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BYNOPSIS

Mark Trultt, encournged hy went
heart, Unity Murtin euves Hothe I
native town, (o seek Liis fortun S
Trultt tolls Mark that (v long o b
his dream o see o el plant at Bothel
nd naks the son to return wml ul g
ong It he ever gets rich, Mark appties to
Thomas Henley, livad of the Quinby 'ron
wWorks, for Boand In sent to tho ecan
Nirueion gung His jecenn It thiel work
wins him A place as helper 1o Roman
Anderejeskl, apon-henrth furnnceman. H
becumes o boarder In Roman home and
nasints Plotr, Homun's son, in his wtud)
Knzln, an adopted Qaughter, shows her
EBratitude in sudh 8 manner as to arogs
Mark's (ntorcst in her. Heavy work in
the Intense heat of the furnace cuuses
Mark to collapwe and Kazln cares for
him Later Homan also succumbs and
Mark gets Lis Job. Roman ressnts this

nnd tells Mark fo find another bLoarding
place Five yearsm elapse during whic)
Mark has advanosd to the foremanshi
‘hlle his labor-maving devices have mnde

Him Invaluable to the compans I the
meantime Kazin has married one Jim
Whitin Munark mests with an acoldent
which grmrm him to be a cripple for life
He returne to Bethis] Intending to slay
there, He findx Unity aboul to marry an
other man and wins her back, Unity
urges him to return to his work In 1 He
city. Mark rises rapldly to wealth snd
power In the mtoel business, but the so

elal ambitlons of his wife make thelr mar
rled e unhappy. Constant Wickerings
Wear out Mark's patience and e mukes
thrents of divorce

CHAPTER XIV.
In the Mold.

Then began what promised to he-

come a rake's progress, Mark sought

«ant new companions and got himself

dnvited to join their revels, He tried
hard, at first recklessly, then deter
minedly and then wistfully to enter
into the spirit of disgipation. The at-
tempt wae a flat fallure, The thor-
oughgoing habit of mind that looked
unerringly for the last result saw
through at once tu the dregs in the
cup. His companlons privately laughed
at the spectacle of this hard serious
man awkwardly essaying the role of
devil of a fellow; but for the humor
he thus unwittingly provided they
would soon have got rid of him as a
death’'s-head at thelr feasts. He suc
ceeded only In #tlll further impaliring
his health, in acquiring a bad (aste
in the mouth and relaxing all along
the line his habit of rigid abstemious-
ness,

After a few monthe he returned to
the old routine.

"1 hear,” Henley int®rrupted a con-
sultation one day to remark, “you've
beem sowing wild oats. Got ‘em all
harvested?”

Mark nodded, grinning sheepishly
“Crop's In the barn—and for sale
cheap. | agree with the prophet that
all is vanlty "

“What made you do it?

“lI don’t knmow. To see what It's
like, 1 guess, But | didn't have the
knack of it

“Trouble at home,"” thought Henley
shrewdly.

Aloud he said: "1 imagine not. You'd
better stick to business, whers you
fit in"

“1 sometimes think that's all vanity,
too."”

“At least we have something to be
viain over, And on the whole there's
more romance {n making steel than in
helping to support the Tenderloin.”

Mark made a gesture of disgust.
After a frowning pause, he answered:
“l don't know, The trouble s, I've

lost the romantie point of view, To
me the business is nothing but a
money-making machine now—and

something to do. | wonder why we
work so hard to get money we don't
need, We get no good out of it. Tim-
olhy Woodhouse gets more pleasure
out of his fiylng machines that won't
ny."

“Just walt,” sald Henley dryly, “un.
til somebody tries to take it away from
you Nearly every man of unusunl vi.
tality goes wsooner or later through
the stage of questioning the oxisting
scheroe of things, Things are, is all
the apnswer he gets. The sooner he
quits asking questions, the better for
his peace of mind."

They returned to the matter in hand,
which wuas the fleecing of Timothy
Woodhouse,

No one would have been more sug
prised than Timothy to learn that he
bad any fleece worthy of the atten
tion of such shearers as Henley and
Truitt. Butl years belore a Lochinvar
had come ont of the West with stock
to sell in the Iroquois Iron Ore Min
g, Development & Transporiation
sompany. He had a gifted tougue, He
departed for his own place, a richer
and doublless a wiser man, haviog
received a profitable legson In the
eredulity of his fellows. Later inspec
tlon revealed that the longnamed
company's properties cons'sted of an
immense feld of admittedly good ore,
but its development work ouly of the
extraction of the sample so proudly
exhibited by the promoter und its
transportation facilities of a franchise
to bulld a rallroad through 300 miles
of wilderness, In those days the bulld-
fng of rallroads was not lightly undep
taken, The ilnvestment scemed to fall
short of Lochinvar's prospectus

"N’turnlly!" Timothy onee sald rue-
fully. "Since | Invested.”

But s time had come when makers
of steel began to operate on & larger
#cale and to look far ahead Into Lhe
future,

| rather than commercial

[

gelved the project of buying that ore |

fleld aud bullding that rallroad It
eommenced secrelly and lelsurely plok-

'

ug up blocks of stock In Lochiovar's
oaompany it could be bhonghit for tl
proverbial song Hut Hendey got wind
of It He, too eun buying stod
sncretly and swiftly, also for & song
Hy the time the MacGrogor company
learned of his rivalry, he necded but
& thousund shures to own control of
the compuny, Its properties and fran
chinen

And | know juet where those |
shares are to be lind,” Henley told
Mark Do you know one Timothy

Waoodhouge ™

I bought my house from him
he wants me to lend him to
bulld his flying machine, He
came to me,” Mark chuckled, "as one
inventor to another.”

“iet  that stock,” Henley com-
manded Act quick and you can get
it cheap. We can't bulld that rail
road.  Or rather, we won't, ‘Let the
other fellow blaze the path!'” Thia
snearing quotation was from the ()
lustrious but cautious Quinby. "That's
whit comes from working with a cow-

And
money

new

T

(1T

“I'l Give You," Proposed Timothy Ea-
gerly, ‘“a Half Interest In the Ma-
chine.”

ard But that's no reason why we
sbhouldn’t turn an honest dollar at the
expense of MacGregor, Is it?” /

It 18 not, however, true, as alleged
In the bill in equity Timothy was after-
ward Induced by MacGregor agents to
file against Mark, that “the sald Truitt |
falsely nud fraudulently and with io- |
tent to deceive and defraud, repre-
sented to the sald Weodhouse that
suid stock was of no value whatsoever,
the while knowing that said stock had |
the value hereinbefore set forth ™
Mark, who prided himself on his hon.
osty, wus always careful not to lay
his projects open to legal Interference
In this case, that speeial Providence
which seems to gulde the schemes of
men of such lionesty, graciously ren-
dered legal fraud unnecessary

“By George!" he excluimed when at
thelr next meoting Timothy, with the
maodel befors them, had explained his
plans for the new machine "By
George! It may be—it may just be—
that you've Wit it It sounds plausible,
anyhow."

"1 prize your opinfon,” said Timothy
gratefully, “the more because }'uu'w«l
done something mechanicenlly yourself
I meet 80 much skepticism. Do you |
think you'd care to finance thisg?"

“"Well," Mark returned to cautlon,
“alter all, werial navigation is hardly
in my lne. 1 really ought to have
some security, don't you think?"

"I'll glve you," proposed Timothy
eagerly, "a half ioterest in the ma
chine.”

Mark seemed to be fighting down un
impulge, Hut be shook his head. "You
Its value would be sclentific
And I'm just

Boe,

| & plain money-grubber, you know.'
Timothy slghed “Thut ends i, 1
KUuess All I've got is mortgaged to
the limit now I'm disappointed
though
Sl Mark went on slowly, “I'd
like to do it Haven't you anvthing

thut would give business fustinet even
an excuse to be sllont "

Nothing Unleas”
tured timidly,
Iron an excuse

Mark grinned broadly
of that bubble

Timothy, Brinned, though un
happily, "Bubble, I'm afrald, expressos |
it exactly.”

Mark speul a mioute n frowning
study of the model, “It would be
something,” he admitted at last, 'm|
coutribute even mouey (o what might |
turn out to be the of the
age. 1 bellave—I1 believe ') take I!Im‘
excuse.” He made a suddey reckless |
gesture, "'l do better, 'l go the |
whole hog and buy the stock Mr
Woodhouse, you would talk the birds
out of the trees!”

It was ridiculously easy

Hut the event had & sequel. Searcely
u week passed when Timothy returned.

Timothy ven- |
vou could call Iroguois |

“I've heard |

invention

The MacGregor company con- | Timothy was evidently exclted

‘Have you discovered some new tm- |
portant principle of your machine?" |
Mark Inguired

[ in the

No" Timothy
come to buy back

Oh, no!
gain

osut,’

ATISWOTT ||
Lhat
I'm satizfied with my bar

“I have
stock.”

Timothy explained innocantly
1 have d

covered that It has & value

In excess—very much in excess-—gf
what you pald me for it

“The less renson then,” Mark smiled

vhy hould sell It back to vyou."

Hut,” Timothy swallowed hard and
down wunt pridi you don't under.

1 It would be & great favor to
me. I have beon carslegs—]1 may as
5 | (LA out nnd ay that" 1 am a
very Boor bisine man. | hive lost
Rimost everything 1 Iubeeited 'u\'.'l,:'l
5 Iedt mortgagaed most to full
value, except thiy gtock whieh 1 now

td 1 chn sell for enough to clean up
my obligations and give we a4 new |
Tt

Atd which is now mine.”

Which is now yours, through a hard
bargaln—an Inadvertontly hard bar
gain, of course,” Timothy added hast-
Iy The troubled look in his eyes |
ilrepened “And now | come Lo you |
a4 one gentleman to another, 10 ask
yuu to release me from it

"That
lke.”

“But this is not business. 1 said, na
one gentleman to another Timothy
was gulltiess of humorous intent. “Igr
myself I shouldn’t think of disturbing
nny advantage your Interest in my
work might aceidentally give you. Bat
to my wife and daughter, who are
entirely dependent upon wme, this would
mean much

‘lan’t It a little late, after wasting
your substance {u rlotous invention, to

would hardly be buriness-

begin thinking of them? Desides,”
Mirk looked at his watch pointedly,
‘I hardly see your right to ask me
to give them the consideration you've
never given them."

Timothy flushed painfully, rising.
You refuse, then?”

“1 do."”

“Then you had this stock in mind

all along?"”

“If you'd made as shrewd a BUcRs
before—" Mark grinned,

“1 was told yono are upt to do this
sort of thing'

“The loser in a
minded Him coldly, “always finds
something to criticize, 1f there's noth-
Ing elsge 1 can do for you—good day,
Mr. Woodhousge ™

‘So this is what you call a deal? 1
should choose another term [ shall
take enough of your time to Elve you
my view of It. You came tw me to
get that stock, bhut you did not come
frankly., You resorted to subterfuge.
You flattered me. You took advantage
of your inside knowledge of Its value
and of the fact that I'm rather a fool
In such matters to get It absurdly
cheap, But I suppose one need hardly

deal,” Mark re-

expect particularity of conduct from
your sort,”
Mark sneered. “At least you felt

no obligation to particularity of con-
duct when you thought you were got-
ting a good round sum for something
of no value at all.”

“That" sald Timothy
“1 supposed and you
practically a gift to sclence. [ ghall
keep you no longer, sir”

And Thnothy stalked away. For sev.
eral days Mark's famliliars observed
In him an unusual lrritability of tem-
per

with dignity,
pretended was

Steel had come into its own, It was
the fHrat  principality of industry
Swiftly as the sun seeks its zenith,
Its leaders were rising to power and
prestige, doing big things in a big,
bold, precedent.defying fashlion that

slirred the world to a just admiration,
And above the others—in the estima-
tion of all who did not march with
the army of steel—towered that glant
MacGregor, and in his shadow but too
big to be obscured wholly, Jeremiah
Quinby, thelr names nnd fame known
wherever the stout fabric was used.
Alter many years Quinby’s project
was a fact, the more splendid for the

lees freedom that he did not want,
pald for by the loss of even the pre-
tenee of affection, by an NEdieguised
mutual aversion

Hig reflections were interrupted by
a hand on his shoulder. Henley sat
down beside him

Faking It in?"

Mark nodded

We're outshone.”

‘A8 the stars by the sun

Chre

Do vou

b

snarled Henley
the |«

In & tone that
vie hils words
wnother Haore
in of magnilicent
Al genius, jealous e a
uinby's hollow glory!
Ho Mark nodded
the resplendent Quinby, "to attrad
wanen
It's mutual
' 1I'd ha
dlal virgins
the woman gams
Hae's 1n his

Mark rs pressed

snnor wak Henley, the
nehieyements, of
wOmhnl avel
toward

BeLIns,

As | happen wo know
e classed him  with

lsn’t he a little old
now, though?
Henley snld,
and well preserved And the man
has nothing to but to idle
arovutid the globe and spend the money
others make always easy pleking
for the Delilahs.*

Quinby doesn’t
tion of a8 Samson.'

Samson,” returned Henley, who felt
lhe better for his outburst, “"was a
penny-wit

Later, Henley and Mark left their
refuge and enuntered through the
crowd. It chanced that Quinby espied
them,
to groet them paternally

A lifelong dream has been realized,
thanks partly you'—he placed a
hand on Henley's shoulder -eom.
mander in the fleld. And to you'—he
Inld the other hand on Mark —"his
chief lleutenant

It was a striking tableau.

S0

thoe ¥i
fol
nreies,

who do

i
just

meet my no-

to

Quinty,

modestly unaware of the many eyes
upon them, held it a moment, then
gracefully withdrew, |

“My commander in the field! II
sneered Henley, “Drunk! Blind drunk

with self-importance!”
How much better are we?
Sometimes,” Henley said
“you talk like a fool” He
awuny
Mark
path
and

coldly,
strode

left alone, began to plek his
gingerly around tralling gowns
chattering groups, in search of
air and guiet., But once, as he
wis passing a group of men, a remark
arrested his attention. He did not
know the speaker, but he halted
sharply and addressed him,

“Who was that you said committed
auiclde?

The man looked at him strangely a
moment helore uuﬂwi‘riug,

“Timothy Woodhouse, It was prac-
tically suicide. He insisted on going

up iu his new flying machine, Droke
his neck, of course.™
Mark passed on quickiy Not 8o |
quickly but that he overheard an ex- |
planntion.
“The man that skinned Woodhouse.” |
CHAPTER XV. 1
Stuff of Dreams.
When his spirit for it was ulymg,l
I

Mark's campalgn of conquest came to
Its grand climax—he becawme a stock
helder in the Quinby Steel company, |
one of the “young partners” of whom
Quinby, In all things abreast of his |
rival, was wont to speak with |
such paternal enthusiasm. Up to this
time he had been merely an employe,

Ereat

| handsomely paid but finding his chief

delay. It stood just across the street
from MacGregor's llbrary., This prox
imity ecalled for a comparison, by
wlilech the Institute of Paleontology
suffered no whit, Somehow its noble
lines and masses, in exact copy of |

[ the Parthenon, seemed to suggest in

its founder a simple majesty of char
peter not shared by the author of the
elaborate Hbrary

MacUGregor could not have believed

that & comparison was intended, sinee
e aeceptod an invitation to share with
Quinby himself and an ex-president of
the United States the honors on the
occnsion of the dedication, He, as did
the ex-president, made a speech, in
which he pald & high tribute his
"brother In the great work of distrib
uting surplus wealth This tribute
Quinby, when his turp ¢ame, formally
ngrigned to “the thousands of obscurely

Lo

fnithrul who had  “given thely
strength, thelr courage, their patiencs
and talenl, nay, oft their very livos,

to upbuilding the industry which made
this project poseible™ Some of hbi
hearers interpreted this merely as the
too great modesly of superlative, tri
umphant genius Hut when, expand
Ing this text, he thus brought his pero
ration to a close; "Let labor and
capltal, the Siamese (wine of produc
tion, dwell together In unity, in amity,
forbearnnce that springs from
Jlove!" the sudience applauded enthusi
astically . reckless of damnge o pew
kid gloves
That evening, in the celly of the in
stitute, was held a great reception
The Trultts were there—as who that
counted wus notT—but togethor only
until they had reached the end of the
recelving line, Mark betook himself
to & chalr in & corner occupled by the
gkeleton of some prohistorie
and there watched the crowd
He caught a glimpse of Unity, a
beaming happy Unity, the center of a
laughing group, and scowled angrily
Though thelr lfe had been super-
felally unchanged, he had had his
freedomn. It had been a partial use-

monster

rewnrd from Henley's
friendship

When, through Henley, Mark laid the
matter of partnership informally be
fore Quinby, he was allowed to Bee
thraugh the philanthropist to—Quinby

At first Quinby unctuously but firmly

|

Z o

profitable |

o ——

He Placed a Hand on Henley's Shoul-
der.

refused his assent, turning arguments
aside by the slmple expedient of IB-
noring them. When Henley, at whose
suggestion Mark bad demanded the
right to purchase stock, insisted with
rising anger, Quinby donned a frigid
dignity

‘Do you want the company
Fruitt ™ Henley demanded

1 cun not concelve,
awered coldly, “that

lose

Quinby
man

an

nony who

| OWwes a8 muc h to my company as Trultt

| damned nonsense

does could be so lacking in loyalty
and all fine sensibllities as to desert
me,
“That, sald  Henley curtly, “Is |
Thd company owes
more to Trultt than the stock we pak

can ever ropay, more than to any other

| man—with one exception.” |

{ the |

“I am glnd,” Quinby thawed slightly
“that you make an exceplion

“Yes fyself"”

Quinby's face was n stud)y

And " Henley continued, "you can
let him have this stock or lose Truitt
and me'

Thereupon Hepley wrote out and
gave Lo Quinby his ° ssigoation from
the ehalrmansghlp, There was o tonsd
glienoo while Quinby udied the
paper

“Yery wel he sald at laet He
tore the resignation into littia by

Bul It was a griacelful aurrender
During the pause Quinby had regnined

j g poise He was once more the
Eracious patron, apparently blind to
Henley's show of dislike

Ah! my dear Tom,” he shook h
hend smilingly, “that was hardly fai
You played upon my affection. You
know there I8 no saerifiee I would
not make rather than losge you

Humph!" grunted Henles This is

He deserted an admiring group |

| disturb it,

| vyes blazed

no sacriflce,

YO course,
on, Truitt
ment,"™

And this launched another long ar
gument. For under the Quinby com-
Pany agreement-—borrowed,
from his friend and rival, MactGregor

any stockholder, upon written de-
mand by three-fourths of the stock-
holders owning three-fourths of the
outstanding shares, could be compelled
& surrender his stock at its ‘book
value:” an provision from the threat
of which Quinby, owning the majority
of the stock, alone was exempt, llad
bis own Interest not been so deeply
concerned Mark might have rellghed
the spectacle of the tremendous arro-
gant Henley hurling himself in valn
against rhe paternal Quinby, Mark did
not deceive himself as to Henley's
real purpose, which was not to serve
him but to set up a precedent to
upset the agreewment,

“It 180t fair to Truitt,” Henley pro-
tested vehemently. "It isn’t fair to
any one but you. How can he, how
can I, how can any of us, know when
you're golng to make a deal with the
others to kick him out and cheat him
out of the real value of his stock?"

Tact was the one weapon Henley
knew not how to wield Quinby gave
him o pained glance,

“You know I'm not a hard man, And
you know that is a contingency not
likely to happen.”

"It happened to Cauler and Stebbins
and New.”

"Ah! Butgethey,” Quinby reminded
him, "got nn exaggerated idea of their
importance to the company.”

Henley glared. Quinby smiled,

the philanthropigt wint

takes under our agree

The mellituous voice fHowed on.
"You should kuow that men in my
poeition may not consider their pri

vate Impulges, Our wealth is a trust
—& sucred trust.” He paused, perhaps
to control the rising emotion inspired
by thought, “The secret of my suc-
cess has been harmony in my organ-
izatlon. Harmony | must have—I will
have, And g0 | must reserve the right
and means to oust any who Lo
I'he work to which 1 have
glven myself—the projects you, 1 fear,
hold so lightly—depends too closely on

seek

my business guccess to allow me to
violate successful precedents. KEven,”
he beamed on Muark, “even for the
gake of your brilllant voung friend.
Even for yvou ™ I

Quinby's face had not put off fts |
smiling benevolent mask His H\lL'n:l
had not risen nor lost by so much as |
a note its wonted musicul stately |
cadence, But Mark, a silent and al- |
most [orgotten listener, knew that in

the last
and

words menuce gpoke as clear

vénomous as in the hiss of a
snake, He could iInterpret the men-
ace; Henley had rested too securely

tu his fmportance to the company; he |
now had his warning; like Damocles’
sword the power of Quinby's contract
rested heavy overhead

If he bad pot known from Quinby's |
volee, Mark would have understood
from him to whom the menace had
been spoken. Henley's hands, resting
on the desk, clenched until the nails
bit into the palms. The ugly imperl-
ous face was deathly white, His black
Mark thought for a mo-
ment he was about to spring upon
Quinby and inflict physical fojury, or
al lenst hurl at the valn shallow poseur

the splendid definnce of the man of
real worth, ol invinelble and uwnpur- |
chasable spirft. Because he hnd a pro
found respect and a sort of love 'nr‘
Henley, he wanted to see and hear |
that detiance He forgot his own in- |
terest in the seene

Henley reached again convulsively,
for poen and paper Quinby ralsed ul
hand—a beautiful, sofl, perfectly man-

loured member—in humorous protest

“My l'om! How the purring
pternal phrase, addressed to Henley,
stung'! Mark felt the bot blood rise,
resentful for his master. “If
nbout resign again, [ beg of
considor I have made one concession
to that threat But if you make it
again, | shall be obliged to break off a
relation that has been both |i|":lh;1h(|

dear

vou are

to You,

and profitable, It will cost e some
thing, perhaps, but—it will cost you |
maore

Now!" muttered Mark r

Now was the time to hurl deflance,
to overwhelm Quinby and Quinby's
power under manly scorn .« « Quin-
by, outwardly serene as midsummer's
skies, smlled ou Henley was silent.
The blazing anger In his eves died
down to a smoldering, sullen, futile
rage. The pen dropped from his hand |

What s shattering of ldols
there! Mark turned away
might not see

His glance fell upon Quinby The
mask of benevolence had been pulled
aside, Ugly triumph and still uglier
hate shone, In that moment Quinby's
revenge for a thousand Bneers and the
cantempt of vears wus
Mark hated him

After u long heavy silence Quinby |

Wis |

that he

open taken

turned o Mark Dy you accept the
agrecment
“It asoms to be Hobson's cholce o8
Quinby rose and took Muarik's right

hand in both of his

Let me be the frst to welcome you
into the company, 1'm sure we shall
he—harmonlous

I ean seo Mark mimswered with n
hrug, "that harmony pays.”

Quinby wus gond Muark, sickened
" : wdened. waiched a man, for the
nometit mad, belatedly giving volee
O § ragoe He jpned | wiftly back
nnd forth ncross th am, e the
vilidd b I e hond becone 8L irsed
Incohorently ths departed  Quinby,
0 ng forth a flood of coarse blas-
hemies He Mung his arms about,

‘ e und kicked chalrs dand desk ns
thioveh they hnd lives to be 1akel
Ihis, with Quinby present, would have
ArUeK a respol sive ochord in Mark'a
barbarle soul Buat thisg, with Quluby
8 from the man who hiad sat silent
under called forth only con-
tempt

My success! My company! My
work!" Henley stopped, panting and
glaring, before Mark My God! Did
you hear him? Fool—fool—fool!"”

Mark ghrugged his shoulders, “Your

indeed, |

| Hong on his accursed institutes

mistake was in thinking him a fool.™

“And I—1 had to sit there and take
his olly threats-

At least, you took them."

"1, who made this company—I,

who gave him the moneyv to advertiss
himgelf around the world—=I—! I'm

Henley Glared.

Quinby Smiled.

the fool, You're the foul. We're ull
fools, working our lives out to build
up this business while he, who does
nothing, gallivants about spending mil-
never
knowing when he'll c¢lose in on us
and rip us out of our Jobs and rightful
profitg—"

“1 used to think that about you,
when 1 was fn the miils, I suppose the
men think that about us pow.” Murk §

laugh was a sneer,

Henley turned on him.
he snarled, 1 made vou, o, Aml
| suppose, when Quinby cracks his
whip, you, foo, will fall into line and
help to rob me of the stock I've made
valuable with

And voul

You, vour 'Harmony

pays'—'
An bhour before Mark might have
quailed before Henley's wrath., Now

he did not quail,
“See here!” he sald sharply, pushing

away the fist under his uovse. “Probs
ably you're right. Probably I'll fall
into line, 1 hope uot—for my own
sake., Liut you can talk to me likg

that when [ give you the excuse. And
now you,” he added coldly, “had better
pull yourself together, There are clerks
within hearing.”

Henluy dropped heavily into a chair.
Slowly the paroxysm subsided. In si-
lence Mark watched the white, still
working face.

It was Henley who spoke first, and
surprisingly. “What are you think-
ng?

“I'm wondering,
cowards of us all?”

Henley stared hard, For a moment
Mark thought that again o mateh had
beenn touched the magazine of his
rage Then red shame erept
tuto the older man's countennnee. He
made a gesture of dejection,

“You're o witness that it does.

Mark limped slowly away from
Quinby building.

Now, by all the rules of the game
be played, was the time to exult, The
monater tamed, or at least for-
ever baffled; it need not, looking upon
hiw, lick its slobbering chops, Whether

does money maoks

o

the

tha

Was

or not the partnership—final trophy
of Eldorado's conquest—survived
Quinby's treacherous caprice, the ad-

venturer would pnever again know the
haunting fear that lashed the crowd.
He had no need o cateh its hurrying
puce,

Yet he did not exult. He had what
he had got out to win, and he had it
not. His trlumph was fact. But the
sense of it, the swelllng of soul, the
surging passionate pride he had fore
tagted in his young dreams, were not,
Success was but fligures on a balaoce
gheet,

He had succeeded in a life in which
sentiment, brotherly kindness, mercy,
were the badges of fallure; yet the
thought of a weak Timothy Waood-
house, dead ia an hour of recklessness
bred by a cheat epuld drive
from his pillow

(TO BE CONTINUED.)
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Found in Sing 8ing Prison.
Found, a photograph, a tintype of
A young girl. Owner may securs |t
by applying to the editorlu-chief.—
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