nted
Tom was pride—his life, bone J
sinew of himself! But those black chim.
~hmeys were mors than life. His stern
mid swept over its past. He was young- ,
er than Tom, hardly more than & boy
when his ghance came, 23 that spring—
too poor to marry—hardly more than a
day laborer in the Trowbridge “Construc-
tion Company. Looking shead it had

lingered & minute on the sturdy form.
"Well. I'll go on. The game opsns at 4 that fllled
and I'm in on the firet round” came.
“Isn't Bue going with you?™ find
“She’s bringing mother later™ . then on the committee of public building,
“I thought she played with you™ The and
keen ayes regarded him. The younger
face flushed a little.
“They put Miss Wilson on in her place
—at the last minute.”

“AR! The man's volce held it with a
satisfied nod. “She plays a good game?™
“Best there is! We're sure to win!™
The older man's gase turned away.
Through the bars and the wire screening
of the bank window the trees in the park
showed grees. A moisture was In the
air, a clear, liquid shining after three
days of rain, and the stirring leaves
glittered In it freshly. The horn rimmed
spectacles dwelt on the glimmering
leaves & minute. Then they turned to the

young man.
“I must manage to get there in thme
to see you win,” he sald with a smile.
“That's right! Those can wait.” He
moved an impatient hand to the papers.
The older man lifted one and opaned it
“Burnham's in tewn,” he said casually.
The other turned quickly.
“The examiner?™ he demanded. His

embankment and a new bridge came sud-
denly before them—chairman of the com-
_mittes, with practically unlimited power.

Bix months later he had married Mary
Everett. Within & year the bridge and
embankment were umder way and the
chimney of his first foundry was rising
in the air. Then Tom was born and life
surged forward.

Every move of the game since had been
played with Integrity and pride. He had
not decelved himself as to the nature of
that first transaction. He could call a
spade a spade. There had been no bribe
offered or taken for the placing of the
contract with the Trowbridge Construc-
tion Company, but he knew that who-
ever managed the glection that made him
counciiman, whoever placed him at the
head of the bulldiag committes expected
the contract to go td the company—and
they got it! He had resigmed his position
when he was made couhcilman and he
did not go back to them. But when the
deal was over and the bridge finished he
father laughed. owned a block of stoek im the reorgan-

“There isn't any other Bumhn'n for us, 1sed company. The stock bullt his foun-
is there—except Burnham, the examiner?™ dry.

“He's mot due till the tenth!" swiftly. He was a clean tool that they used .for

“Wants to catch us probably.” The their dirty work. He had never flinched
bank president chuckled quietly at his from [t or deceived himself about it
joke. His eye was absorbed in the paper But from that day to this his record was
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in his band. clean. was not & page he fegred
The young man hesitated 2 minute and to lh.': te any ﬂ‘n.. The construction
turned away. He passed into the outer pany had d ‘out of existence,

some of the membera died, others moved
away. There was no one now to accuse
him. Today Carter Baldwin's word was
as good as his bond

And in the room outside, the doér of
the big safe stodd open.

He stared into the greenness. Great
welts stood on his forehead. The whole
glanced at the empty room and at the face was drawn and contorted. Across I$
preoccupled teller. ) swept the battle of Carter Baldwin's

“Tom gone?™ soul. For twenty-four years he had held

The teller looked up, his finger om & alcof from every form of questionable
humber, and nodded. business. Truth and falr dealing had

Carter Baldwin passed om to the safe, become & kind of passion with him in his

But at the open deor something stayed growing business—as if by cumulative
him. He stood s moment staring in. striving he might blot out that Arst
The horn rimmed spectacles held their hideous mistake—and now he had looked
steady gaze. Then he turned and went into the open door of his safe. He could
slowly toward his room. He glanced at keep Tom from prison., or he could pre-
the teller in passing. The bowed head serve his own Integrity. He could not
was lost in its figures. have both,

“If my son comes in tell him I want te A grim smile touched the contorted
see him & minute, please.” lips at the trick life played him. It was

The bowed head mumbled respectfully Tom who had justified everything for
and Carter Baldwin passed on to his him. When consclience had whispered
room and closed the door. that he hould confess the wrong he had

He stood staring before him. Through done, and stand unashamed before men
the windows the wet leaves glimmered at with the burdem of his early guilt con.
him. The gaze of the horm rimmed fessed, it was the sight of Tom moving
wlasses seemed to plerce the greenness, with careless freedom the equal of any
staring through it to something unseen, man he met that stayed him. And when
unbelievable, behind the swaying leaves. with his deepening love of truth and fair
A sound In the outer room caught his dealing came an almost burning desire
car and he moved swiftly to his desk to confess and clear his soul of gujlt, it
and sat down. was the thought of Tom that made him

The door opened quietly. Tom's face pause. Burely. a son like that justified it
looked in, smiling. all. His wife and daughter, his house

“Did you want me, dad?™ T on the hill, his foundry on the plain,

Carter Baldwin's hand, resting on the feeding & thousand mouths, his jron
ledge of the deak., trembled Ilike the without flaw, his business with countiess
leaves through the barred window. He ramifications—but most of all his son!
moved it to his kaee out of sight below d any one believe that all these did
the desk. not balarnce that first ignorant offense of

“You haven't gome? . youth? The boy's rights, too, must be

“I stopped to sea that sverything's In considered. It was unfair to saddle him
order for Burmmham." The limpid gase with & past finished befors he was born
met his father's clearly. —almost.

room and paused at his desk, fussing at
trifies with absent gaze. After s minute
he crossed te the open door of the big
safe and disappeared inside. The assist-
ant teller cashed a check for a customer
and returned to his column of figures.
The door of the president's room opened
and Carter Baldwin came out. He

The girl came in, radiant. 'She glanced from one to the other, smiling quizzically. “Do I suit you?”

“To bad! T ecouldn’t stay for you, sir?™ *“The examiner—after hours'™ money that was building the foundry,
The president smiled. "“Not this time, *“Yes. He is crowding all his work she had never talked business. She with-
Enright. Thank you." into & week. He wants to take his wife drew imte herself. She left him to go
The man nodded. “Glad to do IL™ He away. She has been (IL" his way alone. And the personal allew-
passed into the clear light. " - “Toa bad! I remember her—Edith Cot- ance he placed to her credit in the bank
The president's eyes followed him. He trell. They were married the same year remained there, almost untouched. For
stepped to the door and looked out. The We Were—you remember? the house and for the children she spent
street was deserted except for a ear or He nodded. “Ninety.four." his money freely. ®* ® * He had never
two standing at the curb., When he 8he locked about the high vaulted been sure.
turned back he closed the door behind room with snothef quiet glance. + Bhe turned her eves to him.
him. He crossed to the safe and went in, “You will miss the game,” she said. What is it Carter™
switching on the light. The deposit “Yes." His voice was absent. He was At 19 : e 5
boxes of the two banks stood on opposite st ing his wife's face. Wauld she tell The question hunz on & breath.
sides of the safe confronting him, the him to leave the papers there where ha Then be looked at her.

The older man laughed gruffly. “No
need of that. was there™

“Of ecourse not. Only his coming out
of time so made me wonder If everything
was all right."

“You didn't discover anything much out
of the way, I suppose?™ The words wers
dry amnd the som's laugh echoed It hap-
pily. .

“Not much! Every paper's in place.
Every security solid. It was absurd, but
I really feit mervous—a kind of panic”
He smiled at him. P

The man® returned the smile.

“I understand, Tom. I've been young
myself. Better go along now, hadn't
you?™

“Yes, I'm oft.”

But his father detained him. He was
Ic;:km‘ at the dancing wet leaves oute
slge.

“I'd go by the hill road iIf I were you.™
. "\.Iﬂu'!"‘ He stopped. “It's twice ks
ar.

“Yes—" hesitating. *"But 1 don't like
the bridge—after these heavy rains—and
]r:;;-rtho touring car. Better go by the

The son stared. “The bridge is safe—
solid as rock, lam't it? That concrete has
weathered worse floods than this. How
long has it been thers anyway—old as
the hill, lsn't it?" He laughed easily.

Carter Baldwin's eyes plerced the glim-
mering outside.

And standing in his window, gazing
into the green trees, Carter Baldwin saw
in a sudden blinding flash
soul of his boy receive its burden,
he saw Tom's back Im the open vault,
bent to place the papers in the box where
the examiner would find them when he

What & fool he had been—not to see
that it could be done—not to see how

And how long had it been going on?
A year? Two years—three—perhaps ever
since the trustees made Tom Baldwin
joint cashler of the two banks under the
same roof. The Institution of Savings,
established for the employes of the foun-
and the First National
Trowbridge, that carried the accounts of
the prinmcipal business interests of the
district, There had been no demur at
Tom's youth, Carter Baldwin's boy could
be trusted—as his father and bondsman

it became—to take
the bonds of “ane bank and sell them.
And only when the bank examiner was
due—to replace them with
from the other box until the examiner
had come and gone, then return them to
their own compartment. A child could
Carter Baldwin turned blindly
from the window.

The talephél; was ringing. He took it

“Yes—the' First National. O, Mr. Burn-

He hung up the recsiver
the blank walls of his
apd twenty minutes

savings bank on the left, the First Na-
tional on the right. He opened the one
on the right and ran through the securi-
ties. Then he turned to the left. It was
as he thought—a whole block of securi-
ties lacking—transferred bodily to the
other box. He stood looking down at it.

What a child's trick! How simple—
and effective! And it never occurred to
him it could be done. It had never oc-
curred to any ope—except Toml!

The perspiration stood on his forehead
in the close vault. He wiped it away
impatiently. He counted the amount of
the securities—forty thousand dollars,
He well knew which they were and In
which box they belonged. But Burnham
would mot know. He would not even
suspéct anything was wrong! What
carelessness on the part of the State—to
permit two banks under one roof. both
securities Is one vault, and one man
cashier, with free, unquestioned accesa to
them! The temptation fairly thrust itself
at & man, when once it was seen! The
law ought to make such a state of things
impossible! )

He felt a vague Irritation at the law
and at legislators who permitted this
thing to come to pass. No one had seen
that it could be done—no one but Tom!
He smiled grimly. His son was not a
fool!

He held the papers in his hand, frown-
ing down at them uncertainly—If he re-
placed them in the box at the right there
would be time—even If Burnham came
therq would be time. He could cover
the deficit—but he must have -time to
turn things .over. Tom in prison. He
whirled about. Same one was at the
Buter door, trying it.

He thrust the papers inte the box on
the right and stepped from the vault,

Behind the closed door he saw a face
peering in through the glass. b

He hastened to it and threw it open

“Why, Mary! I thought you were at
the clubl™ He drew down the shade on |

-the glass door as he let her in.

B8he came In slowly, looking about
with a Smile. -

*“S8us and I waited. We thought jou
would go with us—after banking hours.™

His was expressionless. T have

-

had thrust them a minute ago? Tell him
to give the boy & chance—not to condemn
him unhcard? He looked again at her
quiet face. His glanes fell. He dared
not put the question. He had never been
certain of his wife. How much had she
suspecied twenty-five years ago—when
he built the foundry? He had never besn
sure.

The silence of the bank lay between
them. . ’

He opened his lips.

“Do you know what your bank balan
is?" he aaked slowly. v

Bhe shook her head. *“I have not mo-
ticed—for a long time” He fancied her
face in the dim light was a little pale.

“] moticed the first of the month. You
have sixty-three thousand to your credit.™

A little sound like a sigh escaped her
lips. Bhe did not speak.

“Of course it is nonsense to carry an
account like that We only give you 4
.per cent. I have invested it for you im
Victory bonds. They are in your deposit
box, 1 put them thers whem I had the
key last week."

She was looking at him ss §f pussied
that he should be telling her this.

_ “They pay better interest fhan the
bank,” he added quickly, “and they're
quite as safe!” He smiled grimly. “You
can have the money any time you want
it, you know.” He locked at her in-
quiringly.

She hook her head. g :

“Let it lie.” Then after & minute—"1
have told you—I do moet feel that the
money belongs to me.”

“It is your personal allowance—to
spend as youw please.” He looked with a
little dissatisfaction at her plain gray
dress. Yet he could not help seeing that
its very plainness gave on to the
quiet, almost aweetic look in her face.

*I do not need it" ghe sald, as if fol
lowing his thoughf . ;

“I might like the loan of it for 8 few

f you have the key with you™

“Tom's in trouble.” he said quietly.

She leaned forward with parted lips—

“Tom! ©O!" Her hands unclasped and
legped to him.

“What has he done?™ The quiet of her
face was broken.

“Misagpropriation of funds. Stealing's
another mame for it"” His volce was
harsh.

“How much is it?

“Do you mean—you would shield him™

“0, I dont know! Could 1T™

“Yes,” He looked at her with deep
eyes. “Yes, we can shield him.” He
sald it gentiy.

“We can take his sin on ourselves™

She leaned forward. “You mean Yyou
will let them think— TYou will say you
took it?T* Her look flooded him.

He met it with a slow smile. “Do you
think anyone would—belleve me™

“No—O, no!” Bhe sank back with &
catch in her breath. *“No ome “would be-
lleve you could steal!” She laughed &
little bitterly.

“They would only say I was trying to

shield the boy.” He spoke dispassion-
atply.
“Then how can we—take his sin om
ourselves? She reached out her hands
to him. “1 will do it gladly!™ she whis.
pered. "

“And 1" he responded. He was looking
at her with desap eyes.

“Then what is it? ' What must we do?™
She glanced at the curtained door., “He
will be here.” She moved anxlously.

“Not till 5" said Carter Baldwin. He
§ot up aimlessly, as if to free himself.

“We must change the securities before
Burnham comes.” He glanced at the

clock.

“And he will not know?"

“He will not know, No one will ever
know—but you and me—and Tom.”

She stared, bewildered.

.“But you said—T"

“That we would take it om ourselves.
Dop't you see, Mary. that I am s ariminal
»a worse criminal than Tam—If I shijeld
him? 1 am presideat of the bank. They
trust—"

He broke off and the bank becams still.
Down the street they could hear the
whirring of & motor coming mear. Bhe

i

Her eyes surveyed her proudly
—her gentie face, her clothes
worn with the sase wealth. And sud-
‘demly he saw that the clothes she wore
could mot have been bought with the
allowance he made her, generous as it
-:.'r—mhn-mumm.

was looking st him and smiling

Do I suit you™ -
breath and laughed swkwardly. She was
all right Whatever Tom had done for
her, she had taken with sisterly freedom.
Bhe did mot guess how the monmey

was
“Tou're all right!™ he repeated *“Run
along. You will miss the game.™

“But aren't you comiag?™T™

He shook his head, “Affairs of siate
Yeu snd mother go om together.”

Bhe turned to her mother.

But the woman was not looking at her.
Har ayes were on ber husband's face,
and thare was an eager lock in themn—
a8 if & young girl waked from sleep and
.'I-wm-tlu“-
‘She bemt to him.

“I think T will stay with you, Carter™
Bhe spoke bhalf pleadingly.

“All right™ The tons was carciess
“Run along, Bue. TYou'll probably over.
take Earight. You cam give him = Ift”

wouldn't have waited—If I had known™

“We didn't know ourselves, child!™ said
the mother. “Your father had to stay—
for business.™ .

“But you could come™

The woman shook her hesd—ihe trem-
ulous smile still played on her lipa - 1
think T will stay with father" she sald.

The door closed behind the girl. and the
high cool stillness of the bank was
around them. He glanced at the clock—
ten minutes to five

She stirred. “You said you wanted my
bonds. ™

Ehe opened her purse and teak out &
emall flat key. and held it te him.

He eyed it grimiy. He glanced again
at the clock.

“It will pot take long™ she urged.

“Neo, It ls simple™ His lips wers dry.
He moistened them. “We'll put your
bonds—§40,000 worth—in the box of the
First National securities and return &
block of stock to the Baviangs box where
it belongs. Then everything ls straight
—when Burmham comea™ He looked at
her with set lips

“ls It—as simple as that™ Fhe half
whispered the words in the smpty room.

He nodded. "Tom has bean doing N
right along. Only he has spent the ferty
thouand you will put back. It's been
missing from one box or the ather. You
will met lose your momey——" he added
harshly after & mipute 1 shall make It
up to you—when | have lime Lo turs
things over.”

Ehe put it aside. impatient. “He must
have his chance!™ A look of sternness
crosped her face, blotting out its gentle
sweetness. Her eyes met his in & long,
full look.

“He must have his chance.” She re-
peated slowly. “He never had & chamce™
She was breathing quickly.

He came closer to her, his eyes heolding
her burning gase.

“What do you mean™ he asked hoarse-
ly.

“He wasz concelved In smin! You—oo™
Ehe looked off, covering her face with
her hands.

He sat down beside her. A great bur-
den seemed lifted from him.

“Mary.” he spoke softly. “Tou knew
—all these yYears—you have kmown!™

There were only low, trembling sobs ia
the stiliness of the bank.

“I have tried “gshe lifted her face
“f—I have tried—I have shielded him
from temptations of every kind—bat 1
always knew that some day——" Bhe
moved & hand to the open door of the
vault. Her lifted face worked flercely

“He was doomed from the fArst’™ she
breathed. “O—he had & right to an hen-
est life!™

The man's face was gray.

“Listen Mary." He reached a hand and
laid It on her trembling omes. “You be-
lieve 1 am honest now?™

She looked up at him—far into the
hora rimmed spectacies—Iar back inte
the gaze that did not shrink from hers
She nodded with parted lips

“Yes, you are honest now—and my boy
is—a thief!™ The word wrenched from
her.

“But—if we save him?™
quietly.

“Tou mean™

“Suppose we do mot replace the momey?
Give him his chance to take hiz sin on
his own shoulders—and bear IL." The
leok of stern justice on his face trans-
figured it

Bhe gased up at it, breathless.

“1 would save him! Give him the
chance his father, missed.” Thers was
sadness now (n the sternness. and &
longing in the eyes gazing into herl

“Yeu have your money!™ The bitter-
ness of years flung it at him.

“I lost you. Mary! Do you think that
means nothing to me? 1 have not known
rest. T could mot reach you. The goid
plled up between wu He broks off
harshly. “Never mind me. We must
think for Tom=—aow.™

But she was moving nearer teo him.
Her hand reached out, almet timidly.

*“l did not know—I thought you cared
for meney-——and your success—and I was
lonely!™ She broke down. Her face was
on his shoulder. "

Hizs arms were around her. He held
her to him. The minutes on the clock
ticked past

He looked up. A shadow touched the
curtained glasg of the door. A hand was
on the kmob. He glanced at the clock.
Five minutes past the hour. He got up
slowly.

His life's integrity had been gwept
away in the breath of love. They had
not spoken after his arms cloged around
her—but he knew that his will was hers
Smething greater than justice or intes.
rity must save the boy. The securities
were In the box where Tom had placed
then.
hand

He walted

He opened the door with guiet

The young man standing om the stap,
his Back to the door, wheeled about

“Why dad!’ You look as if you had
seen & ghost!” He laughed and gplanced
past him toward hisz mether sitting in
the dim roem.

“What's up™ he aaked quickly. A @le=
turbed look crossed his face.

*Why did you come back. Tom™ WHis

-
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