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CHAPTER VI1l.—(Continued.)
John turned out the light, and while
they waited for the elevator to come up
for them Warry jingled the coins and
keys in his pockets before he blurted:
“l say, John, I'm an underbred,
person, and am not worthy to be ea
thy friend, and you may hate

me all .
like, but one thing I'd like to kmow. Did

she say anything about me when you
passed us this afternoon—make any com-
ment or anything? You know 1 despise
myself for asking, but—"

Saxton laughed quietly.

“Yes, she did; but I don't know that
I ought to tell you. It was really en-
couraging. She said, ‘Miss Margrave
bas a lot of style; don't you think so? ™

“Is that all?’ demanded Raridan, step-
ping into the car. °* )

“That’s all. It wasn't very much: but
it was the way she said it; and as she
sajd it she brushed a fly from the horse
with the whip, and she did it very care-
fully.” 5

In the corridor below they met Whea-
ton coming out of the side door of the
bank. He had been at work, he said
Raridan asked him to go with them to
the club for a game of billiards, but he
pleaded weariness and said he was going
to bed.

The three men walked up Varney street
together. They were men of widely dif-
ferent antecedents and qualities. Cir-
cumstances, in themselves natural and
barmless, had brought them together. The
lives of all three were to be influenced

with, and even break bread with,
day. to day, are to bring us good or
evil. The electric light reveals nothing
the sibyl's book which was not dis
closed of old to these who pondered the
mysteries by starlight and rushlight.

Wheaton left them at the club door and
went on to The Bachelors’, which was
only a step farther up the street,

“How do you like Wheaton by this
time?” asked Raridan, as they emtered
the club.

“I hardly know how to answer that™
Baxtor answered. “He's treated me well
enough. It seems to me I'm alwayw try-
ing to find some reason for not liking him,
but I can't put my bhand on anything
tangible.”

“That's the way I feel,” said Raridan,
hanging up his coat in the billlard room.

“He's rigid, some way. There's no let-go

in him. 1 guess the law allows us to
dislike some people just on general prin-
ciples, and Jim likes himself so well that
you and I don't matter”

. CHAPTER IX.

Afver the Interim of guiet that Lent
always brings in Clarkson, the spring
came swiftly. There was a renewal of
activities which ran from dances
into outdoor gatherings. Evelyn
enjoyed to the full her experience at
bad plunged into the friveli-
town with a zest that was a
through her wish to
being pedantic or
that she had gone
pot wish this fact
haunting ghost of
end of the winter
pretty effectually
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In June Mr. Porter began discussing
plans with BEvelyn. He elimi-
nated himself from them; he could not
get away, he said. But there was Grant
to be considered. The boy was at school
in New Hampshire, and Evelyn protested
that it was not wise to subject him to
the intense heat of a Clarkson summer.
The first hot wave sent Porter to bed
with a trifling illness, and his doctor took
the opportunity to look him over and tell
him that it was lmperative for him to
rest. Thompson came home from Arizona
to spend the summer, He and Wheaton
were certainly equal to the care of the
bank, so they urged Porter, and he finally
ylelded. Evelyn found a hotel on the
Massachusetts North Bhore which sound-
ed well in the circulars, and her father
agreed to It. When they reached Orchard
Jane he liked it better than he had ex-
pected. Bvery night he sat down with
cipher telegrams, and constructed from
Thompson's statistics the day’s business
fo the bank. He received daily from New
York the closing quotations on the shares
be was Interested in, and as he walked
the long botel verandas he effected n
transmigration of spirit whieh puot him
back in his swivel chalr in the Clarkson
National.

In Angust Warry Raridan appefred
snddenly and threw himself into the gais-
ties of the place for a fortnight. Mr.
Porter asked him to sit at their
and marveled at the way Evelyn snubbed
him, even to the extent of running away

three days with some friends who
a yacht and who cdrried her to New-
. for a dance. ber absence

During
arry made all the other girls about the

happy: they were sure that “that

i Porter” was treating him shabbily
and their hearts went out to him. War-
ry sulked when Evelyn returned and they
had an Interview between dances
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smount of Clarkson Traction bonds and
stock which he was anxious to sell.  Por-
ter gave a discouraging account of the
company, whose history he knew thor-
oughly. ‘Fhe Traction Company had been
organized in the boom days and its steck
had been inflated In keeping with the
prevailing spirit of the time, It was
first equipped with the cable system in
deference to. the Clarkson hills, but later
the company made the introductiom of
the trolley an excuse for a reorganisation
of Its finances with an even more gen-
erous inflation. The panic thea descend-
ed any wrought a diminution of rev-
enue; the company was unable to make
the repairs which constantly became nec-
essary, and the local management fell
into the hands of a series of corrupt di-
rectorates.

There had been much *litigation, and
some of the Eastern bondholders had
threatened a receivership; but the local
stockholders made plavsible excuses for
the default of interest when approached
amicably, and when menaced grew. in-
solent and promised trouble if an attempt
were made to deprive them of power. A
secretary and a treasurer under one ad-
ministration had connived to appropriate
a large share of the daily cash receipts,
and before they left the office they de-
stroyed or concealed fhe books and rec-
ords of thée company. The effect of this
was to create a mystery as to the dis-
tribution of the bomds and the stock.
When Porter came home from his sum-
mer wacation, thé newspapers were de-
manding that steps be taken to declare
the Traction franchise forfeit. But the
franchise had been renewed lately and
had twenty years to run. This extension
had been procured by the element in eon-
trol, and the foreign bondholders, biding
their time, were glad to avail themselves
of the political skill of the local officers.

Porter had been casually asked by his
Boston friend whether there was any lo-
cal market for the stock or bonds; and
bhe had answered thiat there was not; that
the holders of shares in Clarkson kept
what they had because they could no
longer sell to one another and that they
were only waiting for the larger outside
bondholders and shageholders to assert
themselves. Porter had ridden down to
Boston with his brother banker and when
they parted it was with an understand-
ing that the Bostonian was to collect for
Porter the Clarkson Traction securities
that were held by New England banks,
a considerable amount, Porter knew;
and he went home with a well-formed
plan of buying the control of the com-
pany. Times were improving and he
bad faith in Clarkson's future; he did
not belleve In it so noisily as Timothy
Margrave did; but he knew the resources
of the tributary country, and he had,
what all successful businéss men must
have, an alert imagination.

It was not necessary for Porter to dis-
close the fact of his purchases to the
officers of the Traction Cempany, whom
he knew to be corrupt and vicions; the
transfer of ownership on the company’s
books made no difference, as the original
stock books had been destroyed—a fact
which had bécome public property through
a legal effort to levy on the holdings of a
shareholder In the Interest of a creditor.
Moreover, if he could help it, Porter
pever told any one about anything he did.
He even had several dummies in whose
names he frequently held securities and
real estate. One of these was Peckham, a
clerk in the office of Fenten, Porter's
lawyer.

CHAPTER X.

Wheaton had not long been an officer
of the bank before he began to be aware
that there was considerable mystery
about Porter’s outside transactions. Por-
ter occasionally perused with much in-
terest several small memordndum books

sulted in its larger transactions; a-l

that of Porter's personal affairs be Knew
nothing.

One afterncon shortly after Porter’s re-
turn from the East, Wheaton, who was
waiting for some letters to sign, pleked
up a bundle of checks from the desk of

| ettent's last-tetter in

mattefs for the baok.

A few days later, in the course
ness, ‘he asked Porter whit disposit
e should make of an application Hof
foan from a courtry customer. Fapte
rang for the past correspondencs w
theie client, and threw several
Wheaton for his information. _
read them and called tllhl raphe
dictyte the angwer which Porter b
dicated should be made ~ He

copcluding turned it over he
basket which stood on his .

fell face downwards his eye caught

The result of the multiplication
identical, with the amount of
check. Aganin the figures beld his
tion. Local securities were quot
in the newspapers, and be -

list for that day. There was :ﬁ%

tion of ree on %
nearest a was Clarkson t
Company at thirty-five. The check whi
bad interested him bad been dated th
days before, and he looked back (o
quotation list for that date. 1
was givea at thirty-three. thﬂ
pleased by the discovery; it was &
assumption that Porter was buying

of Clarkson Traction; he wonld

be buying foreign securities through
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Peckham. The stock bad advanced twe| ¥~

points since It had been purchased, and
this, too, was interesting. Clearly, Por
ter knew what he was about—he had a

reputation for knowing; and if Clarkson |

Traction wag a good thing for the presi-
dent to pick up quietly, why was it pot
a good thing for the cashier? He
a day; Pmaction went to thirty-six.

he called after banking hours at the of-
fice of a real estate dealer who alse “t
in local stocks and bonds on & small]
scale, He chose this man because he was
not a customer of the bank, and hs
never had any transactions with the

or with Porter, so far as Wheaton knew.
His name was Burton, and he welcomed
Wheaton cordiaily. He was aloné in
his office, and after aa interchange of
courtesies, Wheaton came directly to the
point of his errand. g

“Some friends of mine in the country
own a small amount of Traction
they've written me fo gnd out wl
prospects are. Of course in the
know in a general way aboat It
suppesé you bandle such things
want to get good advice for my fri

“Well, the truth is,” said Burton,
tered by this appeal, “the mw was
pretty well gone out of it, but It's spm
ing up a little just now, Hﬂog
ter's knocked out it is only worth w=o
much a pound as old mw:htl!_._ﬂn
right people get hold of it the newspa-
pers will let up, and there's a big thing
in it. How much do your friends own?”

“] don't. know exactly,” said Wheaton,
evenly ; “I think not a great deal. Who
are buying just now? 1 netice that It
has been advancing for  several days.
Some one seems to be forcing up the
price.” . .

“Nobody in partieular, that is, nobody
that 1 know of, 1 asked Biily Barnes,
the secretary, the other day what was
‘going on. He must know who the certifi-
cates are made out to; but he winked
and gave me the laongh. You know
Barnes. He don't cough up very easy;
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and he looks wise when he doesn’t know | o

anything.
“No; Barnes has the reputation of be-

ing pretty close-mouthed,” replied Whea-
ton.

“If your friends want to sell, bring in}

the shares snd I'll see what [ ean do
with them,” said Burton. “The outsid-
ers are sure to act scon. This spurt right
now may have nothing back of it. The
town's full of gossip about the company
and it ought to send the price down.
Your friend Porter's a smooth ome. Ha

knew when to get out all right.” Whea-
ton laughed with Burton at this tribate
to Porter's sagacity, but he langhed
disereetly. He did not forget that he
was a bank officer and dignity was am

stood It.
(To be continued.)
" Cause for Grief.

Tall Actor—Ah, Rudolps, why thak
sad expression?”

Bhort Actor—1 caunot help it, me
jord. 1 die in the first act.

Tall Actor—Oh, it might be worse.

Short Actor—It couldn’t be. Therd
is a real chicken dinner in the second

act,

A Plea for the Verities,

“Do you resent the caricatures they
publish of corporation kings?”

“No,” apswered Mr. Dustin Stax}
“only 1 wish they would be a little
more consistent, and not make us look
like jolly fat men, when most of us
are fighting dyspepsia.”—Washington
Star. x

Our Betters.

was in once, a long time ago, but he}l®

essential In the business, as he undem }

:

T IHLE
iéz Egsi
=

¥

i

g2

grown and brushy.
A great many folks pay
tion to _the roadsides. Where a

opposite because of ;
| doesn’t speak wery well for the care-
fulness of the farmer. Of course there
s always so much to do on & farm
that some of it never gets done—any
one who has farmed for as short a

The Customer—I1 say, d'ye know yom

mushrooms I had here last week?
A Mysterlous Whisper—Then
1 told yew

owe me sixpense, 'Erbert.
#0.—~The Bketch.

Digwing Holes,

done in the back yard.

“No. Omne has to dig up considess
ably at the seed and hardware stores™
—Kansas City Times, ”

True Affection,

I'm poor, do you, Badle?
Bhe—Why, Eddie, I couldn't
you any more If your father owned &

half polsoned me with those !mnt'I
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*Not all the digging up for garden ia}

He—And you don’t disiike me caul®]
T
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Bitter Milk, .
_Bitter milk may originate from two

sources. The first source is dependent
the cow, while the second s due
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and rodents & tamfly of owls will con-
sume. An old owl will eapture as
much or more food than &
dozen cats In a night The
owlets are always hungry. They
will eat theélr weight In food every
night and more If they can get

The ninth fol
lowed all but the tall, which for some
time hung out of the bird’'s mouth.
The rapid digestion of birds of prey
Js shown by the fact that In three
hours the was ready for
swallowed four
done by a
ust a whole
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upon the sloping glass,
pure by this operation, it rur
into little channels at the bottom of

ik

is done by means of their feelers, thay
are not entirely dependent upon them.
“A whole colony,” ‘says Mr. Bouwer,
“in an anthouse or a beehive often
responds Instantaneously to a signal
which may have been given wlithout
contact. It Is Interesting to see an
ant laborer for whom a burden is too
heayy go to a fellow, make a sign or
give a certaln touch with his feeler,
and then see the second Insect join
| the first in lifting or moving the ob
joct.”

If Things Were Reversed.,

Moral:

P the feelings of
your horses and protect them from
flies.—Farm, SBtock and Home.

Respect

. Seoura in Pligs.
The following remedy for scouring
in pigs s recommended by a veterin-
ary surgeon: Wash thelr feed troughs
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strosities of modern wealth. Unlesa
our action 14 mere lynching (and 1
would never deny that there ls some-
thing to be sald for that), instead of
what one calls political, it will not
action sgainst the very rich, but
their favor. They hold all the
dles of the political machine; and
the purpose of any prompt action

L

have only to move the handles. That

God—and also in man, But that the
rich ecould conguer the poor by 8:30
to-morrow evening I am guite certain.
The whole press would bellow the
same tune over a milllon breakfast
tables.

The servants of the rich would have
run a million errands, the soileitors
and agents of the rich would have
struck a milliop bargalns, béfore the
ordinary stonebreaker had even found
his pickax. The poor are sure—bul

slow.

Add to this that worst and wildest
work of modern sclenée (more blas-
phemions than its denlal of God)—its
invention of scientific war. The ser-
geant would obey the captain, the sol
dler would obey the sergeant, and the
democracy would lle dead about the
streets before soldler, sergeant or cap-
taln had realized that they were all
obeying a swollen and eynical pawn-
broker.
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Little Ethel (aged 3)—Tum on,
gwanms; supper s weady. Grandma
~Why, dear, you mean breakfast,
don't you? Little Ethel—'Es, tourse I
does, but 1 tan't say It

Little Myra had been to partles on
three consecutive days. “Oh, mamma,™
she cried, on her returm from the
third, “Just think, I've had ice cream
three times In congestion.”

Anxlous Mother—Harold, don't you
know those are bad boys across the
street for you to play with? Little
Harold—Yes, mamma; but don't yom
know that I'm an awfully good boy for
them to play with?

“Well, Bobby,” sald the minister
who was making a duty call, “what
do you intend te be whem you grow
up?™ "“An orphan,” promptly replied
Bobby, who was still suffering from a
dose of parental disclipline.

A Suceessfunl Expedient.

A certaln prominent minlster w
compelled not long ago to give str
orders that, while he was engaged
in the preparation of his sermons,
his young son must be kept reason-
ably quiet. In spite of this, however,
there arose one morning & most as
tonishing nolse of banging and ham-
mering, which seemed to indicate that
the steam-heating pipes wera being
knocked to pleces. Hurrying out of
‘his study, the minister encountered
his wife.

“My dear, what in the world Is
Bobby doing?’ he asked.

“Why, he {s only beating on the
radistor downstairs,” was the some -
what surprised reply,

“Well, he must stop It.” the min
fater sald, decidedly.

“I don't think he will harm I,
dear,” his wife answered soothingly;
“and it Is the only thing that will
keep him quist."~Harper'’s Weskly.
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