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(A continued story.)

Thete wius o pause, A curious and
pnnceustomed senmation bhad silenced
Mortiwer, something almost akin to
shinme. It sstoulshed him a ltthe, He
did not quite understand why in the
yery moment of success over this
stolld, shrewd young man aond his
thrifty Duoich lustincts be should feel
gncomfortable, Were not his seryices
worth u:l:ru‘lllillgb' Hud be nol earned
at least the right to borraw fram this
conld afford o pay for
what was done for him? Why whoudd
he fecl pashamed? He ot
trencheroun; he really 1kod the fellow
Why shiouldo't be take his ooey ?

“xnoe hore, old man” sald Plank, ex-
tending a huge highly colored  hnnd,
“ls all sguare between us now '™

“1 think s0," muttered Mortimer

ut Plank would pot relinguish his
hnnd

“Then tell me how to dmw  that
check! Great beaven, Mortlmer, what
fs triendship, suyhow, If 1t doesn’t in-
clude Hitle matters Hke this—ttle mis-
nnderstandings Hke thik? 1'w the man
to be sensitive, not you. You have
been very good to me, Mortimer. 1
could almost wish you In u positiob
where the only thing | possess might
square somethlog of my debt to you."™

A few minutes later while he was
flllng in the check a dusty youth In
riding clothes and spurs came In and
found n seat by one of the windows,
tnto which he dropped, and then looked
about him for a servanlb

“Hello, Fleetwood!" sald Mortimer,
gluncing over his sboulder to wee
whose spurs were ringing on the pol
fshed floor.

Fleetwood saluted amiably with his
riding crop, Including Plank, whom
be did not know, In a more formal sa.
lute.

“Will you Jjoln us? asked Morti-
mer, taking the check which Flunk of-
fered and carclessly pocketiug It with-
out even a nod of thanks, “You know

ri¢h mnn who

liad bhean

Beverly Plank, of course? What! |1
thought everybody knew Beverly
Plank."

Mr. Fleetwood and Mr. Plank shook
hands and resumed thelr seats

“Ripping woather!” olwerved Kleet-
wod, replacing his hat and rebutton-
ing the glove which he had removed
to shake hands with Plank. “Lot of
Joily people out this mornlng. | say,
Mortimer, do you want that roan hunt-
er of mine you looked over? I mean
King Dermld, because Marion Page
wants him if you don't. Bhe was out
this morming, and she spoke of It
aguin.'

Mortlmer, lifting & replenished glass,
shook his head and drank thirstily In
sllence.

“Saw you at Westbury, 1 think"
snld Fleetwood politely to Plank as
the two lifted thelr glasses to one an-
other,

“l hunted there for a day or two,”
replied Plank modestly. “If It's that
big Irish thoroughbred you were rid-
fng that you want to sell, I'd like &
fook In if Mlilss Page doesn’t fancy
him."

Fleatwood laughed and
amupedly ut Plaok over his glass,

gluneed
ocl t

{sn't that horse, Mr. Plunk. ‘That's
Dromeelt, Btephen Siward's (damous
borse.” He interrupted himself to ex-

change greetings with several men who
came Into the room rather nolsliy,
thelr spurs resounding across the on k-
en floor. Onpe of them, Tom O'Hara,
jolned them, slamming his erop on the
detk beside Plank and spreading him-
self over an armchalr, from the seat
of which he forcibly removed Morti-
mer's feot without exense

“Drink? Of course I want a drink,”
he replied {reitably to Fleetwood--"one,
three, ten, several. By, whose wensel
bellied pinto was that yon were kick-
ing your heels into In the park? Some
of the squadron men asked me—the
major. O, beg pardon! Didn't know
you were trying to stick Mortlmer with

him. He might do for the troop am-
pulance—inside. What? Oh, yes: met
Mr. Blank—1 mean Mr. Plank—at

RBhotover, 1 think. How @’ye do? Had
the pleasure of pofting your tame
pheasants, Rotten sport, you kunow.
What do you do It for, Mr, Blank?"

“What did you come for If It's rot-
ten sport?’ asked Plank so simply that
it took O'Hara a moment to renlize he
had been snubbed.

“1 dldn't mean to be offensive,"” he
drawled.

“1 muppose you ecan't help it sald
Plank very gently. “Some people can’t,
you know."” And there was another si-
lence, broken by Mortimer, whose en-
tire bulk was tingling with a mixture
of surprise and amusement over his
protege’'s developlug abllity to take
care of himself. “IMd you say that
Stephen Biward is in Westbury, BIilly ¥

“No; he's_In town,” replied_Fleet:

1 took lils horses up to hunt
with, He Isn‘t bunting, you know.”

1 Adldn't know Nobady ever sees
him soywhere' sald Mortimer, “I
guess his mother's death cut him ap.*

Floetwoiod Hfted his mupty glass and
geatly shook the loe o 1t *“Tbat, and

e other Dusipess—in pnough to eot
any wman ap, sg't 1Y

‘“You mean the sction of the Lenox
el ¥ anked Mank serlooely

‘“Veu, He's reslghed from this ¢iob,
I hewr, Somebody told me that he
made » swoep of all his
clubw. That's foolldh, A mau way e
a0 ass 1o join (oo many clubs, ot he's
glwavs 8 fool to resign from any of
em. You nak the weutherwise whit
resigning from s elub forecasts. It's
the frat ominous slgn In a young man's

woisl

Lim),

fis clenn

career.” .

Unider cover of a rapld fire exchauge
of plessnntries between Fleetwood and
O'Hara, Mlank toroed to  Mortimer,
hesltating:

“1 rather Hked Blward when | met
him at Shotover” he ventured. “I'm
very sorry he's downp and out™

“He drinks,” shirugged Mortimer, d)
luting his mloern! water with Irish
whisky. “He ecan't let it sione, [He's
ke all the Blwands,™

“Mortlmer doesn't care for Siward.
but be's au awlully good fellow, all the

same.” sald  Fleetwood, turning to
Plank, “He's been au nss, but who
paso'ty 1 lke him tremendously, and

1 feel very bnd over the mess he made
of It after thut crazy dinner I gave In
my roows. What? You hadn't heard
of 1t? Why. man, it's the talk of the
clobs.™

“1 suppose that Is
heard.” sald Plank simply.
lite Is still In the future.™

“Oh ™ sald Fleetwood, with an luvol-
untiury stare, surprised. a trifle dncom-
fortuble, yet somehow llking Plank,
and not understanding why

Mortimer continued u desultory dis-
cusslon with O'Hara concernlng n very
private diuner which somebody told
somebody that somebody bhad given to
Quarrier and the Intercounty Electric
peaple, which, If true, plainly Indicat-
od who was finnncing the Intercounty
scheme and why Amnlgamated stock
had tumbled again yesterday and what
might be looked for from the Algon-
quin Trust company’s president.

“Amalgamated Electric doesn't seem
to lke It a little DIt sald O'MMara.
“grerrall, Belwether and Blward are ln
it up to their nacks. and If Quarrier is
really the god In the machine and If
he really I8 dolng stunts with Amalga-
mated Hlectric nnd fs also mixing feet
with the Intercounty crowd, why, he
is virtually paraliellng hiz own road,
and why, In the pame of common
sense, I8 he dolng that? He'll kil it
that's what he'll do*

“He can afford to kil It observed
Mortimer. punching the electric but-
tonn and making a significant gesture
toward his empty glass as the servant
entered. “A man lke Quarrier ean af-
ford to kill anything."

“You, bnt why kil Amalgamoted
Blectric? Why not merge? Why, It's a
orazy thing to do: It's a devil of a thing
to do, to parallel your own Hpe!™ in-
slsted O'Hara, “That is dirty work.
I*eople don’t do such things these days,
Nobody tears up dollar bills for the
pleasure of tearing”

“Nohody knows what Quarrier will
do," muttered Mortimer, who had tried
hard enough to find out when the first
ominous rumors | arose concerning
Amalgamated, and the first fractional
declines left the street speechless and
atupefied.

("Harn sat frowning and fingering
his glass. “As a matter of fact,” he
sald, "“a little cold logic shows us thut
Quarrier lsn't in 1t at all. No sane man
wonld ruln hlg own enterprise when
there 18 no need to. His people are
openly supporting Amalgamated and
hammering Intercounty, und, besides,
there's Fervall In {t, and Mrs. Ferrall
s Quarrier's cousin; and there's Bal-
wether in 1t, and Quarrier is engnged
to marry Sylvin Landls, who Is Bel
wether's niece. It's a serap with Har-
rington's crowd and the wheels in-
side of wheels are like Chinese boxes.
Who knows what it means? Only It's
plain that Amalgamated Is safe, If
Quarrier wants It to be. And unless he
does he's crazy.”

Mortimer, squinting sideways at
Plank and secing him still occupled
with Fleetwond, turned bluntly on
O'Hara:

“See hers, what d3 you mean by be-
ing nasty to Plank?" be growled. “I'm
backing him, Do you understand?”

“It {8 carlous,” mused O'Hara cool
ly, *how much of a cad a falrly de-

why | haven't
“My club

cent man can he when he's out of tem- .

per."”
“You mean Plank or me? demanded

| Morthuer, darkening sogrily,

“No: 1 mean myself. 'm oot that
way usually, | took him for & howund-
#r, and bhe's caught me with the goods
lon.  I've been thinkisg that the wen
['hﬂ pother with wueh questions are

1

e do the clvll now I'm
snhpoud of myselfl™

‘ “Walt & mwoment. Will you be elvil
enough to do something for him at the

| Pautroons? That will mean some

i thing."

“Ia he up? Yesm, | will" and, turn
|ing 1o his chale, he sald to Mlank:
| "Awfully sorry | seted Jike & bounder
just now after having mecepted your
[hospitality at the Fells, 1 4id moan
|10 be offensive, and I'm sorry for that
[too, Tlope you'll overiook it and be
friendly ™

Viank's face took ou the dark red
hue of embarrassment He looked
questioniugly st Mortlmer, whose vis
age romained noncommittal, then dl
rectly at O'Hara,

w1 shoulkd e very glad to be Friends
with he =mald, with an logedio
OuN thint
| It the native simplicity of
| the venvered and polished hy
| poustunt contaert with Mrs. Mortimer
| and now sbiowing to advantage In the
And It grotin®l Mortimer, be
rniiee he saw that It was golng to
| make maoy matters much ensber for
| Blpwael?f and his protege

The tall glasses were filled und draln-
led ngmin before they deparied to the

von,”
dignity
whas only
T

wheioe presently they emerged In
street garb to drive downtown and
lunel  together ot the Lenox club,

Minnk ns Fleetwood's guest

Having O'Hara and Fleetwood fo
glve hilm countenance, Mortimer mau-
aged to make Plank known personally
| to weveral governors of the club and
to 0 dogen members, then left him to
his fate, whence presently Fleetwood
and O'Hara extracted bim, fate at
thut
garrulous old gentleman, one Peter
Calithness, who divided with Major
Belwetber the distinetion of being the
elub hore, and together they plioted
him to the billlard room, where be

at everything they suggested.

“You play almost ns pretty & game
as Rtephen Blward used to play,” sald
('Hara cordially. *“You've something
of his cue movement—something of
his Infernal facllity and touch. Hasn%
he, Fleetwood 7™

“] wish Biward were back here”
sald Fleetwood thoughtfully, return-
lng his cue to his own rack. "1 won-

der what he does with hlinself—where
be keeps himself all the while? What
the devil s there for & wan to do If
he doesn’t do anything? He's not go

this season.

the trade of the

make of vehicle.

usgally open to suspician themselves. |

murprised Mortlmer, |

cold plunge and dressing rooms above |

mwoment being personified by n |

beat them handlly for a dollar a point |
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ing out anywhere sinces Dis mothers
douth. ¥e has no clobs to go (o, | un-
derstand. What does be do-—go to his
'ofMice and come back and sit In that
{ahabby old brick house all day and
bllnk at the Lutw portralts of his bom
and distingulalied ancestors T
| For awhile they talked of Biward
"and of Lis unfortupste story sod the
Ipity of i and when the two men
reneed
| “Po you know," sald Plank mildly,
| “1 dou't belleve e ever did W™
L O ara looked up surprised, then
shrigued.  “Unfortonately he doesn't
deny It, you ves*

“I hoarl™ sald Fleetwood, lighting
i, “that he 4ld dany It; that

1

n cigl
]!u- enld, n ttor what his condition
was, he cou'Cr’t have done It. If be
I‘_-||-! Laame Wer the governors would
| liave ‘ sweid to take his word of
honor. B0t he couldn't give that, you
e s And after they poloted out to

Wim that he had been In no eondition
to know exnctly what he 4ld do, he
And they dropped bhim, and
he's falllng ret”

wutl oan

Miwar wire back
des! of A man,

“"Lord! 1 wish
R, fle wus o ool
wfier all, Tom.™

Il v T PTR TR GTE N the

Hiwurd, awm

wiere TLATITE

st tetise In disetims ing
though he were dead, eltbher physical
Iy o8 --n-lahj

In one way lw win:
gularly decent man” muosed O Hara

“How |l\1|l‘”_|' do you menn r

“Oh, about women!'

“1 belleve It too, I he did take that
Yyse girl into the Patroons It was his

| Hmit with ber, aod [ belleve hls it

WHR Rivasrs u

| with any woman He was absardly
| decent  that way He was, [pdeed,
| And pow Jook ul the reputation be
hes, I=n't It funoy? Iso't it now?

“What sort of an effect do you sup-
]
pose all this business s golog to bave
on Blward?

“It's bad one eect alveady,” re
plied Fleetwood. “Ferrull says he
looks sick, nod Belwether suys he's |

golng to the devil, but that's the sort
of thing the major Is likely to say. By
the way, wasn't there something be-
III"P('B that pretty Landis girl and 8i-
ward? Bomebody — some  gossiplng |
somebod y—talked about it somewhere
recently.” |
“] don't believe that, either,” sald |
Plapk in bils heavy, measured, pas |
slonless volee as they descended the
| steps of the white portico and looked
around for a eab, |
“As for me, I've got to hustle,” ob |
served O'Iara, ginncing at his wateh, |
“I'm doe to shine at a function about
6. Are you coming uptown, either of |
you fellows? 11l give you a lift as
far as Seventy-second street, Plank.”
“Tell you what we'll do,” snld Fleet-
wood. impulsively, turning to Plank.

Pacific

"We'll drive Jdowntown, you amd |,
and we'll look vp poor old Hiwarnd
$hall we? He's probably all alone In
that God forsaken red brick fumlly
tomb Shall we? How about It
Plank 7™

O'Harm turned lmpatiently on  his
bee! with a gesture of adleu, climbed
into his electric hassom and went
buszing away up the avenuve,

“I'd ke to, but | doa't think | know
Mr, Riward well enough to do that'™
anld Plank AdiMdently. [le hesituted,
coloring up. “He might misunder
stand my golng with you—as a liberty
~which perbape | might pot have ven
tured on had be been less—lmn un-
fortunmte.™

Agunin Fleetwood warmed toward the
ruddy, ponderous youhg touy beslde
hili “Sp¢ here” he sald, “you mre
golng us o friend of mine If you care
to look at It that way."”

“Thank you,” suld FPlank. I should
be very gind to go In that way."

The Blward house was old only In
the cowpimtive Maunbhsttan meavivg
of the word, fur In New York nothing
1= really very old except the faces of
the yonng men

Decndes ago 1t bad been considered
a g house, wnd It wan wtill mo (llu&t‘fl
of —u solld, dingy, red brick structure,
cubileal in proportions, surmounied by
heavy chimneys, the depth of its wonk.
et windows hintiug of the thickness of
will apd foundation. Window our-
talus of obsolete pattern, all alfke nnd
all drawn, ruasked the blank panes.
Three mnssive wistaria vines, the
gnaried stems As thick as tree trunks,
erawled upward to the roof, dividing
the facade equally and furnishing
sowe rellel to its flatness, otherwise
unbroken except by the deep reveals
of window and door. Two huge and
onsymmetrical eatalps trees stood sen-
tinels before if. dividing curb from
asphalt, and from the centers of the
shriveled brown grass plots fanking
the stoop under the basement windows
two aged Hose of Sbharon (rees bristled
nnked to the Lelght of the white mar-
bie eapitals of the flakiug plilars sup-
porting the stuined portico,

“Nice old family mausoleum,” com-
mented Fleetwond, descending from
the hansom, followed by IMank.

The door was opened by a very old
mnn wearing the black swallowtal
clothes and choker of an old time but
ler, spotless, quite Immaculate, but
cut nfter a fashion no young man re-
mamhert__

{To be continued.)

Conkey, Walker & Lehman are
showing a very large and select line
of men's and boys' ready made cloth-
ing. They are cut to fit and fit to
wear and our prices can't be beat

Studebaker Wagons

AND CARRIAGES

We haye the celebrated
line of Studebaker wag-

ons and carriages again
These rigs

are especially adapted to

*

coast and give more universal satisfaction than any

They are stronger in every particu-
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lar than any
other ordina-
ry vehicle. It
is the peer of
all farm wag-
ons — first in
the hearts of

the farmers. Modest in price, strongly recommended.
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