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“From Death to Life”

(Comtinued from page 3.)

“But you have said that you still con-

template suicide. Why?"
¢ that threat, and in no other way,

could I dissuade Mr. Brewster from im-
mediate suicide. 1 have one week in
which to prove to him that he may hon-
orably live. At the end of that time if I
have not succeeded he will carry out his
determination. I have made a vow which
I shall keep to save him as he saved me
or to die as he dies. [ had not meant to
tell you thiz, For such recital, into which
I was surprised by your unexpected quota-
tion from the letter I can only beg your
pardon.”™

“"Do you think suicide a brave or mauly
thing ?" she asked.

“*] do not, 1 should have endured the
unjust i:r:-- n term, the world’s unjust
SCOIM should have lived, done my best

in the world’s work and endured my suf-
ferings as best T could. Peccavi. [ have
sinned. 1 was weak, But I may plead
that the suddenness of my misforiune
caused my weakness. What I now con-
sider is different. | am offering my life
to save that of another. In no other way
could I accomplisl: my aim."”

“I will do what I can,” she said.
want to save Charles. I want to save you
and | want to save the happiness of that
girl” .

That evening Tyler related to Brewster
the story of his experience at the bank,
While thus employed a messenger came
with a letter from Catherine Ball.

“T write,” she said, “in the belief that it
is possible that you may have stayed your
hand before carrying out the dread deed
of which you wrote, If such be—which
Heaven grant!—I command you, by
every sacred right, to desist. I esteem you
no less than before, for your perfidy is
counterlmlanced by the fact that after all
you are not incapable of real love, as I
long believed. Isr:mt your {reedom and
am glad of mine. I only ask that you will
marry and not waste the years of the girl
who loves and trusts you.”

“You are a very genius at bungling,
Tyler,” Brewster said, when he had read
the letter. “You have scen Catherine and
told her that 1 am alive. That lifeless
note tells the tale. She is willing to sac-
rifice her happiness for the sake of mine
Tell me the truth! You have seen her?”.

“1 "have. She is a noble and lovely
woman, and I marvel that you could de-
sert her”

“No doubt. Perhaps you would marvel
less if you saw the other.”

“I am going to see the other. 1 have
in my pocket the letter you were sending
her. That unhappiness has thus far been
spared her. [ mean to test her love.”

“That is not necessary, [ know."”

“Make this test. Write a check or draft
for a hundred thousand dollars, if you
can do o, in favor of Miss Langhlin. 1
will have it certified or accepted. [ will
take this to her with a note from you
under your assumed name. Say that Mr.
Brewster, your uncle—so small a decep-
tion may be pardoned—offers her this if
she will accept it and give you honorable
release.  Tell ker that you love her, but
for her sake advise acceptance.”

“She will refuse”

“Give me leave to Ly

“And supposing she would accept

“You would return to your first love.”

“Anna Laughlin is my first love. But if
you mean Catherine Ball, it would do no
good. She never will marry me or any
other man. But I will do what you say.”

Next evening, when the salesgirl re-
turned from her work, she found Tyler
awaiting her

“] am a friend of Mr. Charles Brew-
ster,” he said, by way of introduction, “and
1 you a very important letter by his
bear

o

direction. I am to away your
answer.” ) .

Miss Laughlin, a sweet-faced girl, with
dark bair and violet blue eyes, was vastly
surprised at a letter from the great Mr.
Brewster, but when she saw the familiar
writing her face broke into a smile,

She opened the letter and the accepted
draft for a hondred thousand dollars fell
out. She looked at it with a gasp of sur-
prise, then turned pale as she began to read
the letter. At the close she covered her
face with her hands and moaned. Trem-
bling, with great tears coursing down her
face, she got her writing materials and
wrote a short note, sealed it, addressed it
to “Charles Bain,” the name under which
she knew her lover, and En it o Tyler,
He did not fail to note that the inclosed
the draft. As he went from the door he
heard behind him a great sob.

“What did | tell you?" shouted Brew-
ster, when he had read the mote. “Poor
Annma! Anmal!™

“Why do you not keep your word and
marry l:rr? She loves you and is worthy
of i-nur love "

“Have you forgotten Catherine Ball?"

“l have not. But Miss Ball has given
yvou your freedom and desires you to ac-
cept -

“If T believed that T would be the hap-
piest man on earth. But [ do not believe
it. When I think of what my grief would
be if Anna were to marry another, [ can-
not live and feel the possibility that T am
the living, daily cause of such grief in
another. Tyler, my boy, you have lost. [
release you and will keep my Saturday-
night engagement alone.”

“I refuse to accept release, But if two
women love you, two will grieve when
you are gone.”

“Grief for the dead can be endured
More I knew that Anna would not sell her
love for money, I know that she will not
marry me if [ tell her the truth that an-
other woman lives unmarried because I
have been faithless.”

Ihe next day Edward Tyler called once
more on Catherine Ball,

“1 have failed to convince him," he said,
pale and grave. “It is not vanity which
makes him believe in your love for hiny
It is his profound unwilingness to take
chances with your happiness and his desire
to give you the supreme proof of repent-
ance for what, after all, was not his fault,

My life cannot be saved. His may. | am
going to sacrifice my life for his, 1 am
going to ask you also for a sacrifice

Wrongly as he acted, he has shown
his appreciation of what he has done and
is willing to die in what he fancies atone-
ment, His life must be spared for the
sake of his friends, for his own sake, for
the goods works which he will do.”

“And what do you ask of me? What
can I do to assure him of what he wili
not believe

“T will ask that you will marry, or seem
to do so, thut he may be convinced and
return to the girl who loves him.  Listen,
Miss Ball, to the proposal, fantastic
though it may seem, which is the only
way of saving this man, infatvated with
his mad design. Let the mimster be
called and prrfnrm a ceremony by which,
in appearance, your life will be united to
mine. It will be in appearance only and
not for long. A marriage certificate will
be provided to be shown, if he does not
believe, as he will, your letter. He will
feel at last that he may live. A few hours
more and you will know that my lile has
ceased and vou will be as free as ever.
None need know but the faithful clergy-
mna and your closen witnesses. Ewven
for those few hours my name will not be
a disgrace. My parents were poor, but
there were none of better, more honorable
race. My own life has never been stained
by dishonorable deed. The certificate can
be made bearing the name of Edward
Mitford, my whole name being Edward
Mitford Tyler. Thus Mr. Brewster wounld
fail to understand.”

“And would you really take your life to
save that selfish man who drags others
down o death with such unconcern?”

“It is a madness causcd by his suffer-
ing,” Tyler responded. “Few care for me,
many for him. He saved my life. Why
should T not sacrifice that which I owe to
him alone ?”

“Have you not a love, a sweetheart, who
would mourn you as Charles’s would him ?
None for whom you yourseli greatly
care?”

Tyler's face flushed to deepest crimson,

“I will speak the truth, Boyish fancies
aside, T have never cared for any woman,
save one. That one—pardon, my darling,
for I speak but the words of one about to
dic—is yourself. The fecling that I had
but a few days to live has forced into
hours the experience of years. | have seen,
adwired, reverenced, loved. The sacrifice
of my life is less because if 1 lived the
greatest wish of my life never might be
attained.”

“1 will agree to what yon say,” she said,
abrupt!y.

A note was dispatched and the minister

and in the presence of the older
:ﬁnh. who were pledged 1o secrecy, the
marriage ceremony was performed. The
marriage certificate bore the bridegroom’s
full name, for Catherine rightly msisted
that its ion was annecessary. Then
she wrote a letter to Browster.

“I have been married this day,” she said,
“to 3 man whom [ esteem above all others
I have ever met. Your folly in persisting
in your unworthy suicidal design has has-
tened that marriage, but [ assure you it
wonld have takem oe in any event. |
am far happier than [ ever could have been
with you. Have done with vanity. Bear
in mind that it ia | who speak and that
you have never known me to speak but the

frank truth, T am unutterably glad of all
that has happened and hope soon to meet
your bride. Owing to the suddenness of
my own marriage it must remain secret
for a time, but if you absurdly doubt my
word, I refer you to the Reverend Doctor
Allen, who performed the ceremony.”

When the minister had gone and the
strangely united couple were left in the
library it was the woman who first spoke.

“l suppose you know,” she said, “that
it is possible for you to give ine freedom
without the sacrifice of your life, I would
rather be a divorced woman than have
your blood on my hands, as would be the
case if I allowed you to die as fou pro-
posed. You can go to some far Western
State and there take such steps as are
necessary, Promise me that you will do
as [ say, that you will not commit the
erime of self-destruction, and that you will
come to say good-bye before you go.”

The promise was made and Tyler again
sought the presence of the man whose life
for a few days had been so strangely
bound up with his. He found him in a
state of wild cxcitement and happiness.

“You have won! You have won!” he
shouted. “We both are going to live. |
have a letter from Catherme, and what do
you think! What DO you think! She s
married! Don't know who the lucky chap
is; can't imagine! Anyway, 1 am now
conscience clear and a little ashamed of
myseli—that’s all! Now what can I do
for you? Want to go into business?
Want any sum? Name it! [ can'’t do for
yout what you fave done for me, but [ can
start you in any money-making business
you choose to name, and all the old bank
clerkships in the country may go o
thunder!”

“I would like,” said Tyler, after proper
congratulations on Brewster's new frame
of mind, “to undertake gold-seeking in
Alaska, on a proper parinership basis. If
I win, you win also, If [ lose, you can
stand it, and the prize is worth the risk.”

“Go ahead, my boy! L'l back you in
anything you undertake!”

Brewster was insistent that Tyler should
witness his wedding, but the latter per-
sisted in his desire to arrange matters for
an carly departure and the business details
were soon arranged.

Tyler then went to say the words of
farcwell to the woman who, for the time,
was legally his wife,

He Iolui her of his arrangement with
DBrewsler.

“I studied mining when [ wasz in col-
lege,” he said  “I bhelieve that 1 shall be
successful, and perhaps in a few years

may be a rich man. Meantime, [ will
faithfully carry out your wish in the
matter of giving you freedom. But if,
after a few years, have won such a

fortune that you will know yours is no
temptation to me I will return and, unless
you forbid, will offer you courtship with
:he hope of proving myself worthy of your
ove,”

“But if you do not care for the fortune
which [ have, why should I care for the
one you are going to get?”

“1 don't think you would.
mean that.” )

“You mean that you would try by court-
ship to get me to care for yourself?”

“That is what I mean."”

“Then why not save time hy undertak-
ing your courtship at once, without going
to Alaska? Alaska is a dreadfully long
way off."

“But T promised to give you freedom.™

“You promised to do as I wished in that
matter. [ do not want my freedom.
believe in you and trust you absolutely. 1
am your wife. Are you going to desert
me’

Up to this time Catherine had had 3
very distnnt and star-worshipping sort of
lover, but in an instant that was past, and
she was answered by a2 whirlwind of hugs
and kisses that would have convinced her
had she needed convincing that it was her-
self and not her money that her husband
loved.

Brewster was both surprised and pleased
when Tyler informed him of his intention
to wait until after the wedding, and was
somewhat mystified a little later to learn
that the Alaska business was off and that
Tyler wanted no fmancial assistance what-
soever., But cverything was cleared up
when, on the cvening of his wedding,
Catherine begged to introduce her buse
band to the newly wedded pair

“You were for sending him off to
Alaska, to be eaten up by polar bears™
she said, “but I have persuaded him to
stay.

I do not

THE END,

Lincoln as a Peet
It s mot gewerally known that Abrahary
Lincoln ever attempted poetry, but hia
k shows this effusion exactly as @
was written at a very early age:
“Abraham Lircoln, his hand and pen:
He my be good, Lot Ged knows when"
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