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torrent of weeping so violent thut at
first Gordon was alarmed. He brought
ber a chuir and made her sit dowu.
Tho other women In the corridor cumt
up. and one of them said; "She'll be all
light now. When you can't cry, thal't
the time your heart hlcctls inside."

"What's all thbc racket?" cried a
voice from the room. Gordon wheeled
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his throat es be shook bands, and went
off, carrying with hlin a memory that
was both sad and Inspiring. After be
bad gone out David Bartou went over
to the couch and. kneeling down, sobbed
like a child. He was a glftt I man,
only forty years eld, and life waa very
sweet to blm.

The first thing John Gordon did on
reaching Hoie House waa to confer
with Miss Andrews.

"lo you think Mr. Marsh will do
anything T' a tie asked.

"I think so yea." But Gordon's re-
ply was not very strong.

"You are in doubt. He was deeply
impressed. But if I mistake not, be la

awhlic slu suld gently:
"Do you think 1 uilght see blm? I

would like to look un ti face."
1 or answer John Gurdon rtue, parted

the curtains and beckoned. The old
ludy followed a ud soon stood looking
nt the wasted faco.

rho stood a moment silently gating,
then she put out a hand, which Gor-

don hud noted Ixfore as astonishingly
white and beautiful for such eu aged
person, and softly touched Burton's
head. As she straightened up and
stcpiMd back, Gordon saw that she
wus much agitated. lie offered her
assistance to w.lk back into the hulL
Khe accepted with n old fashioned
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t ile wus ! 11 n old

fashioned Kt.vle Uiri Kt.u.k John Gor
don us cxc.m1i:., Iv luti resting rather
tUa;i grot e .ie. tiUv was very old, at
hut ninety, hut tjr.iight and vigor-
ous. Her keen blue eyes looked search-
incl.v r.t John t,'.ido:i, and she spoke
In a shurp but remarkably clear voice.

"Are you Mr. Karton';''
"Xo. iiiad.ii.i. 1 n in his friend, Mr.

Cordon. Mr. Huitoii 1s usleep and
not well. What can 1 do for you?
Will you be seuledl"

"In a moment, sir." Klie placed up--

ou the door a faded old carpetbag,
took n handkerchief out of her pocket,
carefully dusted one of the hull
scuts and then sat down. Aa she
took out the handkerchief a delicate
urouui was wafted to John Gordon.
It reminded him of the fragrance
l,e remembered once while visiting the
Kast India Marine museum at Salem,
Mass., when the attendant opened an
old seu client, lined with cedar and
packed with bilk shawls.

John Cordon was now thoroughly
awake. The sharp eyes looked at hlin
kindly

"I uui exceedingly sorry to hear that
Mr. Hurtou Is 111. I very much wished
to see him. First I inunt be pardoned
for calling at this unseasonable hour.
Hut I had the address and saw the
light and knew that uewspuper men
kept queer hours. I have called at
the ollice of the paper and was told
Mr. Hartoii wus at his apurtineuts. I
must go on my Journey tonight"

John Cordon had not the remotest
iukliug as to the old lady's erraud. ribe
was evidently a person of greut refine-
ment nnd culture.

"How much of a friend are you to
Mr. Hurtou?"

The question was so direct and frank
that Gordon smiled.

"I am his dearest friend."
"Mini or woman?" tbeold lady asked,

with a twinkle of the eyes thnt made
John Gordon suiile again.

"My friend has never hud any love
affair. He Is a confirmed bachelor."

"Ah, don't deceive yourself, young
man. I am old enough to lie your
grandmother, your
almost, and I have seen a great deal of
tho world. Hut, pardon me; I must tell
you what I came for."

Klin put her hand Into a littlo bug
thut hung from a silk curd tied about
her wrist. As she oiiem-- the bag the
same delicate aroma penetrated the
hull again.

8he handed a card to Gordon. He
took it unci rend:

"Mrs. Captain George Effingham, Sa
lew."

"Welir Gordon said.
I am Captain ICtllngham'a widow.

My great-grandso- was Imrn on the
day Captain Kttiughaui died. His name
was Clark Effingham. He ran away to
sea when he was sixteen. Siuee then
I have heard nothing of him until
week ago I hud a letter from him
dated Colorado Springs. Ho was con
sumptive, but Is getting better. I am
on my way to see hlin."

8he paused, and John Gordon, still in
the dark ns to the object of her call on
Hurtou, said:

"Well?"
'lou said you were Mr. Barton's

nearest friend? How much of his real
life do you know?"

Gordon wns thoroughly surprised.
For the first time he looked suspicious
ly and even doubtfully at the oldMady.

i Know ii i in wen. There is not a
kinder, purer, truer soul In this city
than David Burton."

"I lielicve yon," the old lady uodded
vigorously. "Hut I know more about
hlin than you da Listen! One night
six months ago a young man, penniless.
iioincl-H- S, alone in this great city, was
walking its streets in a old, penctrut
lug rain. An east wind blew ofT the
water. The young man was proud. He
would not write his relatives for hcin.
He wus afraid to let his aristocratic
grandmother know that he bad drifted
off the sea, into one kind of vagabond
life after another, until he wns on the
verge of starvation and crime In u
great, merciless city.

"Out In the night, that night, this
lad stumbled against your friend MY.
Barton. Iln gave hlin shelter nnd food.
Then 'he" sent him out to Colorado be-
fore- it wns too late. Then" Gcrdon
was crying. Tho old lady hud sorts-thin- g

in her sharp eyes that glittered
brighter than the eyes,
t "Then this h;d discovered a seoiTt
The Ellingbania always were quick.
He found out that he was not the only
one. Mr. Cordon, do you know that
this friend of yours has during the lust
live years sent a little colony of con-
sumptive people to Colorado and paid
all their expenses there, saving at least
a dozen lives? This much my grand-so-

has discovered. He was the first
etie of them to llud out his benefactor's
nnnio and address. It first came to
him through an nccldent. But your
friend and you did not know It? I
want to th.ihk hint. I want to tell him
how much my boy owes hiiuv You
Fald he was 111. I trust it Is nothing
serious?"

John Gordon let the tears How down
his face. His friend's Jealously guard-
ed secret was out at Inst. Now he
knew why he bait so stubbornly re--

f,l9p1 to u' f nl""'l' himself. He
knew it was too late and hud always
been. But, knowing it, he had put his
own life aside and had thus saved
others. And it was tesi late for blm
now. The cynical, enreh-ss- . great
hearted friend suddenly grew tutu an
Imago that would alwnys sit on the
throne nf bis memory In the high pine
of honor.

"He Is very III? Tell me. Is It se-

rious?" The old lady for the first time
betrayed uneasiness.

John Gordon answered gently.
"He Is very 111. He has consumption.

IT cannot liver
"God bless btniT the old lady ex-

claimed, and her tears fell fast After
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about and faced the uiuu. Tommy Hun-dull- .

With the instinctive forewarning
of a peculiarly sensitive and delicate
moral consciousness Gordon knew thut
between this muu and himself theie
could bo nothing but war from the
turt But what form It would take,

what forces the man had to draw on,
bow much of a bold be had ou the
wretched Uvea that furnished bis field
of action, John Gordon did not know.
Perhaps it wus as wi-.- l that be did not
know much about It. A full knowlinlge
of even one aspect of Tommy Randall's
political influence uilght have oppulled
a more cor.rugeous nnd hopeful uia'j
than John Gordou.

The boss was a man of about forty-five- .

Outwnrdly ho was a short, thick-
set man, with a florid face and a resi
lute milliner. He did not show any
sign of lutcinpcrute living, and lml,
it was his bonst that he had no vices.
Tho most noticeable characteristic ol
tho man was his absolute confidence lu
bis own lutluenee. It wns not egotism
so much as a thorough faith In tiu-- po-

litical security of his position.
There wus one quality thnt John

Gordon possessed, however, that innik
blm formidable. H was fifteen years
younger than this man. and he had
practically no experience In that world
which was the only world iu existence
for Tommy Rundull. But he hud u

failh in God thut was ss profound ns
the other man's Militlciil cnsO. u id in
bis love for the tsHiple he mi l pre-

pared In nctiug on that crcisj to go any
lengths that were within human possi-bilit-

If Gordou wus Ignorant of Tom
my Randall's strength, I lie boss was no
less ignorant of this young man's inner
sources of peisis;cnt nnd ' tireless
strength that would inevitably come iu
Ills assistance In the struggle that was
beginning in that wretched tenement,
with a child's deuth as witness to the
grim contest.

"I have been asking Mrs. Caylor
what arrangements huve been made
for a funeral service." Gordon spoke
quietly. "If no other minister bus
been ongnged. I think I can get Mr.
Falmouth of Xazurcth church to come
down."

Tommy Randall walked up to John
Gordon and delllierately looked hliu
over. Gordon stood perfectly still und
never moved a muscle as his cyesi
looked straight Into the older man's.

"The service has all been arranged.
young man," Rundull said finally A
sound of shuttling steps was heard on
tbe broken stairs and along the cor
ridor, and two men npiieared with
coffin.

"Ab! There j;ou arc.Abj-a.msLTJiat'- s

more like it-- Don t try to palm otf
nnotber ono of your rotten boxes on
me or you'll bear from me, eh? Tut
It on the table." Then, us two chil-
dren camo into the room at the heels
of the two men who brought the cof
fin, Gordon tvua astonished to see Ran
dall put them on the bend kindly and
aay: "Now, then, luds. out of the road.
I can't stop now."

The children went out of the room,
and Randall bustled lu and out order-
ing chairs and helping place the body

f I.oule iu the coilin. Cordon came
up to th-- j table to look nt the littlo
face, for Louie hud been purtly de
formed, and his fuce wus like a baby's.

He looked ( down at the figure and
noticed that one hand was clinched
tight. Stooping a little lower, by tin
tliiu light GiH'don recognized his own
littlo gift when he bad gone lu with
Mr. Marsh. It was a "sample bottle of
perfumery, and the child had clung to
It iu the darkness, dying in the horrible
filth of his surroundings, nnd, ns Cor
don learned some time afterward, lit
erally covered with vermin.

John Gordon's tears fell on the face
as be felt that here wns one of God's
little ones against whom somcliody
had sinned. "Better for a millstone to
be hanged around bis neck" he seemed
to hear the words of the Son of Mnn
"than that one of these little ones
should perish." Who wns to blame?
Was It the social system? Was It the
pettish wealth? Was It political dis-
honesty? Was It a definite individual?
This child weak, deformed, helpless
did It not need the strength nnd benuty
or n whole universe thrown about It In
iovln? protection? Instead of that,
flung like some vile thing among the
rotting, loathsome, crawling things of
tho lowest physical world. It had gone
out of a world of blnck horrors, cling-
ing childishly to a bit of artificial
fragrance that was practically all the
touch It ever knew of the abounding
perfume of a flower bedecked enrtb.-foo-

little soul! Will not God tuke
him and bold blm long In bis bosom of
Infinite pity? And will It be unjust If
an Impassable gulf yawns between
him and the Dives who on earth tasted
all the physical delights, but let the
dogs lick the sores of the beggar ut his
pate, proud of his charity In flinging to
him the crumbs of the feast? For Is
not that about nil thnt wealthy Chris-
tendom has so far flung at the dying
leggnr of tho slum, after 2,000 years of
luxurious civilization?

"Now then, young man, Is there any-
thing more?"

His profound reverie' was suddenly
interrupted by Randall.

"The scrviie?"
"The service! I will see to thnt."
"Is there any minister?" Gordon

asked firmly, for he knew enough from
what he hod heard from the residents
to know that In many rases there were
no religious services of nny kind and a
horrible haste and tumult that partook
of the savagery of brute nature.

Tommy Randall paused before be
answered, weighing somewhat careful-
ly Just bow far he could go.

"What business la It of yours, young
fellow r

Gordon silently showed him his In-

spector's
I

badge.
"Umph! Board of health! Ioes the

honorable body authorise yon to man-
age funerals?"

"It does." replied Gordon boldly.
"How's that?" Randall asked sharp-

ly.
"The duties of tenement Inspectors."

Gordon went on cnluily. "are clearly
defined In section article 4, of the
regulations of the slnte biurd of health.
That article distinctly says It shall be
the duty of the lnsHvtors, In case ot
death occurring In districts under la- -
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spectlon, to notuy tho proper authori
ties and. If no other authorized body la
In charge, to arrange whatever la nec
essary for the welfare of the fumily
in the matter of burial, etc. I consid-
er, therefore, that I am acting fully
within the limits of my authority wben
I say I have a right to cull In a minis-
ter for the decent observance of the
rltea attending this death."

Tommy Ruudall was silent a mo-
ment. IIo was preparing a speech
that would show this young man what
a mistake he had made when Gordon
suddenly asked, with tbe simplicity
that came from part Ignorance of tbe
power the boss really had:

"By what authority are you here In
charge of this funeral?"

Tommy Ruudall gasped. For the
first time In years he grew pale wltb
rage, and at ''"r Cordon thought tbe
man was goi : him.

"By what uut-i- -. ... you Insolent
puppy? I'll teach you by what au-
thority! This Is my ward, I'll have
you understand my ward, do you
bearr

"I bear you quite well, air. Ton do
not need to talk to make the dead
hear!"

John Gordon spoke with a heart on
fire as ho realized with a gleam of In-

stinctive loathing of tbe man his dia-
bolical hold on the people. "Come out
here and say what you have to aay.
It is not decent for us to bo having all
this lu tbe room."

lie turned In a great beat of anger
that Instantly cooled as be went out
in the corridor, and Randull followed
him, iu spite of himself as It seemed,
and tho curious, gaping crowd, mostly
women, thronged around to see the
row between Tommy Randall, tbe au-

tocrat of Ward 18, and the slim, pule
faced, well dressed "gent" who bad
suddenly stepped Into the arena alone
against the whole political machine.

"He's up against it!" chuckled an
old woman.

"Tommy will do hlin up brown,"
said n young man who loafed against
the broken railing of the corridor and
spit tobacco Juice down ou tbe beads
of the children in the court below.

Gordon again was the first to speak,
lie was not aggressive, but perfectly
firm and culm.

"Have you any legnl authority foe
managing affairs here?" be asked, and
Randall again made a movement
which looked like a threat of physical
violence.

"It is none of your business!" The
sentence camo out witb an explosion
of profanity that delighted tbe crowd.

I am regularly appointed by tbo
tioard of health as a legal officer. Do I
understand that you are an officer of
Hie city? Do you have a legal, offlclul
authority lu these premises?" Gordon

.keil calmly. The question waa so
simply put that its very simplicity
staggerej Tommy Randall. He stared
and then broke into a coarse laugh
tiuit was echoed by the women.

"Official duty be . I run this ward.
I'm In charge here, nnd I warn you to
gi t nut and leave this business to me."

"Do I understand you to threaten an
officer with violence?" Gordon asked,
1 H.klng him in the eye coldly. At tha
same time he took out a notebook,
while Riinibill eyed him In a rage that
be was trying evidently to choke down.
For the first time also a trace of

mingled with bis astonish-
ment at the unexpected boldness of
tho yourig mnn who had thrown down
the gauntlet Iwfore tho boss of Ward

f-- lie was beginning to be In doubt
concerning the young man's political
pull. Nothing short of secret Influ-
ence at the city hall could account for
his astounding attitude.

"I warn yon," Gordon talked aa b
jotted down something In the book and
put it back into his pocket, "that I am
acting fully within my authority aa an
officer spoclnlly detailed for this duty.

understand you make no claim to
being an officer of the city. I shall
proceed to secure a minister and have
the services properly conducted. Mrs.
Caylor Is willing to have It dona.
Aren't you, Mrs. Caylor?"

To Continued.
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John Cordon stared at bis friend, and
In a moment liia own deep, abiding, re-
ligions experience reminded blm that
here was a soul tropins after llglit

"fiavid," lie exclaimed softly, "no
one Is too bad to repeut and be saved.
Oh, David, Christ makes all life worth
while."

"1 believe that," the reply came In a
whisper. "I've never ald much, John,
but I've tried to" .

The usually cyuleul voice actually
liroke with a fob that rut John Cordon
deep, although in that tense moment
which had come on so swiftly there
was a fierce Joy at the confession bis
friend had made.

Ho bent over and put a band on Bur-

ton's, and they sat thus silent for a
gracious moment. It was significant
that neither of them bad said a word
uhoiit ltarton's physical condition and
his hopeless future, so fur as physical
life was concerned. The stillness In
the room was suddenly Interrupted by
a tin us out on the street.

Cordon went over to the window and
looked out

"The department Is making a flue
run," he suld briefly to Burton.

It was lute and the avenue was al-

most empty of truffle. A team of pure
white horses on the engine which pre-

ceded the hone nnd ladder wagons
plungod forward with a desiiorute but
Kind abandon that struck fire from the
pavement and whirled the engine along
with a mad but glorious energy that
made human blood run faster and kept
the pulses beating with sympathy. The
driver and his assistant leaned for-
ward, their bare heads tossing their
freo buir behind; the wholo scene
Hashed by in the night like a bit torn
out of a Itomun chariot race of the
dead past, transformed by chance to
the modern municipality, whose streets
are lighted with electricity, and whose
buildings loom up in the smoky air
like crags besldo the prairie sea.

The whirling group swept around the
corner at the end of the next block,

lacking siced just enough to avoid
turning over. John Gordon came back
to David's side.

"Where is the Are?"
"I didn't notice the alarm. Must have

been a still one."
"Have you ever thought what would

happen, John, if a lire ever got a good
chance around Hope House?"

'Have IT 1 think of It every time I
go into the double decker. They are
simply traps. If a fire ever started in
the liuscmcnt of No. Ill, it would be a
miracle If anybody got out alive."

"How about Hope House Itself?" Tbo
question showed uueasiness.

' "Hope House is a dry old shell in-
side. It would go like tinder."

"The fire tonight is not down that
way?"

"Xo; the teams turned up Favell
street."

"Is No. 01 any worse than other num-
bers?"

"Xo; it's better In some ways, nut
there's a bakery in the basement They
fry greasy doughnuts over a cracked
stove. Ouo drop of grease rntchlng
tire In the place might sweep a score
of children into eternity."

"They'd bo better off in eternity than
in the tenement, wouldn't they? Maybe
the best thing you could do would be to
pray for No. 01 to catch on fire when
the wind's just right."

John Gordon marie no answer, and
Hartou asked drowsily:

"How about Mr. Marsh? You dropped
mo a line about the probability of his
having an Interest in helping Mis An-
drews financially."

"Mr. Marsh is the landlord of No.
01."

"Sho! Toil don't say!" The voice
was awake again. "Then the nmount
of his contribution to social settlements
I not yet made public?"

"Mr. Marsh has been with me through
(lie district today. He saw bis own
tenement for the first time."

"That's a good story; tell me nliout
it." The voice was again drowsy.

"It's too late, David," Gordon remon-
strated.

"Xo; It Isn't I'm going to sleep here.
I often do. It starts the cough if 1 get
ur ncnln. I'm comfortable. You'll
stay all night? You know your room
Do. that's a good fellow. I may waut
you to help me harness up the cougu
in the morning."

"Yes; I'll stay if you want me to.
Are you comfortable there?"

"Very much so, old muu. Go ahead
with Mr. Marsh."

Gordon had not talked five mlnntes
before Itarton was asleep, an unnat-
ural slimilx-r- , more like death than
healthy I ef resiling if wearied powers.
ills whole attitude was thnt of com-
plete exhaustion. The seal of death
was iix.i him.

John ;onlon stopped talking, and the
tears rolled down his checks. David
Itarton was the dearest friend he had.
The two were ten years apart In ag
out from the time when they first met
fiey had been Instantly drawn to-
gether and had begun to love each
iithcr.

It was after 11 o'clock, and yet Gor-
don hesitated to go to bed. He almost
feared that Itarton would never wake
up, the pallor of his face, the attitude
of ihe body, were so suggestive of the
;reat change.

lie was still sitting there, his cheeks'
still wet w ith tho tears that he did not
try to repress, when Wlllinius came in
softly on tiptoe.

"There's a queer old lady outside.
Mr. Gordon, says she wants to see Mr.
Burton, if It ain't too late. Khc'a a
mighty queer looking specimen. She
won't go away, and I thought mayhc
jou'd go and see her."

"Bartou is asleep now. He can't be
wakened. Ask the lady to come into
the hull."

Gordon went out, drawing the cur
tains between the first room and the
wide hallway, unj met In the bull the
visitor, who wns prompt ly ushered In

' tiia kind of man to delay any move
1 that means a real financial loss. Ills
! horror of the tenement conditions la not

equal to his dread of ultimate money
loss if he tears the double decker down
or remodels it"

"I'm afraid yes," Gordon answered,
with a sigh.

"But of course," be said after awhile,
"you have used your influence with
tbe board of health and the city off-
icials and all other departments."

"Yes," Misa Andrews answered quiet-
ly.

"But conditions are getting worse.
Why?"

"Ask Tommy Rundull."
"Tho political boss'"
"Of course you know he Is the rock

ou which most of cv.r reforms split."
"I have never met blm. Of course

you huve been to him personally?"
"Often. He's tbe most dangerous

man In tho city. He Is utterly devoid
of conscience. I huve never found a
single quality In him to w hich I could
appeal. But if be would, be could
move the powers thut be to right near-
ly every wrong in the ward."

Gordon waa on the point of going on
with the inquiries, for what he bad
heard of Tommy Randall, the Isws,
surrounded that potent force with a
certain huiuun fascination, but Miss
Andrews wus culled away, and the
talk was not renewed until they niot
again at dinner.

For a week Johu Gordon continued
his Investigation with Ford, tho
university student The work took
hlin Into another block. Coming buck
one evening from the district, he passed
by No. 01, and the sight of an unusual
commotion there caused him to stop
and go In. He thought of his little
friend, Louie, and reproached himself
for not having gou to see blm or make
Inquiries. But the child was only one
of huudreds for whom his heart was
beginning to bleed as tbe unending ag
ony of childhood's trugedy iu the tene
ments was beginning to be unfolded to
blm.

Ho went Into the court and up tbe
staircase and out upon tho corridor.
Several women there seemed agitated
by some recent occurrences. .

What Is It?" he asked of one of tbe
women, who was crying Into a dirty
apron.

Louie's dead," sho replied and re
sumed her crylug.

John Gurdon stepped to the dour
leading Into Mrs. Caylor". The moth-
er met him there. Her fuce was bard
Bad tearless.

"May I go In?" Gordou asked gently.
Tho womun iniide no reply, and Gor-

don went on The rooms were lighted
with candles. Several women were lu
the room. A man waa standing by a
tuble on which waa a rough pine coffin,
at which he was looking with disgust
or contempt

lio looked up as Gordon cuuie In.
"Who art you?" was the man's rough

creetiua.
"My name la John Gordon of Hops

House!"
The man turned suddenly to one of

the women who stood looking on sub-
missively. "Take the thing out," point-
ing to the coffin, "and tell Abrauis to
send up something better or he'll bear
from me."

And this wus John Gordon's Introduc-
tion to Tommy Itandall, the polltW)
boss of Hope House district. Ward 18.

CHAPTER VI.
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OIIDON went bnei
to the doorway
where Mrs. Cayloi
V.us standing. Sh
was tearless nnc
apparently stolid.

"What arrange
nients have lui-- made for a service,
Mrs. Cay lor?" Gordon asked, and his
heart wns sore ut the sight of the
wretched mother, whose tearless attl
tilde touched hiiu more than if she had
shown n passion of grief.

"Mr. Hundult Is seeing to It." she said
Indifferently.

"But don't you want a minister?"
Gordon wns bewildered. He luul nevel
faced exactly the same situation.

"I don't care. Mr. Randall"
"You are not a Catholic? I romom

ler you said to me your people In New
England belonged to the Baptist
church. There ought to I a service ol
some kind, with a minister. Ii yor
know one you would like to have?"

"A minister!" The woman turned ot
hlin nlmo--t fiercely. "A minister
Mighty little use they have for such I
one ns mc! This Is no man's perish!"

"But for the sake of Iconic! I car
get Mr. Falmouth to eninc down. I am
so sorry for yon, Mrs, Caylor. Got!
help you! Louie was a good ly."

The woman suddenly threw bel
apron over her head and burst Into a

acknowledgment of his politeness that
touched him deeply.

When they were lu the hull she suld,
UUI you tell Dim l came to Bee

blm?"
Cordon was thinking it over. Would

Bartou care to have his secret known?
"Yes, I will till him."
"I think it will Le better to let him

know. Yes. it will be better," the old
ludy suld with approval. "The time
will not be long. Will you write me
when the end comes for him?"

"Yes, uiuduin. I thunk you for blm
thut you came."

"The pilgrimage Is brief at the lon-
gest," she suld with a strong gravity
that was far from gloom. "But sure
ly your friend has redeemed his time
I am glad 1 saw his face. Yes, glad."

Gordon offered to see her to the
train, but she firmly n f to be of
nny trouble to any one.' "I um ulle
to go alone. A carriage Is waiting for
me. Good night, sir, and God be with
you."

"Good night, mudum," replied Gor-
don. Williams u!;ic:ired and opened
the door. Cordon Ii:mIkIih1 on seeing
her dowu the steps ami Into the car
riage, lie had shut the door and the
driver had Just started his horse when
tho old lady slopped the driver with a
word, her tine sharp cut face looking
out of the window.

"Tell your friend I will write. It
will not be long before we shall meet."

The can-lug- went on. and Cordon
walked up the steps and into the hull
With a feeling thut he had beet) dream- -
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"H'no are you'i"
lug. But the perfume of a cedar chest
Just opened ntier a long sea voyage
lingered in the ball and followed him
Into the rooms as he thoughtfully went
in again and took a look at Burton
before resting.

In the morning' wben Gordon cunio
out of his room he found Burton up
and whittling.

He noticed his friend's nppnrently
Improved condition.

"You bad a caller last night after
you fell asleep."

"That so? Some one from the of-
fice?" Barton asked carelessly. ,

"An old lady off an East Indiaiuun
dated 17S3."

"I'm too tired to guess. Eipluln."
"Here Is her card." Gordon banded

It to Bartou.
".Mrs. Captain ieorge Kmngham,

Bulcm." Barton rend. Then bis cheek
showed a color in uddltlon to the un-
natural glow there.

Gordon went up and put a haud on
bis uriu.

"David, I know now why why"
"Siiy. you aren't going to cry. are

you?"
"Cry! I've lieeir crying all night.

To think that you"
"Well, why shouldn't I enjoy trlpa

to Colorado, even if I can't personally
conduct them? Tell me about the old
lady. Emtighain said his grandmother
wns going on a hundred. Sorry I
missed seeing her. I expect she is
picture."

"A picture! Sho Is a romance. Yon
would have fallen In love with her at
once. She brought into the room the
fragrance of cinnamon nnd cloves and
spice from the islands of the sea.
Don't you detect It now?"

"Smells to ine like Williams' coffee,"
replied Barton, sinning critlcully. "But
tell me about her."

Gordon described the visit as vivid
ly as possible. When he h.id finished,
then; was a suspicion of molstnm in

irton's eyes.
"She w anled me tj tell you she wouid

write."
"First Live Ictti r I'll ever get." sighed

i.anoii whiinslcully. "I eisf-- shea
rich."

"Xo doubt. I can Imagine the sunn re
old fashioned house she owns in Sn- -

lem colonial front, fan window nr- -

riingenicnt over the doors and a stair-
case big enough .to drive up a double
team. But. oh, David, wliv did you
not go out there yourself before"

"Before It was too late? Xo gooiU
Case Is chronic. Let's change the sun-Ji-e- t.

Tell ine nlont Mr. Marsh."
"But how many persons are you g

In Colorado T
"Don't remember, yuit it or yno

will bring on my cough. It always
gets me when Inconsiderate friends In-
sist on talking nlwiut It."

So Gordon tsk up the day's experi-
ence with Mr. Marsh while Yilllnm
brought In the coffee and rolls, and Bar-
ton unusually cheerfnl and run-
ny. When Gordon rose to go, Barton
said:

"I think ninybe I'll get down to th
olilce next week. But come up as often
as yon can, ol man, won't you?"

Cordon promised, with a choking In


