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“Tt's all right, Claudlne;” He Tepeated.
“It’s all right.”

He was moving to lay his hat on tae
desk when his eye caught first the
roses, then fell upon Ariel, and he stop-
ped stock still with one arm out-
stretched, remaining for perhaps ten
seconds in that attitude, while she, her
lips parted, her eyes lustrous, returned
his gaze with a look that was as in-
scrutable as it was kind,

“Yes,” she said, as if in answer to a
question, “I have come here twice to-
day.” She nodded slightly toward Mrs.
Fear. “I can wait. I am very glad
you bring good news.”

Joe turned dazedly toward the other.
“Claudine,” he said, ‘“you’ve been tell-
ing Miss Tabor.”

“I cert'nly have!” Mrs, Fear's ex-
pression had cleared, and her tone was
cheerful. “I don’'t see no harm in
that. I'm sure she's a good friend of
yours, Mr. Louden.”

Joe glanced at Arlel with a faint,
troubled smile and turned again to
Mrs, Fear. “I've had a long talk with
Happy.”

“I'm awful glad, Is he ready to lis-
ten to reason?” she asked with a titter.

“He's waiting for you.”

“Where?’ She rose quickly.

“Stop,” said Joe sharply. “You must
be very careful with him"—

“Don’t you s’pose I'm goin’ to be?”’
she interrupted, with a catch in her
voice. “Don’t you s'pose I've had
trouble enough?”

“No,” said Joe deliberately and im-
personally, “I don't. TUnless you keep
remembering to be ecareful all the
time you'll follow the first impulse
you have, as you did yesterday, and
your excuse will be that you never
thought any harm would come of It.
He's in a queer mood, but he will for-
glve you if you ask him"—

“Well, ain’t that what I want to
do?” she exclaimed.

“I know, I know,” he said, dropping

into the desk chair and passing his |

hand over his eyes with a gesture of
infinite weariness. “But you must be
very careful. I hunted for him most
of the night and all day. He was try-

Ing to keep out of my way because he |

didn’t want me to find him until he
bad met this fellow Nashville. Happy
Is a hard man to come at when he
doesn’t care to be found, and he kept
shifting from place to place until I
ran him down. Then I got him 1n a
corner and told him that you hadn't
meant any harm—which is always
true of you, poor woman—and I didn’t
leave him till he had promised me to
forgive you if you would come and
ask him, And you must keep him out
of Cory’s way until I can arrange to
have him—Cory, I mean—sent out of

town. Will you?”
“Why, cert'nly,” she answered,
smiling. “That Nashville’s the vurry

last person I ever want to see again—
the fresh thing!” Mrs, Fear's burden
had fallen; her relief was perfect, and
ghe beamed vapidly. But Joe marked
her remewed Irresponsibility with an
anxious eye.

“You mustn't make any mistakes,”
he said, rising stifly with fatigue.

“Not me. I don't take mno more
chances,” she responded, tittering hap-
pily; “not after yesterday. My, but
it's a load off my shoulders! I do hate
it to have gen’lemen quarreling over
me, especially Mr, Fear. .1 never did
like to start anything. I like to see
people laugh and be friendly, and I'm
mighty glad it’s all blown over. 1
kind o' thought it would all along.
Psho!” She burst into genuine, nolsy
laughter. “I don’t expect either of
2m meant no real harm to each other
after they got cooled off a little, If
they’d met today they’d probably both
run. Now, Mr. Louden, where's Hap-
py?n

Joe went to the door with her. He
waited a moment, perplexed; then his
brow cleared, and he sald in a low
voice: “You know the alley beyond
Vent Miller’s poolroom? Go down the
alley till you come to the second gate.
Go In, and you'll see a basement door
opening Into a little room under Mil-
ler's bar. The door won't be locked,
and Happy’s in there waiting for you.
But remember”—

“Oh, don't you worry!” she cut him

off loudly. “I know him. Inside of
an hour I'll have him laughin’ over all
this. You'll see!”

When she had gone he stood upon
the landing looking thoughtfully .aft-
er her. “Perhaps, after all, that s
the best mood to let her meet him in,”
he murmured.

Then, with a deep breath, he turned.
The heavy perfume had gone, the air
was clear and sweet, and Ariel was
pressing her face into the roses again.
As he saw how like them she was he
was shaken with a profound and mys-
terious sigh, like that which moves in
the breast of one who listens in the
dark to his dearest music,

CHAPTER XV.

[ KNOW how tired you are,” said
Ariel as he came back into the
room. “I shall not keep you
long.”

“Ah, please do!” he returned quickly,

Beginning to fumble with the shade of

& student lamp at one end of the desk.
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“Let me do' fhat” *she said. “Sit
down.” He obeyed at once and watch-
ed her as she lit the lamp and, stretch-
Ing upon tiptoe, turned out the gas.
“No,” she continued, seated again and
looking across the desk at him, “I
wanted to see you at the first possible
opportunity, but what I have to say”’—

“Walt,” he interrupted. “Let me tell
pou why I did not come yesterday.”

“You need ndt tell me., I know.”
Bhe glanced at the chalr which had
been occupied by Mrs. Fear. “I knew
last night that they had sent for you.”

“You did!” he exclaimed, *“Ah, I un-
derstand! Sam Warden must have told
you_n

“Yes,” she said. “It was he. And I
have been wondering ever since how
he heard of it. He knew last night,
but there was nothing In the papers
this morning, and until T came here I
heard no one else speak of it. Yet Ca-
naan Is not large.”

Joe laughed. “It wouldn’'t seem
strange if you lived with the Canaan
that I do. Sam had been downtown
during the afternoon and had met
frlends. The colored people are a good
deal like a freemasonry, you know., A
great many knew last night all about
what had happened and had their theo-
ries about what might happen today In
case the two men met. Still, you see,
those who knew also knew just what
people not to tell. The Tocsin is the
only newspaper worth the name here.
But even if the Tocsin had known of
the trouble it wouldn’t have been like-
ly to mention it. That's a thing I
don't understand.” He frowned and
rubbed the back of his head, “There’'s
gomething underneath it. For more
than a year the Tocsin hasn’t spoken
of Beaver Beach, I'd like to know
wh _!!

“Joe,” she said slowly, “tell me some-
thing truly. A man said to me yes-
terday that he found life here insuffer-
able. Do you find it so?’

YWhy, no!” he answered, surprised.

“Do you hate Canaan?”

“Certainly not!”

“You don't find it dull, provineial, un-
sympathetic?”

He laughed cheerily. “Well, there's
this,” he explained: “I have an advan-
tage over your friend. I see a more in-
teresting side of things probably. The
people I live among are pretty thor-
ough cosmopolites in a way, and the
life I lead”—

“I think 1 begin to understand a lit-
tle about the life you lead,” she inter-
rupted. “Then you don’t complain of
Canaan?’

“Of course not.”

She threw him a quick, bright, happy
look, then glanced again at the chair
in which Mrs. Fear had sat. “Joe,” she
said, “last night I heard the people
singing in the houses, the old Sunday
evening way. It ‘took me back so!’”

“Yes, it would. And something else.
There's one hymn they sing more than
any other. It's Canaan's favorite. Do
you know what it 1s%”

" “Is it ‘Rescue the Perishing? ”

“That's it. ‘Rescue the Perishing! "
he cried and, repeating the words
again, gave forth a peal of laughter so
hearty that it brought tears to his eyes.
“‘Rescue the Perishing! "

At first she did not understand his
laughter, but after a moment she did
and joined her own to it, though with
a certain tremulousness.

“It is funny, isn’t it?” said Joe, wip-
ing the moisture from his eyes. Then
all trace of mirth left him. “Is it really
you, sitting here and laughing with
me, Ariel?”

“It seems to be,” she answered in a
low voice. “I'm not at all sure.”

“You didn’t think yesterday after-
noon,” he began almost In a whisper—
“you didn’t think that I had failed to
come because I"— He grew very red
and shifted the sentence awkwardly.
“I was afraid you might think that 1
was—that I didn’t come because I
might have been the same way again
that I was when—when I met you at
the station?”

“Oh, no!” she answered gently. “No.
I knew better.”

“And do you know,” he faltered,
“that that is- all over? That it can
never happen again?”’

“Yes, I know It,” she returned quick-
1y.

“Then you know a little of what I
Iwe youn.”

“No, no,” she protested.

“Yes,” he said. “You've made that
change in me already. It wasn’t hard
—it won't be—though it might have
been if—if you hadn’t come soon.”

“Tell me something,” she demanded.
“If these people had not sent for you
yesterday, would you have come to
Judge Pike’s house to see me? You
sald you would try.,” She laughed a
little and looked away from him, “I
want to know if you would have
come.” -

There was a silence, and in spite of
her averted glance she knew that he
was looking at her steadily. Finally,
“Don’t you know?” he sald.

She shook her head and blushed
faintly.

“Don’t you know?” he repeated.

She looked up and met his eyes, and
thereupon both became very grave.
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: ‘When you left
gate and went away you were afraid.
But you would have come.”

1 was afraid at first, but I knew,” he
went on rapidly, “that you would have
come to the gate to meet me.”

“You understood that?’. she cried,
ber eyes sparkling and her face flush-
ing happily. 3

“Yes. I knew that you wouldn't

a catch in his voice which was half
chuckle, half groan, “if you hadn't
meant to take care of me. And it
came to me that you would know how
to do it.”

She leaned back in her ‘chair, and
again they laughed together, but only
for a moment, becoming serious and
very quiet almost instantly,

“I haven’t thanked you for the
roses,” he said.

“Oh, yes, you did!
looked at them.”

“So I did,” he whispered. “I’m glad
you saw. To find them here took my
Greath away—and to find you with
“emu__

“I brought them this morning, you
know.”

“Would you have come if you had
not understood why I failed yester-
day ™

“Oh, yes, 1 think so!” she returned,
the fine edge of a smile upon her lips.
“For a time last evening, before I
heard what had happened, I thought
you were too frightened a friend to
bother about.”

He made a little ejaculation, partly
Joyful, partly sad.

“And yet,” she went on, “I think that
I should have come this morning after
a]l even if you had a poorer excuse for
your absence, because, you see, I came
ob busliness.”

“You did?”

“That's why I've come again, That
makes it respectable for me to be here
now, doesn’t it—for me to have come
out alone after dark without their

nowing it? I'm here as your client,
oe”

“Why #? he asked.

She did not answer at once, but pick-
ed up a pen from beneath her hand on
the desk and, turning it, meditatively
felt its point with her forefinger before
she said slowly, “Are most mén care-
ful of other people’s—well, of other
people’s money 7"’

#You mean Martin Pike?” he asked.

“Yes. I want you to take charge of
everything I have for me.”

He bent a frowning regard upon the
lampshade. “You ought to look after
your own property,” he sald. “You
surely have plenty of time.”

“You mean—you mean you won't
help me?” she returned, with intention-
al pathos.

“Ariel!” he laughed shortly in an-
swer; then asked, “What makes you
think Judge Pike isn’t trustworthy?”

“Nothing very definite perhaps, un-
less it was his look when I told him
that I meant to ask you to take charge

When you first

-of things for me,”” ;
“He’s been rather hard pressed this

year, I think,” said Joe. “You might
be right—if he could have found a way.
I hope he hasn’t.”

“I'm afraid,” she began gayly, ‘“‘that
I know very little of my own affairs.
He sent me a draft every three months,

“Joe,” she cried in a voice of great pain,
“‘you mustn't feel like that!™
with receipts and other things to sign
and return to him. I haven’t the faint-
est notion of what I own—except the
old house and some money from the in-
come that I hadn’t used and brought
with me. Judge Pike has all the pa-

pers—everything.”

Joe looked troubled.
bor, did he”—

“The dear man!” She shook her
head. “He was just the same. To him
»oor Uncle Jonas' money seemed to

me from heaven through the hands
of Judge Pike”—

“And there’s a handsome roundabout
way!” said Joe.

i"Wasn't it!” she agreed cheerfully.
“ he trusted the judge absolutely.
I don’t, you see.”

He gave her a thoughtful look and
nodded. “No, he isn’t & good man,” he
said, “not even according to hfs lights,
but I doubt If he could have managed
to get dway with anything of conse-
quence after he became the adminis-
trator. He wouldn’t have trled it prob-
ably unless he was more desperately
pushed than I think he has bheen. It
ould have been too dangerous. Sup-

pge you wait a week or so and think
t over.”

“But there's something I want you to
flo for me immediately, Joe.”

“And Roger Ta-

“What's that?”

“Yes, I'd have come. You are right.

have asked me to come,” he said, with '

T'm golng to :
“Alone?”’ :

“I'm almost twenty-seven, and that's
being enough of an old maid for me to
risk Canaan’s thinking me eccentric,
isn’tit?”

“It will think anything you do is all
right.” %

“And once,” she cried, “it thought
everything I did wrong!”

“Yes. That’s the difference.”

“You mean it will commend me be-
cause I'm thought rich?”

“No, no.,” he said meditatively, *“it
Isn’t that. It's because everybody will
be in love with you.”

“Quite everybody!” she asked.

“Certainly,” he replied. *“Anybody
who didn’t would be absurd.”

“Ah, Joe!” she laughed. “You al-
ways were the nicest boy in the world,
my dear!”

At that he turned toward her with
a sudden movement, and his lips part-
ed, but not to speak. She had rested
one arm upon the desk and her cheek
upon her hand; the pen she had pick-
ed up, still absently held in her fin-
gers, touching her lips, and it was
glven to him to know that he would
always keep that pen, though he would
never write with it again, The soft
lamplight fell across the lower part
of her face, leaving her eyes, which
were lowered thoughtfully, in the
shadow of her hat. The room was
blotted out in darkness behind her.
Like the background of an antique
portrait, the office, with its dusty cor-
ners and shelves and hideous safe,
had vanished, leaving the charming
and thoughtful face revealed against
an even, spaclous brownness. Only
Ariel and the roses and the lamp were
clear, and a strange, small pain mov-
ed from Joe's heart to his throat as he
thought that this ugly office, always
before so harsh and grim and lonely—
loneliest for him when it had been
most crowded—was now transfigured
into something very, very different
from an office; that this place where
he sat, with a lamp and flowers on a
desk between him and a woman who
called him “my dear” must be llke—
like something that people -called
‘lhome'!! :

And then he leaned across the desk
toward her as he said again what he
had said a little while before, and his
voice trembled:

‘“Ariel, it is you?®”’

She looked at him and smiled.

“You'll be here always, won't you?
You're not going away from Canaan
again?”

For a moment it seemed that she
had not heard him. Then her bright
glance at him wavered and fell. She
rose, turning slightly away from him,
but not so far that he could not see
the sudden agitation In ber face.

“Al,” he cried, rising, too, “I don’t
want you to think I don’t understand
or that I meant I should ever ask you
to stay here! I ceuldn’'t mean that.
You know I couldn’t, don’t you? You
know 1 understand that it's all just

your beautiful friendliness, don't you?”
‘It iso't beautiful; TU's JuUst

she said.
way.”

“It's enough that you should be here
now,” he went on bravely, his voice
steady, though his hand shook. “Noth-
ing so wonderful as your staying could
ever actually happen. It's just a light
coming into a dark room and out again.
One day long ago, I never forgot it,
some apple blossoms blew by me as 1
passed an orchard, and it's like that
too. But, oh, my dear, when you go
you'll leave a fragrance in my heart
that will last!”

She turned toward him, her face suf-
fused with a rosy light. “You’d rather
have died than have said that to me
once,” she cried. “I'm glad you're
weak enough now to confess it!”

He sank down again into his chair,
and his arms fell heavily on the desk.
“Confess It!” he cried despairingly.
“And you don’t deny that you're going
away again—so It's true! I wish I
hadn’t realized it so soon. I think I'd
rather have tried to fool myself about
it a little longer!”

“Joe,” she cried in a voice of great
pain, “you mustn’t feel like that! How
do you know I'm going away again?
Why should I want the old house put
in order unless I mean to stay? And if
I went you know that I could never
change. You know how I've always
cared for you"—

“Yes,” he said, “I do know how. It
was always the same, and it always
will be, won't it?”

“It couldn’t be any other

“I've shown that,” she returned
quickly.
“Yes. You say 1 know how you've

cared for me, and I do. I know how.
It's just in one certain way—Jonathan
and David”"—

“Isn’t that a pretty good way, Joe?”’

“Never fear that I don’t understand!”
He got to his feet again and looked at
her steadily.

“Thank you, Joe.” She wiped sudden
tears from her eyes.

“Don’t you be sorry for me,” he sald.
*Do you think that ‘passing the love of
Wwomen’ isn’t enough for me?”’

“No,” she answered humbly.

“I'll have people at work on the old
house tomorrow,” he began. “And for
the"—

“I've kept you so long!” she inter-
rupted, helped to a meek sort of gay-
ety by his matter of fact tone. “Good
night, Joe.” She gave him her hand.
“I don’t want you to come with me. It
isn’t very late, and this is Canaan.”

“I want to come with you, however,”
he said, picking up his hat. *“You can’t
go alone.”

“But you are so tired, you"—

She was Interrupted. There were
muffled, flying footsteps on the stalrs,
and a shabby little man ran furtively
into the room, shut the door behind
him and set his back against it. His

face was mottled like a colored map,

me;-Joe;," 1

‘thick lines of perspira
across the splotches. '

“Joe,” he panted, “I’ve got Nashville
good, and he’s got me gcod too. I got
to clear out. He’s fixed me good, but
he won't trouble nobody’—

Joe was across the room like a fly-
ing shadow.

“Qulet!”  His voice rang like a shot,
and on the Instant his hand fell sharp-
ly across the speaker’s mouth. “In
there, Happy!” i

He threw an arm across the little
man’s shoulders and swung him toward
the door of the other room.

Happy Fear looked up from beneath
the down bent brim of his black slouch
bat. His eyes followed an Iimperious
gesture toward Arlel, gave her a brief,
ghastly stare and stumbled into the in-
ner chamber,

“Walit!” Joe said cavalierly to Ariel.
He went In quickly after Mr. Fear and
closed the door. 2

This was Joseph Louden, attorney at
law., And to Arlel it was like a new
face seen in a flashlight—not at all the
face of Joe. The sense of his strange
ness, his unfamiliarity in this elec-
trical aspect, overcame her. She was
possessed by astonishment. Did she
know him so well after all? The
strange client had burst in, shaken be-
yond belief with some passion un-
known to her, but Joe, alert and mas-
terful beyond denial, had controlled
him instantly; had swept him into the
other room as with a broom. Could
it be that Joe sometimes did other
things in the same sweeping fashion?

She heard a match struck In the next
room and the voices of the two men—
Joe's, then the other’s, the latter at
first broken and protestive, but soon
rising shrilly. She could hear only
fragments. Once she heard the client
cry, almost scream, “Joe, I thought
Claundine had chased him around there
to do me!” And Instantly followed
Louden’s voice:

“Steady, Happy, steady!”

The name “Claudine” startled her,
and, although she had had no com-
prehension of the argot of Happy
Fear, the sense of a mysterious catas-
trophe oppressed her. She was sure

t.lon shining

“Steady, Happy, steady!”

that something horrible had -happened.
She went to the window, touched the
shade, which disappeared upward im-

mediately, and lifted the sash. The
front of a square bullding In the court-
house square was bright with lights,
and figures were passing in and out of
the Main street doors. She remember-
ed that this was the jail.

“Claudine!” The voice of the hus-
band of Claudine was like the voice
of one lamenting over Jerusalem.

“Steady, Happy, steady!”

“But, Joe, if they git me, what'll she
do? She can’t hold her job no longer
—not after this.”

The door opened, and the two men
came out, Joe with his hand on the
other’s shoulder. The splotches had
gone from Happy's face, leaving it an
even, deathly white. He did not
glance toward Ariel. He gazed far
beyond all that was about him, and
suddenly she was aware of a great
tragedy. The little man’s chin trem-
bled, and he swallowed painfully.
Nevertheless he bore himself upright
and dauntlessly as the two walked
slowly to the door, like men taking
part In some fateful ceremony. Joe
stopped upon the landing at the head
of the stairs, but Happy Fear went
on, clumping heavily down the steps.

“It's all right, Happy,” said Joe.
“It’s better for you to go alone. Don’t
you worry. I'll see you through. It
will be all right.”

“Just as you say, Joe,” a breaking
volce came back from the foot of the
steps—“just as you say.” .

The lawyer turned from the landing
and went rapidly to the window beside
Arlel. Together they watched the
shabby little figure cross the street
below, and she felt an infinite pathos
gathering about it as ‘it paused for a
moment, hesitating, underneath the arc
lamp at the corner. They saw the
white face lifted as Happy Fear gave
one last look about him; then he set
his shoulders sturdily and steadfastly
entered the door of the jail.

Joe took a deep breath. “Now we'll
go,” he said. “I must be quick.”

‘““What was it?” she asked tremulous-
ly as they reached the street. ‘“Can
you tell me?”

“Nothing; just an old story.”

He had not offered her his arm, but
walked on hurriedly a pace ahead of
her, though she came as rapidly as she
could. She put her hand rather timidly
on his sleeve, and without need of
more words from her he understood

her insistenca

“That was the husband of the wo-
man who told you her story,” he sald.
“Perhaps It would shock you less if I
told you now than if you heard it to-
morrow, as you will. He's just shot the
other map.” :
“Killed him!”’ she gasped. -
“Yes,” he answered. “He wanted to

has my word that I’ll clear him, and I
made him give himself up.”

CHAPTER XVI
HEN Joe left Ariel at Judge
Pike’s gate she lingered there,
her elbows upon the upper-
most crossbar, like a village
Birl at twilight, watching his thin fig-
ure vanish into the heavy shadow of
the maples, then emerge momentarily
ghost gray and rapid at the lighted
crossing down the street, to disappear
agaln under the trees beyond, followed
a second lafer by a brownish streak as
the mongrel heeled after him. When
they had passed the second corner she
sould no longer be certain of them, al-
S1ough the street was straight, with
flat, draftsmanlike western directness,

merging with the night. Still she did
not turn to go, did not alter her posi-
tion nor cease to gaze down the dim
street. Few lights shone, almost all
the windows of the houses were dark-
ened, and save for the summer mur-
murs, the faint creak of upper branch*
es and the Infinitesimal voices of in-
sects in the grass there was silence—
the pleasant and somnolent hush,
swathed in which that part of Canaan
crosses to the far side of the eleventh i
hour. :
But Ariel, not soothed by this balm,
sought beyond It to see that unquiet "
Canaan whither her old friend bent his

dwelling—that other Canaan where

the coming of night; a place as alien
In habit, in thought and almost in
speech as if it had been upon another
continent. And yet—so strange is the
duality of towns—it lay but a few
blocks distant,

Here about Arlel as she stood at the
gate of the Pike mansion the houses .
of the good (secure of salvation and

1,

safely shut and sound asleep as the,
churches. But deeper in the town
there was light and life and merry,
evil Industry, screened, but strong to
last until morning. There were haunts
of haggard merriment in plenty; sur-
reptitious chambers where roulette
wheels swam beneath dizzied eyes; ill
favored bars, reached by devious ways,
where quavering volces offered song
and were harshly checked. And through
the burdened alr of this Canaan wan-
dered heavy smells of musk like that
upon Happy Fear's wife, who must
now beé so pale beneath her rouge. And
above all this and for all this and be-
cause of all this was that one resort to
which Joe now made his way—that
haven whose lights burn all night long,
whose doors are never closed, but are,
open from dawn until dawn—the jail.
There in that desolate refuge lay .
Happy Fear, surrendered sturdily by
himself at Joe's word. Tle picture of
the little man was clear and fresh in
Ariel’s eyes, and, though she had seen
him when he was newly come from a
thing so terrible that she could not re-
alize it as a fact, she felt only an over-
whelming pity for him. She was not
even horror stricken, though she had
shuddered. The pathos of the shabby
little figure crossing the street toward”
the lighted doors had touched her.
Something about him had appealed to
her, for he had not seemed wicked. His
face was not cruel, though It was des-
perate. Perhaps It was partly his very
desperation which had moved her. She?
had understood Joe when he told her
that this man was his friend and com-
prehended his great fear when he said:

“I've got to clear him! I promised
him!”
Over and over Joe had reiterated:

“I've got to save him! I've got to!”
She had answered gently, “Yes, Joe,”
hurrying to keep up with him. “He's
a good man,” he said. “I've known
few better, given his chances. And
none of this would have happened ex-
cept for his old time friendship for .
me. It was his loyalty—oh, the rarest
and absurdest loyalty!—that made the
first trouble between him and the
man he shot. I've got to clear him.”

“Will it be hard?”

“They may make it so. I can only
see part of it surely. When his wife
left the office she met Cory om the
street. You saw what a pitiful kind
of fool she was, irresponsible and help-
less and feather brained. There are
thousands of women like that every-
where—some of them are ‘court beau-
ties,’ I dare say—and they always mix
things up, but they are most danger-
ous when they’re like Claudine, be-
cause then they live among men of
action like Cory and Fear. Cory was
artful. He spent the day about town
telling people that he had always lik-
ed Happy; that his ill feeling of yes-.
terday was all gone. He wanted to
find him and shake his hand, bury past
troubles and be friends. I think he
told Claudine the same thing when
they met and convinced the tiny brain-
let of his sincerity. Cory was a man
who ‘had a way with him,’ and I can
see Claudine flattered at the idea of
belng peacemaker between ‘two such
nice gen'tlemen as Mr. Cory and Mr.
Fear! Her commonest asseveration—

like to have the gen’lemen making
trouble about her, So the poor im-
becile led him to where her husband
was waliting. All that Happy knew of
this was In her cry afterward. He
was gitting alone, when Cory threw
open the door and said, ‘I've got you
this time, Happy!? His pistol was
raised, but never fired. He waited too

! long, meaning to establish his case of

run away, but I wouldn’t let him. He™*

both figures and Joe’s quick footsteps =N

("?

steps and found his labor and h!s{‘

peace did not fall comfortably with e "

dally bread) were closed and quiet, as ~

quite genuine, too—Is that she doesn't ;:-.

—

}

f_|




