
Istoundcd H a

By GEORGE HOWARDPROCRASTINATION is more often
an evidence of cleverness than
cowardice. Some men delay the
moment of battle that they" may
more carefully study the enemy's

1 lans and their own and discover in each
the weaknesses. Richard Dudley was one of these
men. That is why he paced before the Ralston
home for half an hour after his cab had deposited
h:::i at the door.

At last, however, he threw away his cigar and,
walking up the steps, rang the bell. The butler
opened the door. With the deferential air of the
v.ell trained servant he bowed, took the visitor's hat
:.::I '/oat, and motioned him. toward the library.

"Y<>u will find Mr. Ralston \u2666here, sir," he said.
Dudley crossed the hall anu entered the dimly

Ighted room. Ralston was sitting staring at the
jrightly burning log fire with somber eyes. Appar-
ently he was deep in thought, for he did not notice
that anyone had entered. That instant gave Dud-
Ivy dn opportunity to look at him closely. He had
grown visibly older in the last six months, and his
face was even more gray and grim than usual.
Dudley saw no more, for the other became aware
of his presence and turned.

As he recognized who the new corner was, he rose,
:.:. :upon his face there came a smile

—
one rarely

was seen there. "Dick!" he said, advancing with
iutstretched hand.
' Yes," replied the other.
"I'm glad to see you.1

'
said Ralston cordially.

"AndI'm glad to see you," returned Dudley, "and
paused rather awkwardly.

The other observed his momentary embarrassment
and quickly covered it. "Come." he said heartily,'

sit down by the fire and have a chat. You have
teglected us shamefully. Dick, you know."
'Ihave been busy," returned Dudley as he seated

himself in a chair, "and have gone out little."
"V<ivmust have been," returned Ralston.

"'Why.
i: is at least six ... since you have been here."
'Yes." replied Dudley, "it has been at least that."
Ralston looked at him curiously. Dudley was not

r- ::':y of such few words. For a time there was
;\u25a0 '\u25a0•:-. v. Then Dudley spoke again!

It is about your sister that Ihave come to
he said slowly. "You are her guardian,

and Iwant to make her my wife. She
has told me that she loves me," he
aided; "so it is your consent alone
that is necessary."

• said no more. He did not urge
}:- :"::ness or his wealth! He did not
even look at Ralston as he spoke, but
;..-••\u25a0; steadily into the fire, nor did he
s ft that gaze when he was done.
ihere was something strangely impas-

E em his manner.
Ralston looked at him for amoment;

:-: :then he too looked into the fire.
Ihe '\u25a0 '"\u25a0'\u25a0 '•'•-s strangely still and silent.
A

•
last Ralston spoke.
\ : must pardon me. Dick." he

said with an odd constraint in his
c, "that 1 do not at once give my

c msent. Well as Iknow you- Icannot

d > that until you have told me some
things about yourself which only you
tan tell me. Irely on your honor to
triiwer mv questions truthfully."

"I promise to do that." returned
1
'
i :';\u25a0•'.', "ifIcan."

\u25a0 If you cannot," said Ralston
<. \u25a0:.• klv."\u25a0" you can never gain my con-
sent!" For the first time since he had

••\u25a0 Ihimself Dudley turned and faced
RalstonJ It seemed almost as if he
knew what the question would be and
feared jt; The other met his question-
ing gaze with a smile.
'

Y< iv see, Dick," he said with a note

almost r'f embarrassment in his voice,
*"1 love my sister dearly and want her
t '\u25a0- happy. Few women are that."
he omtinue 1;*"

very few. They are f<>r
: most part what we men make
them, and we make them sad. Now,

1 know that you are better than most
men'; but still you are a ... so
I am going to ask you to tell me if
\ \u25a0•_: have done what other men have
d ::--

—
the thing whose shadow wrecks

E :::anv women's lives
"1 am afraid 1 do not understand

-'•:\u25a0•. what you mean," said Dudley.'
Imean another woman," he an-

swered.
Dudley's face went white. This, then.

was what he had looked forand feared.
De

-
ite this, his voice w_is steady

.-\u25a0- he askea, '"What about another
v. >man

*"

\u25a0I mean to ask if there is one."
replied Ralston. "'_ »::." he went on

kly, "1 mean is there a woman
whom' you have loved and who has
loved vou

—
who perhaps still loves
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a woman whose .... -
at your deser-

tion might cast a shadow on my sister's life?"
He had asked the question easily enough, and yet

it was plain that he awaited the answer almost* in
fear. 11 seemed that something even beyond his
sister's welfare lay hidden in ii Bui

'

Dudley,
absorbed in his own thoughts, did not see this.

"That is a strange question," he said, and turned
once more and looked at the lire.

"It is upon your answer to it that my consent
depends," returned Ralston.

There was a longpause. Presently Dudley cleared
his throat."

I fear my answer can only be an ambiguous
one," he said. "Itis yes and no. There has been
another woman in my life

—
a woman who was un-

happy. Her unhappiness awakened all my pity
—

she was young and beautiful, and it was not easy
to see her .... At last in a moment of madness
Itold her that Iloved her, and she —she let me
hold her inmy arms and kiss her. Itwas thai kiss. I
think, that brought me to my senses. Ihave never
seen her since."

"Why not?" Ralston's face was white.
"She was the wife of mv friend," answered

Dudley simply.
"And that was all?" queried Ralston, turning a

piercing glance at him.
"

You willswear to me thai
that was all thai ever passed between you?"

"Yes, said Dudley, "1 willswear to it.""
But before you parted," Ralston asked, "did she

confess her love ... you?"
Dudley turned to him quickly.

"
Iscarcely see

"
he began; but Ralston interrupted him.

"Youmust answer," he declared.
Dudley was lent for a moment. "Yes," he said

at length, "she did."
A spasm of pain crossed Ralston's face. "And

you?" he inquired.
"Iwas sorry for her," said Dudley, "and was fond

of her; but thai was all."
"'Y<>v have never seen her since that time, or heard
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