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And he had a rival. This was Abel
Joyce, also employed at the plant
Joyce did not particularly associate
with the younger crowd. He was
over thirty, a green-eye- d, ambitious
bachelor, a tyrant with those under
him, servile and politic with his su-
periors. He made himself agreeable
when he learned that Durand had
money, and condescended to ask him
to exchange checks and carry him
for a day or two.

Joyce always, squared up these
transactions reliably. Durand, how-
ever, wondered at the frequency with
which the demands came. The
amounts involved ran over a hun-
dred dollars, and generally were ask-
ed for on Monday, after Joyce had
made a run regularly down to the
city over Sunday, ostensibly to visit
some near relatives.

Joyce generally called at the Bruce
home on two special evenings of the
week. Durand found himself wel-
come two other evenings. Pretty
Maude was courteous to both, and
Durand often wondered which had
made the most progress in her re-
gard.

Ellis Bruce came to him at noon
one day with a distressing story. He
bound Durand to secrecy and then
told him that he had lost $20 in a
"friendly" game with Joyce and a
friend. He had given the latter his
I. 0. U., feared he would betray him
at the plant or at home and make
him trouble, and asked Durand to
carry him over until next pay day.

Durand looked grave at the con-
fession. He gave Ellis some good ad-
vice, deprecated his own discovery of
the gambling habits of Joyce, and
wrote out a check. He had a special
engagement with Maude that even-
ing and felt indulgent toward the
brother of the girl he loved. Durand
was amazed when Ellis came back
with the check. It was stamped
"N. S. F.," which meant not sufficient
funds on deposit to pay.

Durand hurried at once to the
bank. According to his account he

had over $500 on deposit. The teller
showed him a check that had come
from a city bank, bearing his appar-
ent signature and payable to "cur-
rency." At once Durand pronounced
it a forgery.

He took the check and noted the
skilful duplication of his handwrit-
ing, saw an officer of the bank, ar-
ranged to draw a draft on his moth-
er for a hundred dollars, gave Ellis
the loan he had asked for, and start-
ed for the city to investigate the for-
gery. It was not until he was half
way there on the train that he was
sorry that he had been so precipi
tate. What would Miss Bruce think
of his failure to keep his appoint-
ment? It was too late to worry over
that now, however.

The city bank that had cashed and
sent out the check went over the
matter with Durand, and asked an
opportunity to investigate and run
down the person who had gotten the
money. Durand forgot all about the
check the next two or three days, for
Ellis imparted to him a desolating
fact his sister Maude was engaged
to Joyce, he announced.

Durand was fairly heartbroken.
Some new developments, however,
aroused him. Two days later Ellis
came to him with a perturbed face.

"I say, Durand," he said' confiden-
tially, "Maude has made a dreadful
mistake, realizes it and is grieving
herself to death about it I hadn't
ought to tell you, but that night you
broke your engagement with her she
got piqued. Out of retaliation she
somewhat encouraged Joyce and he
hurried her into an engagement. Du-

rand" and Ellis grew eloquent
"save her."

"How can I do that?" faltered Du-
rand.

"She loves you."
"But Joyce."
"I know and you know that he is

a cad and worse. She tried to get
him to let her off the engagement
last night, and he only smiled in his
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