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he got them. if lie forced th ? drawer or
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gtott. who Immediately acknowledged
receipt ?? u 1 at the same time am-

meed his departure for Washington

that night. He promised t> keep her
constantly informed of what he was
doing u::"l h v her father's case was

going. It could, he thought, be only a
matter of a few days now before the

result of the proceedings would he

known.
The approach of the crisis made Shlr-

ii ? > iceudingly nervous, and it was
only by the exercise of the greatest
pelf control that she did not betray the

terrible anxiety she felt. The Ryder
biography was nearly linisliod, and her

stay in Seventy-fourth street would
soon come to an end. She had a seri-

ous talk with Jefferson, who contrived
to see a good deal of lier, entirely un-
suspected by his parents, for Mr. and
Mrs. Ryder had no reason to l>elleve

»hat their son had tiny more than a
mere bowing acquaintance with the
clever young authoress. Now that Mr.
F-.igley was no longer there to spy
upon their actions these clandestine In-
terviews had been comparatively easy.
Shirley brought to U-ar all the argu-
ments she could think of to convince
Jefferson of the hopelessness of their
engagement. She insisted that she
could never IK> his wife; circumstances
over which they had no control made
that dream impossible. It were better,
she said, to part now rather than Incur
the risk of being unhappy later. But
Jefferson refused to be convinced, ne
argued and pleaded, and he even swore
?strange, desperate words that Shirley
had never heard before and which
alarmed her not a little?and the dis-
cussion ended usually by a kiss which
put Shirley completely hors de combat.

Meantime, John Ilyder had not
ceased worrying about his son. The
removal of Kate Roberts as a factor in
hLs future had not eliminated the
danger of Jefferson taking the bit be-
tween his teeth one day and contract-
ing a secret marriage with the daugh-
ter of his enemy, and when he thought
of the mere jiosslblllty of such a thing
happening he stormed and raved until
his wife, accustomed as she was to his
choleric outbursts, was thoroughly
frightened. For some time after Bag-
ley's departure, father and son got
along together fairly amicably, but Ry-
der senior was quick to see that Jef-
ferson had something on his mind
Which was worrying him, and he
rightly attributed it to his infatuation
for Miss Itossmore. He was convinced
that his son knew whero the Judge's
daughter was, although his own efforts
to discover her whereabouts had been
unsuccessful.

Sergeant Ellison had confessed abso-
lute failure. Miss Kossmore, he report-
ed, had disappeared as completely as
If the earth had swallowed her, and
further search was futile. Knowing
well his son's impulsive, headstrong
disposition, Ryder senior believed him
quite capable of marrying the girl se-
cretly any time. The only thing that
John Kyder did not know was that
Shirley Rossmore was not the kind of
a girl to allow any man to Inveigle
her Into a secret marriage. The Colos-
sus, who Judged the world's morals by
his own, was not, of course, aware of
this, und be worried night and day
thinking what he could do to prevent
his sou from marrying the daughter of
the man he had wronged.

The more he pondered over It the
more he regretted that there was not
some other girl with whom Jefferson
could fall In love and marry. He need
not sock a rich girl?there was certain-
ly enough money in the Ryder family
to provide for both. He wished they
knew a girl, for example, as attractive
and clever as Miss Green. Ah, be
thought, there was a girl who would
make a man of Jefferson?brainy, am-
bitious, active! And the more he
thought of it the more the idea grew

on him that Miss Green would be an
Ideal daughter-in-law and at the same
time snatch his son from the clutches
of the Rosstuorc woman.

Jefferson during all these v.-ecUs was
growing more and more Impatient. He
knew that auy day now Shirley might
take her departure from their house
and return to Massapequa. If the Im-
peachment proceedings went against
ber father it was more than likely that
he would lose her forever, and if, on
the contrary, the Judjre were acquitted
Shirley never would lie willing to mar-
ry him without his father's consent,
and this, he felt, lie would never ob-
tain. Ho resolved therefore to have a
final interview with bis father aud
declare boldly his intention of making
Miss Rossmore his wife regardless of
the consequences.

The opportunity came one evening
nfter dinner. Ryder senior was sitting

"JlowCare you. presume to Judge »ny ac-
tions t"

?lone la the library reading; Mrs. Ry-
der had gone to the theater with a
friend; Shirley, as usual, was writing
In her room, giving the final touches to
ber cow completed "History of the
Empire Trading Company." \u25a0 Jefferson

t( \u25a0 the t...1 ; .

eci sted 1 ji-t red jubtahle parent.
\u25a0 May I 1. ;ve a f_- .v minutes of your

ticuc, father?"
II; der senii.r laid aside the paper he

was reading and 1 joked u;>. It was
unusual for li:s so:i to come to him on
nt.\ errand, and he liked t » enejur-

"Certainly, Jeflor What Is It?"
"1 want t i >a. sir I want

you to ti ? your i:.:!i:eneo before It Is
too late to save Ju ? Itossaiore. A
word from you at this tltno would do
wonders in Washington."

The financier swung half round in his
chair, the
of his face, and his voice was hard as
he replied coldly:

"Again? I thought we had agreed
not to discuss Judge Itossmoro any fur-
ther?"

"I can't help It, sir," rejoined Jeffer-
son. undeterred by his sire's hostile at-
titude. "That poor old man Is prac-
tically on trial for his life. lie Is as
Innocent of wrongdoing as a child un-
born. and you know It. You could nave
him If you would."

"Jt'.T rs' in." answered Ryder senior,
biting Ills lip to restrain his impatience,
"I told you before that I could not In-
terfere even If I would, and 1 won't,
because that man Is my enemy. Im-
portant business Interests which you
cannot possibly know anything about,
demand his dismissal from the bench."

"Surely your business Interests don't
demand the sacrifice of a mau's life!"

retorted Jefferson. "I know modern
business methods are none too squeam-
ish, but I should think you'd draw the
line at deliberate murder!"

Ityder sprang to his feet and for a
moment stood glaring at the young
man. Ills lips moved, but no sound
came from them. Suppressed wrath
rendered him speechless. What was
the world coming to when a son could
talk to his father In this manner T

"How dare you presumo to Judge my
actions or to criticise my methods ?"

he burst out finally.
"You force me to do so," answored

Jefferson hotly. "I want to tell you

that I am heartily ashamed of this
whole affair and your connection with
It, and since you refuse to make rep-
aration in the only way possible for
the wrong you and your associates
have done Judge ltossmore?that is, by
saving him In the senate?l think It
only fair to warn you that I take back
my word In regard to not marrylug
without your consent. I want you to
know that I intend to marry Miss ltoss-
more as soon as she will consent to be-
come my wife?that is," he added, with
bitterness, "if I can succeed In over-
coming her prejudices against my fam-
ilj'"?

Ityder senior laughed contemptu-
ously.

"Prejudices against n thousand mil-
lion dollars?" he exclaimed skeptically.

"Yes," replied Jefferson decisively,
"prejudices against our family, against
you and your business practices.
Money Is not everything. Ono day you
will And that out. 1 tell you definitely
that I Intend to make Miss Rossmore
my wife."

Ityder senior made no reply, and as
Jefferson had expected an explosion,
this unnatural calm rather startled
him. He was sorry he had spoken so
harshly. It was his father, after all.

"You've forced me to defy you, fa-
ther," he added. "I'm sorry"?

Ryder senior shrugged his shoulders
and resumed his seat He litanother
cigar and with affected carelessness he
8a id:

"All right, Jeff, my boy, we'll let It
go nt that. You're sorry?so am I.
You've shown me your cards?l'll show
you mine."

Ills composed, unruffled manner
vanished. lie suddenly threw off
the mask and revealed tbo tempest
that was raging within. lie leaned
across the desk, his face convulsed
with uncontrollable passion, a terrify-
ing picture of humau wrath. Shaking
his fist at his son he shouted:

"When I get through with Judge
Rossmore at Washington, I'll start
after his daughter. This time tomor-
row he'll be a disgraced man. A week
later she will be a notorious woman.
Then we'll see Ifyou'll be so eager to
marry her!"

\u25a0rather!" cried Jefferson.
"There is sure to be something in her

life that won't bear Inspection,"
sneered Ryder. "There Is in every-
body's life. I'll find out what It Is.
Where Is she today? She can't be
found. No one knows where she is?-
not even her own mother. Something
Is wrong?the girl's no good!"

Jefferson started forward as If to
resent these insults to the woman he
loved, but, realizing that it was his
own father, he stopped short and his
hands fell powerless at his side.

"Well, Is that all?" inquired Ryder
senior, with a sneer.

"That's all," replied Jeffersou, "I'm
going. Coodby."

"Goodby," answered his father in-
differently. "I>eave your address with
your mother."

Jefferson left the room and Ryder
senior, as if exhausted by the violence
of his own outburst, sank back limp
In his chair. The crisis he dreaded
had come at last, ills son had oi>euly
defied his authority and was going to
marry the daughter of his enemy. He
must do something to prevent It; the
marriage must not take place, but what
could he do? The boy was of age anil
legally his own master. He could do
nothing to restrain his actions unless
they put him In an Insane asylum, lie
would rather see his son there, be
mused, thun married to the Rossmore
woman.

Presently there was a timid knock
at the library door. Ryder rose from
his seat ami went to see who was
there. To his surprise It was Miss
Green.

"May I collie in?" asked Shirley.
"Certainly, by all means. Sit down."
lie drew up a clialr for her, and his

manner was so cordial that It was easy
to see she was a welcome visitor.

"Mr. Ryder," sbe begau iu a low,
tremulous voice, "I have come to see
you on a very' important matter. I've
been waiting to see you all evening,
and as I shall be here only a short time
longer I want to ask you a great fa-
vor, perhaps the greatest you were
ever asked. I want to ask you for
mercy?for mercy to"?

She stopped and glanced nervously
at him, but she saw he was paying n.»
attention to what she was saying, lie
was pulling heavily at his cigar, en-
tirely preoccupied wijh his_ owu

thoughts. Her sudden silence aroused
! him. lie apologized:
j ?'« »h, excuse me! 1 didn't quite catch
' what you were saying."

She said nothing, wondering what
had happened to render him so absent-
minded. He rea<4 the question In her
face. for. turning toward her. lie ex

I claimed:
"For the first time in my life I am

i fare to face with defeat?defeat of the
' tn-»~t ignominious kind?lncapacity-in-
( ability to regulate my own internal af-

I fairs. 1 can rule a goverumeut, but 1
| can't manage my own family?my own
! son. I'm a failure. Tell me," he add-
I ed, appealing to her, "why can't I
rule my own household, why can't I
govern my own child?"

"Why can't you govern yourself?"
said Shirley quietly.

Ryder looked keenly at her for a mo-
iii. lit without answering her question;
then, as Ifprompted by a sudden Inspi-
ration, he said:

"You can help inc. but not by preach-
ing at me. This Is the first time in my
life I ever called on a living soul for
help. I'm only accustomed to deal with
men. This time there's a woman In the
case, and I need your woman's wit"?

"How can I help you?" asked Shirley.
"1 don't know," lie answered with

suppressed excitement. "As I told you,
I am up against a blank wall. I can't
see my way." He gave a nervous lit-
tle laugh and went on: "I'm ashamed
of myself?ashamed! I»ld you ever
read the fable of the Lion and the
Mouse? Well, 1 want you to gnaw
with your sharp woman's teetli at the
cords which bind the son of John Bur-
kett Ryder to this Rossruore woman. I
want you to be the mouse?to set mo
free of this disgraceful entanglement."

"How?" asked Shirley calmly.
"Ah, that's Just it?how?" he replied.

"Can't you think?you're a woman?-
you have youth, beauty?brains." He
Mopped and eyed her closely until she
reddened from the embarrassing scru-
tiny. Then he blurted out: "By Oeorge!
Marry him yourself?force him to let
go of this other woman! Why not?
Come, what do you say?"

This unexpected suggestion came
upon Shirley with all the force of a
violent shock. She immediately saw
the falseness of her position. This man
was asking for her hand for his son
under the impression that she was an-
other woman. It would be dishonora-
ble of her to keep up the deception any

longer. She passed her hand over her
face to conceal her coufuslon.

"You?you must Rive me time to
think," she stammered. "Snpi>ose I
don't love your son. I should want
something?something to coini>ensate."

"Something to compensate?" echoed
Ryder, surprised and a little discon-
certed. "Why. the boy will Inherit
millions?l don't know how many."

"No?no, not money," rejoined Shlr-
'ey. "Money only compensates those
who love money. It's something else?-
a man's honor, a man's life! It means
nothing to you."

He gazed at her, not understanding,
ruil of his own project, he had mind
for nothing else. Ignoring therefore
the question of compensation, what-
ever she might mean liy that, he con-
tinued:

"You can win him If you make up

Jour mind to. A woman with your re-
lources can blind him to auy other
woman."

"But If ho loves Judge Itossmore's
daughter?" objected Shirley.

"It's for you to make him forget her,
and you can," replied the fluander con-
fidently. "My desire Is to separate
him from this Uossniore woman at any
cost. You must help me." Ills stern-

ness relaxed somewhat, and his eyes
rested on her kindly. "Do you know, I
should be glad to think you won't have
to leave us. Mrs. Ityder has taken a
fancy to you, and I myself shall miss
you when you go."

"You ask me to be your sou's wifo
and you know nothing of my family,"
said Shirley.

"I kuow you. That Is sufficient," he
replied.

"Xo, no, you don't," returned Shirley,
"nor do you know your son. He lia9
more constancy, more strength of char-
acter, than you think aud far more
principle than you have."

"So much the greater the victory for
you," he answered good huinoredly.

"Ah," she said reproachfully, "you

do nut love your sou."
"I do love him," replied Ryder warm-

ly. "It's because I love him that I'm
such a fool In this matter. Don't you

see that If he marries this girl It would
separate us and I should lose him? I
don't want to lose him. If I welcomed
her to iny house, It would make me the
laughing stock of all my friends aud
business associates. Come, will you

Join forces with me?"
Shirley shook her head and was about

to reply when the telephone bell rang.
Ryder took up the receiver and spoke
to the butler downstairs:

"Who's that? Judge Stott? Tell
him I'm too busy to see any one.
What's that? A man's life at stake?
What's that to do with me? Tell
him"?

On hearing Stott's name, Shirley
nearly betrayed herself. She turned
pale and half started up from her chair.
Something serious must have happened
to bring her father's legal adviser to
the Ryder residence at such an hour!
She thought he was In Washington.
Could It lie that the proceedings In the
senate were ended and the result
knowu? She could hardly conceal her
anxiety and instinctively she placed
her band on Ryder's arm.

"So, Mr. Ryder, do see Judge Stott!
You must see him. I know who be is.
Your son has told me. Judge Stott Is
one of Judge Ilossmore's advisers. See
blm. You may find out something
about tho girl. You may find out
where she Is. If Jefferson finds out
you have refused to see ber father's
friend at such a critical time, It will
only make him sympathize more deep-
ly with the Rossmores, and you know
sympathy is akin to love. That's what
you want to avoid, isn't It?"

Ryder still held the telephone, hesi-
tating what to do. What she said
sounded like good sense.

"Upon my word"? he said. "You
may lie right and yet"?

"Am I to help you or not?" demand-
ed Shirley. "You said you wanted a
woman's wit"

"Yes." said Ryder, "but still"?
"Then you had better see him," sbe

said emphatically.
Ryder turned to the telephone.
"Hello, Jorklns, are you there? Show

Judge Stott up here." lie laid the re-
ceiver down and turned again to Shir-
ley. "That's one thing I don't like
about you," he said. "I allow yon to
decide agalust me, and then I agree
with you." She said uothing, and be
went on looklug at her admiringly. "I
predict that 3'ou'll bring that boy to
your feet within a mouth. I don't
know why, but I seem to feel that he
is attracted to you ulready. Thank
heaven! You haven't a lot of trouble-
some relations. I think you said you
were almost alone in the world. Don't
look so serious," he added laughing.
"Jeff is a fine fellow aud, believe me,
an excellent catch as the world goes."

Shirley raised her hand as if entreat-
lpglilni to desist., 1

?*»»», don't?don't? please! My posi

liuu is so false! You don't know Low
I a Ist' it is!" slie tried.

At that instant the library door was
thrown open and the butler appeared,
ushering lu Stott. The lawyer looked
anxious, nuil his disheveled appear-
ance indicated that he had come direct
from the train. Shirley scanned his
face narrowly in tho hoi it; that sin-
might read there what had happened,
lie walked right past her, giving no
sign nt recognition, and advanced di
lot toward Ityiler, who had risen mid
remained standing at his desk.

'Terhaps I had better go?" venturetl
Shirley. although tortured l»y anxiety
t<> hear the news from Washington.

? No," said Uyder quickly, "Judge
Stott will detain uie but a very few
moments."

Having delivered himself of this del-
icate hint, he locked towurd his visitor
as if inviting him to come to the point
as rapidly as possible.

"1 must apologize for Intruding at

this unseemly hour, sir," said Stott.
"but time Is precious. The senate
meets tomorrow to vote. If anything
is to be done for Judge Uossmore It

ii>list lie done tonight."
"I fail to see why you address your-

self to me in this matter, sir," replie.l
ltyder, with asperity.

"As Judge Uossmore's friend and
counsel," answered Stott, "I am Im-
pelled to ask your help at this critical
moment."

"The matter Is In the bauds of tho
United States senate, sir," replied Uy-
der coldly.

"They are against him!" cried Stott.
"Not one senator I've spoken to holds
out any hope for him. If he Is convict-
ed It will mean his death. Inch by
Inch his life 1s leaving him. The only
thing that can save him Is the good
news of the senate's refusal to find hlm
guilty."

Stott was talking so excitedly and
loudly tnat neither he nor Uyder heard
the low nionii that came from the

corner of the room wliere Shirley was
standing listening.

"I can do nothing." repeated Ryder
coldly, and ne turned his back and be-
gun to examine some papers lying on
his desk as If to notify the caller that
the Interview was ended, nut Stott
was not so easily discouraged, lie
went on:

"As I understand It, they will vote on
strictly party lines, and the party In
power is against him. He's a marked
man. You have the power to help
him." Heedless of Ryder's gesture of
Impatience, he continued: "When I left
his I>ed9lde tonight, sir, I promised to
return to lilin with good news. I have
told him that the senate ridicules the
charges against him. I must return to
him with good news. He Is very ill to-
night, sir." He halted for a moment
and glanced In Shirley's direction, and,
slightly raising his voice so she might
hear, he added, "Ifhe gets worse, we
shall send for his daughter."

"Where Is his daughter?" demanded
Ryder, suddenly Interested.

"She Is working In her father's In-
terests," replied Stott, and, he added
significantly, "I believe with some hope
of success."

He gave Shirley a quick, questioning
look. She nodded affirmatively. Ryder,
who had seen nothing of this byplay,
said with a sneer:

"Surely you didn't come here tonight
to tell me this';"

"No, sir, I did not." He took from
his pocket two letters?the two which
Shirley had sent him?and held them
out for Ryder's Inspection. "These let-
ters from Judge Rossmore to you," he
said, "show you to be acquainted with
the fact that he t>ought those shares as
an investment?and did not receive
them as a bribe."

When he caught sight of the letters
and he realised what they were, Ryder
changed color. Instinctively his eyes
sought the drawer on the left hand
side of his desk. In a voice that was
unnaturally calm he asked:

"Why don't you produce them before
the senate V

"It was too lute," explained Stott,
banding them to (ho financier. "I re-
ceived them ouly two days ago. But If
you come forward and declare"?

Uyder made an effort to control him-
self.

"I'lldo nothing of the kind. I refuse
to move lu the matter. That U> tlnal.
Aud now, Hlr," he added, raising Ills
voice and pointing to the letters, "I
wish to know how comes It that you
had In your (Kissession private corre-
spondence addressed to lue'r"

"That I cannot answer," replied Stott
promptly.

"l'rom whom did you receive these
letters?" demanded Uyder.

Stott was dumb, while Shirley clutch-
ed at her chair as If she would fall.
The financier repeated the question.

"I must decline to answer," replied
Stott finally.

Shirley left her place aud came slow-
ly forward. Addressing Ityder, she
said:

"1 wish to make a statement."
The financier gated at her lu astou-

Ishuient. What eould she know about
It, he wondered, and he waited with

"J'ou hat* the power to help him."

curiosity to bear what she was going
to say. But Stott Instantly realized
that she was about to take the blame
upon herself, regardless of the conse-
quences to the success of their cause.
This must be prevented at (ill hazards,
even If auother must t.O sacrificed, 80.
Interrupting her, he ua.d hastily to
Kyder:

"Judge Itossmore's life and honor
are at stake, and no false sense of del-
icacy must cause the failure of my ob-
ject to'suve him. These letters were
sent to me by?your son."

"From my son!" exclaimed Ilyder,
starting. For a moment he staggered
as If he Lad received a blow. He was
too much overcome to speak or act.
Then, recovering himself, he rang a
bell and turned to Stott with renewed
fury.

"So," he cried, "this man, this Judge
whose honor Is at stake and bis daugh-
ter, who most llkeij hvs no honor at
stake, between them have made a thief
and ajlar of my sou! I'alse fa-

uier, false to his party! And you. slf,

have the presumption to come here and

ask me to Intercede for him!" To the
butler, who entered, he said: "See If

Mr. Jefferson Is still In the house. If

be itell him I would like to see him
here at once."

The man disappeared and ltyder

strode angrily up and down the room
\u25a0v, ith the letters lu his hand. Then,

turning abruptly on Stott, lie said:
"And now, sir, I think nothing more

remains to IK; said. I shall keep these

i letters, as they are my proiierty."
"As you please. Good night, sir."

"Good night," replied Uyder, not
I<H.king up.

With a significant glance at Shirley,

who motioned to him that she might

yet succeed where he had failed, Stott

left the room. Uyder turned to Shir-
ley. Ills fierceness of manner softened

j down as he addressed the girl:

"You see what they have done to

1 uiy son" ?

I "Yes," replied Shirley, "it's the girl's
! fault. If Jefferson hadn't loved her

I ynu would have bellied the Judge. Ah.
why did they ever meet! She has
worked on his sympathy and he?he
took these letters for her sake, not to

Injure you. Oh, you must make some
allowance for him! One's sympathy
gets aroused In spite of oneself. Even
I feel sorry for these people."

"IHrti't,"replied ltyder grimly; "sym-
pathy Is often weakness. Ah, there
you are!" turning to Jefferson, who en-
tered the room at that moment.

"You sent for me, father?"
"Yes," said Uyder senior, holding up

the letters. "Have you ever seen these
letters lieforc?"

Jefferson took the letters and ex-
amined them. Then he passed them
back to his father and said frankly:

"Yes, I took them out of your desk
and sent them to Mr. Stott In the hope
they would help Judge Uossmore's
case."

Ryder restrained himself from pro-
ceeding to actual violence only with
the greatest dittlculty. Ills face grew
white as death, his lips were compress-
ed, his hands twitched convulsively,
his eyes Hashed dangerously. He took
another cigar to give the Impression
that he had himself well under con-
trol. but the violent trembling of his
hands as he lit It betrayed the terrltlc
strain he was under.

"So!" he said, "you delllierutely sac-
rificed my Interests to save this wo-
man's father?you hear him. Miss
Green? Jefferson, my boy. I think It's
time you and I had a final account-
ing."

Shirley made a motion as If about to
withdraw. He stopped her with a ges-

ture.
"Please don't go. Miss Green. As the

writer of my biography you arc suffl-
ck'utly well acquainted with my fam-
ily affairs to warraut your being pres-
ent at the epilogue. Besides, I want
an excuse for keeping my temper. Sit

down. Miss Green."
Turning to Jefferson, he went on:
"For your mother's sake, my boy. I

have overlooked your little eccentrici-
ties of character. But now we have
arrived at the parting of the way«-
you have gone too far. The oue aspect
of this business I cannot overlook Is
your willingness to sell your own fa-
ther for the sake of a woman."

"My own father," Interrupted Jef-
ferson bitterly, "would not hesitate to
sell me if his lmsluess uud political
interests warranted the sacrifice!"

Shirley uttempted the role of peace-
maker. Appealing to the younger man
she said:

"Please d«>u't talk like that, Mr. Jef-
ferson." Then she turned to Ryder
seulor: "I don't think your son quite
understands you. Mr. Ryder, and, if
you will pardon me, I don't think you
quite understand him. Ik> you re.illze
that there 1* a man's life at stake ?

that Judge Rossmore Is almost at the
point of death and that favorable news
from the senate tomorrow Is perhaps
the only thing that can save him?"

"Ah, 1 see," sneered Ryder senior.
"Judge Stott's story has aroused your
sympathy."

"Yes, I?l confess my sympathy Is
aroused. I do feel for this father
whose life Is slowly ebbing away?-
whose strength is lielng sapped hourly
by the thought of the disgrace?the In-
justice that is being done him! I do
feel for the wife of this suffering
mull!"

"Ah, It's a complete picture!" cried
Uyder mockingly. "The dying father,
the sorrowing mother?and the daugh-
ter. what is she supposed to lie doing?"

"She Is lighting for her father's life,"
cried Shirley, "and you. Mr. Jefferson,
should have pleaded- pleaded?not de-
mand* d. It's no use trying to combat
your father's will."

"She Is quite right, father. I should
have Implored you. I do so now. I
ask you for God's sake to help us!"

Uyder was grim and silent. He rose
from his seat and paced the room, puff-
ing savagely at his cigar. Then he
turned and said:

"Ills removal is a political necessity.
If lie g:ies back on the bench every
paltry Justice of the peace, every petty
ollidal will think he lias a special mis-
sion to tear down the structure that
hard work and capital have erected.
No, this man has been especially con-
spicuous In his efforts to block the
progress of amalgamated Interests."

"And so he must lie sacrificed V" cried
Shirley Indignantly.

"He Is a meddlesome man," Insisted
Uyder, "and"?

"He Is Innocent of the charges
brought against him," urged Jefferson.

"Mr. Uyder Is not considering that
point," said Shirley bitterly. "All he
can see Is that It Is necessary to put
this poor old man In the public pillory,
to set him up as a warning to others
of his class not to act In accordance
with the principles of truth and Juatlce
?not to dare to obstruct the car of Jug-
gernaut set In motion by tbo money
gods of the country!"

"Ifs the survival of the fittest, my
dear," said Uyder coldly.

"Oh," cried Shirley, making a last
appeal to the financier's heart of stone,
"use your great Influence with this
governing body for good, not evil I
Urge them to vote not In accordance
with purty policy and i>ersonal Interest,
but In accordance with their eon-
sciences?ln accordance with truth and
Justice! Ah. for God's sake, Mr. Uyder,
don't permit this foul Injustice to blot
the name of the highest tribunal In the
western world!"

Uyder laughed cynically.
"By Jove! Jeffersou, I give you cred-

it for haviug secured an eloquent ad-
vocate!"

"Suppose." went on Shirley, Ignoring
his taunting commeuts. "suppose this
daughter promises that she will never
?never see your son ag.tln?that she

will go away to some foreign country!"*
"No!" burst lu Jefferson. "Why

should she? If my father Is not man
enough to do u simple net of Justice
without bartering a woman's happiness
and his sou's happiness, let him find
comfort in his self Justification!"

Shirley, completely uuuerved, made a
move toward the door, uuable longer
to bear the struln she was under. She
totter**! as though she would _fftlj.__Uy-

! fler made a <|iiic* movement toward tils

! soli and took liii!i by the arm. Pointing

' to Shirley, he said lu a low tone:
-v.m see how the girl pleads your

' can e f>r you! She loves you, my

i boy!" Jefferson started. "Yes, K!IO
| 10.-s,"* pursued Uyder senior. "She's
worth a thousand of tile Uossmore wo-

| nulu. Make lier your wife, ami I'H"-

i "Make her my wife!" cried Jefferson

j Joyously. He stared at his parent as

! if he th.night lie hail suddenly been be-
reft of his senses.

"Make her my wife?" ho repeated In-
credulously.

"Will, what do you say?" demanded
Ryder senior.

The young man advanced toward
Shirley hands outstretched.

"Yes, yes. Shir?Miss Green, will
youV" Seeing that Shirley made no
sign, he said: "Not now, father. I will
ipeak to her later."

"No, no; tonight?at once!" Insisted
Uyder. Addressing Shirley, he went
on: "Miss Green, my son Is much af-
fected by your disinterested appeal In
his behalf. He?he?you can save him
from himself. My son wishes you?he
asks you to l»eeonie his wife! Is It not
so. Jefferson?"

"Yes, yes. my wife!" advancing again

toward Shirley.
The girl shrank back lu alarm.
"No, no, no, Mr. ltyder, I cannot; I

cannot!" she cried.
"Why not?" demanded Uyder senior

appeallngly. "Ah, don't?don't decide
hastily"?

Shirley, her face set and drawn and
keen mental distress showing In every

line of It, faced the two men. pale and
determined. The time had come to re-
veal the truth. This masquerade could
go on no longer. It was not houorablo
either to her father or to herself. Her
self respect demanded that she Inform
the financier of her true identity.

"I cannot marry your son with these
lies ujMin my lips!"* she cried. "I can-
not go on with this deception. 1 told you
you did not know who I was. who my
lieople were. My story utmut them, my
name, everything aU.ut me Is false,
every word I have uttered Is a He. a
fraud, a cheat! I would not tell you

now. but you trusted me and are will-
ing to entrust your son's future, your
family honor In my keeping, and I
can't keep back the truth from you.
Mr. ltyder. I aMI the daughter of tho
man you hate. I ain ths woman your
stui loves. 1 mil Shirley ltossinore!"

Uyder took his cigar from his lips
and rose slowly to his feet.

"You? You?" he stammered.
"Yes?yes. I am the Rossmore wo-

man! I.lsten, Mr. Ryder. Don't turn
away from me. (Jo to Washington

on liehalf of my father, and I promise
you I will never see your son again?-
never, never!"

"Ah, Shirley!" cried Jefferson, "you
don't love me!"

"Yes, Jeff, I do. CJod knows I do! But
If I must break my own heart to save
my father I will do it."

"Would you sacrifice my happiness
and your own?"

"No hnppincss can be built on lies,
Jeff. We must build on truth or our
whole house will crumble and fall. We
have deceived your father, but he will
forgive that, won't you?" she said, ap-
pealing to Ryder, "und you will go to
Washington, you will save my father's
honor, his life, you will?"

They stood lace to face?this slim,
delicate girl battling for her father's
life, arrayed against a cold blooded,
heartless, unscrupulous man, deaf to
every Impulse of human sympathy or
pity. Since this woman had deceived
him. fooled him. he would deal with
her as with every one else who crossed
his will. She i.iid her hand on his arm,
pleading with iilni. Brutally, savagely,
be thrust her aside.

"No, no, I will not!" he thuudercd.
"You have wormed yourself Into my
confidence by means of lies and deceit.
You have tricked me, fooled me to the
very limit! Oh, It Is easy to see how
you have liegulled my sou Into the fol
ly of loving you! And you?you have
the brazen effrontery to ask me to
plead for your father? No! No! No"
I.et the law tuke Its tourse, und now,
Miss Rossmore, you will please leave
my house tomorrow morning!"

Shirley stood listening to what ho
hail to say, her face white, her mouth
quivering. At last the crisis had come.
It was a tight to the tiulsh between
this man, the Incarnation of corporate
greed, and herself, representing the
fundamental principles of right and
Justice. She turned ou him In a fury:

"Ye i, 1 will leave your bouse tonight!
L>o you think l would remalu another
hour beneath (lie roof of a man who Is
as blind to Justice, as deaf to mercy,
as incapable of human sympathy, as
you are!"

S'.i?; raised her voice, and as she
stood there denouncing the man of
mo tie", her eyes flashing and her head
thrown back, she looked like some
avenging uugel defying one of the
powers of evil.

"I.eave the room!" shouted Uyder,
besl.le himself, aud pointing to the
dour.

"Father!" cried Jefferson, starting
forward lo protect the girl he loved.

"You have tricked him as you have
me!" thundered Ityder.

"It is your own vanity that has trick
ed you!" cried Shirley contemptuously.
"You lay traps for yourself and walk
Into them. You can tell every one
around you t<> lie to you. to cajole you.
to praise you. to deceive you! At least
you cannot accuse me of flattering you.
I have never fawned upon you as you
compel your family and your friends
aud your dependents to do. I have al-

ways appealed to your better nature
?y telling you the truth, and lu your
heart you know that I am speaking the
truth now."

"Go!" he cominauded.
"Yes, let us go. Shirley!" said Jeffer-

son.
"No, Jeff. I came here alone, and I'm

going alone!"
"You are not. I shall go with you.

I Intend to make you my wife!"
Uyder laughed scornfully.
"No," cried Shirley. "l»o you think

I'd marry a man whose father Is as
deep a discredit to the human race as
your father Is? No, I wouldn't marry
the sou of such a merciless tyrant! He
refuses to lift bis voice to save my fa-
ther. I refuse to marry his son?'

She turned on Uyder with all '.V
fury of a tiger:

"You think If you lived In thv ulden
days you'd lie a Caesar or an Alexan-
der. But : j »*onl«'ii't! You'd lie n

Nero?a Nero! Sink uiy seif respect to
the extent of mr.rrylug into your fam-
ily!" she exclaimed contemptuously.
"Never! I am going to Washington
without your aid. 1 am going to save
uiy father If I have to go on my knees
to every I'tilted States senator. I'll go
to the White House; I'll tell the presi-
dent what vou are! Marry jour son-
-80, tha.uk jou! No, thank you!"

Kxliaustcd I»y the vehemence of her
pussionate outburst, Shirley hurried
from the room, leaving Kyder speech-
less, staring at his sou.

[To be Continued. ]

A BLACKSMITH is always striking for
wages.

F- H. SCOTT
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FANCY ...

iGROCKRIKS
Also Flour, Feed, llay, Wheal, Oats, Ax.

IJOODS DELIVEIiEL) I'ROJII'TI.Y
Highest prices paid for Farmers' I'rociuce.

320 Fourth St. rclephoiu Main 171.
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I'! NO ONE HANDLES PRESGRIPTIONS. :
' \u2666 \u2666
; V In ou rstore but Licensed Pharmacies of

lons experience. You cannot afford to *

$ take chances in the preparation of niedi- <>

i \u2666' cine upon which depends your life. We +

o t.»ke no chances and never allow any re- V
\u2666: cipe whatever to be compounded by in-
o competent or inexperienced hands. The <.

\u2666 only drugstore in Olympia in which a *

V registered pharmacist is in attendance at *

;<*' all times. Let us till your Prescriptions.

t; B. L. HILLDRUG CO. I
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I BUY YOUR GROCERIES
w 4

FLOUR AND FEED OF +

I M.K GEORGE 1
| * |
1 Up-to-Date Grocer 1w r (*)

;'4> : And you will always get the finest quality
and lowest prices. ftjA

W Telephone Main 116. Cor. Fourth and Columbia St. $

W - _
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* *************ELECTRIC FLAT IRONS ***************

i CALL UP MAIN 23 J
| And order an ELECTRIC IPOiN on £

130 DAYS' FREE TRIAL £
£ There is no necessity of running to the hot
* stove in the furnace-like heat of your kitchen \u2666

J when you can keep cool and do better work in #

a half the time in the modern way?the electric £

% way. $

§lt costs, ordinarily, from 2c to 4c an hour to \u2666
operate the large size irons, and it costs you $

* twice this for wood. The iron costs only $4.00. \u2666
* Don't delay?order now?our new stock won't \u2666
* last long. \u2666

I OLYMFIA LIGHT & POWER CO. $

!? AllKinds of Eastern Beer
4 *

j:

i! icfiOWM'S
< \u25ba

i: Family Wine and Liquor Store
< \u25ba
< *
< > 321 MAIN STREET GOODS DELIVERED TO
< » PIIONE MAIN 12 ALL HARTS OK CITY
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? .'<*\u25a0 <4H OUIt ((it S
> £ TRY A 3! BAKING POWDER \1 &

ruwutn <

M fd- I* aqual to any of the high JJ fe-' prl««d brands. %

C Only 28 Cents a Packnije. {

| Sawuer & FllleyJ
ANl> MAIN

SlßEE^^ |^

Hii IA An f nmu mouse movin ° avo dravino

L 11111 Lul V p,anos "asolli> * ,m CARE

P 11111 II P, I | FURNACE AND DOMESTIC COAL

? 1 I l/UUIILiH 1 PLOWING AND lIARORWING
OFFICE WITH DARLING'S SHOE SO HE, - WEST Kol'RTll STREET

Phones?Ollice, li«-< 1 1133 Residence, Muck 1

| FARMERS' *MATtKI!T f
(? R. G. CAMERON, PROP. g

§ Fresh % Cured Meats J
I'oultry and Game of All lVscriptionn f)

when in season.

2 West Fourth St., next to K. of P. Hall. Phom- Main SH


