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(A continued story.)

“Gond evening, Guimble,” sakl Fleet
wood, entering, followed on tiptoe by
Mank

“giood! evening, sir™

the unsieady voles of age: “Mr. Fieot |

wood, sir.  Mr"
dlm eyes peering up at Plank, who
stood fumbling for his candoase.

Fleotwood dropped hoth eards on the
salver unsteadlly extended, The but
ler ushered them luto & dim room on
the right

“How s Mr. Rlward? usked Floot-
wood, pausing on the threshold and

dropping his voloe

The ol man hesitated, looking
down: then wutill looking away Crom
Fleotwood: “Bravely, sir; bheavely, Mr
Fleetwood ™

“The Blwards were always that*
sald the young man gently

“Yeu, sir, Thank yous Mr. Stepben
~Mr. Biwand,” he corrected quaintly,

“In Indisposed, air. It was a—a great
shock to us all, «ir"™
turned away, holding his salver stiflly,
and they beard him mutteriog under
bis breath: “Bravely, slr; bravely. A~
a great shock, sir. Thank you™

The butler returned presontly, say
ing that Mr, Biward was at home and
would recelve them In the library

ertture and sclence yel, and you ean’t
go until you've adjusted the affalr of |
the nation for the next l-rnty-rouq

A pause and v | houm "

“How soon will you be out™ Inquir

A bow and the | pd Fleetwood |

“nit? 1 don't know, | shall try to
drive to the office tomorrow.” |
“Why the devil did you resign from
all your clute? MHow can T see you If |
I don't come hera?" begun Fleetwood
lepathent!y I know, of course, that |

| you're not golng anywhaere, but & men

ook well,

| ehnge In him
| der the eyes; the pallor, the curions

fle bowed and |

above, as he was not yet able to pass [

op and down stairs.
Blward was sitting o an armchalr

the window, one leg extended, his |

ft foot, stiffly cased In bandages,
resting on & footstool,

“Why, Stephen” exclaimed FFleet-
wood, hastening forward, 1 didn%
know you were Iald up lke thia!™
¢ Blward offered his baod Inquiringly:
thén bis éyes turned toward Plank,
who stood behind Meetwood, and
plowly disengagiog bis hand from
Fleetwood's sympathetic grip, he of
fored It to Plank.

“It s very kind of you,” he sald
“Gumble, Mr, Fleetwood prefers rye
for mome [ascritable reason. Mr.
Plank?' s smile was a queston.

“If you don't mind," sald Plank, *1
should Mke to bave some tes—-that Is
'r'_. B TR vy e o
~Tipen, Gumble, for two, We'll tipple
in company, Mr. Plank” he sdded
“And the"cigars are nt your elbow,
Bily,” with another smile at Fleet
wood.

“Now,” sald the latter after he had
lHghted his cligar, “what is the mat-
ter, Btophen

Siward glanced at his stiffly extend-
@d foot. “Nothing much” He red
dened fuintly, I slipped. It's only
& twisted ankle.”

For n moment or two the answer sat-
isfied Fleetwood; then a sudden, eurt-
ous flash of susplclon came into his
eyes, He glanced sharply at Siward,
who lowered his eves. while the red
tint in his hollow cheeks deepened.

Neither spoke for awhlle, Plank sip.
ped the ten which Wands, the sacond
man, brought, Siward brooded over
his. cup, head bant. Fleetwood made
more nolse than® necessary with his
e,

“Why did you drop the Buddle club,
Stephen?’ asked Fleetwood.

“I'm not riding. 1 have no use for
it,' replied Biward,

“You've cut out the Prosceulum club,
too, and the Owl's Head and the
Trophy. It's n shame, Stephen'

“I'm tired of clubs."

“Don’t talk that way”™

“Very well, T won't,” sald Blward,
gmillng, "Tell me what 18 happening
ot there,” He made a gesture towsrd
the window. “All the gossip the news-
papers miss, D've tafked Dr, Grishy to
death: I've talked Gumble to death;
I've rend myself stupid. What's golng
on, Billy ™

80 Wieetwood sketched fer him &
gay cartoon of events, carleaturlng va-
rlous epieodes In the social kaleldo-
scope which might Interest him. Pol-
ftles was touched wupon, and they
#poke of the possibility of F‘er;ull RgO-
ing to the assembly, tHe sport of bos
baiting  having
become fashion-
abile among ama-
teurs and proyid-
ing n new amuse.
ment for the 1dle
rich. Bo ety
state and ngrroh-

al isslied  were
run througk,

lightly, bus'neag
eonditiong, fotie.
ed, the stoeck
market speculat-

“Don't d L, » e
n't do that, Dilly, presently conver-

smiled Stward.
sation died out,
with a yawn from Fleetwood as he
looked into his empty glass at the
bit of jce. .
“Don't do that, Billy,” smilled Siwar
“You haven't discoursed upon art,

o

always woos (0 his elub.  You don't
Stephen, You are too much
nlone.”

Siward did not anawer, s face and
body had eertaloly grown thinner
dinee Fleetwood had last seen him |
"nnk, bad been shocked at the
the dark, hard lines un.

inmmobility of the man, save for his
fingors, which were always restiess,
now moving In search of some small
obfect to worry and turm over and
over, now nervously settling Into &
gragp on the arm of his chair

“IHow Is Amalgnmated Electric?
wiked Fleetwood abruptly.

“I thiok It's all right. Want to buy
some? replled Siwand, smiling

Plank stirred in bis chair ponder
ously, “SBomebody I kicking it to
pleces,” he wald.

“Somebody |8 trying to,” smiled 8I-
warl

“Harrington,” nodded Fleetwood. Bi-
ward podded bock. Plank was allent.

“Of course,” continued Fleetwood
tentatively, “you people need not wor-
ry, #ﬂh Howard Quarrier back of
you.'

Nobody sald anything for awhlle.
Presently SBlward's restless  hands,
moving In search of something, en-
countered a pencil lyfog on the table
peside him, and he picked It up and
began drawing Initinle and gcrolly gn
the wargin of i hewspaper, and all the
scrolls framed fottials, and all the
initinls were the mame, twining and
twinting lnto endlesa varlations of the
lettors B. L.

“Yes, ] must go to the offica tomor-
row,” he repeated absently. “I am
better—in fact, 1 am quite well except
for this sprain.” He looked down at
Lis bandaged foot; then his pencll mov-
oA listlessly again, continuing the end-
less variations on the two letters. It
was plain that be was tired.

Fleetwood rose and made his adleus
slmost afMectionntely, Plank moved
forward on tiptoe, bulky and nolseless,
aud Biward held out hds bhand, saying
something amlably formal

“Wonld you llke to bave me come
agnin?" asked Plank, red with embar-
rassment, yet so naively that at first
Riward found no words to answer him;
then:

“Would you care fo come,
Plank 7"

“Yeos"

Stward looked at him curlously, al-
modt cautiously, His first Impressions
of the man had been summed up in
one contemptuous word, Besides, bar-
ring that, what was there In common
between himseN and such a type as
Plank? Heé had oot even troubled
bimself to avold®him at Shotover. He
had merely been awnre of him when
Plank spoke to him.

Perhaps Plank had changed, perhaps
Slwanl had, for bhe found nothing of-
fensive in the bulky young man now—

Mr.

nothlng particularly attractive, elther,
except for a certaln simplicity, a cer- |
tain dlrect candor In the heavy blue

eyes which met his squarely.

“Clome In for a elgar when you have
a few moments ldle’ sald Siward
slowly.

“rt will give me great pleasure,”
wild Plank, bowing.

And that was all. e followed Fleet.
wood down the sinlrs, Wands held

thelr copts nmd bowed them out Into
{he falling shadows of the winter twl
tight. .

Blward, siiting beside hin' window,
watehed ‘tlmm enter I.hvh‘-’ ARUBOm aal
dive away up I.h_!? avonfle. A gall
ﬂtfg_l! hm; nettlmtd'gp; his Clieol, the
:20[]?:,,:,‘;}!2:‘.” uung In, fhe air, and

ﬁ y roks the #oom at the de-
Fﬂ,—“}’ Presently he drank some of
Lis “leu, but It was lukewnrm, and he
‘Dushed the Fup from him.

“Gumble, are you there?” he asked
carelensly, ™

The butjers entered from the hall-
way. ‘“ifes, siv"

“Yorgmay lenve that decanter.”

Br ; the old'servant may have mis-
U perstood, for he oaly bowed and
2 phied off downstalrs Wwith the de-
santer, either heedless or deaf to his

the hard, slightty swollen Besh fn e
blulsh shadows around the eyes. The
mark of the master vice was thers-
fts stamp In the swaollen, worn out hol
lows; its tmprint In the fine lines ot
the commers of his mouth; It slpn
manusl in the faintest relaxation of
the under Hp, which bad not yet be
come & looseness

For the last of the Elwards bhad at
iast stepped into the highway which
his doomed forebears had (raveled e
fore him,

“CGinmbie™ he ealled lrritably.

A quavering voloe, an upsteady step,
and the old man entered agaln, “Mr
Rtephen, sir?™

“Rring that decanter back. Dida't
you hear me tell you just now 1"

“Birr*

“Didn't you hesr me?

“Yen, Mr. Stephen, sir”

There was & sllence.

“Giumble!™

I'nlr”

“Are you golag to bring that de
canter?™

The old butier bowed and ambled
from the room, and for a long while
Siward sat sullenly latening and scor
fng the odges of the paper with his
trembling pencil. Then the lead bhroke
short, and he Mung 1t from him and
pulled the bell. Wands ecame s
time, o lank, sandy, sllent man, grown
gray aa a rat lo the servies of the Kl
wards. He recelved bin master's or
ders and withdrew, and again Blward

| walted, biting his under lip and tear

ing bits from the eodges of the hews
paper with flagers never still, bot no
body eame with the decanter, and after
awhile his tense muscles relaxed,
Something in his very soul seemed to
suap, and he sank back In his chalr,
the bot tears blinding bim.

He had got as far as that Mo
ments of self pity were becoming nl
most an frequent us scorching Inter
vills of self coutempt. -

8o they all knew what was the mat-
ter with him, They all knew—the doe.
tor, the servants, his friends. Had he
not surprised the gquiek susplefon in
Fleetwood's glance when he told him
he had sllpped and sprained his ankle?
What if be had been drunk when be
fell—fell on his own doorsteps, carried
Into the old Biward house by old Bl
ward servants, drunk as hlz forefa
thers? It was none of Fleetwood's
buslness. It was none of the perv-
ants' busipess, It was nobody's busl

ex !
M‘Hw {:%Mﬁ his hot eyes. He
jerked the old fashioned bell savagely,
und after a long while he bheard serv-
ants whispering together in the pas-
sageway outslde his door.
- Dr. Grisby
came the
room from the
outer shadows of
the hall.

He was very
small, very mesd-
ger, very bald
and clean shav-
en, with a face
like a nut crack-
er, and the
brown wig bhe
wore was atro-
clous and curl-
ed forward over
his coloriess
ears. He wore

Dr., Grisby came into
the room.

steel rimmed spectacies, oach  glass
divided into two lenses and be stood
on tptoe to look out through the upper
lonaes on the world and always bent
slmoet double to use the lower or read
Ing lenses. :

“What's al! this recket ™ sald the it
te old doctor barshiy. “Got golic?
Got the toothache? ['m ashamed of
you, Btephen! Look up! Look at me!
Out with your tongue! Well, pow.
what the devil's the trouble ™

“You know,” muttered Siward, aban:
donlng his wrist to the little man,
| who seated himself Leside him. Dr
CGristy searcely noted the pulse. The
delleate pressure bad become & strong
carems

“Koow what?' he sgrunted. “How
do | kpow what's the matter with
you? Hey! Now, now, don't try te
explaln, Btove. Don't fly off the hun-
dle. All right; grant that [ do kunow
what's bothering you, 1 waut to see
that ankie frst Here, somebody'
Light that gus Why the mischief
don't you have the bhouse wired for
plectricity, Stephen? It wholescme,
Gas o't Lamps are worsa wir. Do
s I tell you" And he went on logua
clously, grumbling and wuttering and
pever ceasing bhis talk, while Biward
wincing as the dressing was removed
lay tmck and closed Lis eyes.

Half ag hour later Gumble spposar
od to announce dinner,
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*[ don't want &ny,” said Blward.
“Eat!” sald Dr. Grishy bharshly.
“]—dou't rare 10"

“Eat, | twell you! Do you think ¥
don't mean what | say?™

Bo e ate hils broth aod toast, the
dovtor eurtly declinlog 1o join bim.
He ute hurriedly, cloving his eyes o
aversion.  Even the lesd ten wan flat
and distastefui to him.

And nt last he lay back, white and
unstrong, t'e momentarlly deadensd
desperntion gllmmering under his half
clowed wyem, And for a long while Dr
Grisly st doubled almost in two,
cuddling his bomy little knees and
ptudying the patterns in the faded car-
pet.

(To be continued.)
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with the Oregon Jodrnal during 1910
Following are rates:
Dally and Sunday Oregon Journal
with Enterprise ... v oo 37008

Dally Oregon Journal with En-
Lorprise saet. ok ubis iy B

Sunday Oregon Journal with Eo-
terprise RS o - -

Beml-Weekly Oregon Journal with
i BOLerprise .... cyvec sses sasi S0
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omy and despatch.
Practically every store and

and pays special attention to

of people.

nects you with the biggest

markets of the country,
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HE TELEPHONE has made it possible to do shopping

and marketing satisfactorily, and with comfort, econ-

shop caters to telephone trade
telephone orders so that tele

phone buying has become g habit with hundreds of thousands

When you want something that cannot be secured In your

local shops, the Long Distance Service of the Bell System con-

even

though you are hundreds of miles away.

The Pacific Telephone and
Telegraph Co.

Every Bell Telephone is the Center
of the system.

QF THE SALE.

BEFORE JUNE
CLOTHING AT

JUNE FIRST.

DEPARTMENT.

master's sharp ‘order to return.

Lampiight brotight out sharply the .
4. | physical chgnge in Biward—the angu-

lar shadows fist ‘under the cheek bones,

-

FOR THE 810 PRIZE F
BE TERSE AND TO THE POINT,

GET BUSY AND TRY.

BISHOP'S READY
TAILORED CLOTHES

Special This [Deek

Change Your Old Suit for

a Mew One

HAVE YOU AN OLD SUIT THAT HAS BEEN DISCARDED? BRING T
TO OUR 8YORE AND WE WILL ALLOW YOU
CHASE oF A NEW ONE. THIS IS THE GREA

A CHANCE TO REPLENISH

PRACTICALLY FLAT COST.

Don’t Forget to Try

OR THE BEST AD RECEIVED AT OUR STORE
WE WILL PAY 8§10 IN GOLD.
ADVERTISING MEN'S AND BOYS'

18T, 1910
20 TO 50 PER CENT DISCOUNT.

THIS CONTEST

SALEM WOOLEN MILL STORE

SALEM, OREGON

$5.00 ON THE PUR-
TEST BARGAIN WEEK
YOUR WARDROBE AT

THE AD WILL APPEAR FIRST IBSUE AFTER
IS INTENDED FOR PEOPLE NOT EN-

GAGED IN OR ADVERTISING MEN'S CLOTHING.
ADDRESS ALL MATTER TO WOOLEN MILL STOR

IT MUST

E ADVERTISING'




