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hE MOUSE.

By CHARLES KLEIN.
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Ryder seuior laid aside the paper he

s reading and lboked up. 1t was
unusu w* hiis son to come to him on
any errand, and he 1,.\\1 to encour-

What Is 1t?"”

“Certainly, Jeffer

“I want tv app >0, sir. T want
you to use your iut'uence before it is
too late to save Julsl: Rossmore. A

wor -l from you :.t this time would do
wonders in Wa rton.”

'lu.- finanei iz half round in his
chair, the ting faded out
and his voice was hard as
h-- replied coldly:

‘Again? 1 thou _,.v' we had agreed
not to discuss Judge Rossmore any fur-
ther?"”

“I cau't help it, sir,” rejolned Jeffer-

il

| son. undeterred by his sire’s hostile at-

| born, and you know it.

10Wn

The approach of the crists made Shir-
lev cxceedlngly nervous, il it was
only by the exe xl‘\-- of t!n- greatest
ra-If« v.'rr J] that she did not betray the
terrible anxiety \“ felt. The Ryder |
blography was nearly tinished, and her |
stay in Seventy-fourth street would

goon comme to an end. She had a seri-
ous talk with Jefferson, who contrived
to sce n good deal of her, entirely un-
suspected by his parents, for Mr. and
Mrs. Ryder had no reason to belleve
dat thelr son had any more than a
mere bowing acquaintance with the

elever young authoress. Now that Mr.
Puagley was no longer there to spy

upon thelr actlons these clandestine in-
terviews had been comparatively easy.
Shirley brought to bear all the argu-
ments she could think of to convince
Jefferson of the hopelessness of their
engagement. She insisted that she
could never be 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. He
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 Ryder had not
ceased worrying about his son. The
removal of Kate Roberts as a factor in
his 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 possibility 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 Rossmore. He was convinced
that his son knew where the judge's
daughter was, although his own efforts
to discover her whereabouts had been
unsuccessful.

Sergeant Ellison had confessed abso-
lute failure. Miss Rossmore, he report-
ed, had disappeared as completely as
if the earth had swallowed her, and
further scarch 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 Ryder did not know was that
8hirley Rossmore was not the kind of
a girl to allow any man to inveigle
her into a sccret marriage. The Colos-
sus, who judged the world’s morals by
his own, was not, of course, aware of
this, and he worried night and day
thinking what he could do to prevent
his son 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 seek 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, he
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 Rossmore woman.

Jefferson during all these weeks was
growing more and more impatient. He
kpew that any day now Shirley might
take bher departure from their house
and return to Massapequa. If the im-
peachment proceedings went against
her father it was more than likely that
he would lose her forever, and if, on
the contrary, the judge were acquitted
8hirley never would be willing to mar-
ry him without his father’s consent,
and this, he felt, he would never ob-
taln. Iie resolved therefore to have a
final interview with hls father and
declare boldly his intention of making
Miss Rossmore his wife regardless of
the consequences.

The opportunity came one evening
after dinner. Ryder senifor was sitting

“How darc you presume to Judge my ac-
tions?"
alone {n the library reading; Mrs. Ry-
der had gone to the theater with a
triend; Shirley, as usual, was writing
in ber room, giving the final touches to
ber pow completed “History of the
Emplre Tradiug Company.” * Jefferson

Pt
biting

titude. *“That poor old man 13 prac-
tically on trial for his life. Ile is as
[ innocent of wrongdoing as a child un-
You could save
him If you would.”

“JoTorson,” answered Ryder senior,
his lip to restrain his impatlence,
“I told you before that I could not in-
terfere even If T would, and I 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 man's life!"
retorted Jefferson. *I know modern
business methods are none too squeam-
ish, but I should think you'd draw the
llne at deliberate murder!”

Ryder sprang to his feet and for a
moment stood glaring at the young
man. His 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?

“How dare you presume to judge my
actions or to criticlse my meibods?"”
he burst out finally.

“You force me to do so,” answaored
Jefferson hotly. “I want to teil you
that I am heartily ashamed of thls
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 Rossmore—that is, by
saving him in the senate—I think it
only falr to warn you that I take back
my word in regard to not marrying
without your consent. I want you to
know that I intend to marry Miss Ross-
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-
"yu__

Ryder senior
ously.

“Prejudices against a thousand mil-
lon dollars?’ he exclaimed skeptically.

“Yes," replied Jefferson decisively,
“prejudices agalnst our famlily, against
you and your business practices.
Money is not everythinz. One day you
will find that out. 1 tell you definitely
that I intend to make Miss Rossmore
my wife.”

Ryder senfor made no reply, and as
Jefferson had expected an explosion,
this unnatural calm rather startled
bim. 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 senlor shrugged his shoulders
and resumed his seat. He lit another
cigar and with affected carelessness he
said:

“All right, Jeff, my boy, we’ll let it
go &t that. You're sorry—so am I.
You’ve shown me your carde—I'll show
you mine.”

His composed, unrufiied manner
vanished. He suddenly fthrew off
the mask and revealed tbo tempest
that was raging within. He leaned
across the desk, his face convulsed
with uncontrollable passion, a terrify-
ing picture of human 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 if you'll be so eager to
marry her!”

-rather!” crlea jefferson.

“There is sure to be something in her
life that won't bear inspection,”
sneered Ryder. “There is in every-
body’s life. TI'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
senfor, with a sneer.

“That’s all,” replied Jefferson, “I'm
going. Goodby.”

“Goodby,” answered his father in-
differently. “Leave your address with
your mother.”

Jefferson left the room and Ryder
senjor, as if exhausted by the violence
of his own outburst, sank back lmp
in his chair. The crisis he dreaded
had come at last. His son had openly
defied his authority and was golng 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 and
legally his own master. He could do
nothing to restrain his actions unless
they put him in an insane asylum. e
would rather see his son there, he
mused, than marrled to the Rossmore
woman,

P'resently there was a timid knock
at the library door. Ryder rose from
his seat and went to see who was
there. To his surprise it was Miss
Green.

“May I come in?" asked Shirley.

“Certainly, by all means. S8it down.”

He drew up a chair for her, and his
manner was so cordial that it was easy
to see she was a welcome visitor.

“Mr. Ryder,” she began in 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 1 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 ske saw he was paying no
attenticn to what she was saying. He
was putling heavily at his cigar, en-

laughed contemptu-

tirely preoccupleg with his_ own

-

in Ile apo ll‘Lth‘d

“ '!.. excuse me! 1 dido't quite catch
what you were saying.”

She said nothing, wondering what
! had happened to render him so absent-
'minded. He read the question in her

face, for, turning toward her, he ex
| clutmed:

“For the first time in my life I am
| face to face with defeat—defeat of the
Lmost fznominious kind-—-incapacity —in
{ ability to regulate my own internal af-
1 can rule a government,

cun't wanage my own family—my own

~on. I'm a fallure. Tell me,” he add-

ed, appealing to her, “why can't 1
|’ ey own house huld why can't I
| zovern my own child?
; \\ hy
said Shirley quietly.

Ilyder looked keenly at her for a mo-
ment without answering her question;
then, us if prompted by a sudden inspl-
ration, he said:

“You can help me, but not by preach-
ing at me. This is the first tliue in my
ife T ever called on a living soul for

' thoughts,
\
i
|

{ taars

help. T'm only accustomed to deal with
men. This thue there's a woman in the
case, and I need your woman's wit’—

“How can I help you?”’ asked Shirley.
“I don't know,” he answered with
suppressed excitement. “As 1 told you,
I am up against a blank wall. I can't
see my way.” Ile gave a nervous lit-
tle laugh and went on: “I'm ashamed
of myself—ashamed! Did you ever
read the fable of the Lion and the
Mouse? Well, I want you to gnaw
with your sharp woman's teeth at the
cords which bind the son of John Bur-
kett Ryder to this Rossmore woman. 1
want you to be the mouse—to set me
free of this disgraceful entanglement.”

“How 7" asked Shirley calmly.

“Ah, that's just it-——how ¥’ he replied.
“Can’t you think—you're a woman—
you have youth, beauty—brains.” Ile
stopped and eyed her closely until she
reddened from the embarrassing scru-
tiny. Then he blurted out: “By George!
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 confusion.

“You—you must give me time to
think,” she stammered. “Suppose I
don't love your son. I should want
something—something to compensate.”

“Something to compensate?’ echoed
Ryder, surprised and a lttle discon-
certed.  “Why, the boy will Inherit
millions—I don’t know how many."”

“No—no, not money,” rejoined Shir-
‘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.
Full of his own project, he had mind
for nothing else. Tgnoring therefore
the question of compensation, what-
ever she might mean by that, he con-
tinued:

“You can win him if you make up

jour mind to. A woman with your re-
tources can blind him to any other
woman."”

“But if he loves Judge Rossmore's
daughter?” objected Shirley.

“It's for you to make him forget her,
and you can,” replied the flnancier con-
fidently. “My desire is to separate
him from this Rossmore woman at any
cost. You must help me.” Ilis 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. Ryder has taken a
fancy to you, and I myself shall miss
you when you go.”

“You ask me to be your son's wife
and you know nothing of my famlly,”
said Shirley.

“I know you. That is sufficient,” he
replied.

“No, no, you don't,” returned Shirley,
“por do you know your son. He has
more constancy, more strength of char-
acter, than you think and far more
principle than you have.”

“So much the greater the victory for
you,” he answered good humoredly.

“Ah,” she sald reproachfully, “you
do not love your son.”

“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 1 should lose him? I
don't want to lose him. If I welcomed
her to my house, it would make me the
laughing stock of all my friends and
business assoclates. 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 turuved
pale and half started up from her chalr.
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 be that the proceedings in the
senate were ended and the result
known? She could hardly conceal her
anxlety and instinctively she placed
her hand on Ryder's arm.

“No, Mr. Ryder, do see Judge Stott!
You must see him. I know who he is.
Your son has told me. Judge Stott is
one of Judge Rossmore's advisers. See
him. You may find out something
about the girl. You may find out
where she is. If Jefferson finds out
you have refused to see her 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 aveld, isn't it?’

Ryder still held the telephone, besli-
tating what to do. What she sald
sounded Mke good sense.

“Upon my word"— he sald.
may be right and yet"—

“Am I to help you or not?’ demand-
ed Shirley. “You sald you wanted a
woman’'s wit.”

“Yes,” sald Ryder, “but still"—

“Then you had better sce him,”
said emphatically.

Ryder turned to the telephone.

“Hello, Jorkins, are you there? Show
Judge Stott up here.” He laid the re-
celver down and turned again to Shir-
ley. “That’s one thing I don't like
about you,” he sald. “I allow you to
decide against me, and then I agree
with you.” She sald nothing, and he
went on looking at her admiringly. “I
predict that you'll bring that boy to
your feet within a month. I don't
know why, but I seem to feel that he
13 attracted to you already. Thank
heaven! You haven't a lot of trouble-
some relations. [ think you sald you
were almost alone in the world. Don't
look so serious,” he added laughing.
“Jeff is a fine fellow and, believe me,
an excellent catch as the world goes.”

Shirley raised her band as if entreat-
ing_him to  desist, ¢

“You

she

can't you govern yourself?’ |

Her sudden silence aroused |

‘ushering in Stott.

jll«- wilked right past her,
tslgn of recognltion,
but I |

don't—please! My posi
tion is so false! You don’t know how
talse it is!" she cried.

At that instant the library door was
thrown open and the butler appeared,
The lewyer looked
anxious, and his disheveled appear-
ance indlcated that he had come direct
froin the train.  Shirley scauned bhis
face narrowly in the bope that she
might read there what had happened.
giving ne
and advanced Jdi
rect toward Ryder, who had risen and

“On, don’t

" remalned standing at his desk.

|

| Shiriey,

“I'erhaps I had better go?”
although tortured by

ventured
anxlety

[ to Lear the news from Washington.

“No,” sald Iyder quickly,
sStott will detain me but a very few
woments.”

Having delivered hiwself of this del-
icate hint, he looked toward his visitor |

i as If Inviting him to come to the point

as rapidly as possible.

“I must apologize for intruding at |

this unseewmly hour, sir’”’ said Stott,
“but time is preclous. The scuate
weets tomorrow to vote. If anything

is to be done for Judge Rossmore it

i must be done tonight.”

“I full to see why you address your
self to me in this matter, sir,” repliel
Ryder, with asperity.

“As Judge Rosswore's friend and
counsel,” answered Stott, “I am im-
pelled to ask your help at this critical
momen:."”

“The matter is in the hands of the
Unlted States senate, sir,” replied Ry-
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 13 leaving him. The only
thing that can s=ave him 1is the good
news of the senate’s refusal to find him
guilty.”

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

corner of the room where Shirley was
stunding listening.

“I can do nothing,” repeated Ryder
coldly, and ne turned his back and be-
gan to examine some papers lying on
his desk as if to notify the caller that
the Interview was ended. But Stott
wuas not so easily discouraged. Ile
went on:

*“As I understand t, 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 bedside tonight, sir, I promised to
return to him 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 volce so she might
hear, he added, “If he 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,” replled Stott, and, he added
signlficantly, “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.” Ile 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 bought those shares as
an investment—and did not receive
them as a bribe.”

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

“Why don’t you produce them before
the senate?”

“It was too late,” explained Stott,
handing them to the financier. *“I re-
celved them only two days ago. But if
you come forward and declare”—

Ryder made an effort to control him-
self.

“I'll do nothing of the kind. I refuse
to move in the matter. That is final.
And now, sir,” he added, raising his
volce and pointing to the letters, “I
wish to know how comes it that you
had In your possession private corre-
spondence addressed to wme?”

“That I cannot answer,” replied Stott
promptly.

“I'rom whom did you receive these
letters ¥ demanded Ryder.

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 1oft her place and came slow-
ly forward. Addressing Ryder, she
sald:

“l wish to make a statement.”

The financier gazed at her in astou-
ishment. What could she know about

it, he wondered, and he waited with
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“You have the power to hclp him.”

curiosity to hear 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 all hazards,
even If another must be sacrificed, so,
Interrupting her, he sa.d hastily to
Ryder:

“Judge Rossmore's life and honor
are at stake, and no false sense of del-
lcacy must cause the fallure of my ob-
ject to"save him. ‘'hese letters were
sent to me by—your son.”

“From my son!” exclaimed Ryder,
starting. For a moment he staggered
as If he had received a blow. e was
too much evercome 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 his daugh-
ter, who most llkeiy hs<s no honor a*
stake, between them have made a thief
and a liar of my son! False to his fa-

“Judge |

"

!

wer. false to his party! And you, sid,

Lave the presumption to come here and |

ask me to intercede for him!" To the
butler, who entered, he sald: “See If
Afr. Jefferson is still In the house. If
he i tell him I would llke to see him
here at onee.”

The man disappeared

|
and Ryder

| strode angrily up and down the room |
Then,

i with the letters in his hand.
turning abruptly on Stott, he sald:
“And now, sir, I think nothing more
reruains to be sald. 1 shall keep these
| letters, as they are my property.”
{  *“As you please. Good night, sir.”
. “Good night,” replled Ryder, not
i looking up.
With a significant glance at Shirley,
| who motioned to him that she might
! yet succeed where he had falled, Stott

Il\ ft the room. Ryder turned to Shir-
le\ His flerceness of manner softened
{down as he addressed the girl:

“You sce what they have done to
my son’—

“Yes,” replied Shirley, “it's the girl's
fault. If Jefferson hadn’t loved bler
[ you would have helped 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.”

“Don’t,” replied Ryder grimly; “sym-
pathy is often weakness. Ah, there
you are!” turnilag to Jefferson, who en-
tered the room at that moment.

*“You sent for me, father?”

“Yes,” sald Ryder senlor, holding up
the letters. “IHave you ever seen these
letters before?”’

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

“Yes, 1 took them out of your desk
and sent them to Mr. Stott in the hope
they would help Judge Rossmore's
cuaxe.”

Ryder restrained himself from pro-
ceeding to actual violence only with
the greatest ditticulty,  His face grew
white as death, his lips were compress-
ed, his hands twitched convulsively,
his eyes flashed dangerously. He took
another clgar to give the lmpression
that he had himself well under con-
trol, but the violent trembling of his
hands as he it it betrayed the terrific
strain he was under.

“So! he said, “you deliberately 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. e stopped her with a ges-
ture.

“Please don't go, Miss Green. As the
writer of my biography you are suffl-
clently well acqualnted with my fam-
{ly affairs to warrant 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 wayes—
you have gone too far. The one aspect
of this business I cannot overlook is
yvour 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 business and political
interests warranted the sacrifice!”

Shirley attempted the role of peace-
maker. Appealing to the younger man
she sald:

“Please don’t talk like that, Mr, Jef-
ferson.” Then she turned to Ryder
senlor: *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. Do you realize
that there i 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 senlor.
“Judge Stott’s story has aroused your
sympathy.”

“Yes, I-1 confess my sympathy is
aroused. I do feel for this father
whose life Is slowly ebbing away—
whose strength is belng 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
man!”

“Ah, it's a complete picture!”’ cried
Ryder mockingly. “The dying father,
the sorrowing mother—and the daugh-
ter, what is she supposed to be doing?”

“She s fighting for her father's life,”
ceried Shirley, “and you, Mr. Jefferson,
should have pleaded- pleaded—not de-
manded.  It's no use trying to combat
your tather's will.”

“She Is quite right, father. I should
bhave implored you. I do so now. 1
ask you for God's suke to help us!”

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

“HIis renroval is a political necessity.
If he goes back on the bench every
paltry justice of the peace, every petty
official will think he has a special mis-
sion to tear down the structure that
hard work and capital have erected.
No, this man has been especially con-
splcuous in his efforts to block the
progress of amalgamated interests.”

“And 8o he must be sacrificed ?” cried
Shirley indignantly.

“He is a meddlesome man,” insisted
Ryder, “and”—

“He s Innocent of the charges
brought against him,” urged Jefferson.

“Mr. Ryder 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 justice
—not to dare to obstruct the car of Jug-
gernaut set in motion by the money
gods of the country!”

“It's the survival of the fittest, my
dear,” sald Ryder coldly.

“Oh,” cried Shirley, making a last
appeal to the financler's heart of stone,
“use your great influence with this
governing body for good, not evil!
Urge them to vote not In accordance
with party policy and personal interest,
but In accordance with their c¢on-
sclences—In accordance with truth and
Justice! Ah, for God's sake, Mr. Ryder,
don’t permit this foul injustice to blot
the name of the highest tribunal in the
western world!”

Ryder laughed cynically.

“By Jove! Jefferson, I give you cred-
It for having secured an eloquent ad-
vocate!”

“Suppose,” went on Shirley, ignoring
his taunting comments, “suppose this

will go away to some foreign country!™
“No burst In Jefferson. “Why
should she? 1If my father is not man
enough to do a simple act of justice
without bartering a woman's happiness
and his son’s bhappiness, let him find
comfort in his self justificatien!”
Shirley. completely unnerved, made a
move toward the door, unable longer
te bear the strain she was under. She
tottered as though she would fall.Ry-

daughter promises that she will never |
—never sce your gon again—that she |
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| aer made a quick movement toward nis
fson 2ud took hita by the arm. Pointing

to Shirley, he said in a low tone:

“Yiwi see how the girl pleads your
feanae for you!  She loves you, my |
Loy Jefferson started “Yes, she
L does,” pursued Ryder senlor.  “She's

worth a thousand of the Rossmore wo
| man. Make her your wife, and I'll”
“Make her my wife!” cried Jefferson
(Jovonsly.  He stared at his parent as
Lir e thought he had suddenly been be-
teft of his senses.

“Make her my wife?” he repeated -
credulously.

“Well, what do you say?” demanded
Ryder senior.

The young man advanced tow unl
Shirley hands outstretched.

“Yes, yes, Shir—Mliss Green,
you?’ Seeing that Shirley wmade no
sign, he sald: “*Not now, futher. I will
speak to her later.”

Ryder.

fected by your disinterested appeal In
his behalf.
from himselr.
asks you to become his wife!
so, Jefferson?"”

“Yes, yes, my wife!” advancing again
toward Shirley.

The girl shrank back in alarm.

“No, no,
cannot!” she cried.

“Why not?’ demanded Ryder senior
appealingly. “Ah, don't—don’t decide
hastily”—

Shirley,
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 honorable
either to her father or to herself.
self respect demanded that she inform
the financier of her true identlty.

“I cannot marry your son with these
ltes upon my lips!™ she eried. I can-
not go on with this deception. I told you
yvou did not know who I was, who my
people were. My story about them, my
name, everything about me is false,

Is it not

fraud, a cheat! I would not tell you
now, bhut you trusted me and are will-
ing to entrust your son's future, your
family henor in my keeping, and I
can't keep back the truth from you.
Mr. Ryder, I a'n the daughter of the
man you hate. 1 am ths woman your
son loves. 1 am Shirley Rossmore!”

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

“You? You?' he stammered.

“Yes—yes, | am the Rossmore wo-
man! llstcn, Mr. Ryder. Don’t turn
away fromm me. Go to Washington
on behalf of my father, and I promise
you I will never see your son again—
never, never!"”

“Ah, Shirley!” cried Jefferson,
don’t love me!"”

“Yes, Jeff, 1 do. God 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 happiness 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, “and you will go to
Washington, you will save my father's
honor, his life, you will#'—

They stood face to face—this slim,
dellcate girl battling for her father's
life, arrayed against a cold blooded,
heartless, unscrupulous wman, deaf to
every fmpulse 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 liid her hand on bis arm,
pleading with himi. Brutally, savagely,
he thrust ler aside.

“No, no, I will not!” he thundered.
“You have wormed yourself into my
confidence by means of lies and deceit.
You have tricked me, fooled me to the
very limit! Obh, it 13 easy to see how
you have beguiled my son fnto the fol-
ly of loving you! And you—you have
the brazen effrontery to ask me to
plead for your father? No! No! No!
Let the law take its course, and now,
Miss Rossmore, you will please leave
my house tomorrow morning!”

Shirley stood listening to what he
had to say, her face white, her mouth
quivering. At last the crisis had come.
It was a ftight to the tinish between
this man, the incarnation of corporate
greed, and herself, representing the
fundamental principlas of right and
Justice. She turned on him in a fury:

“Yes, 1 will leave your house tonight!
Do you think I would remaln another
hour beneath the roof of a man who is
as blind to justice, as deaf to mercy,
as incapable of human sympathy, as
you are!”

fue raised her voice,
steod
mong

“)'Ou

and as she
thvu.- denouncing the man of
., her eyes flashing and her head
(lllu“ll back, she looked like some
avenging angel defying one of the
poweis of evil.

“Leave the room!" shouted Ryder,

Lestle himself, and pointing to the
door,
“Father!” cried Jefferson, starting

forward to protect the girl he loved.

“You have tricked him as you have
wme!” thundered Ryder.

“It 1s your own vanity that has trick-
ed you!” cried Shirley contemptuously.
“You lay traps for yourself and walk
fnto them.  You can tell every one
around you to lle to you, to cajole you,
to pralse 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
and your dependents to do. I have al-

ways appealed to your better nature
By telling you the truth, and in your
heart you know that I am speaking the
truth now.”

“Go!"” he commanded.

“Yes, let us go, Shirley!"” sald Jeffer-
s0n.

“No, Jeff, 1 came here alone, and I'm
going alone!”

“You are not. I shall go with you.
I intend to make you my wife!”

Ryder laughed scornfully.

“No,” cried Shirley. *“Do you think
I'd marry a man whose father is as
deep a discredit to the human race as
your father 1s? No, I wouldn't marry
the son of such a merciless tyrant! IHe
refuses to lift his voice to save my fa-
ther. I refuse to marry his son!’

She turned on Ryder with all &L
fury of a tiger:

“You think if you lived In the ilen
days you'd be a Caesar or an Alexan-
der. But ,:3 »anldn’t! You'd be a

Nero—a Nero! Sink my seir respect to
the extent of marrylng into your fam-
fly!" she exclaimed contemptuously.
“Never! I am going to Washlngton
without your aid. 1 am going to save
my father if 1 have to go on my knees
to every United States senator. I'll go
to the White House; I'll tell the presi-
dent what you are! Marry your son—
80, thakk you! No, thank you!"

Exhausted by the vehemence of her
pussionate outburst, Shirley hurried
from the room, leaving Ryder speech-
dess, staring at his son.

[To be Continued.)
-- -
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*No, no; tonight—at oncel” lusistedl
Addressing Shirley, he went !
on: “Miss Green, my son is much af- |
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$30 DAYS FREE TRIAL
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There is no neccssity of running to the hot §

stove in the furnace-like heat of your kitchen §

when you can keep cool and do better work in

half the time in the modern way—the electric §
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operate the large size irons, and it costs you
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