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CHAPTER X (Continued). As the last miTTsel
and

made me commit 
In the desire to 

tone was short, 
his glance with a quiet

lie had

my 
bide

onia1 is-rsuade you to take au In 
In your work he would do th« 
lie said all that and n thousand 
kinder tilings, and I sat und Ils-

But all th<* time I thought of 
Before

outweighed all other con- 
Almost at the moment of 

the good of life had erum 
fingers, tlie soil given be

-It seemed to Is gin that nlgnt I dined 
with the Fraides,” sin* went on. “M*. 
Fraide talked so wisely and so kindly 
about so many things, lie recalled af 
we had bo|M*d for In you, ami und h« 
blamed me a little.” Sin* pause«I am.* 
laid ber cup aside. “He said tiiut wiios 
people have mad< what they call thidl 
last effort they shouid always make just 
one effort more. He promised that if I 
could 
terest 
rest.
other 
tened.
nothing but their uselessuesH
I h ft I promised to do my best, but my 
thought was still tin* same. It was 
•trongiT than ever when I forced my 
self to come up here”— She pauwsl 
again and glanced nt Ixsler’s averted 
bead. “But I came, and then, as if by 
conquering myself I had compelled a 
reward, you seemed, you somehow 
seemed different. It sounds ridh*ulous, 
I know.” Her voice was hfilf amused, 
half deprecating. “It wasn’t a differ­
ence In your face, though I knew direct­
ly that you were free from nerves.” 
Again she hesitated over the Word. “It 
win a difference in yourself, in the 
tilings you said, mon* than in the way 
you said them.” Once more she pa used 
and laughed a little.

IxMler*« discomfort grew
“But It didn’t affect me then.” She 

•poke more slowly. “I wouldn't a<^mt 
It then. And tlie next day when we 
talked on tlie terrace I still refused to 
admit It, though I felt It more strongly 
than before. But I have watched you 
since that day, and 1 know there Is a 
change. Mr. Frnhle feels the same, 
and he is never mistaken. I know It’s 
only nine or ten days, but Tve hardly 
•<»on you In the Rame mood for nine or 
ten hours In th«» last three years.” She 
stopped, and the iiilence was impressive. 
It seemed to plead for confirmation of 
ber Inatinct

Still Loder could find no response.
After waiting f<r- a moment she lean 

ed forward In her chair 
at him.

“.John,” she said, “Is It 
That’s what 1 came to 
want to believe till I'm 
want to risk a new disappointment.' 
Loder felt the earnestness of her gaze, 
though he avoided meeting It.

“I couldn't have salt! this to you a 
v ok ago, but today I 
pride al to explain why.
too inexplicable I only know that I 
can say It now and that 1 couldn’t a 
week ago. Will you understand- and 
answer ?” •

Still Loder remained mute. Ills posi­
tion was horribly Incongruous. What 
could lie say? What dared lie say?

Confused by his silence. Eve rose.
“If It's only a itlnise, don't try to hido 

It.” she said "Blit If It's going to last 
—If by any possibility It's going to 
last” She hesitated and looked up.

She w as quite (dose to him He would 
have been less than man had he lss»n 
unconscious of the subtle coiitai t of her 
glams», the nearness of her presence, 
and no one had ever hinted that man 
hood was larking in him It was a mo 
inent of temptation. Ills owu energy, 
bis own Intentions, se»‘im*d so uear, 
C’bllcotv and Chllcote's claims so dis 
tant and unreal. After all. his life, his 
ambitions, his determinations, were his 
own. He lifted his ejea and looked at 
her

“Y>»u want me to tell you that I will 
go on?” In» said.

Her eyt»« brightened
•tep forward. ”Y<»s,” s 
It more than anything

There was a wait, 
that would satisfy 
lip«, but be delay** 
fateful. While Im> 
opened, au<l the 
brougtit In the tea

H e crossei I Hie r* 
der n lelegrain. "Ar 
Ml*]

Eve move<1 Imi'k t.> her chair. There 
w i* ,i fl'i.li on h, * . Ik'. iih, an*| her »ye» 
««••'re «till alertly bright.

mid looked up

going to last ? 
ask I don't 
sure. 1 don't

can. I don't 
Tile feeling la

She took a 
he said; "I want 
In the world.” 
The declaration 
* ame to Loder's

The delay was
her
I It.
stinsi silent the door 
servant who had 

reHp|R»nn*<l.
»olii and banded 

answer, sir?” he

Lister tore the telegram open, read
It, then threw It Into th*

“No answer?' be
At the 

looked up.

fire.

be said lacoulra 
lirUB*ph'U<*SH of Ills Vol 

Dina green tile lieu 
•atd as the seriaut depart*«!.

wi 
In

He didn't 
big the tel* 
ter of the fire.

“No,” he said i 
volts' “No; ouly 
bad forgotten to expect.'*

look i
■gram

at tier. He 
withering

at h at In

lly,
. e Eve
?" s’w

s watch 
the wn

•trained

CUAPTER XI.
HERE was a sllem'e. an uneasy 

brvuk. after taster s;*oke. Tbe 
eplso*le of tbe ielegrum was, 
to all appeurauces, ordinary

enough, calling forth Eve's question 
amt his own reply as a natural se 
quence. yet In the | ■«>»*■ that followed 
it sseb was '-ouacioua of a jar, each 
w-as aware that lu some subtle way the 
thrsud of sympntl*) bad been dropped, 
though to oue tbe cause was luel 
pUcable and to the other ouly too plain.

Loder watched the ghost of his mes­
sage grow whiter ami thluner, then 
dissolve into airy fragments and flutter

up the chimney 
wavered out of sight he turned 
looked at his companion

"You almost 
self," be said, 
his feelings his

Eve returned
regard, but he scarcely saw It. 
a stupefied sense of disaster, a feeling 
of bitter self commiseration that for 
the moment 
siderations, 
justification 
bled lu bls
neath his feet, ami with au absence of 
logic, u luck of justice unusual in him, 
he let resentment against t'hlicote 
sweep suililenly over Ills mind.

Eve, still watchiug him, su*v tile dark 
cuing of his expreMiou unit with a 
quiet movement rose from her chair.

"Luily Sanili lias a theater party to 
ulgbt, und I um dining with her,” she 
Baid. “It is au early dinner, so I 
must think aliout dressing. I'm sorry 
you think I tried to draw you Into uny 
thing. 1 must have explained myself 
badly.” She laughed a little to cover 
the slight discomfiture that her tone 

she 
the

his

betrayed, and as she laughed 
moved across tlie room toward 
door.

Loder, engrossed In the check to
own schemes. incensed nt tin* sudden 
ness of Cblli'oto's ris'iil) ami still more 
Incensed at his own folly In not ha* lug 
anticipated it. was oblivious for ths 
moment of both her movement and 
her words. Then quite abruptly they 
obtruded themselves upon Idin, break­
ing through 
thing of the 
Ing a blow, 
fireplace, he
•cross which she bail passed, but s!

she

bls egotism with some 
sharpness of pain follow 
Turning quickly from the 
faced the shadowy room

miritaneoiiMly with iiln turning 
gnliKHt the door.

Th*» knowledge that she was 
struck him with a H*»n«e of double 
“Wait!” he 
forward.
ed, chilled by the Molltudi* of

“Eve!” he «aid, lining her 
eociacionsly for the flrnt time.

But the corridor, as well as 
was empty; he was too late. 
Irresolute; then he laughed shortly, 
turned and passed hack toward the 
fireplace.

The blow had fallen, the Inevitable 
come to pass, and nothing remained 
but to take the fact with as good a 
grace as possible. (’hlleote’R telegram 
had summoned him to Clifford's Inn 
at 7 o’clock, ami it was now well on 
toward •’». !|«> pulled out his watch
Chllcote’s watch, lie realized with a 
touch of grim humor as he st »»pod to 
examine the dial by the light of the 
fin» then, as If the humor had verged 
to another feeling, he stood «tnil'dit 
again and felt for the electric tuition 
In the wa*l. Ills fingersrtouched It 
and simultaneously the’ room was 
lighted.

The abrupt alteration from shadow 
to light cana» almost as a shock. The 
feminine arrangement of the tea table 
Reemed Incongruous l»esl<k» tía» ho her 
books ami the desk laden with papers 
— Incongruous as his own presence In 
tía» place. Tía» thought was unpleas 
ant, and hr turned aside uh If to avoid 
It, but at the movement his eyes fell 
on Chllcote’s cigarette box with its 
gleaming monogram, and the whim­
sical suggestion of Ills first morning 
rose again. The Idea that the Inant 
mate <4>Jects In tía» room knew him 
for what be was, recognized the Inter­
loper where human eves saw the right 
ful poRseHKor, returfuHl to his mind. 
Through all bin disgust and chagrin a 
smile forced itself to his lips, and. 
croftftlng tin* roun for tía» Rceond time 
he passed Into Chllcote’s bedroom.

There the massive furniture and 
somber atmosphere fitted better with 
ids mood than the energy and action 
which the study always suggested 
Walking directly t< the great bed. h> 
sat on Its side and for several minutes 
start'd straight In front of him, nppar 
ently seeing nothing; then at last the 
apathy passed from him, as his pre 
vlous anger agdnst Cbllcote had pasa 
rd. He Rtood up slowly, drawing hlr 
long limbs together. and revrossed the 
room, passing along the corridor and 
through the door communicating with 
the rent of the house. Five minute* 
later he was in the open air and walk 
ing steadily eastward, his bat drawn 
forward and Ids overcoat buttoned un

As he traversed the street* he allow 
rd himself no thought Once, ns be 
waited In Trafalgar square to find a 
passage between the vehicles, the re 
membran<*e of chilcote*« voice coming 
on! of the fog on their first night made 
lt«elf prominent but be refected It 
quickly, guarding himself from oven 
an Involuntary glance at the placa of 
their meeting Tin» Strand, with Its un 
ceasing life came to him as somethin« 
alnsMit unfamiliar, Since bls Identifica 
tlou with the new life no bwdnvsa beC

gone 
loss.

calk'd, suddenly moving 
But almost nt once he paus­

ili« rdom. 
name un

the room. 
He stood

drawn him east of Charing Cross, a is) 
bls first sight of the narrower stream 
of traffic struck hint as garish ami un 
pleasant. As the Impression came he 
accelerated bls steps. moved by tlie 
w Isli to make regret and rvtnwqsa'tiou 
• like ImpiMallile by a contact wttb ac­
tual forcs-s

Still walking hastily, he entered «'Ilf- 
'ord's Inn. but then* almost uneon 
•a'loiisly hi« foot tud'ed. There was

« ■ a
mental ami physical; a sense of 
chungelessuess th*' <'liang*'l*'«*n«is of 
inanimate things, that rises In such sol 
emn contrast to the variableness ot 
mere human nature. whi«-h a new en­
vironment, a new outl'Kik. sometimes 
even a new presence, has power to up­
heave ami remold. He paused, then 
with slower and steadier steps crossed 
the little court ami mounted the fa­
miliar stairs of his own house.

As he turn*«l the handle of his own 
door some one stirred inside the sitting 
room Still under the Influence of tbe 
stones and trees that he had just left, 
he movw! directly toward the sound 
ami, without waiting for p rmlsslon. 
entered the room. After tbe darkness 
of the passage it seemed well alight, 
for, besides the lamp with Its green 
shad«', a l.irg • fir«' burn«'«! In tbe grate 
ami help««! to dlspt'l th«* shallows.

As be entered th«1 room f’hlh'ote rose 
and came forward, his tigur«' thrown 
Into strong relief by tbe double light. 
He was dres«e<l In a shabby twi'ed 
suit; bls face looked pale ami set with 
a slightly nervous tension. But, besides 
th*' look 
ness of i 
change, 
bls hand.

"Well?” be said quickly.
Hu' other looked at hnn question- 

iugly.
"Well? Well? How lias It gone?’
"The scheme? Oh, excellently!" 

der's 
from 
eyes, 
room 
Then, as it struck by th«' Incivility of 
the action. In* looked back again. "The 
scheme has gone extraordinarily." he 
said. "I could almost say absurdly. 
There are some things, Chilcote, that 
fairly Istwl a num over.”

A groat relief tinge I Chllcote’s face. 
“Good!" lie exclaimed. "Toll me all 
atxmt It.”

But Loder was reticent. The mo­
ment was not propitious. It was as If 
a hungry num had dreamed a great 
banquet ami hail awakened to bis star 
ration lie was chary of Imparting his 
visions.

"There's nothing to tell," 
shortly. 
Is hen* ill black und white, 
think 
thing. 
From 
bulky 
room, 
a corre«'t, 
cry •ctlou tluit bad been accomplished 
In Chllcote’s 
you'll And 
he turned 

j nn*l your 
through." 
from the bo«*k.
that al»«|liitely Insists upon attention,” 
he nddisl In a different voice.

At th«' new ton«' Chilcote looked up 
as well. “No moral lectures!" he said, 
with a nervous laugh. "I was anxious 
to know If yo.i had pulled It off and 
you have rea.e*ur«'<! me. That’s enough. 
I was In a funk this afternoon to know 
how tilings wit*' g >iug one of those 
•udden, unreasonable funks. But now 
that I see you” lie «mt himself short 
und laugh 'd once more "now that I 
see you. I'm Imngel if I «lou t want to 
prolong your engagement.”

Loder glaueed ut him, 
away. He felt a quick 
eagerness that rose at 
HiirprisiMl contempt at Ills own rcadl 
ness to anticipate th«* man's weakness. 
But nlniost as sp***>dily ns In* had turu- 
ed away li«' looked buck again.

“Tush, man!'' he said, with his old 
Intolerant manner. "You're dreaming. 
You've had your holiday, and school's 
begun again. You must remember you 
nr** dining with tin* Charrlur >ns to 
night. Young Charrlngtou's coming of 
ago- «pilte a big business. Come along 
I want my clot lies." He laughed and. 
moving cloeer to Chilcote, slapped him 
on the shoulder.

Chfh-ote Btrii'tod; then, suddenly be­
coming Imbued with the other's man­
lier, h** echoed the laugh.

"By Jove," he i 
You're quite right, 
bls f*s't lu their own groove." 
bis hand, he began to fumble 
tie.

But Lisler kept tbe same 
"You'll And the cheek l*ook In 
drawer.” he said. “I've 
eutry of £100, pay for the first week. 
Tlie rest can stand over until"— He 
pause«! abruptly.

Chlleoto shifted his ixisitlon. “Don't 
talk about that. It upsets me to antic 
lpate. 1 cun make out a check to 
morrow payable to John I.*.aler.”

"No. That can wait. The name of 
Loder Is la tter out of the book. We 
can't Is* too careful." Loder spoke 
with unusual hnpetuoslty. Already a 
•light, unroasouable jealousy was col­
oring his thoughts Already he grudged 
tbe l*lea *»f t'hlicote with tils unstable 
glauee am! rostleas fingvra opening the 
drawers and sorting the paper« that 
for one stupendous fortnight hart been 
h* without question I'uning aside 
he changed the suhieet brusquely.

"Coni«' Into the beilroom,” he said. 
“It's half past 7 If It's a minute, ami 
the Cbarringlon's show is at V." With­
out waiting for a reply, he walked 
across (be room ami held the door 
open.

There was no alienee while they ex 
cliniig*«! clothes, taster talked «Matin 
uously, sometimes In »bort, curt sen 
teue*-*, sometime« with Ironic touchse

and a certain added restless 
glance, there was no visible 
Itvacldng Loder. he held out

Lo 
manner was abrupt. Turning 

the restless curiosity In Chllcote's 
hi' moved a little way across the 
and began to draw off Ida coat.

be said 
“All that you’ll want to know 

I don't 
you'll find I have slipped any

It's a clenr business record." 
an Inner pocket he drew out a 
notch >ok • and. recrosslng the 

laid It open on th** table. It was 
even a minute, record of ev-

name. "I don’t think 
any loos** ends," he said as 
back tin- pages. "I bad you 
p isltion In my mind al! 

lie paused and glanced up 
"You have a position

tlieu glanced 
shame ut the 
tlie tvords—a

salt!, "you're right.’ 
. A mau must keep 

liaising 
with his

position, 
its usual 

made one

ef humor; be talked until Chilcote, 
strangely affected by contact with an­
other personality after his weeks of 
solitude, fell under his lnfiuen«*e, his 
ev tv ent ri- ig. hi« it iginaMon stir­
ring at the uovelty of change At last, 
garbed once more In the clothe« of his 
own world, he passed from th*- bed- 
room back Into the sitting room and 
•here halted, waiting for his com 
Mateo.

Almost directly Loder followed, 
came into the room quietly and. mov­
ing at once to the table, picked up the 
notebook.

•'I’m not goiug to preach.” he began, 
“so you ii"edu't shut me up. But I'Ll 
say just one thing a thing that will 
get said. Try to keep your hold! 
Remember your responsibilities and 
keep your hold!” He spoke energetical­
ly. looking earnestly Into Chllcote's 
eyes. He did not realize it, but he was 
pleading for his own career.

Chilcote paled a little, as be always 
did lu face of a reality. Then he ex­
tended his hand

"My dear fellow." be said, with a 
touch of hauteur, “a man can general­
ly be trusted to look after his own life." 

Extricating his hand almost lmmedi 
utely he turned toward the door and 
without a word of farewell passed Into 
the little hall, leaving Loder alone lit 
the sitting room.

0
CHAPTER XII.

N the night of Chllcote's re­
turn to bis own Loder tasteil 
tbe lees of life poignantly for 

»iIm fim i Bcforu I
curious « impact had been entered upon 
he hud been. If not content, at least 
apathetic; but with action the apathy 
ha«l l>eeu disper**'!. never again to re­
gain its old position.

lie realized with bitter certainty 
that his was no real home coming. On 
entering Chilcote s house he had ex­
perienced non«' of th«' uufamlliarlty, 
none of the unsettled awkwardness. | 
that assaile«l him now. There he had 
almost seemed the exile returning aft 
er many hardships; her«', in the atmos­
phere miule common by years, he felt | 
au alien. It was illustrative of the 
man's character that sentimentalities' 
found no place in his nature. Sentl ’ 
meiita were not lacking, though they j 
lay out of sight, but sentimentalities j 
he altogether deuied.

Left alone In the sitting room after 
Chllcote's «ieparture, hl« first sensation 
was one of physical discomfort and I 
uninmiliarlty. His own clothes, with) 
their worn looseness, brought no sense 
of friendliness such as some men timl 
in an old garment. Lounging and til«' 
clothes that suggested lounging ha«l no 
appeal tor him. In bls eyes the garb 
that implies respimslbillty was sym 
boll«' and even Inspiring.

And as with clothes so with his 
actual surroundings Each detail ot 
hiH risiiii was familiar, but not one had

•Is breath.
At the sound of his voice the other 

wheeled round. "Hello!” he said. "I 
thought you were t. *t of some old 
Inhabitant. I suppose 1 arc very unex­
pected?"

Loder took t ■ band that be extended 
•nd pressed t tmgers unconsciously. 
The sight of this man was like the find­
ing of an oasis at the point where 
desert is sandiest, deadliest, most 
bearable

"Yes. you are—unexpected,” he 
swered.

Chilcote looked at him, then looked 
out into tbe 
said. “I'm 
tether.” He 
in the dim 
thought his face looked ill and harassed 
despite the flush that the excitement of 
the meeting had brought to it. Taking 
his arm. he drew him ’oward the stairs.

"So the rope has run out, eb?” be 
said, in imitation of tbe other’s tone. 
But under the quiet of his manner his 
own nerves were throbbing with the 
peculiar alertness of anticipation, a 
sudden sense of mastery over life that 
lifted him above surroundings and 
above persons—a sense of stature, 
mental and physical, from which he 
surveyed the world. He 
In the moment of 
given him a sign.

As they crossed 
had drawn away 
mounting the stairs, 
followed It came sharply to Ills mind 
that here, In the slipshod freedom of a 
door that was always oix*n and stairs 
that were iuuocent of covering, lay his 
companion’s real niche—unrecognize*! 
lu outwnril avowal, but acknowledged 
by the Inward, keener sense that mani­
fests the individual.

In silence they mounted tbe stairs, 
but on the first lauding Chilcote 
paused and looked back, surveying 
Loder from the superior height of two 
steps.

"I did very well nt first.” he said. "I 
did very well. I almost followeil ycur 
example for a week or so. I found 
myself on a sort of pinnacle, and I 
clung on. But in the last ten days I’ve 
—I've rather lapsed."

“Why?” Loder avoided looking at 
his face. He kept his eyes fixed de­
terminedly on the spot where his own 
hand gripped the banister.

"Why?” Chilcote repeated, 
prehistoric tale—weakness 
than strength. “I'm I'm 
come down on you like tills, but it's 
the social ' !e that bowls me over. It’s 
tlie sijcinl sid«' I can't stick.”

“The social side? But I thought”—
"Don't think. I never think; it en­

tails such a constant upsetting of prin­
ciples and theorl**s. We did arrange 
for business only, but one can't set tin 

! barriers. Society pushes Itself eve' 
where nowadays. Into business mo-r 

( of all. I don’t want you for theater 
! parties or dinners. But a big r«'«'eptlon 
1 with a political flavor I * different. A 

man has to be seen at these things. He 
needn't 
but it's
up.”

I.oder 
explain,

Chilcote started slightly at the sud­
den demand.

“I—I suppose I'm rather Irrelevant,” 
he said quf'-kly. “Fact 1«. there's n re­
ception at the Bramfells' tonight. You 
know Blanche Brainfell—Viscountess 
Bramfell. stater to Lillian Astrupp.” 
His words conveyed nothing to Loder, 
but he did not consider that. All ex­
planations were irksome to him HUil lie 
Invariably chafed to be done with 
them.

“And you've got to put in an appear­
ance—for party reasons?" Loder broke 
in.

Chilcote showeil relief. “Yes. Old 
Fralde makes rather a point of it—so 
does Eve." He said the last words 
carelessly; then, as if their sound re­
called something, his expression chang­
ed. A touch of satlri« • amusement 
touched his lips and he laughed.

“By the way, Loder,” he said, "my 
: wile was actually tolerant of me for 
I nine or ten days nfter my return. 1 
, thought your representation was to be 
! quite impersonal? I'm not jealous.” i 
i he laughed. "I’m not jealous, I assure 

you. but the burned child shouldn't 
grow absentminded."

At his tone and his laugh Loder'B 
blood stirred. With a sudden, unex­
pected impulse his hand tightened on 
the bani'lcr. and, took.rfg up, he caught 
sight of the face al*ove him—his own 
ice It seemed, alighted with malicious 

Interest. At the Kight a strange sensa­
tion seized him, his grip on tbe banis­
ter loosened, and. pushing past Chil- 
eote. he hurriedly mounted the stairs.

Outside his own door the other over­
took hitu.

“Loder!” he said. "Loder! I meant 
no harm. A man must have a laugh 
sometimes.”

But Loder was facing the dcor an*! 
«lid not turn round.

A sudden fear shook Chilcote. "Lo- 
ler!" he exclaimed again. "You would 
not desert me? I can't go back to­
night. I can’t go back."

Still Loder remained immovable.
Alarme«l by his silence, Chilcote step­

ped closer to him.
“Loder! Loder, you won’t desert 

mer He caught hastily at his arm
With a quick repulsion Loder shook 

him off. then almoat as quickly he 
turned round.

“What 
abruptly. 
Come In 
elothes."

ly finds himself with tl««’ in his pock**, 
the result is sometimes curious He 
finds with a vague sense of surp •• 
that he ha« forgotten how to sp**.i 
Th.it extravagance, like other nrt.nckd 
passions, requires cultivation.

Thia be realized even more fully on 
the days that followed the ti ght of his 
first return, and with it was born a 
new bitterness. The i...;:i who lias 
friends and no money may fiml life 
difficult, but the man who has mone.* 
and no friend to rejoice in his fortune 
or benefit by his generosity is aloof 
Indeed. With the leaven of Incredulity 
that works In all strong nature*. I.isler 
distrusted th*" professional beggar; 
therefore the charity that bestow* eas­
ily and promiscuously was denied him.

| and of other channels of generosity he 
was too self contained to have learned 
the secret.

When depression falls upon a mau 
of usually even temperament it de­
scends with a double weight. The 
mercurial nature lias a hundred coun­
terbalancing devices to rid ft*'If of 
gloom—a sudden lifting of spirit, a 
memory of other moods lived through 
other blacknesses dispersed by time, 
but the man of level nature has none 
of these. Depression when It come* 
la indeed depression; no phase of mind 
to be superseded by another phase, but i 
a slackening of all ti e chords of life.

It was through such a depression as 
this that In* labored «luring three 
weeks, while no summons and no hint 
of remembrance came from Chilcote. 
Ilis position was peculiarly difficult, 
lb* found no action In the present, and 
toward the future he dared not trust 
himself to look. He had slipped the 
old moorings that familiarity had ren­
dered endurable, but, having sllpfied 
them, he had found no substitute. 
Such was his case on the last night of 
the three weeks and such his frame of 
mind as he crossed Fleet street from 
Clifford's inn to Middle Temple lane.

It was scarcely 7 o'clock, but al­
ready the dusk was failing. The great­
er pri'ss of vehicles had censed, and 
the light of the street lamps gleamed 
back from the spaces of dry and polish­
ed roadway, worn smooth as a mirror 
by wheels «nd hoofs. Something of the 
sollture of night that sits so 111 on the 
strenuous city street was making itself 
felt, though the throngs of people on , 
the pathway still streamed eastward 
anil westward, and the taverns made a 
busy trade.

Having crossed the roadway, Loder 
paused for a moment to survey the 
scene. But humanity in the abstract 
mad*- small appeal to him, and his 
glance wandered from tlie passersby 
to the buildings massed like clouds 
against the dark sky. As his gaze mov­
ed slowly from one to the other a 
dis k near at hand struck 7, and an In­
stant later tlie chorus was taken up 
by a dozen clamorous tongues. Usually 
he scarcely heard and never heeded 
these Innumerable 
evening their effect was strange. 
Ing out of the darkness, they seemed 
to possess a personal note, a human 
declaration. Th«* Impression was fan 
tastlc. but it was strong. With a 
species of revolt against life anil bls 
own personality, he turned «lowly and 
moved forward in the direction of Lud- 
gate hill.

For a space 
then, reaching 
ed sharply to 
way down the slight incline that lends 
to the embankment. There be paused 
and drew a long breath. The sense of 
space and darkness soothed him. Pull­
ing his cap over bis eyes, he crossed to 
the river and walked on In the direc­
tion of Westminster bridge.

As he walked the great mass of water 
by his side looked dense anil smooth as 
oil with Its sweeping width and network 
of reflected light. On its farther bank 
rose the tall buildings, the chimneys, 
the flaring lights that suggest another 
and an alien London. Close at hand 
stretched the solid stone parapet. giv­
ing assurance of protection.

All flies*1 things he saw with Ills men­
tal eyes, but with his mental eyes ouly, 
for bis physical gaze was fixed ahead 
where the houses of parliament loomed 
out of the dusk. From the great build 
Ing« his eyes never wavered until the 
embankment was traversed and West­
minster bridge reached. Then he pans-1 
ed. resting his anus on the coping of 
the bridge.

In the tense quietude of the darkness , 
the place looked vast and Inspiring 
The shadowy terrace, the silent river.! 
the rows of lighted windows, each was I 
significant. Slowly and comprehensive-1 
ly his glance passed from one to the I 
other, lie was no sentimentalist and 1 
no dreamer. His act was simply the 
act of a man whose Interests, robbed 
of their natural outlet, turn Instinctive­
ly toward the forms and symbols of 
the work that Is devied them. His 
scrutiny was steady—even cold. He 
wn* raise! to no exaltation by the 
vastness of the bullu.ng, nor was he 
chllle*l by any dwarfing of himself He 
looked at It long and thoughtfully: 
then, again moving slowly, he turned 
and retrace«! his steps.

nis mind was full as he walked back, 
still oblivious of the «t >ne paraj*et of 
the embankment, the bare tree« and 
the flaring lights of tlie advertisements 
across the water. Turning to the left 
he regained Fleet street an*! made for 
his own habitation with the quiet ar. 
curacy that some men exhibit In 
nient* of Absorption.

Ho Clifford*« Inn with
sftnie «low, almost listlww. step: then, 
•• fete own (toorwaj came Into view, b« 

rtopped. Some one was standing tn It« 
rtceaa,

For a moment be wondered tf bla 
fancy were play ing him a trick. Then 
his reason sprang to certainty with so 
fierce a leap that for an Instant bit 
mind recoiled. For we more often 
stand aghast at the «trrn<th of our 
>wn feeling« than before the enormity i 
•f our neighbor a actions.

mu rtuicoler* be said below

/~T¿^

"I on iron!*.' not desert me f 
become Intimately close. 1 
th*' place for years, but he 
it as he might use a hotel.

gods

bad 
and 
had

Ills entrance into Cbil- 
sitrroundlngs hail been ailogeih 

I’nknown to himself, he

ever
Used 
useil 
whatever of bls household 
come w ith him remained, like himself, 
on sufferance, 
cot«*
er different.
bad beeu in the position of a young 
artist w ho. havkig roughly modeled In 
clay, is brought Into the studio of a 
sculptor. To liis outward vision ev 
erythiug is new, but his Inner sight 
leaps to Instant understanding. Amid 
all the strangeness he recognizes the 
oue essential—the workshop, theatmos 
phere. th«' home.

Ou this first night of return Loder 
comprehended something of his posi 
tlou. an*!, eomprelieuding, he facet! th*' 
problem and taught with it.

He had made his bargalu and must 
pay his share 
looker! 
gaze.
object 
come 
rested 
stood 
lie had I 'oked nt them tor a long time, 
then an Ironic expression that was al 
most a smile had touched his lips. and. 
crossing the room, he had taken tbe 
oldest and blackest from its place amt 
«lowly tilled it with tolmcco.

M ith tbe first ludrawu breath of 
smoke his attitude had nubent With 
out conscious determination he ba.l 
chosen the one 
lug his moo*l. 
trivial moments 
fulfillment.«. Its pleasant, comfortable 
rutrosi>eetions: but lu real distress—In 
the solving of question, the fighting o’ 
difficulty—a pipe Is maus 
solace

So he had passed the fir«t night ot 
his return to the actualities of life 
Next day his mind was somewhat set- 
thsl, and outward aid was not so esseu- 
ti i . but, though facta faced him more 
solidly, they w ere nevertheless very 
itrab In sba*le. The necessity for 
work, that bl*'«««>d antidote to ennui, 
no longer forced him to wdeavor. He 
was no tonger penniless, but the money 
he possessed brought with It no de­
sire« When a man has lived from 
hand to mouth for years and sudden-

Weighing this, he had 
about his room with a quiet 

Then at last, as If finding the 
reallj sought for. hie eyes had 
round to the mantelpiece and 
on th*1 pipe rack. The pipe«* 

precisely as he had left them.

factor capable of eu* 
A cigarette la^or the 
of life; a cfgar for Ita

eterna 1

court. “I’m done up,” be 
right at the end of the 
laughed as he said It, but 
light of the hall Loder

his fii

utter

the 
and

felt as if fate 
darkness bad

■ ball Cbllcote 
I was already 
And as Loder

“Oh, the 
stronger 

sorry to

has j# 
alone I

reluctance to It 
precinct, cans« 
With a slight! 
he drew bat

chimes, but this
Com­

he continued his course. 
Bouveri* street, he tura­
tile right and made his

mo-

th«

say anything or do anything, 
liad form If lie fails to show

raised his head. "You must 
he Bald abruptly.

fools we all are!" he said 
"W e only differ in degree, 
und let ns change our

CHAPTER Xia
|HE best momenta of a man's life 

<re tlie moments when, stroag 
m bimaelf. he fauia that the 

__ I 'v *r!d liaa before him. Gratlfi«ql 
ambition may be tbe summer, but an- 
tlclpatton Is the ardent springtime of 
a man's career.

As taster drove that night from Fleet 
street to Grosvenor square be realized

m

forward. "Yes. sir," lie sail 
Chllcote’s maid said that the cal 
was ordered for 10:15, and si 
that would suit you.” He *j>oli 

:*s If expecting a rebuke.
I«oiler hl

the 111:111 til 
he wheeled round ng: 
at him closely with i:

is.
" I

of consciousness, for be was no acca 
pllahed self analyst. But In a wav« 
feeling too rig 'runs to be denied 
recognized his regained footbold~f 
step that lifted him at once from t 
pit to the pinnacle.

In that moment of realization he lot 
ed neithe* t" -kward nor forward. Tj 
pr,-mt *v i* ill suffii lng. Difficult* 
might loom ahead, but difficulties fc, 
but one object tlie testing and shaq 
ening of a man's strength In the tir, 
deep surge of egotistical feeling he |i 
most rejoiced in Chllcote's weakn« 
The more Chilcote tangled the thre» 
of his life the stronger must Im- tl 
fingers that unraveled them. He m 
possess* <1 by a great impatience. 
joy of action was stirring in his l>l«g

l eaving the cab. lie walked confidgq 
ly to the door of Cliileote's house ’j 
inserted the latchkey. Even in tin 
small act there was a grain of imj 
vidual satisfaction. Then very <]niet| 
he opened the door and crossed tile ha|

As he entered, a footman was n 
ranging the tire that burned In the 
grate. Seeing the man, he halted.

"Where is your mistresu?” he a*k, 
In unconscious repetition of 
question In the same house.

The man looked up. "She 
finished dinner, sir. She dined
her own room He glanced at I.,**l( 
In the quick, uncertain way that wj 
noticeable In all the servants of th 
household when they addressed thei 
master. Loder saw the look and w« 
dered what depth of curiosity it b* 
trayed. bow much of Insight Into th 
domestic Ilf** that he must always b 
content to skim. For au Instant theol 
resentment against Cbllcote tinge*! bj 
exaltation, but lie swept It angri) 
aside. Without further remark he h* 
gan to mount the ataira.

Gaining the landing, he (lit! not tun 
ns usual, to the door that shut off <'hl 
cote's rooms, but moved onward dow 
the corridor toward Eve’s private sil 
ting room. He moved slowly till th 
door was reached. Then he paused an 
lifted his hand. There was a moment 
wait while his fingers rested on th 
handle; then a sensation he could m 
explain, a reticence, a 
trude upon this one 
bis fingers to relax, 
embarrassed gesture
slowly and retraced his steps.

Once In Chile ite's Is'driMun, he waj 
ed to the nearest bell and pressed I 
Renwick responded, nud at sight i 
him Loder’s feelings warmed with th 
same sense of fitness ami familiar!! 
that the great bed and somber furh 
ture of the room had Inspired.

But the man did not come forwai 
as he had expected, lie remained cl« 
to the door with a lfesitation that wi 
unusual in a trained servant. It strw 

1 oder that possibly his stolidity hi 
.asperated chilcote and that possibi 

i lcote hail been at no pains to col 
eeal the exasperation. The idea eaus* 
him to smile Involuntarily.

“Come into tlie room, Renwick," I 
said. "It's uncomfortable to see y< 
standing there. I want to know if Mi 
Chilcote has sent me any messaj 
about tonight.”

Renwick studied him furtively as 1 
came 
“Mrs. 
riage 
hoped
reluctantly.

At tlie opening sentence 
turned aside, but now. a« 
isbeil.
looked 
observant eye:

"Look here,” ho said. “I can't 
you speak to me like that. I may 
down on you rather sharply when 
r y nerves are bad. but when I'm nJ 

■If I t*•*•.t v 'ii „, 'l. 1 treat .* ■ a 
cen’.ly at any rale. You'll have to le::^ 
to *l.*crimi’ . Look at m* n *w" J 
th' II risk ;*:■ ■.',*"•* p - i
through li m as he spoke. "Look at u 
now! I ■ I 1 ■ .k ■ 1 looked this niorl 
Ing—or yesterday?”

Tin- man eyed him half stupidly, bil 
timidly.

"Wei!?" Loder Instated.
“Well, sir." Renwick responded, wi 

some slowness, "you look the sum*' t 
you look different—a healthier col 
perhaps, sir. and tlie eye clearer.” 1 
grew more confident under Lodel 
half humorous, half Insistent gm 
“Now that 1 look closer, sir"—

Ixxler laughed. "That's it!” he *sl 
“Now that you look closer. You'll bi 
to grow observant. Observation 1» I 
excellent quality in a servant. MH 
you come into a room In future. M 
first of all to me and take you cl 
from that. Remember that servlnf 
man with nerves is like serving tf 
masters. Now you can go, and t 
Mrs. Chllcote's maid that I shall 1 
quite ready at a quarter past 10.”

“Yes. sir. And after that?’

Continued next week.
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Charles F. Thornton, of Cottg 
Gdove, has sued his wife, Allie 1 
Thornton, for a divorce, alleging 4 
sertion.
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