
governor shook his head as he
watched him pass through the
doorway.

As a matter of fact, Philips
Graves was deeply moved, but for
all that he had not the least in-

tention of returning home. Dur-
ing his period of imprisonment he
had been thoroughly initiated in-

to the possibilities of crime by his
fellow convicts. He would have
liked to himself in the
favor of his fellow citteens, but
the' idea seemed laughable. His
old, mother in Mapleton was
doubtless able to exist without
him; his sistefs held good posi-

tions and could'tak'e eare of her.
He took the tram to the capital
and spent his money in two days'

living.
The second evening found him

penniless. It was cold and dis-

mally wet, ,and the long tramp
through the dismal suburbs had
not raised his spirits. He sat
down on the sidewalk and buried
his head in his hands. That was
the first time he had ever serious-
ly considered the future.

"Forging's a mutt's game,"
one of the other prisoners had
told him soon after he Was
brought to the jail. "Take my
tip, lad, cracking a crib's the only
thing worth while. Why, all
you've got to do is to walk in
when the lights are out, take your
pick, and walk out again. But
say don't carrya gun, for that
don't pay. Just trust to your legs
if you have to get away quick."

A middle-age- d man in a well-ma-

suit, and bearing all the
marks of prosperity, hurried by,

not casting a glance at the ict

at his feet. Graves rose
and followed him. At the end of
the street was a long country
lane, with finely-buil- t, scattered
houses lining it, each in its gar-
den. The man turned into one
and let himself into the home
with a key. Graves watched him.
Then he felt in his pockets. At
the bottom of one, hitherto over-

looked by hinv, was a dime.
Graves knew where he could get
all the-whis-

ky he jranted for a
dime if he chose the time when
the bartender was not looking "his

way. He went there.
"Take you fill, boy;" said the

bartender good-naturedl- y, look-

ing round just at the least ap-

propriate time. "I gues,e bu need
ifon. a night like this. And it's
New"Year's eve," he added. "I
guess this'll be your las,t drink for
a while eh?" r

Graves tossed off the fiery
liquid, set down the glass, and
went out. New-Year- 's eve! He
had not thought of that. This
was the evening for making good
resolutions. The recording angel
was writing the' title at the head
of a new page of life. What rec-
ord would his page show this
time next year?

He walked the streets until his
head swam from the liquor. It
was very dark and the rain fell
steadily. Graves was wet to the
skin. He walked an immeasur-
able time, until at last, looking
up, he saw the house into which
the prosperous man had entered.

A flame of anger burned in his
heart, hotter than the fire in his


