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generation after generation for centuries.”

He reached over as he HNnished, and,
placing his hand on the astrolabe, said.
: \v\ ho can now read this, Hugh Banner-
on?"

The young man started up at mention
of his pame.

“Wha: trick is this?
he cried.

“It is a trick, a mere trick,” replied Dr.
Dusseldorf, coolly. “A very simple one.
Here;, zllow me to hold your hand in
mine. Now, place the other on my fore-
head.”

Bannerton felt a soft glow, a sinking in-
to dreamland—Edith—Edith—

What mummery >

Dr. Dusseldor{ removed his hands quick-
ly, and amiled,
“No,” he said, 1 will not tell you of

what yvou thought.
personal a nature.”

“So you are a hypnotist.,” exclaimed the
young man, with senie scorn. *'l vught te
bave known "

“Hypnotism is a shallow attainment,”
answered Dr Dusseldorf.

“Then, in God's nume, what are you?”
cried Bannerton, sinking back into his
chair,

“l am a man, an honest man, and a
God-worshiping man, who bas-dared 10
sirive to enter into a wider field of human
knowledge than 1 couid find by folluwing
the men of to-day.”

“1 must admit that this is all beyond
me,” said bBunnerton, rising., *and 1 cau-
not see whai 1 can do for you. | have al-
ready imposed upon you. I must now
take my leave, thanking you for your hus-
piality, and the most remarkable evien-
ing I have ever experienced.”

“*Very well, you must be the judge,”
said Dr. Dusseldorf, rising aiso; “but 1
hope that this is the beginniug of a fur-
ther acquaintance. I am drawn tuv You,
and | feel, nay, 1 kmow, we shail be
friends. And now, before you go. allow
me to say a last word. At any hour be-
tween 10 in the evening and dawn you wiil
find me here. My night is day; my day 18
r this mellow glow or the radiance of
slectricity.™

*“1 should be pleased to call upon You
some evening.” began Bannurion. But
Dr. Dusseldmf stopped him with a wave
of his hand.

“Do not construe what 1 have said into
such an invitation. But should you ever
be in trouble, sore in mind, or beset Ly
evil influence of any kind, come 10 M«.
There are some things that cannot oe
forced, and one of these is a true friend-
ship between men—for women may be
wooed and won. Ring thrice sharply,
pause, and ring aga!n four tumes—seven
in all—and the door will be opened.™

Then he ovened the door and Banner-
ton went down the steps, out into the
gtreet. now black with a hurrying throng.

e was at his office almost before he
realized it. The mail was light, and soon
cleared away. He picked up the morning
paper, and the first thing that caught his
eye was the announcement of the intro-
duction of the ordinance, set forth and
dressed up by Shuttle’s headlines. He sat
staring at them for some time before he
went furtier, and began to read the arti-
cle in detail

It 18 of oo tender and

“it has come.” he exclaimed, when he
had finished; *“it has come, and just when
1 hoped it would not. Oh, why did it
come so soon, and what shall 1 807"

And he arose and went up on to the
mount—only the mount was the private
rcom of the commissioners, in which he
locked himself, telling his office boy that
he was not to be disturbed.

In an hour he came forth again, and

pone knew the verdict but himself.

CHAPTER XI.
LOVE AND LIFE.
ve introduction of the ordinance in the
coming In the devious
it caused very little comment
here was |I.S5 a period of in-
larger field, there were in-
events in several of the smaller
events that brought one man inte
sphere and that made belter ac-
som*= who had mingled together
of social intimacy
jith Crosby was &
g once set her

T
Commeon Council,

W

foung waman

who havi mind on a pro-

joct proceeded to carry it through with

the direciness of a young person ac-

stomed to having her own way. Deter-
mined to know more of Mr. John Han-
num, and secretly resolved that he should
know more of her whethér he would or
not., she had gone to work to bring him
within her circle first of all. 'Her first
move became known o Bannerton almost

2= she made it, and by reason of
pate he had formed of his friend,
d with a desire to humor Edith in
he considcred a whim of the mo-
ment, he be ame her ally.

“See here,” exclaimed the bachelor law-
yer. stamping into the artist's studio one
afternoon and finding Bannerton stretched
1 the couch; “you have got me into
mess. Look at thar™
produced a bit of note paper. at
which Bannerton glanced, and then
lsughed as he returned it to the lawyer.

“Jt does not appear so very serious to
m«,” he said. "It is merely an invitation
to a lawn party to be given on Mrs. War-
rington’s grounds. 1 shall be there, and
I will do what I can to make it pleasant

for 3
v be

“Yes, but T shall not
rwered Hannum, decisively.
I won't be dragged into
thing.”

““Oh,

there,”” an-
“1 tell you,
this sort of

vou can't help yourself,” re-

but

merton. ““What excuse could
m groaned. Suddenly a light
to hi= face.

Hugh, couldn’t I send her a pres-

d her the money,” said the artist

vounger
came

man Jdaughed. while the
1o Hannum's face. He was

as well pleased 10 be the subject of

jest at the expense of others.
“Very well

Rt i

jest as to
' he said., guietly, but with
to the words that caused Lhe
dart a quick glance at him, *I
h be there.”

“Oh, now, John, don't be offended at a
little joking,” cried Bannerton, gpringing
|

to

p. *“I thought you were a good hand at
aking a sittle chaff. You are always up-
‘L"‘d”‘g me for being too ready to take
“No offense,
laughir
have

Hugh.” said the lawyer,
1 and showing his white teeth. ~I
X ever backed up for any thing yet,
and | shall not begin now. 1f there Iinu
decent way out of it I shall go.”

“Now, that Is what | call sensible,”
cried Hugh. “Of course, there is no way
out of it. How can there be when a young
lady has honored you with an invitation
such as this?™

A stolid resolution to “go through™ had
eniered into John Hannum's soul, very
much as a soldier charges a battery. Bo
he changed the subject with the ready
£kl of which he was master.

“l see your aldermanic friend, the foe
of corporations, has started another ecru-
sude agalnst the street rallway company.
I thought the ordinance introduced by
Alderman Rabner sounded very much Jike
you, Hugh. You will be suspected of hav-
ing drawn Iit.”’

“] have no fears that Bidwell will sus-
pect me,” answered Hugh, dryly. “In fact,
John, neither you mor 1 have very much
to doubt as to the inspiration. But you
are on a false scent so far as your efforts
to stir me up are concerned. 1 have be-
come a good citizen. 11 is not my busi-
ness to save the community.”

“I like to see a man go through, Hugh,™
said Hannum, speaking In a changed
tene. “No man could talk me away from
what 1 thought to be the rigiht, were he
friend or foe. Of course, a man has a
right to change his opinions, but he
should have some reason other than seif-
fnterest or faint-heartedness for so do-
ing.”

“John,” said Hugh, “there is one thing
in life you have never feit, and therefore
connot understand. I would not care a
ra}y new if Bidwell and his companions
tied this city up for a century and made
slzves of all who dwell thereln, If—if—wel]
—f

He turned and threw himself face down-
ward on the old couch of the artist,

John Hannum. keen to all the subter-
fuges and tricks of men, stood stupidly
gazing at the recumbent re, no sign
of comprehension on his puzzled face.
With =1l he knew, he did not know that
one thing alone could make of a sensible,
sober man a foolish one. He directed a
questioning glance to the artist, who had
half-turned from his easel. The artist
raised his hand and motiol;ﬂl 1.(7)i him to
o. With a littie ure of acquiescence
f; ;u-nl out, closi.‘h?tthe door softly be-
ind him.

“He must be in debt,” he muttered to
himeelf as he went down the stalrs, “Why
doesn’'t he come to me if he has over-
played himself?’ he asked, half-angrily.
“He wight know 1 would helselllm out.

For some time there was a dead silence
in the studio. Presently the artist began
to talk. as if to himself, but loud enough
the young man to hear. He spoke at
inlervals, in short sentences.

“Once, & long while ago, I loved. Then
1 came away. I &p the ocean. But
#ince then [ have loved alw every-
ting—the sun, the wind, children, flow-
tTs, some men.”

Ihe young man with his face buried in
the piliows sprang to his feet.

“Lavrie! Oh, Laurie, you do understand!
I—J—um in love. In love, Laurie. with the
sweelest, the purest, the most lovable of

women. but—but—she doesn’t understand;
she doesn’t understand.”

“80,” exclaimed the artist blandly, *“I
was thinking out loud; and you heard me,

oo,

“Then Hugh, with that sure instinet-that
bids men upen their hearts to those they
l“-;:\ trust, burst out with all there was in
ihin. -

It was the story of an undersianding
grown mmto a musunderstanding. Of how
they had first met, he and Edith; how
they kad accepted one another without a
spoken word, He told how they had
ivved, for when he recalied their early
Cays, he feil sure she had loved .him, as
at child, as ihey went about together with
pertect irecavm, ateld, in the woods
the ciiy lite. And now, now that the
torce of man’s love had seized him, how
was hLe to approach her with thls?

When he was all through he sank into
a chan und asked what he should do.

And the arist, his friend, smiied be-
nigniy and teld him, in different words,
the sam= as Mrs. Warrington had done.

1 bave wng walched the biras, Hoo,”
he saia. "1t iz ulways alone thdt the pair
mate, When aavther comes there is trou-
bie."

“By Jove!" exclaimed Hugh, springing
up and cienching his fists, “if only [ had
a rvival!”

“lle seized his hat and bolted out of
the studio,

The arust filled his pipe and smoked.

“Fernaps he gels one sooner than he
thinks,” ‘ne sald at ast. *But he is right.
He Lias made the right wisn, for then he
will know.”

When Edith had suggested a lawn party
Mrs. Warnugten had readiiy acquiescea.

“l am glad, my dear,’” she suid, “"to see
that you aie paying attention to some of
the convenuotalities of young women like
yourseif. | haa supposed it was drawing
10 the time when yuu and Hugh would be
off on another lishing irip. Ywvu must be-
sin to reanzc that you are no longer a
Barl, my dear."

“Ohb, auniy, do not say that,” ‘cried
Edith. 1 mn a girl, and waat is a giri
but a woman wlio has not been spoiled
Ly all the shiy life of pink teas and func-
LunE una what not? . I would not miss the
nshing {rip with Hugh for ait the jawn
parties and receptions that could be giv-
e in a year.”

“You may be a girl to me, God bless
you,” answered Mrs. Warrington  with a
smile, "and to me you shall alwdys be
one. Bul to the worlid you are-a young
woman.”’

“Well, I care little, so long as I am not
& youug wuluan Lo you or Hugh,” she re
turnea gayly. “But 1 must wse no time
in senuing out invitations.”

**to Hugh and myseil,” repeated the
elder woniwn as she walched tne girl rua-
ming vp Lthe stairs as iightly us a fawn.
“she 1s even pow 0 Hugh more than a

wouman, a bttie less thaa an angei—the
one he loves.”
Henry Biuwell had made it a point to

come oftener of late to see hus ola friend,
Mrs. Wwarrington. It was on one of h.s
short vigits tuatl he !earned of the coming
lawn paity.

A very good idea.” he sald, addressing
the l1ady of the house,

“Thunk you,” sawd Mrs. Warrington,
arching her hanasome eyebrows, “but
what shail we zuy of your conauct? A
young muan of your age—for wealth knows
ne cotage—shouid practice whalt he
preaches,”

“rernaps I shall,” returned Bidwell,
casiurg a meaning glance at her, “for [
uever feit yvuounger than I do this very
eveuing. But whuse fauit is it that [ have
ngy nada difterent habits, and pernaps been
a difierent man in the iater yea:s of this

yeuth-of mine?”
“Lertaimy nol mine,” replied the wid-
“You are even now

OW, In & urm toae.

back here, Henry, engaged In a nerve-
racking project against which 1 advised
¥ou, ana in opposiuon to every ininuence
1 couia bring to bear on you."’

“Ne," sawa Bidwell; “nut  every
There was one, Kate—'""

Al the souna vl her maiden name ut-
lered in the tone that it was Mirs. War-
tuglon flushed andy rose trom her chair,

“A Wrucz so often broken is—"

The rentence Was not hnished, for at
that instant kdith came out on the porci
where Bidwe:l and Mrs. Warrington had
been situing.

“OUh,” she said, stopping as if about to
return, 'l have interrupted a tete-a-tete.”

“Your unele is much interested in your
lawn party. Pray tell him about i,
Edith.”

Mrs. Warrington passed into the house.

Kdith vushed an ottoman to his side
wilh ker, feet and, dropping down on it,
looked up Intc his fuce and asked: *“Can
1 reaily teil you all aboutr It?

“Uo ahead.” he sald.

She neéded no furtuer word of encour-
agement ) apd ratued augay as only a
young whinan can on.stcn ‘@ tople. At
1ast she puused for breath,

“I am ‘sure it will be a delightful af-
fair,” he sald, stroking the siiky hair
from her [orchead una speaking in  his
#o(lest tone. | have just one ravor to

ask you, my dear,”
“Oh, Uncle Hen-

one.

“Just one?"’ she cried.
ry, | would grant you a thousand.”

“l would Ilke to have you invite my
friend, Hermun Sprogel."

“The fat old man, with the puffy eye-
lids and the horrible complexion, who
lalks way down in his throat? Why, un-
cle, what would he do at a lawn party
among us young folks?"’

“Young women are poor judges of e,
Edith,” returned Bidwell, wltg mmeafu:
perity. “l have indicated a wish to you.
I have my reasons tor wishing him to be
present.”

“Why, of course, he shall have an invi-
tation If you want him to have one, un-
cle,” said the girl, rising. *“But I thought
he never went gut.”

“He doesn’t; but I intend to bring him
out, " answered Bidwell, dryly.

For an instant the girl looked into the
eyes of her uncie. Then she burst into
merry laughter.

“On,” =he cried; “you are bringing him
here for Aunty Warrington. I might have
known. 1 wiil not breathe a word. How
stupid of me!”

Bidwell made no reply beyond a smile.
Then he drew his niece to him and kissed
her on the forehead.

“Good night, my dear, and do not for-
get.”

There was a grim little smile on_his
face as he went down the walk and pass-
ed out into the street.

CHAPTER XIL

A STRANGE FRIENDSHIP.

While the current of events seemed to
move slowly, it nevertheiess moved sure-
ly. On the surface there was nothing
moving. The ordinance introduced by Al-
derman Rabner—the traction-baiting ordi-
nance, as it was called by the friends of
the company—was now in the hands of a
special commitiee named by President
Connie Moran, but really selected by Bid-
well in advance. None doubted that it
would remaln with the committee, and the
outside friends, even the conservative
business men, with all their density, real-
ized that the company was in little dan-
ger of belng Larasscd. But Shuttle, the
busy Shuttle, animated by what he
thought a spirit of falrness, but in reality
inspired by the subtle suggestions poured
into his ears by Bidwell's agents, every
now and then causel The Watchman
to editorially bellow against the iniquity
of the Aldermen who would thus attempt
to cripple one of the city's great Institu-
tions—the traction company.

Bidwell smiled approvingly at the course
of the paper, and took pains that SBhuttle
should know of his appreciation of what
he was pleased to term “fair treatment.”

The Watcnman's hammering along
these lines was by no means an unimport-
ant factor In furthering the plans of Bld-
well and his assoclates. It was laying
a foundation of sympathy for the com-
pany in the business community. on
which. he expected to rely much in the
future, and it would also have the effect
of greatly diminishing the influence of the
paper, should it uliimately uppose the or-
dinance which Bidwell Inten to push
through the Council. For Bidwell was not
80 sure of being able to secure complete
control of The Watchman. Certein rich
stockholders had not been as complaisant
as he had expected, and even Martin
Yarr, the largest stockholder, was now

evincing a strong tendency to from
earlier promises. Qf these cions Bid-
well had sald nothing to ‘either Ledlow

or Sprogel. g

Despite the fact that Bidwell was ready
enough to attend the lawn f Mrs,
Warrington. and concerned self about
so Trifiing a matter as an invitation for
his friend, the phlegmatic Sprogel, there
was no man in all the city who worked
harder than he those days. It was no easy
matter to deceive and blind two hundred
thousand persons to their own interests,
:’o )reach rimo u}elrhp?cket:‘jnd take each

#ay a share of thelr earnings. to grab
$10.000.000 in booty and risk neither life
nor Hberty.

Hard as he workel, mweh as he tax:id
his strength. his nervous vitality, Bid-
well scemed to thrive on it. He had never
looked or feit bette-, It was t he
called nice. clean wor'c. The boodle Alder-
men were in Eprogel’s care—a sort of sew-
eraze department, organized and officered,
with ;.!a)'gr Thorn asu:cﬂn t -
ent. To the mass of the people, the pub-
lic, he gave no thought now. It was tpoubc

, in
full -

-to Mrs. Warrington,

diverted, cajoléd, or, if it cgme to the
;mn;i to be aod;erd. l;ike éhe ‘slow-swing-
ng blow of a beefy glan 2

“Give me the officers.” he said to him*
self, “and [ will not worry about the resr
of the army.” Sy ilrsor e -

There was at this time in the office of
the City Attorney, employed as a sten-
ographer, a young woman w © rela-
tions with men and affairs could scarce
be paralleled. Her name was Dolly De-
vine. From 9 in the morning until 4 in
the afterncon she was the pink of pro-
priety, deft in her work, soft voiced and
with a bearing that kept all .men‘at a
respectful distance. An hour later. she
was likely to be the center of an admir-
Ing group at some saloon table. taking
drink after drivk and thrilling her com-
panions with the slang and repartee of
the official “set. . There were times when
the sweetness and purity of something
unrevealed seemed to ammate her. and
it was then, and only then, she sang.
Bahnerton had first met her thus. and
the. geng, sung in a dainty, -trembling
way, quite indeseribable, had made a feel-
ing of pity for this poor girl which never
left. him. And this was the burden of
the song. and nothing more:

“Do dah, do dah, do dah day.”

That Hugh should have conceived a 11k-
ing for her was nothing strange, for all
men liked her., But there was something
different In his iking; It was tempered
by more of an understanding of the
strange nature of the girl than came to
the rough and ready fellows who were
her companlons.

It was he who had, exercising an au-
thority to . which she yielded much to
the surprise of other men who had seen
her in defiant moods, picked her up and
bundled her home when crazed by wine
and excitement. She had submitted on
these occasions and become as passive
as a child, sobbing: with her head on
his shoulder, as they rtode to the little
cottage where she lived. vowing to drink
no more—for all the world like a man.
And the next day,. after Hugh's first res-
cue, she had come at noon, in hér heat
little black dress, with the high white
collar. cool, sweet and demure, to thank
him for his kindness. They had a good
talk then, and Dolly listened to first
lecture that she had heard for m#ny and
many a day—words of true kindness
from a man's lips. Bannerton knew she
tried, but In a week she was drinking
again. So it had been from day to day.
from week to week, from month to
month, until a comradeship had devel-
oned. There was never a word that
might not have passed between them had
she been a weak lad, and he a strong
and steady man, But sometimes he found
on his desk the flowers that new pur-
suers had left for the trim little stenogra-
pher. It was as if a man had left a cigar
—there was an understanding between
them, unspoken, but understood.

CHAPTER XIIL

THE LOVE OF MONEY.

By society In general the Warrington
reception was long remembered as an
event notable for the preponderance of
those who were not there, a matter which
those who were there took care to keep
green in the memories of athers.  Second
only to this feature was the sensaticn
made bty Miss Edith, who chose on this
occasion to blossom forth as a full-fledged
voman of fashion. Formerly simple in
her attire, she now chose to appear de-
collete in the grandest of costumes, her
plump shoulders. her flashing eyes and
the poise with which she carried herself
completing a picture which -astonished
most those who had known her best.

The stream of guests beginning to ar-
rive viewed with varied feeling the vision
of girlish loveliness standing beside the

hostess. Huﬁh Bannerton was speechiess,
;nd stood silently staring when he saw
L

oF.
“So0 pleased to .see you here.” she sim-
pered. extending a little hand.” - .

Mechanicaily, he grasped the hand she
held onut to him, but his volce refused to
come, :

“Yes.” assented the young lady. with
a smile that would have done credit to
Olga Nethersole, “it is indeed a charm-
ing evening.” And. deftly moving aside
to make way for him, he had no recourse
but te pass on.

Henry Bldwell came with Sprogel. The
nervous manipulator could not repress a
start of .surprise as hils eyes met those
of his niece. His face darkened. but this
had not the slightest effect upon - the
young beauty, who favored him with a
smile. and then turned.her full batteries
on the milllonaire who stood before her.

The dull. leagen eves of the rich man

lighted as he looked down on the mag-
nificent creature before him and a faint
glow came to his flabby cheeks, A gut-
tural mumbHng sound ecam=. from  be-
tween his lips, and he passed on.

“Your nlece is a star,” he sald to Bid-
well a moment later. “She’s a winner in
a parlor dress.”

To John Hannum alone the appearance.

of Miss Edith was no surprise; it was
just what he had surmised. Soclety girls!
Pah, they were all alike! -

Poor Hugh was beside himself with
rage and disgust which centered upon
Hannum. in whose complacent mien he
saw the evidence that .the mad girl's
frolic was taken in all seriousness. He
could not trust himself to speak to his
friend, and, while he avoided meeting
him, he was In turn avoided by Miss
Edith, whom he sought in vain to catch
alone, iIf only for an instant. Onece, to-
ward the clese of the evening, their eyes
met, and there was that in the black
face of the young man that caused the
girl’'s color to heighten and a tremor to
run through her. Ah, who shall fathom
what so trivial a thing as a single glance
may tell?. At any rate, Miss Edith raised
her eyes, which had been downcast for
an instant, and looked again at Hugh as
he turned away. And she thought him
never before so fine, so thoroughhred
looking, 8o noble, ag when he averted the
eyes that had but an instant before
flashed to her a message of sorrowful re-
proof and sincere attachment. .

But Miss Edith was not bred to re-
trace her steps or falter when once en-
gaged In an adventure. .This was only
a_ momentary pause, and she concluded
the evéning In full command of the part
she had started out to play. To- the utili-
tarian mind of Bidwell, the favorable im-
pression made by his nlecs on the fut
millionaire was an advantage not to be
overlooked. He contrived to push Sprogel
forward, agd Miss Edith, as If resolved
to be in full ‘accord with her uncle's
wishes, was lavish and unabashed In her
favors to the huge, spluttering creature.
He could not -dance, so she went to the
refreshment.room- with him and saw him
eat, with much the same feeling that little
girls watch the feeding of the animals at

the zoo. She was glad to return to the
.baliroom, and on the first opportunity
she left him to promenade with nnum,

who, having taken a large number of pri-
vate dancing lessons late in Jife, waltzed
very badly. Mrs. Warringfon had early
in the evening given up all attempts at
controlling her runaway charge, and the
actions of Bidwell in connection with
Sprogel had aroused in her mind a sus-
picion that there was something back of
the girl's actlons. But it so chanced that
Edith's marked favor to Hannum had
aroused in Bidwell's mind a suspicion that
he at last found opportunity to express
or, despite his usual
cunning, he was at times prone to jump
at conclusions,

“I can hardly find words to express my
appreciation of the remarkable develop-
ment my niece has made under your tu-
telage,” he sald. “She Is certainly creat-
ing a sensation to-night.”

“lI have an idea ihe inspiration come
from another source than from me,” an-
swered the widow, coolly. “Your niece,
Heary, Is. very miserable to-night.”

“8he shows it,” responded Bidwell,
dryly. “Let me ask—now long have you
known this man, Hannum?’

“I met him once when you were pres-
ent. It was Edith who invited him. He
is a frlend of Hugh's. You know when
and where Edith met him." /

“A pleasing fable,’ sn2eéred Tidwell.
“Are all women, my dear Mrs. Warring-
ton, match-makers?”’

“No, Henrz." she angwered, looking him
straight in the eye, ‘but some men would
do anything for money."”

Bidwell coughed and colored, but im-
mediately regained himself. et

“Now., my dear friend,” he began,
changing his tcne to one oi‘,pn ng soft-
ness, ‘‘let us be frank with each ot . a8
should befit old friends. This. young man,
Hannum, and he is not so young, I will
admit, is a_worthy f2llow. He s worth
somecthing like $50.000, and would, under
ordinary circumstances, be an excellent
méateh for Edith. But a&-lrp paltry
thousands compared o illions, ev-
ervthing else equal?’ = °

“Henry Bidwell,’”” = exclaimed the
woman, her e flashing fire, “do yeu
dare tell me that you
niece to Herman Sprogel?” Fa
MAnd why not?” cried Bidwell. *““There
was never a man with kinder heart. and
he can give
to a woman, worth more |
ten millfons.”
rh‘:l;i"‘l ked at him with ttempt

on lool a m ] no a m|
to conceal the scorn she felt.

’30!& give your

her wrilhl that is-
Andehe vob &::

“for “breath, and Mrs. War-
~friend for many years,

“He is worth

1,1t is the
only word you Ithat- is true,
Henry Bidwell.’ ‘} ure y old, coarse
and Lrutal, he is Hi f“in your hands,

and you have in
natural desire.
schemes, break

(30 1
men 1n

your money
business, throttie

_honest competition, © poison  the whoie
world of b 38 ‘and politics, but, for
God's sake, Henry, do not thus late in

life go ‘to breaking hearis!” :
; madness for monéy was in him, and
for once he held his ground before her.
It was too much to give up—to have .
Sprogel as Edith's husband meant wo
much. 3
- vou think I am “lind net té have
seen that you that young snob,
Bannerton, for Edith’s husband? But she:
does not care for him. I sounded her
on that point a few days ago, when [ took
occasion to talk wm_ir‘ger as her guardian,
aye, almost as her er, for such [ have
n to her. She has no such abhorrence
for Herman Sprogel as you have expiess-
ed. She will do as 1 wish.® She shall do

as 1 say.”
cried Mrs. Warrington,

“Oh, Henry!"
catching one of his hands, for they were
standing hidden by the drapery of an
alecove, *“do not persist in this. You will
break the hearts of two women.” ;

“Anything else, Kate,”” he answered,
“but on this I am resolved. The girl shail
marry Herman Sprogel, my friend.”

“But if the girl loves Hugh?" she said,
faintly. % (D

“Always that young sprig.”” he cried,
furiously. jerking his hand away from her
clasp. “And yet,”” he added, “I sha'l

‘“That you have,” he cried, seizing one
of her hands and carrying it to his lips.

“The time has come, Hugh, that in do-
ing something for me ’ym.'l wiil be doing
something for yourself and for many
others. tween Henry Bidwell and my-
self there has existed for many years
sort of friendship, although on my pal
it had long been maintained by a desire
to save him and others from the sorrow
and suffering that must come from his
actions. At one time I did wield some
influence over him, but that has past.
He has no longer the attributes of a sane
and humane man. .He has become a crea-
ture with the sole impulse of making
money, a miser In an age when misers
nd longer hoard, but. go on, and on, reach=
ing ut with constantly ‘increasing ra-

e X

She paused, and Hugh looked in won-
der at the stern,- handsome face of his
friend, the mouth seét, the eyes half clesed
and looking far away. :

“¥es,'"” she mutrmured, “we are to be
partners hereafter. although,” she added,
speaking as if (o herself, ‘I cannot tell
you all at present.” " !

Hugh hung, eagerly, expectantly, on her
words, a sirange thrill running through
him. But-she recovered herself in an In-

stant.

“Part !" Yes, Hugh, we are to be
pdrtncrg.e.l}he plans of Henry Bidwell are
well Iaid; ‘and this city is to see a con-
test such as it has never before dreamed
of. You have not given heed for some
time, but I know that the time is close
at hand when he will strive to selze a

perhaps make some allowance for the love ‘great right that belongs to the people of

of a mother for a son.” . X
She stepped back a pace and threw her

ead up.

“Henry Bidwell,”’ she said, in a tone so
cold and ley that a -thrill ran through
him, *“a man sometimes makes the one
great migtake of his life late in life. Yon
have done so mow. A cruel taunt has
come from vonr lips that can never be
recalled. 1 will fight you now .in every
way that God may #ive rne power. 1 wiil
make you wish you had a hundred, men
on to you. rather than one woman."”
He auafled before kFer glance, but as she
moved rast him to leave the alcove he
put out his hand to detnin her, Fas ik

“Do not touch me,” she sald. with a lit-
tle shudder. “There is nothing more, Th
girl wil' go to your house in the morn-
ine, and God protect her.”

Clntehing the heavy curtains, raging,
and vet shaking with fear. Henry Bidwell
‘remained berind. Tn a few moments he
emerged, smilineg and- suvave, to mingle
with the denarting’ guests._bowing. mak-
ing good-humored salutations, the affable,
chesry gentleman whom all envied.

When the last zuest had gone, the hig
doors were closed and the lights turned
off, Mra. Warrineton, in a last turn
through the rooms, came upon a dishev-
eled heap on a sofa in the deserted draw-
ing-room. '

CHAPTER XIV.

ALLIES.

Mys. Warrington and Bidwell were each
too shrewd Lu 1eL the worid know that a
rupture haa taken place between them.
Miss Edith was now msiallea as the nead
o1l her uncle's ¢staplishment, a post which
ehe niled to the complacent suusfaction
ol Bidwell, who knew much more of men
than of women. She received, and made
catls, and twok part in Lhe gay tunciwns
ot the opening season. 'L'o Sprogel, who
came to Lneé nouse In company with her
uncie on sumething moie tnan a. pretense
of business, she was-as affable ana divert-
ing as her uncle could desire. But for
anything further she was as elusive to
sproger as a butterfly would have been
had he sought to pursue it with his lum-
bering gait. This was highly satistactory
to uidwell, who deened it shrewd to be
in .0 hurry:; whie Sprogei, having no
doubts as to the finul outcome .where
such a preponderance of money was in his
favor, ourniig as yet with no speclul ar-
dor, was wen contunt to enjoy the pleas-
ing repuse of assured anticipation. Her
constant participation in the affairs of the
set. that called iwseil society gave Kdith
much frecaom; and none danced harder,
or was more. vivacibus, 80 it was sma:l

uer that she had a frain of young men
fouowing wherever she went. Bhe wus
cardiess,y impartial, but It there could
be sdld to be any one to whom she ex-
hibited special favor it was John Han-
mum. That gentleman, as If to make up
1ur lost lime, had beccme one of fash-
lon’s devotees, and seldom was thele a
tunation of auy sort at which he was noc
“alwong the piesent.” - | e

“Mrs. Warrington and Bldwell were, to.
all outward appearances, the same friends
as of old. : but, Bidw in

di

: was hir

wonbL, tufrwu, .-;ﬁ?."‘" l‘:
hm,sma su " he sought to E
new lus reations with the.woman who
had . so lung been ' his friend—the oue
frierid who haa the cou to tell mm
the truth. He found her willing to ‘usten,
but not inclined to talk.

“Very well,” she said, when he had fin-
ished what was no doubt an expreéssfon
of sincere contiition (for who is not con-
trite when he has done something to hurt
his ¢wn Interests?), ““there Is no need for
further consideration of the mattér. As
you plead. a man may sa
heat of passion that he does not mean.-
So let us drop the matter now, and oblige
-me by never referring to it again.” 1

Her tone was veivety, but there was
lacking that note of kindly interest he
would have ilked to hear. and which he
knew so well, from her lips, .

His plans had worked out with the pre-
cislon of a well-made timepiece. and ev-
erything . was In readiness for the touch
of the master hand that would set in mo-
tion the mechdnism which was to enrich
him and his as: tes. There had been
just onme hitch, but that would be over-
come before long. It was securing the
control of the morning papér—The
Watchman—and without which he hés-
itated to pursue his enteirprise. Marun .
Yarr, true to his agreement to betray his,
‘assoclates, was willing enough, but he
alone could net turn over a majority of
the stock. In some way. unknown ‘to
Bidwell, Elllotsan and his assocfates had
recelved an inkling of the project, and
each in turn had remained proaf against
offers for stock, made in many ‘devious
ways, and without regard to the guoted
value. But Bidwell had no fears of not
being able to eventually secure. control.
He had a theory that no man could refuse
to sell if he were but offered a big eriough
price. And what had become of Hugh
Bannerton? The question was asked by
many who knew the ' young man. by
young women who missed his cheery face
at the functions of the budding ‘soclal_
season, by men who no longer heard his
voice in their haunts, and by all those.
who knew and liked him. . e A

“You have ofted laufbod at me for be-
ing a boy,” he said b tterlg tc\lmnum.
“but the time has fome when I shall be
a man.” y et b

And he said this when he had just.
the most boyish of all things, for he Had

written a cruel and foolish letter to the -

woman for whom he would have lald.
down his life. ; [
iAwaymheﬁlasl!o dlen;ain Halr.n{um smil-
ng cynically., an ng Into . space
through ,halg’-closed eyes. \ it
“Humph,” muttered the lawyer, “a man
is a f to fall in love before he is forty,
let alone to think'of marrying."
m;d being over forty, ~he _thought
w e. ¥ -
Away to the hunting marsh went the
young man, where, for the first week, he.
astonished even those who had known
im as an active hunier by the way in
hich he paddled his boat from morning
until night, facing the fercest of gales,
braving revery danger - of a dangerous
sport and coming in each night so fag-
ged that he often fell ‘nto his hunk with-
out walting for his supper. .’ g
But youth is recuperative, and at the:
end of ten days *there was a decided -
change for the bettar. A young %:ﬂl.lﬂ'"
is elastic, it may nend. Lut it wil} sel-
dom break. Anothér week of moderated
exertion began to -produce a marked
change to the good. BRI T2
One day there came from }(u. War-
rington a letter—a letter so full of moth-
erly love and tenderness that the tears
came to his eves as he read it, .
““And now, my dear boy.” concludad the
missive, “come back to the city and face
vour friends as well” as your cnemies,
Remember. Hugh, that he who shirks a
daty Is not l!ess culpable than he-
does a wrong.” 5 : s A
There was much in this letter that was

news to Rannerton, for 1d wn
himself as compl :

: wit

ely as though he
gone to Biberia. t Edith had m&iio
live with her uncle, that she a r
far from happy. despite the fact t

went much into soclety, were straws that
1t

he clutched at, as' no doubt ill‘s.i"
rsen:t:nc_mtn':; ‘t!:fl‘tmm s 5
m e
°"-;3 of Bimselt, but 1t is doupe.
ized the fine .ludglmmq of. !
Mrs. Wa oo in g his meod
to run its course before a ling to his
better sense. So he packed up his things,
cazed his gun aml.fta a brace of
vasbacks, bade farewell to the ountdoor
T ¥ ey L R A
w o T . 4 4 $
)grs. w.:r'.tu‘:tm_s_uem him. with. de-
Hugh,” she began. *'T have been your

"glven to-morrow n

he band and

this elty " .

“But what is the great harm, after all?"”
sald Hugh, wearily. :

“*Harm!" exclaimed Mrs. Warrington.
“Let me touch on just ome phase of It,
to show that It is the meanest of all
forms of modern aggression. This man
seeks to obtain the right to charge a 5-
cent fare in this' eity for fifty years to

Have ‘you: ever. thqught what 5
cents is to each of the army
girls In this city? Living too far from
the business centers to walk the distance.
the ‘street car becomes a necessity. and
each day from the thin hahds of women
and children the great corporation—per-
sonified by Henry Bldwell—reaches out
and seizes anm unnatural part of their
dafly pittance. "And this phase alone,
were it all. shou'd be enough to appeal
to me as.a woman—a fellow feeling for
the poor and lowly of my sex. who have
been forced to do the work of men. that
some men may loll in an ever-increasing
wealth, while other men look for work
in vain.”

“Tt is wrong, all wrong,” .burst forth
Hugh; “I know it Is a'l wrong, but what
can we do fo prevent it?" TR

“Who can tell. Hugh? But. being
wrong, it is our duty to oppose it. Now,
let me tell you how .matters stand at
present.”

Conclsely she rapldly- sketched out the
general situation. ~Of the hitch in acquir-
ing. the stock. of The Watchman. of the
control secured of the Common Council,
and of Bidwell’s plan to build up a public
sentiment for the ordinance, she was fu'ly
aware; so thoroughly posted that Hugh's
ex’nresuton showed plainly his great sur-
prise. ¥ ¢

“Yes; Hugh,” she said, as if divining
his thoughts. “I do know a good.deal
ahout this: and Henry Bidwell did not tell
me all of it. 1 know better than any
one his methods and his aims. But there
Is nothing to be done as yet, and it Is on
another matter entirely that T wish to
ask your aid. Tt is a service that T would
do to no less a personage than the Presi-
dent.of this counmtry.”

A favor for the President!” exclaimed
Hugh, - **And how'ocan we be of service
to him?"

“Briefly and to the point, T will ex-
plain,” answered Mrs, Warrington.
‘““Henry was never aught but treacherous,
and he has an old Brudge agalnst the
man who has gulded this country through
the perils of war amid the dangerous
clifue of men who hold money above
honor or country. Always a ‘trimmer,’

Henry Bidwell has secretly favored yleld-
ing to the clamor of the so-called Ger-
man .elemeént among our population, and
he has advised the President that the
present forelgn polley must be abandoned,
or at least temporized with. It i{s to Bid-
well's . Interest to have it ltrpur that
‘there is a strong German sentiment here
against the President's policy as he out-
Uines it. He has chosen the coming Presi-
dential banquet as the place for its dem-
onstration. and his tool, Mayor Thorn, is
to spring the mine."” } : A
. *"But. Thorn is a Democrat,”” exclaimed
Hug: LFBF
w“ l:'ugh t'pne,bet::r tool,™ tsa!d :’l.rs.
arrington, ' Lo spe; . the ban-
quet as Mavor 8:"‘:&.. 2 ‘d Bldwell ’
has convineed”him that he has the op-
fmrtunhv of a lifetime before him. He
s to deilver a rahld speech against im-
perlalism, as un-American, and opposed
to the traditions of the German-American
citizens of this State, and of the coun-
““And. what Thorn get out of it?
How can Bidwell'induce him to take such
chances?" AEle <
+*“By appealing ta his vanity." responded
Mrs. Warrington. *‘'No one has a softer
tongue than Henry. and no one Is g0 easy
for him as Thorn. Now, T wish the Pres-
fdent to have word of this plan befora
he reaches this e¢ity.. The banquet, as
you have probabl}r forgotten, is to be
ght. Can you sgee that
this is done? ' T -
The .young man kyitted his brows and
thought deeply for a moment.
- “Yes,” he exclaimed, suddenly: “there
is one man in this State who can alwaye
see the President, and he shall know
from me in amble time. But what a
shame that Bidwell cannot be exposed to
his narty assoclates.”
“There: is no chance

for that."
rs. Warrl on.: “for even Thorn has no
idea that-Bidwell suggested the idea to
‘him. ~He beli¢ves he originated it, and
at Henpry merely a with ‘him that
t I= a brilliant. nlan. Henrv has Thorn -
in_his power .through a foolish -lefter.
written mmﬁ time ago. Tt is dangerbus
to write to Henry.  But I will.speed you,
Hugh, and trust you will attend to this,
and take none into your confidence whom
vou cannet - trust implicitiv. Merely a
hint to_the President i all that is needed.
As evidence you may say that Thorn has
consulted two people for advice as to the
effect It might have on his own political
chances.” )
" *1 know what wou want. Hugh.” she
continued, as he stéod fumbling with his
watch chain, loth to take leave of her;
“hnt weé will talk of that some other time.
emembér, we aré partnérs, and that car-
o8
bitio

sald’

h It your aims and Innermost am-
s ‘as-well as my own. Trust to my
judgment.' Hugh, and turh a cheery face
to the world."” . ;
And ‘he did trust her; so he merely
laughed somewhat sheepishly, wrung her
“went ?jny without a word of
what was nearest to his heart. =~ *
“As he went briskly down the street, he
gﬁ .not_ the least  Iidea that a palr of
i iht eyes were watching him from an.
upper dow of ‘the old house. And no
‘soaner ‘had ‘he durned the corner and dis-
appeared from sight than a certain young

‘woman was weéeplng over a scrawly let--

ter, all Ink-splarhed and stained, which
she hastily placed back In her bosom as
the muld ¢ to say that Mrs. Warring-
ton wished. tn see her down stairs. -

- “Yon should have told me he was com-
ing,” she sald frigidly to Mrs. Warring-
ton, a fl on her face, and forzetting all
about the telitale eyelids. “I slipped out
barely in time. T would not have met him
for, all the world. No; not. for all ‘the
world." ;

- And as. she in turn weént down the.
street under the great elm. trees Mrs.
Warrington watched the trim figure.. She
etood in the pathering.dusk, | out
from the window, long after th had
eared from sight. twirling a bit of
the curtaln in her hand, and—well, just
twirling the bit of lace. . . .+ .
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ik CHAPTER XV.

‘A BANQUET TO THE PRESIDENT.
IWith the timidity of too much money,

with all the quaking cowardice of sweat-

ed wealth, Ledlow, the banker, was con-

. sumed with a great fear. It was the fear

‘that Bidwell's plan would fail because of
&.thi%g.gum w '?g-fh‘ had never rec

ed. This tmn% was to the hmhﬂ -
erto incomprehensible fact—the E

R P T i ":..."”"g.a“"::.‘:'\
uel on, refused to pal
homuw even a double price,
““Ledlow.” snapped Bidwell one day, as

. and Spr me away from a confe
E&eﬁﬁg '1@ Danxar, --Ldlo: acts ngﬁ
1 'uh her ngs in-
Sested t Goverpians Bonds.”
“It fs about the same thing one iy
S e R
2 if you down In

chuckle; IS 14
much for the ¢ if yo

this. He la;lmto the guards
ttreet ay

eald |
!.al'l' J NETAR S REL . or

3 %m,,« ,
'gxt!'o. rupomled lpronl--"l.'.'-llml"

¥ W F O ik

‘came
t und sald a few

mn him, lﬂ*“‘tl me something.” trayed
th .ah"' %f,.'.‘ﬁ!ﬁ wee  fr B
% 't e

stick with the big show.”

Ledlow continued to whine, to grow pale
when Bidwell reported no progress in se-
curing the block of Watchman stock nec-
essary .to cortrol, and to show all the
signs of a“man heartily sick of a venture
in which he was émbarked. Suddenly,
one day, Bidwell flared up and sald:

“Ledlow, do you wish to sell some ot
your street raijway stock?"

“WHhy, no,” stammered the banker, his
hawk-like tace flushing slightly—he had
not blood enough in his whole body to
give it a crimson hue. “Why do you ask?"

**Oh, 1 mean to :n." repded Bidwell.

*‘Qh, that is different,” answered the

banker, suddenly selzed with a fit of
ner coughing. *“I might let you have
some . of it, Henry,” he said, when he had
m‘ast%red himseif. "“How much do you
want?"
. “Half what you hold,” returned Bil-
;n:u. ﬁlmly. “Will you take my paper
*“Yes,"” said Ledlow: “I see no reason
why I, should not take your paper. You
are good with this nk.":

“It iy a_ bargain,” sald Bidwell. “Let
us make the transfer now. How much do
ycu hold 7" ;

Ledlow.. hesitated just the fraction of
a second . before he answered, but Bia-
well noted it

“I.sald I wished to take half,” he said,

m?nmgly‘.
“l bought more after we compared
holdings,” - explained the banker. “But

why not take it all, Henry?

My heaith
ailing, and I may becanpell«i to take

a trip. .

“No,”" repHed Bidwell, “] want you
here, low, so I take half or nothing.”
““Yery well,” assented the banker, ner-
vously arranging the papers for the fraus-
eT. -

When the few necessary scratches
that changed the ownership had been
made, the gaunt banker rubbed his hands
together, cracked . his . kpuckles, and
beamed on his associate.

“Do you think we can secure control
of The Watchman, Henry?"’ he asked, as
Bidwell prepared to take leave.

“Whya | "always told you we would,”

‘returned Bldweil, somewhat indignantly.

“That will all be arranged In a few days.
That is settled.”

When Bldwell had gone the banker
dropped into a chair and held his head in
his hands.

“OR, oh,” he groaned, the sweat break-
ing cut on his forehead and forming Hitle
rolls’ of dirt under his palm as he rub-
ted, “I have lost a fortune! [ have lost
a fortune! I know I have.” Then he fell
to weeping, moaning like a child over a
broken toy.

An hour later Bidwell told Sprogel of
his purchase from Ledlow, and also some-
thing further of the reason why.

“Ugh!" grunted Sprogel. “I llke that.
Why didn’t you take me In?"

“You can go in as far as you wish with
me. [ will divide with you If you ask it,”
replied Bidwell.

“No.'"" sald Sprogel, “It was fairly won.
But I'll buy the rest of his holding at
once.”

He clapped on his hat, and started for
the door, but Bidwell called him back.

*No, Herman,” he said, “see him at
once, but do not buy. Offer to sell your
stock to him. He will not buy, but it
will strengthen the record.”

he banker’'s eyes gieamed when Spro-
gel, fat and good-natured, offered to sell
some of his holdings. But the cautlon of
the banker rése to check the avarice of
the man.

l('l will let you know to-morrow,” he
said.

That was the day of the visit of the
President. =

What power could be invoked to check
the thoughts that ran through the mind
of Bammerton, as he sat in the banquet
hall waiting for the play to begin—for
it was a nlay to him. The great dinine-
room of the hotel blazcd with electric
lights, and the garish festal decorations
of the money epoch were about him. On
a raised platform facing the guests, or,
rather. the patrons of the President on
this occasion, were the President and the
toastmaster, in the center. Extendinz ‘o
the right were the members of the Cab-
inet: also the entire oficial family of the
Prezident was there, in company array,
to. support its. chief. To the left were
Mayor Thorn, Bidwell. Sprogel., Ledlow
and a few of the more distinguished mem-
bers of the loeal committee.

On every side were faces that proclaim-
ed a peasant ancestor—faces with thick
lips. the hedvy, squatty nose, and the
slanting forehead, battered back bv cen-

urfes of industrial onpression. This was
the -business face, as Rannerton saw it

w. before him—not bad, or wicked. in
a sepre. but denge and stupid. save where
the epnortunity.for money might kindle
it to life and Insplration. |
“And yet,” thought Rapnerton. “once let
them see and udderstand! At heart theyw
may, be honest, but they have an instinct
to hend the knee; they are timid, and
they are stupid.”

It was now.elose to the tima for the
eneeches. and Bannerton felt all the thrills
nf a man who watches the plav of a tense
drama. He had been clnseted earlier in
the evening with a man close to the
President, to whom he had told the full
story of the plot: and later he had even
seen the * President for a .few moments
alore. The President was frank and out-
spoken in expressing opinions concerning
certain great persons and some current
events: so much so,that Bannerton was
greatly surprised.

“I have no hesitancy in freeing my mind
before thase whom 1 trust.” said the
Chief Magistrate. “You have done me im-
portant service, sir, and I hope some day
to repay you." 1

*[ thank you,” responded Bannerton.
“but I want absolutely nothing now, nor
shall 1 in the future.”

“Hullo! Whit have we here?” exclaim-
ed the President, laughing, and turning
to his_companion. “Here I8 a man who
does me a favor, and bluntly declares he
wants nothing in return. Are you a Re-
pubplican, young man?"’ 4

“Mcre wonderful, indeed,” exclaimed
the President, as Bannerton bowed assent
in reply to the questicm: *I was told

t I would meet strange men in the

est, and [ reaiize it now, But allow me
to thank you again, and I hope some day
to see veu in Washington."

‘As Bannerton sat at the press table,
with - Jonathan Fluttéry buzzing on one
side of him and 8huttle jerking out inter-
rogatory sentences on the other, he smil-
ed at I'lthe "IX""J’I:II); of rt_hhe whoi;‘tt!:ing—ot
Bidwell ma ting the com ees an
one hand and plotting with Thorn an the
other: of business men, swélled with the
importance of the occasion and their own
component dignity: of Connie Moran and
Ed Tubbett, in frock coats and high hats,
as members of the rconﬁieon committee
at the rallway station, where they stood
in a drizzling rain for the culminating
triumph of being bundled into a ca
to follow the President to rma.
clubhouse. s {

There was the amart rap of a gavel

The clink of glasses and the buzz of con-

versation were hushed and uel Elliot-

son as toastmaster arose and introduced

the President. When thethlsnbdu?ft tl‘:‘e ap-

plause that greeted na-

tlon had subsided. this squre-built man,

:e!m !h&hm‘;‘ jaw and the hooked nose,
an his address: ;

'Erhe President has no policy against
the wish of the people. The best rllcr‘
in this world, for men. or nations, the
policy of duty, and wherever that calls
we should follow. - We should not halt.
We should not hesitate. R ity
born of duty cannot be evaded with honor.
We are in the Philippines: our flag is

ther>; the first requirement, the Indis-
pensable requirement, is peace. *But
no terms upntil the undisputed au-
thority of the TUnited States shall
be - acknowledged- in every foot
of territory in the archipelago. After
that, Con will make a gowrnmgt.m-
der the soverelgnty of the United tes,

In no other way. gentlemen, can we give
peace to the national conscience or peace

to the world.”
'ri\T roar that went up told Bapnerton
President had won.

in an fustant that the

The audience sprang to its feet and cheer-

eg agaln and again; the city might have
a German name, but its heart was Amer-
ican.  “Der Bresident has s
the richest tanner of the city. “That I
think.” returned the richest brewer.
In_the midst of the uproar Bannerton
kept his eves on Bldwell, whose face be-
pale for an.instant. Then he turned
words to Thorn, laughing
he did so. Thorn made

en a match every way.
1ted and the look

B

£

t na’"?l?l aroused the
mind that perhaps he

H

in the disclosure. At any rate the Pres-
ident and his associates had seen fit not
only to ignore his advice, but they had
ly gone to the other extreme. And
the result had proved the wisdom of their
judgment. He was for the time being dis-
credited, and he knew it. But he now
wished Thorn to go ahead, that his fail-
ure might be so complete that he (Bid-
well) might turn it to advantage as a
shrewdly planned coup, by which the tri-
umph of the President would be all the
greater by comparison. So, w the
speeches were about half made, he leaneds
toward the Mayor and sald softly:

“The reaction will be all the stronger
after this. You will catech on in great
shape. They are overdoing it.”

Ey you take me for a roval sucker?”
demanded the Mayor through his teeth.
*1 shall follow my original intention.”

Bidwe!l flushed a little, but made no
reply. When it came to the toast, "“Our
City,” the Mayor ross, with his grandest
and most magnificent alr, and, throwing
his chest forward, with eyes looking up-
ward, defiant and fearless, he n:

“In . the storehouse of memory oOr ex-
rerience we each have treasured up some
thing of beauty. romance or fiction, the
pleasing recollection of which brightens
our gloomy moments and encourages ex-
ertion when courage falters.”

For, althcugh the Mayor talked loud

and lonﬁ. that was all ha really sald—
nothing less and nothi more. And he
made a great hit, too, for the consensus
of opinion among a portion of
the solid business element was ex-
pressed by Gottlleb Schuesterheisen,
the greatest of all hardware man-

ufacturers, who sald: “There Is no
use talking, der Mayor speaks Eng-
lish beautiful.”” As for the political follow-
ing, well, Connie Moran sald mund
Burke never saw the day when he could
trot .in the same class with the Mayor.
“Why," sald he, “he made the President
look like thirty cents.”

8huttle clung to Bannerton as the crowd
surged out of the banquet-room, those in
the van jostling and pushing to get as
closé a view as possible of the only ruler
on earth whose dignity is not hedged
about by some form of protection from
the vulgarity of a well-clothed mob.

“They tried to get it. They tried to
get it,” he s=ald, in his quick. jerky way.
“Did you hear about it? What—what?"

“Hear about what?" asked Bannerton.

“Why, about them t
Watchman—Ledlow ana Zel.
we found it out in time and fooled them.
It I= fixed up now so they can't get It
What—what?"

“I told you some weeks ago that Bid-
well kad his eye on The Watchman
stock.” returned Bannerton, coolly.

“Bidwell had nothing to do with it™
responded the managing editor, sharply,
for he wanted nothing but assent from all
whose copy had ever passed through his
hands. “Bidwell denfed 1t when I asked
him. He gave me his word. Was that not
enough? Do you think he would He?
What—what? Besides, ther¢ was nothing
in it at the time you spoke.”™

The Hon. August Himmell, on his way
to meet the President, came from t
rear at this point and Bannerton and
Shuttle were varted as if they had been
two dories In the path of an ocean
steamer.

“So they have finally seen a gleam of
light, have they?" thought Bannerton.
“Well, it is better than if they had re-
mained in the outer darkness. So Bid-
well had nothing to do with it, and Shut-
tle knows it, because Bldwell told him so.
But 1 am glad they have been discovered
and the weapon that may protect the peo-
ple Is in the hands of honest men, at
least, If not bright oneés.”

Tne celebration that foilowed the ban-
quet In many respects excelled the main
affair. It was a roaring, swearing
mass of outer cleanliness and inner
foulness, Through it moved Sprogel,
greeted on every hand by bowing
and scraping fromi these unused to
the Tfestivities of his court, and with
devil-may-care easy good fellowship by
his courtfers. At last the great man
spled Bannerton, and toward him he
steered his clumsy course.

“Hullo, Bannerton,” he said, laying &
kindly hand on the you man’s shoul-
der. “You're all right ttle of wine,
boy™ (addressing a waiter). “T ke you,
Bannerton, and I'll have you working for
me before long. Give up that City Hall
job. It's no good. Politics will ruin any
young man."”

3 not think so very much of the
place,” answered Banperton, with &
laugh, “but I guess I will hold on to it &
while longer.”

“Guess again, and take my tip,” said
the fat millionaire. “T don't give many,
but they are good ones. I llke you and
I am going to have you work for me. I
like your work.”

“] am much obliged,” sald Bannerton,
“but it takes two to make a bargain of
that sort.”™

“Don’'t you think so.” returned the mil-
Honaire, “not when the salary offi s
8o big that a man can't refuse it. I know
my business.”

Before Bannerton could reply to this
enunciation of divine truth, Stalker, the
lobbyist, pushed through the crowd and,
leaning over the table, whispered in Spro-
gel's ear.

“That’'s all damn nonsense,™
Sprogel. “We' \have got it , and
that is all there is to It e will ba
there ten minutes after the bank opens.
Don’t bother me any more to-night.”

A messenger boy slipped a note Into
Bal:’nerton'u hand. He tore it open and
read:

“Come to me at once.—K. W."

Before Bannerton realized his intention,
Sprogel had reached over and seized the
note, which he read. Bannerton's eyes
blazed, but he smothered his with
an effort. A leer came to Sp
features.

“Wait for me,” he mumbled, thickly.
““There is nothing like having a mm-
er with you: You can’t fool the -

He gave the note back, and he
laughed when he saw the scarlet
Bannerton's face.

“Never mind,” he said; “I Hke a young
fellow that can win them. It's the cham-
pagne buyers with beer Incomes that
cause the trouble In the banks."

Glad to seize the excuse afforded by
Sprogel's surmise, Bannerton laughed and
made his escape. A minute later he was
in a cab, bound for Mrs. Warrin 'S
house. He stopped the cab four
away, for he knew cabmen.

As he hurried along the street he wen-
dered what could have caused the sum-
mons, for it was now past 2 o'clock in
the morning. Mrs. Wi
in= for him at the .

“What has happened”" he cried, seizing
her hands and turning very white. “Has

tioning gaze of the boy— men are
boys when in love. ““No, nothing has hap-
pened to Edith. But that car-
greater import Bidwell
have control of The Watchman to-

morrow, and then God help the
of a city where a bad man owns a good
newspaper.”

The reaction came so quickly that Hugh
coul!dmtrenrmnm_ tion of re-
lief. v

-~ h! h! Do you not understand
wbrtu‘tnh'mmr‘ she almost

sell
tell
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