CHAPTER VIlL—Continued

“I have learneq that Cradle-

h turned heaven and earth to get

since

mican to testify that no quarrel
between you and Rafferty

4 I never could under-

's holding out, or his

hat connection. There was

that strange discrepancy at your trial,
m recall. T knew the pressure

that was ught to bear on Pemmi-

ng it, I believed him hon-
I fould out

t, until, finally,

orneycroft knew the whole story;

rds are public records. They

are ere It was Thorneycroft's duty,
n to-communicate with yvou, I
the people I am not, the

nsel for the defense. ~But I see now,
he was even afraid to let you Know
1 t was. That's all.”

olse, with flashing eyes, pressed

forward. “And you!” she cried, point-
ing her finger at Murgatroyd.

Murgatroyd shrugged his shoulders,
and still addressed Challoner.

“] closed Cradiebaugh's,. when _I
found out; I had no trouble then, of
course. And—I set you fr¥e.,”

loner stood there, stupidly, blink-
Miriam regard-
She knew

Ch
ing at the prosecutor.

ed h h beaming face.

happiness

her future and
lloner's was assured, knew that the

name of Challoner would be cleared of

this stain.
But Eloi¢e was not through. “No,”
she exclaimed hotly, to Murgatroyd,
ou didn't set him free. The law set

He was innocent, and—"
used and Jdrew a deep breath.
her voice ris-

n free.
She p

You,”

ghe went  on,

ing, “took a million dollars to set him
free.”

Murgatroyd He sighed wear-
fly. He turned to Miriam. “This," he
said, “is the second time this charge
made against me. Once at
the trial of this man for murder. And

He looked full at Eloise.

rose.

as been

now, again."
“You understand the nature of this
harge lie asked of * her. "“What
roofs have you?’
olse turned to the woman at her
e
Miriam 18 niy proof,” she answered.
Murgatroyd looked at Miriam. “What
ofs have you?” he asked. “Do you
ew this charge?”’
But Eloise would not be silenced.
Prosecutor Murgatroyd,” she sald,
ilesgly, "look at me!
obeved
You know it ia true,” she went on;
thingly. You know what | thought

st discovered its truth, when

first discovered that you had taken

is money. 1 told you, then, in the
ourtroom, at that trial. And yet, in
spite of that, here is Miriam, who al-

most won meé over fo thé belief that 1t
was not a crime—this bribe. 1 was al-
most persuaded. So long as you had
kept faith with her, I felt, almost, that
vou were honest. But now--why, the
lJaw set Challoner free. And you,” she
exclaimed, “why, you're a thlef—a thief

a thief You have played double,
committed double fraud. You are a
thief!”

There was a sudden knock upon the
ac

“Comé in!" yelleq Murgatroyd, un-
moved.

Muller entered

“Prosecutor,” said Muller, “Mr. Thor-
neycroft is outside. Sorry to inter-

rupt, but—"

Murgatroyd shook his head. “Muller,”
“tell Thorneycroft I'm
I can't be seen. That's all”
Muller stepped out, closing the door
behind Immediately he returned.

“Counselor Thorneycroft says,” said
Muller, “that he must see you. He
won't walt.”

Murgatroyd angrily waved his hand.
“Keep him out,” he commanded. *“I
can't ses him.”

Again Muller retreated

And agalin Elolse stepped forward.

“You are a common thief, that's all,”
she went on.

She was onoe more interrupted. The
door was thrust open violently. Thor-
neycroft stalked in. Behind him came
Muller, trying to drag him back by his
coat talls. Thorneycroft stalked on,
and lay his hat upon the desk, faced
Murgatroyd, and held out his hand

“SENATOR MURGATROYD!" he ex-
claimed.

Murgatroyd
stammered.

“Shake hands,” cried Thorneycroft.
“Am I the first to announce it? Good!
You have just been chosen, on joint bal-
lot, majority of both houses. Confirmed.
Yes, fixed. Yes. Congratulations, my
congratulations.”

He sald it as heartily as if he meant
it. Perhaps he did mean it, after all.

Murgatroyd shook his head. “It
ought to have been you, Thorneyeéroft,”
he said, “you put up a good fight.”

‘We did, you mean,” protes‘zed Thor-
neycroft; “my crowd did, as usual. But
you, Murgatroyd, you deserve your hon-
With you it was one man against
field. Oh,” he continued, frankly,
“there are no secrets between us. It
was one man against {llimitable back-
ing, one man against much money.
Senator,” he said, bowing, “I take off

he answered,

him.

rose. “W-—what?" he
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my hat to you.
have done what ha8 nevér been done
here before—and you have done it with-
out a dollaf! You'ré the first man in
the state,” he ‘Weht on, ''to be chosen
by the people, litérally by the peeple.
And,” Heé added, “without a dollat In
vour poekeét==without a doliar beéhind
you.* »
Still Murgatroyd shook his head. “it
ought to have been you,” he repealed.

Thorneyéroft smiled. ‘“No,” hé an:
swered, “I've léafned something by all
this. We're all béginniag to find out.
There's one¢ thing the people worship

today above all else—above all other

things.’

Murgatroyd looked up, a question in
his eyes,

“Honesty,” returned Thorneycroft.

“Qh, yes,” he went on hastily, “I'm hon-
est. I understand that. But you~—
vou're the real thing. You're honest.
And the people know it, too.”

Eloise turned to Challoner and to Mi-
riam. “Honest,” she sneered—"A com-
mon thief.”

McGrath had crept in behind Muller.
He had let the excise vioclation and.the
Tannenbaum case go until this more
important matter had beea settled.

“Three cheers for Senator Murga-
troyd,” he yelled.

He, and Muller, and Thorneycroft,
born and bred to political meetings,
gave them with a will. Eloise and Chal-
loner and Miriam sat through it all, in
a cornef, silent,

Murgatroyd looked at his men In sur-
price, “Where have you ,been all this
time?” he queried.

“Outside,” théey answered, sheepishly,
“waliting for wae news.”

Murgatroyd strode down upon them.
“You get that evidence,” he ordered,
“and have it here by 2 o'clock.”

The two men reéetreated in confusion.

Thorneycroft took up his hat. “Con-
gratulations, senator,” he sald, again
holding out his hand. .

As he turned to go, he saw, for the
first time, the three people huddled to-
getheér in the corner.

“Dear me!” he exclalmed, without
recognizing them, “I thought we were

alone. 1 didn't know-"

Challoner stepped out in front of him.
“Is it true?) he pleaded.

Thorneycroft nodded. 'Yes,” he re-

plied, “the prosecutor has been chosen.
I am dowh and out.”
“No,” returned_Challoner, “¥ou gon't
understanu. Is it true?” he insisted.
“True? w‘hm?" queried Thornaycroft,
“Yes,” said Challoner, “truée-—that you
knew all these years that 1 was inno-

cent of this Rafferty murder? 1Is it
true?”
“True?' echoed Thorneycroft, as If

perceiving at last whom it was he faced.
“Yes, of course, it's true.”
“You never told me?”
turfted Challoner,
Thorneycroft, couhsel for the defense,
was aghast. “Never told you,” he ex-
claimed. “Why, I must have told you."”
“You never did,” retuched Challoner.

fiercely re-

His voice suddenly broke. “And 1
thought, for all theése year&—and be-
cause I thought—"

He stopped.

Thorneycroft turned to Murgatroyd.

“Preposterous,” said Thorneycroft, ap-
pealing to the prosecutor. “Of course
T told him. Did you ever hear the 11ke?”’

Murgatroyd smiled grimly. “Never-
till now,” he added softly to himself.

Thorneycroft waved Challoner aside.
“You must be mistaken, Mr. Challoner,”
he said.

He turnéd again to the prosecutor.

“Well, genator,” he coneluded, ‘“‘good
day. You've made a cleah and honeést
fight. You deserve sucéess.” -

Evading Challonér, Thorneyeroft
reached the door and made good his
escape.

Eloise broke forth immedlately. “A
clean and honest fight!” she éxclaimed.
‘“United States senator!”

Murgatroyd had resumed his séat.
“Yes,” he said, smiling, and as selt-
possessed as if he merely passed the
time of day, “it is hard work to be
chosen Uniteq States senator without
at least half a million dollars, yes.”

“Oh!” . exclalmed Eloise, almost be-
side herself, “‘you are a thief!"

But Mrs. Challoner stepped to the
front. She raised her hand.

“No, Eloise,” she exclaimed, “no more
of that. You two must leave the room.
Yes, you must. I insist. Jim and
Eloise, both. Both, I insist.”

She said It eagerly. Evidently she
had made up her mind to some course
of action, S0 eager was she that she
forgot she was in the prosecutor’s office,
or that he might possibly have other
business to transact. But Murgatroyd .
didn’t seem to care. He leaned back in
his chair and watched them.

‘“Well,” assented Eloise, “but, we shall
come back. We must see it through.
Now is the time. Don't forget the
lynching, Miriam,” she whispered. “Call
me in wheh everything is ready.”

They left the room. Miriam, without
permission, locked the door. Twice be-
fore she had seen Murgatroyd lock it.

Murgatroyd glanced at her severely.
“Mrs. Challoner,” he said, “sit down.
What do you mean by this? Do you
recall the compact made nearly six
vears ago that your husband should
g0 free?”
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“Yeés—=yes,” she answered, soothingly.

“He went free/’ replled Murgatroyd,
“innocent or gullty, he went free. We
did not know that he was innocent
when we made our compact. We did
not know, innocent or gullty, whether
it was within the power 6f the law to
hiold him or to frée him, when we made
our comipact. I kept my part of it in
good faith. Fihally he went frees.”

“Yes, yes,” she réturned eagerly.

“Your part of it was silence,” he went
on, “and you have bfoken your part of
it, twieé in this bullding, and heaven
knows how many times outside.”

“Yes,” she answered contritely, as if
trying to propitiate him. “Yes. Re-
member, I have no fault to find, Mr.
Murgatroyd. None. 1 have always de-
tfended you. I have always believed in
you. I beliéve in you now.”

“Bloise  doesn’t,” sdid Murgatroyd,
grimly. “She’s going to lynch me, it
you'll let her.” ¥

“Hloise doesn’'t understand. “But,"
went on Miriam, “I am glad—glad that
my money could buy you the United
States senatorship.”

She stopped. Murgatroyd was silent.

“@Glad,” she continued, “That my
money has done someé good at last.
That it has put the right man in the
right place. “Yes, I was wrohg to
speak—" 3 §

Murgatroyd stopped her.
you want of me?’ he asked.

“What do

“Yes,” she answered eagerly, ‘‘yes,
that's it. I must get to the point,
Listen!

“You know what Jim Challoner has
done in the last five years, what a man
he's made of himself. Yes, you know.
He helped you with the concrete frauds.
Yes, and,” she leaned forward, her
breath going and coming as if a life
hung wupon her words, “he’s gone in
business for himself.”

She stopped. She laid her hand upon
the desk in fromnt of her and tapped the
wood softly with her fingers.

“Listen! Jim can get that hospital
job. He wants to get it. He wants to
do that job right. He knows that he
can do it. If he gets it, it will be the
making of his business.

She stopped again. “Listen,” she said
finally, pleadingly, “Jim needs a bonds-

v
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man te get that job. He needs a man

with $560,000 to go on his bond. Jim
doesn’'t want the $50,000. He only wants
somebody who's worth that mueh to go
on his bohd--a bond that he'll do the
work and do it right. Can I ask you—"

Murgatroyd tose. “You ask me to go
on & $50,000 bond?” he queried.

“Yes,” she exclaimed eagerly, “and I
sald we didn't nheéed money. Jim has
saved $500. Still, if he should get that
job-~yes, a little money, just a little,
to buy material. ' He has worked so
hard. And I donlt want him te get dis-
couraged. Oh, he youldn‘t ask these
things for himself. No. But just $5,000,
as % loan, and you going on his bond—
to get that job.”

“You want me,’ said Murgatroyd,
evenly, “to lend him $5,000, and you
want me to go on his bond and for
$50,000, toe?”

He held up his hands as if in amaze-
nient. 3

“Mr8. Challoner,” he exclaimed, “why,
I haven’'t got the money. I ecouldn't go
on a bond for 50,000 cents. Flve
thousand dollars? Why, I haven't got
$600 to my name."” ;

To her it was only a refusal that he
had a right to make.

“But,” she persisted, “if you only
could—"

Murgatroyd, standing, looked down
upon her. He stood so for an instant.
He séemed to be making up his mind

to something of more or less portent.

“Wait,” he finally conceded, “you go
out there, and call those peoplé back—
just Challoner and Eloise. Yes, I think
1 may arrange it for you, but—call
them back.”

Mirliam obeyed. She unlocked the
door, and strode out into the narrow
passageway and into the anteroom be-
yond. While she was gone, Murgatroyd
had stepped for an instant into his
vaults.

When they entered—Challoner, Eloise
and Mirifam—Murgatroyd was standing
on that side of his Jesk that was near-
est to them, his hands in his trousers’
pockets, his back to the desk.

“Are you ready for the lynching,

Miriam?’ whispered Eloise, once more

starting to roll up the sleeves upon her
shapely arms.

“Lock that door,” commanded Mur-
gatroyd.

Challoner started to obey, but Mirlam .

did it for him.
“Challoner,” said Murgatroyd, “your
wife here has asked me to g0 on a

.

$50,000 construction bond for you, and
she has asked me to lend you $5,000."

“She has?” gqueried Challoner, in sur-
prise. .

“Yes,” rettirned Murgatroyd, “$5,000.”

Suddenly he stepped aside from his
desk.

“There it is,” he exclaimed.

They looked. There, upon his desk,
were two boxes, dust covered boxes,
battered, old, made of sheetiron.

“What are those boxes,” exclaimed
Miriam, “and—what is in them?”

“I don’t know,” returned Murgatroyd.

They stepped forward and inspected
them. Miriam knew, and Eloise sus-
pected, that they were the same boxes
that Miriam had brought there so long
ago, filled with negotiable securities to
the extent of $860,000.

“You don't know what's in them?”
queried Eloise.

“No,” returned Murgatroyd. ‘“There’'s
only ohe person in this roem who
knows that. It's Mrs. Challoner. She
has seen the inside of them.” He
paused. “I never have, he added. 3

“1—" faltered Miriam, afraid. “Why—

Mur'utroyd nodded. “Mrs. Chal-
loner,” hé sald, beckoning to her, for
she had drawn away, “look at these.
Do you séé these seals?”

“Yes,” she whispéred.

not?” he asked.

“Unbroken, are the
“Yes,” she assented, faintly. “What
“You

does it mean?”

Murgatroyd shook his heaad.
told me once,” he went on, that there
was $880,000 of negotiable securities
in these boxes. 1 took vou at your
word. If what you then satd was true,
there they are, coupons and all”

“But,” she protested, “you said you
didn’t have $500 to your name.”

“True,” answered Murgatroyd, I
did not. But you had—you have.

“Challoneb,” he said, flercely, swing-
ing about. “Look at me! Listen! Do
you know what's in there? Look at
me! Can you stand having all this
back again?” g

Challoner was pugzled, “Can I stand
~—* e began.

“Yes,” sald Murgatroyd. ‘““You know
what all this did for you before, don't
you? You know to . what it led?”

The prosecutor turned to Elolse,

“I told you once, Miss Bloodgood,”
he said, “some six years ago, that there
was but one way to cure a bad million-
aire, but one way to reform. And
that one way was to take away his
millions. I took away his %

“Challoner,” he queried, suddenly,
“what aré you going'to do with this?"'

“I'm going to save it-—save it-—save
it,” said Challoner, eagerly, $860,000!"

-
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He drew a long breath.

“And do you
rémember the day, Mirlam,” he said,
“that we saved up $10? Can you for-

get

“That $10,” said Murgatroyd, solemn-
ly, “the $5600 that you've saved, is
worth mere than all this, Challoner.”

“I should think 80,” returned Chal-
loner.

He was sober for an Instant. And
then the joy¥ came back into his face.

“Bight” hundred and sixty thousand
dollars. OB, I shall build that county
hospital, all right.”

Murgatroyd glanced at him sharply,
nodded, and pushed the boxes toward
Challoner and Miriam.

“There it i&8,” he said, ‘it all belongs
to you.'" §

But Eloise was not through. ‘“Mr.
Murgatroyd,” she said iclly, “do you
mean to tell us that this was your
motive, just to save Challoner?”’

Murgatroyd strode to within two feet
of heér and looked her full in the face.

“No!" he thundered. ‘You were
right, and you alohe, were right. I
was bfibéed. 1 was cofrupt. I was a
thief.”

“No?' éxclaimed Eloise, relenting.

“Yes,” he answered, mercilessly. “It's
true. It was my ambition that did it.
And on top eof that, I was tempted by
a woman—"

“A woman?' faltéred the girl

He nodded. “Like Adam,” he went
on, “I am blaming it on Eve. A
woman, this was, who wanted me to be,
well-—really great.” 4

“No?" said BEloise.

“Yes,” he persisted, “I was bribed. I
took the money. Oh, you don’t know
about me. -You don’t know what T was
five years ago. o me, then, money
was the only thing, it seemed, that
could make e really great. I kneit at
the shrine of monéy. I loved it as a
toper love& his bottle.” k

He stopped. "I took it—money,” he
continued, in a low voice, “and then,”
he added, “I convisted Challoner. I
took money to acquit him, and then I
convicted him. Why? I'll tell you. Be-
cause there was within me some in-
stinct that was stfonger than dJesire.
1 had to ¢onviet him. ymething made
me. My duty was to conviet. All the
evidence was against him. He had
confessed. I tonvicted him. I did my
duty.” &

“And the monéy—" ventired Hlelse.

Murgatroyd nodded.
a reformed toper, I put that money, as

he might his bottile, ufol the shelf,
corked. There it was. I ¢ould have it
any “time I wanted 1" His face bé-

came grave. ““Then,” he sald, “I kept
on being a thief, for there was a new
and overpowering motive that got the
best of me. Like the reformed toper, I
was determined to see what I could
do, not with it, without it. It was a
passion, this thing. I knew that every

“Like a toper—

| | send absolutely free the

move I made meant the expenditure of
money. I knew it would take money
to fight the brewers here in town. I
made up my Mind that I must fight
them witholit méfey. A hundred times,
a thousand timeés, I have had my fing-
ers on those seals about to break them,
and thén have e¢rawleq away-—once
more to dé without. But I knew that
my timé must éome. Behing me was
&n overwhelming ambition, feq by a
woman.” :

:'A wWomman?" fepeated Eloise, vaguely.

“Yes,” hé saild, fiercely. “She must
hiaveé het due. Yes, it was up to me to
bé more than merely honest. Anybody
eould be honest. It was up to me to be
gréat. And there was something I was

sure 6f. T knew I could buy the fair.
@8t office In the state. ‘I knew I could
by, fhot earn, but buy the United

Btdtes senatorship with the money for

. Whieh I had sold my soul. I knew it.

I Rféw that half a  million dollars
would do the trick. I crept in solitude
Once more, again, and again, and
Again, to crack the seals from the
ogvers of those boxes,—to buy the
United States senatorship.

“And—I could not do it. Something
sxid t0 me, ‘You must do without. You
mult win without. You must be hon-
eBt. You must be honest. You must

make a clean fight.' Yet, still I was a
tilef. Still T was holding thousands
that dfdn’t belong to me and that I had
never earned. But that all absorbing
passion was upon meé--a pa#sion, not
to use; but to do without the thing that
was at my fingers’ ends—and I had to
keep the money, to succeed.” He
gasped. "I went in--and won—with-
_out it.” H

Eloise had watéhed him narrowly,
her eyes alight, ner lips parted.

“Mrs. Challoner,” he commanded,
“break the seéals.”

Miriam’ 6beyed.

Eloise sighed.

“Now,” she said, as if the burden

that had rested upon her sou! had
rolled away, “now I believe you.”

. For there were the securities, un-
touehed, undisturbed, just as he had
taKen them, dollar for dollar, bond
for bond.

“Thank you,” he said dryly to Eloise.
“It 18 a satisfaction to see, isn't it?”

Eloise smiled, “You were honest,
then,” she said, finally. “You were not

a thief”

“Yes,” he protested, “I was a thief. I
was a thief.”

“Challoner,” he said suddenly, “this

money is your wife's. Take it. And
great God, man,” he groaned, “Don’'t,
don’t forget what it made you, vears
ago.”

Mrs. Challoner shivered. “How cold
it is ‘in here,” she exclaimed.
Challoner hesitated for an
Then he pressed forward.
“Yes, I was afraid,”
I'm not afraid now.
take it Murgatroyd.”. He held out his
hand. “If you hadn't taken It,” he
added, “where would I have been to-

day?’
“Free, as you are today,” sald Mur-

instant.

he said, “but
I know. Wen

gatroyd.

“Yes,” assented Challoner, “free of
the jaithouse, but—"

‘“Yes,”” assented Miriam, ‘“‘we shall
take the money. Yes."

“Wait, Murgatroyd,” said Challoner,

“until you seée that county hospital.”

Challoner and Miriam quietly left the
room.

“Wait a minute, please,” Murgatroyd
had said to Eloise. “I want to talk to
you.”

Eloise had walited.

“Well?” she queried, after the door
had closed upon the others.

“What do you think?"' he queried.

*You’ré not so bad as I thought you

were,” she conceded. b {

“Is that all?" he asked.

She ghook her head. “Do you want
to know what I really think?”
queried,

(Do I

Eloise drew: herself up to her full
height.

“l1 think,” she sald, “that it was a
far finer thing to take it and net touch
it, than never to have taken it at all.”

she

He shook his head and smiled. “The
habit may grow upon me,” he pro-
tested. “You don't know what graft
awalts me down at Washington.”

“I'm glad you're senator,” she said
somewhat listlessly.

““Are you?’ he returned, “Po you

know what it means to be senator. It
means—what is it now, $5000, or
$7,500 a year or something like that?
It means that you've got ta keep up the
social game and the club game and the
political game on that. It means that
an unmarried man must starve. And
heaven help the married senator. It
means that he, and his family, must live
on a back street in the capital and
freeze. That's what it means to a
senator who lives upon his salary.”

“That Is what it is,” sald Eloise, “to
be really great. I'm glad you're
honest,” she went on ‘enthusiastically.
Then she added. “And I'm really glad
that you took that money.”

“S8o am 1,” he answered, lowering his
volce, "for there's one thing I didn't
tell Challoner and his wife. There's
one thing more. Do you know what
that something, that instinct, was, that
made me keep my hands off the seals of
those iron boxes every time?"

“What?" she asked looking down.

“It was my love for the woman who
wanted me to be great. That was the
motive that beat down all the others.”

“Billy,” she cried softly.

“Yes,” he went on, “her lips had
told me to go wrong. But,” he added,
“her soul was keeping me straight.”

“And I am shé?' she whispered.

He held out his arms and she came
to them.

“My revenge I8 now complete,” he
exclaimed.

“Revenge?’ she faltered. >

“Yes,” he answered. “I'm going to
marry you——and I'm going to take you
down to Washington to live on a back
street. And there we're going to
freeze, and starve together.”

Betdre he could kiss her a second
time, Eloise had darted to the door, had
opened it, and was calling down the
passageway regardless of Muller and
McGrath and the other attendants.

“Jim!” she cried, “Miriam! Come
back! Come back!”

Ondering, they came.
been waiting for her. <

“Come back,” sald Challoner, appear-
ing at the door, “what for?”

‘What for?” echoed Mirlam.

“You forgot all your money,” re-
turned Eloise, waving her hand toward
the boxes on the table. “And be-
sides,” she added, “we have just started
with the lynching, don't you see?”

THE END.

For they had
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