-

that was the law: a hard fight —the hest

man o win.
He was rendy now to face the world
with her, He was eageor to do that.

Noeither heights nor depths held any ter-
rors for him. He envied Chie—he apvied
even poor mad Hamilton.

I he could only he given another
chanee 1o do something for Marjory
-Irllli‘TiIIJlJ: that would hite into him, somne-
thing that would twist his body and maul
hitn!  IF he eonld not face 2ome serions
physical danger for her, then some greal
sueritioe

Which was precisely the opportunity
now offered him, e had been consider=
ing this ; Clrom his own personal
poiut of view. He had lonked upon it as
merely a  personal  punishment.  But,
after all, it was for her, It was for hoer
alone,  Peter plaved no part in it what-
over,  Neither did he imself. T was for
hier—for hoer! ;

Monte set his jaws, W, through Poter,
hiee could bring her happiness, then that

was all the reward he could ask for,  Tlere
wis o man who loved her, who would he
wood to her and fight hard for her.  He

was just the sort of man he could trost
her to. IF he could see them settled in
New York, as Chic and Mres, Chie were
sottlod, see thom start the brave adyven-
ture, then he wonld hayve accomplished
more than he had ever been able to ae-
complish so far.

There wis no need of thinking beyond
that point.  What hecame of his life after
that did not matter in the shghtest,
Wherever he was, he would abways know
that slur was where she bhelonged, and that
was cnotgh. He must hold fast to that
thonght,

A knoek ot his door made lom taen on
his hels.

Who's that?” he demanded.

“ts Xll_\'t"-\.h the
“Have vou gone to bed yvet?”

Monte swung open the door

“Come in, " he said.

“I thought 1'd like to talk with yvou, if

came WsWer,

it i=n't too late,” explained Peter neev-
oisly,

“Ohn the contrary, you conldn't have
PO Tore |||;|HH'1||.I:|~|}. I was I'r||<r

thinking about yvou,”

He led Peter to a chadr,

“Sit down and make vouesell comfort-
ahle”

\ ONTE |ighlm| HY n-i_u.'ll‘-‘ll-‘. satk into
=% a0 near-by ehair. and watted,

“Heatrice said she told you, " bogan Petor.

ssbe did,” answered Monte. “1d con-
sratulate you it it wouldn't be =0 man-
festly =upertluons.”

o1 didn't realize she was an old friend
of yvours.”

“I've known
Monte,

“It's wonderful to have known her as
long as that, 1 envy you.”

“TPhat'’s strange, because [ almost enyvy
you,”

Peter langhed.

“1 have a notion I'd be worricd if vou
weren't aleeady married, Covington.”

“Worried?"

“1 think Mrs, Covington must
rood deal like her.”

“She is,” admitted Monte.

450, if 1T hadn't been lueky enough to
find you already suited, you might have
given me a race.”

“You forget that the ladies themselves
have some voice in those matters,” Monte
replied slowly.

“1 have better reasons for not forgetting
that than you,” answered Peter.

Monte started.

“1 wasn't thinking of that,” he put in
quickly. “Besides, you didn't give Mar-
jory a fair chance, Her aunt had just
died, and she—well, she has learned a lot
sinee then,”

“She hos changed!" exelaimed Peter.
“[ noticed it at onees but 1 was almost
afraid to believe it.  She seems steadier

more serions.”

“Yes, "

“You've
recently "

“For the last two or three weeks,” an-
swered Monte,

her far ten vears.” said

he a

seen o good  deal of  her

You don't mind my
talking fto you abont
hop? "

SNot at all.”

“As vou're an old
friend of hers, 1 feel as
if 1 had the right,”

“Cio ahead, "

T seems to me as if
she had suddenly grown
from a girl to a woman.
I suw the woman in hor
all the time, T it was
to her 1 ospoko hofore.
Mayhe, s you said, the
won wasn't  quite
remdy.”

ST sure of i, "

“You speak with con-
vietion.”

“As L otold you, 'yve
come to know her bhet-
ter these last few weelks
than ever hefore. 've
Lad o chanee to study
her, She's had achanee,
ton, to study —other
men, There's been one
in particular

Peter steaightened a
hit.,

“One in particular?”
lie deranded aggress-
vl

“Nooone von need
have any fear of,” re-
plicd  Monte.  “ln a
way, it's hoeause of him
that your own chaneces
have mnproved.,”

“How!"

“1t has miven her
AN opportanity to eoni-
prLre i with _\'|r|l<“

“Are vou at liberety
to tell me about him?”

“Yes; | think 1 have
that  right,”  replied
Monte.  “I'lIl not be
violating  any  confi-
denees, hecause what 1
kunow about him | know
from the man himself.
Fuethermore, it was |
who introduaced him to
her, ™

“Oh —a friend of
vours,”
“Not a friend,

oxnetly; an aequaint-
ance of long standing
would e more aceu-
rate. 've heenin touch
with him all my life,
but it's only lately
['ve felt that 1 was
really getting to know
him, "
Is he here in Niee
now!" inquired Peter,
“No," answered
Monte slowly. “He
went away a little while ago,

He went

suddenly ~God knows where. 1 don't
think he will ever come back,”
“Yourcan't help pityving  the  poor

ll('\ il. 3

“But he wasn't good enough for her,
[t was his own fault too, so he isn't de-
serving even of pity,”

“Probably that makes it all the harder.
What was the matter with him?”

“He was one of the kind we spoke of
the other night —the kind who always sits
in the grand-stand instead of getting into
the game,”

“Pardon me if U'm wrong, but —I
thought you spoke rather sympathetieally
of that kind the other night.”

“I was probably reflecting his views,”
Monte parried,

“That aceounts for it,” returned Peter.
*Somehow, it didn't sound consistent in
vou. [ wish T eould see your face, Cov-
ington,”

“Marjory liked this fellow well enough
beeause —well, because he looked more or
less like a man.  He was big physically,
amd all that. Besides, his ancestors were
all men, and 1 suppose they handed down
something.”

*What was his pame?”

“1 think I'd rather not tell vou that.
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T s soon as we're orer the ll_lhfl\' prert

"As

“The divoree?’

soon as we're over that everything awcill he all vight again,'”

[t's of no importance. This is all strietly
in confidence.”

“T understand, ”

“So she let herself see a good deal of
him. He was able to amuse her. That
kind of fellow generally can entertain a
woiman, In taet, that is about all they
are good for. She had had a hard time of
it, and wanted a bit of amusement. May-
e she fancied that was all she ever
wanted; but —well, there was more in her
than she knew herself,”

*A thousand times
Peter.

“She found it out. Perhaps, after all,
this fellow served his purpose in helping
her to vealize that.”

“Perhaps.”

“So, after that, he left

“And he cared for hee?”

more!” exelaimed

*Yes,”
“Poor deyvil!”
“Todon't know.” mused Monte,  “He

seemed, on the whole, eather glad that he
had been able to do that mueh for her.”

“1'd like to o meet that man some day.
I have a notion there is more in him than
vou give him eredit for, Covington.”

=1 doubt it.

A man who would give her up

“she's the sort of woman a man would

wunt to do his level best for,” broke in
Monte. *If that meant giving her up,—
it the fellow felt he wasn't big enough for
lier, —then he couldn’t do anything else,
could he!"

“The kind big enough to consider that
would be big enough for her,” declared
Peter.,

Monte drew a quick breath.

“1 think he would like to hear that.
You see. it's the first real sacrifice he ever
undertook.”

“It may be the making of him.”

“Perhaps,”

“He'll always have her before him as an
ideal. When you eome in touch with such
a woman as she —you can’t lose, Coving-
ton, no matter how things turn out.”

“I'll tell him that too.”

“It's what I tell myself over and over
again. To=day —well, 1 had an idea there
must be s=ome one il'l the iull'k:{l'nllnll of
her life 1 didn't know about.”

“You'd better get that out of vour head,
This man isn't even in the background,
Noyes,”

“I'monot so sure, [ thought she seemed
worried. | tried to make her tell me. but
she only laughed. She'd face death with
a smiile, that woman, [ got to thinking

P I 1!



