of them insult, me!

»

Hfe grasped the lace coat .he held over her arm, and
threw ,t a.ide. «He gave you thi. necklace-
damn hm.!« he cried, tearing it from her neck, and
throwmg it upon the floor.

She looked up at him, amazed. "Donald -lis-
ten to me— please ! '» she cried.

He paid BO attention to her. « Do as I tefl you,-
fie commanded. ** TaVa ^w ^i. m. ^ ^
offl"^^ atuff— take it

She tremblingly removed from her fingers a dia-

ZtT Tl '^*' *"' '^"'**'"' '' P^-^> -Wch
Her mother had persuaded her to buy

hurled them across the room.

"Donald, how can you treat roe like this?" she
protested weakly.
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-I tl-Jl im< y«, « I like. Henceforth I •«
UMtcriathiihoiue.**

" Yon h»ve no right ^»» die begM.
^atook herb, the «rm,«id flung her to the floor.
««t down on jour kneei,»» he utid, ««nd th«nk

G<^ th.t you hare your hu.b««i. and your child,
•no • roof aboTie your head.**

She looked up at him in wonder. H« «Kmied bo
toogw the kind and patient hu.band whom she had
held in .ecret contempt becauw of what had .e«ned
toherhi.lackofforce-.of.pirit.

Here wa. .man who meant to be obeyed.

"And, when you hare done w,**Ae heard him «y-
«ft ««k Him to help you to be worthy of them.
God know, you need it** He stood over her, look-
ing down at her with fierce determination, y
She oansht his i^ance, and her eyet fen. «yoo—you won't let me go? ** she faltered.

'•No. Your phice is here, and hen yon shaU
tay. I We stood all of this folly that I intend to
stand.**

She buried her face in the pillows of the couch be-
«de wkch she was kneeling, and lay thus for a long
time, shaking with sobs. Into her mind had come a



• YOU-yoU WONT LET ME GO? " SHE FALTKMD
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*J»^ t*ro lire, he wm. flT^ •
*^"»««<» <>'

Wli.t li«l cwwd Un to k«p her hm ^k- .?

* man Aeld hu women, Bt ih* *;«i.4 * . ,

j^Muoff m tne worid— againgt even herself «n<lh^ownfCl^ She ^Joiced in the thought?^; :^'
-bbmg ceased After all- he- he afdW httilboj- were more to her than anything fl. 7
could buv W-J Ti 1^

anything that moneycouidDuy. Had Donald temporized with h'-J^
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lowed her to kwp the monej Uuit had come to her.
•he knew in her heart that she would hare eeeretlj
detpued him. that in the end die would have
ce..«i to love him. It .eemed good to be home
•««m-goodtobealive. She had alwaye wanted
.omeone to rule her—he felt .trangelj humble,
taowmg her own weaknew. Preiently «he raised
her head, and found him standing betide her. With
• swift, eager movement she grasped his hand.

JPm so-verj-Tery gladl»» she sobbed, un-
•ble to keep back her tears. « I did not— want

—

to go. I never- never- want to- go awaj from
you -again." She looked up. her eye. duning.
Donald— do you— still care for— me— a Kt-

tie? ** she asked, in a quavering voice. *« Do you? »•

DonaId»s sudden burst -of rage had gone. He
•tood looking at her with a deep sadness in hi. eyes.
After aU. she Memed so much a child. ««Do you
think I would take the trouble to keep you here, if I
did not? » he asked.

She began to sob violently. « Donald- forgive
'- '"-— -ne !

" she cried. « I shaU- never go
you— and— Bobbie— at

me

away

«»— I live, n
•long-
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He looked down, not undewUndmg this .udden

change in her. " I have kept you he,* for the -ke
ot our boj.H he ..id .lowly. «.„d here you mu.t
•Uy. But. for your.jalye and mine, independent of
hnn. you mu.t an^re^ i^ one qtte.tion. Were you
We.t*. nii.tre..?»» •••••,

She .tarted to her f4;i;i.„d daAed the tear, from
her eye.. "Nol" .he'.wied. "Before God -no!
I wa. ju.t a. bad. I kngij-for 1 intended to be. but
that one thing I had not.jfftne."

** Are you telling me ^4ruth? »»

"Oh. Donald, I am-,J amf » .he cried hystcri-
cally.

••• • ''

"Then there i. .tfll .-/j^jiance for you. .„d for
me, he .aid, hi. face lighting up with .udden joy.
"Donddf" .he cried; "Donald!- and tried to

•mfle through her tear.. A. .he .poke, the door of
the bedroom opened, and .he heard a childidi voice.
Mamma!" it .aid, and Bobbie ru.hed up to her,

and threw hi. arm. about her.

She reached down and cla.ped him to her brea.t.
"My dariing~my darling!" .he cried, a. .he
kissed him.

"Mamma -I'm .o glad youVe come. I had "
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«P.pa trfd me if I pi:^ „ry j^ ,„ ^,
!""

""t*
'» «"M-f:fflid you da. didnt ,.„.mamma? »» .••.. ^ *

"Yea, dear,- Ae «aijri^ihe„ looked toward her
husband, and smiled ha|>pily.

« And you won't eve,:^ away and leave me any
more, mamma? »» •

"^

"No, Bobbie -netif' more." she ro„, „d,te«»« off her h.t, Hiig ft e.rde„,y ^je. then

»».«.» .he ..id. "I .„ ,«d, to d. „ythi.g
y.«w,A_„^i.g„ Sh..ppe.,«,„^fc.

°

«d lookd .t him with . „„ „d j^j ^^g^*^'
oarrassment.

« p^,!!f» r' ':^"™'"«*«'*»»'tohi.he.rt.
« EdathI » he ..id; then »fUy la.«d her h.ir.

TBS XHD.
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JF you have ejnbycd reading "The
Brute," you ^01* be equally pleased

with -THE GREBN GOD- by
the lame author .••'•.




