
THE MAGIC OF DUTY
By Victor Redcliffe

Vance Waldren gave up a good po-

sition in New York city and hurried
to Chicago, after receiving a letter
from a friend of his only living rela-
tive, Peter Bond, to the effect that
the old man was slowly fading away
and longed for and needed friendly
attention.

It was stated that Mr. Bond might
live for a year, but was in poor cir-
cumstances and unable to earn any-
thing. That was what roused up the
true manhood in Vance. When he
had first started in life Mr. Bond had
some means and generously provided
for him while he got well on his feet
Now that conditions seemed to have
changed, Vance felt a sense of duty
that impelled him to hasten to the
succor of his aged relative.

He was distressed when he arrived
at the home of his uncle. He found
him living alone on the main floor of
a great rambling structure located
on an alley. It was fronted where a
street once had been, now occupied
by the elevated tracks of a steam
road and backed up to the high rear
back of a great factory, isolated and
shut in from all traffic and with only
a narrow pathway leading frfom the
public street

The old man was well-nig- h help-
less and he welcomed his nephew
with a wan, but glad smile.

"You seem pretty well shut in
here, uncle," spoke Vance.

"Progress, you see!" explained
Mr. Bond, with a bitter tinge in his
tones. "Invested my all in this prop-
erty and had it all rented. The rail-
road got the street condemned and
cut off all ingress or egress. They
offered me a trifle for the property,
which I refused. Then they con-
demned the right-of-w- and my
tenants left me. That's the sad story

my ruined possession."
"Well, I've come to help you
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through, uncle," declared Vance
cheerily. "I have a little money
saved up. As soon as you get well
and I can go to work I can earn
some more and we are going to get
on famously."

"You good fellow!" murmured Un-
cle Peter brokenly and with fervor,
the tears springing to his eyes. "It
has been fight, fight, fight the soul-
less corporation for the last five
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"It's Mine, if You Please. It Fell Out
years and no result, and what I can
leave you is a mere shell, for I have
only a leasehold here. But I think
in after years heaven will reward you
for sacrificing your youth, work and
comfort for a wretched old man, who
has no particular claim on you."

"Old!" derided Vance buoyantly,
"why, you're barely 50. Wretched!
I'll have you laughing like a glee club
in a week. Claim? you forget that
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