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THE ROOT OF EVIL 
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man. F want to make Tier feel that her 
word Is law with me. Tell me, do you 
think I've got a chance with a girl like 
that? You know I've never gone with 
girls much. I'm timid and awkward. 
I don't know what to do or what to 
say. But my money will help, won't 
It?" 

"Money always helps in this town, 
Cal." 

"And it means so much to a woman, 
too, don't it?" 

"Yes. Have you said anything to 
Miss Nan yet?" 

"Lord, no! Haven't dared. I'm 
kinder shying up to the old lady to get 
her on my side. She seems awfully 
friendly. I think she likes me. Don't 
you think it a good plan to cultivate 
her?" 

"By all means," was the dry reply. 
"Say, Jim, help me. Take this attor

neyship. It will please her and I'll 
make you rich. Come in with me and 
Jrou'U never regret it. I know my folks 
were not your social equals in the old 
days down south. But you know as 
well as I do that money talks here." 

There was no mistaking the genuine
ness of Bivens' feeliugs Stuart had 
but to accept the generous offer made 

"Think it over. I'll see you againl" 

In good faith, and every cloud between 
him and Nan would vanish! They 
could be married at once and the fu-
tuie was secure. All he had to do was 
to keep silent for the moment as to his 
real relations to Nan and compromise 
his sense of honor by accepting the 
wages of a man whose principles he 
despised. His decision was made with
out a moment's hesitation. 

"I refuse the offer, Cal," he said 
firmly. 

Briens rose quickly and placed hJn 
smooth hand on his friend's. 

"I won't take that answer now 
Think it over. I'll see you again." 

He turned and left the room before 
Stuart could reply 

The lawyer drew a photograph from 
his desk and looked at it, smiling ten
derly. 

"I wonder. Nan! I wonder!'* 
The smile slowlv faded, and a frown 

clouded hig brow. The lines of h 
mouth suddenly tightened. 

"I'll settle it today," he said with de
cision, as he rose, took his hat and left 
for Gramercy park. 

It was noon when Stuart reached the 
Primrose house, and Nan was again 
out. He received the announcement 
fiom her mother with a feeling of rage 
he could ill conceal 

"Where is she? I seem never to be 
able to find her at home " 

"Now. don't be absurd, Jim. You 
know she would have broken any en
gagement to see you had she known 
you were going to call today. I don't 
expect her home until 7." 

"Of course, I understand, Mrs. Prim
rose," Stuart said with a light laugh. 
"I should have told her, but I didn't 
know until a few moments ago that I 
was coming." 

"Nothing serious has happened. I 
hope?" she asked, with carefully mod
ulated sympathy, which said plainly 
that she hoped for the worst 

"No Just say that I'll call after 
dinner." 

"All right. Jim, dear," the mother 
purred. "I'll see that she's here if I 
have to lock the door " 

Stuart strolled out aimlessly and be
gan to ramble without purpose. Some
how today everything on which his 
eye rested and every sound that struck 
his ear proclaimed the advent of the 
trust's new power of which Bivens 
was the symbol—Bivens with his deli
cate, careful little hand, his bulging 
forehead, his dark keen eyes. What 
chance had his old friend Woodman 
against such forces? 

That Bivens should fall hopelessly 
and blindly in love with Nan at first 
sight was too stupefying to be grasped 
at once. She couldn't love such a 
man—and yet his millions and that 
slippery mother were a sinister com
bination. 

By evening he had thrown off his 
depression and met Nan with some
thing of his old gayety, to which she 
responded with a touch of coquetry. 

"Tell me. Jim," she began with a 
smile of mischief In her eyes, "why 
you called at the remarkable hour of 
12 noon today? Am I becoming so 
resistless that work no longer has any 
charms? You must have something 
very important to say?" 

"Yes. I have. Nan," he answered 
soberly, taking her hand. "I want a 
public announcement of our engage
ment In tomorrow morning's papers." 

"But why? You know the one con
cession, the only one I have ever made 
to my mother's hostility to you, is 
that our engagement shall be kept se-
ere until we are ready to marry. We 
must play fair." 

"I will. We are ready now." 
Nan's voice broke into a ripple of 

laughter. 
"Oh, are we? I didn't know i t" 
"Yes, that's what I came to tell 

you," Stuart went on, catching her 
ipjrlt of fun, and, presstog^her, hand. 

'I've arranged a fltfle triplolEe coun-
try tomorrow, and I'm going to con
vince vou before we return. Make 
the announcement tonight, dear! On 
my honor I promise to convince you 
tomorrow that we are ready. I've an 
argument that never falls—an argu
ment no woman can resist." 

"Not tonight, Jim," was the laughing 
reply. 

"Can't you trust me when 1 tell you 
that I've discovered something today 
that makes It necessary? I have seen 
Mr. Bivens." 

Nan leaped to her feet, her face 
flushed, her voice ringing with tri
umph. 

"And you did what I asked you. Oh, 
you're a darling! Why did you tease 
me so last night? You accepted his 
offer?" 

"I'm sorry to disappoint you, dear, 
hut I did not" 

The girl dropped into her seat with 
a sigh, while he went on: 

"Bivens further confided in me the 
fact that he is hopelessly and desper
ately in love with you." 

A flash of anger mantled Nan's 
cheeks. 

"That will do, Jim," she said in quiet 
cold tones. "Your joke has gone far 
enough." 

"Joke! Do you think I could joke on 
such a subject?" 

A smile began to play about the cor
ners of the full lips. 

1 never dreamed he was so easy." 
Still smiling dreamily Nan crossed her 
hands over her knees and studied the 
pattern in the rug, ignoring the pres
ence of her lover. 

'Let's not joke. Nan. It's too seri
ous." 

"Serious! I fail to see It.'* 
"Can't you see that we must at once 

announce our engagement?" 
The girl's lips curled with the faint

est suggestion of sarcasm. 
"I don't see it at all. You may be a 

good lawyer, but I fail to follow your 
logic." 

Stuart rose, wfth a gesture of anger. 
"Come to the point, Nan. Let's not 

beat the devil around the stump any 
longer. You know as well as I do that 
you've been trying to flirt with this lit
tle insect. You know in your heart of 
hearts you despise Bivens." 

'On the contrary, I vastly admire 
him. The man who can enter with his 
handicap this big, heartless city and 
successfully smash the giants who op
pose him is not an insect I'd rather 
call him a hero. All women admire 
success." 

"It'sdisgnsting!" 
Nan fixed her dark eyes on Stuart. 
"How dare you use such a word to 

me?" 
"Because it's time, and you know it." 
"True or false, you can't say it"—she 

rose deliberately—"you may go now." 
"Forgive me. dear," Stuart stam

mered in a queer, muffled voice. "I 
didn't mean to hurt you. I was mad 
with jealousy." 

"You may go,** was the hard, even 
answer. 

"I can't go like this, dearest" he 
pleaded. "You must forgive me—you 
must! Look at me!" 

She turned slowly, stared him full in 
the face for a moment without the 
quiver of an eyelid, her fine figure 
tense, erect, cold, as she quietly said; 

"You are tiring me. Jim." 
For the first time he saw a cold 

blooded calculation behind her beauti
ful eyes and felt it in the smile which 
•howed the white teeth—the smile of a 
woman who would pause at nothing to 
get what she wanted. 

A blush of shame tinged his face as 
he tremblingly said-

"Please, dear, let's not part like this! 
I've suffered enough today. You're only 
teasing me. And I've acted like a fool. 
Say that you forgive me!" 

"Our engagement is at an end, Mr. 
Stuart," was the quiet answer. 

"Nan"-
Before he could recover from the 

shock or utter a protest she opened the 
door and be had passed out into the 
night 

CHAPTER IV. 
The Forgotten Man. 

THE next day Stuart called a 
messenger and sent a note to 
Nan asking her to forget the 
ugly memory of the night be

fore and fulfill her promise to go to 
the country when the rain ceased. If 
it continued to rain he would call at 8. 
He told the boy to v ait for an answer. 
The messenger returned promptly and 
handed back his note unopened. 

Of course she was bluffing. She 
knew she had the whip hand for the 
moment and meant to use i t 

"Well, two can play this game," he 
muttered. "We'll see who wins!" 

He turned to his work with grim 
resolution. 

For two weeks the battle between 
pride and love raged in silence. Each 
day he rose with the hope of some 
sign from Nan, and each day hope 
died in a more desperate and sullen 
despair. At last he began to question 
the wisdom of his course. Should he 
not fight bis battle at closer range? 
What If he were in reality engaged in 
a mortal combat with Bivens' millions 
for Nan's soul and body! The idea 
was too hideous to be thinkable. 

And yet the more he thought of the 
scene of their parting, the more sick
ening became the conviction that her 
anger at his use of an ugly word was 
merely a subterfuge to break their en
gagement The perfidy and cruelty of 
sueh an act was too hideous for belief 
—yet if the thing were possible! 

One evening he made up his mind to 
go at once and fight for his old place 
beside her on any terms she would 
grant He seized his hat and opened 
the door. To his amazement Bivens 
was leisurely ascending the steps. 
Stuart stepped into the parlor and sat 
down with resignation to await his 
entrance. 

To his amazement he heard the maid 
say: 

"This way, sir. Dr. Woodman asks 
you to wait for him in the library." 

So Bivens was calling on his arch 
enemy by appointment Stuart replac
ed his hat on the rack and returned to 
his room, determined to await the out
come of this extraordinary visit 

On Dr. Woodman's entrance Bivens 
rose to greet him with unusual anima
tion and unmistakable good will. 
When the doctor grasped the out
stretched hand a more striking con
trast could scarcely be Imagined—the 
one big, bluff, jovial, sunny, powerful 
U d straight of figure as he was »1. 

ways straight In speech and* manners, 
the financier small and weak in body, 
bis movements sinuous, flexible, with 
eyes that never looked at the .man he 
was talking to, yet always seemed to 
be taking in everything In the room. 

'Well, Bivens, what can I do for 
you? I understand from your note 
that the matter is Important." 

'Of the gravest importance to ns 
both, doctor," he answered, with a 
smile. "For a peculiar personal reason 
[ want us to gel together and settle our 
differences." 

'Are there any differences between 
us? You go your way, and I go mine. 
You run your business to suit yourself, 
tnd I'll do the same. The world's big 
enough for us both"— 

"That's just the trouble." Bivens in
terrupted. "It isn't. We are entering a 
new era of combination, merger, co
operation " 

"Compulsory co-operation'" the doc
tor laughed. 

'It may be so at last," the little man 
laid soberly "Certainly the old idea 
of competition is played out We no 
longer believe that business men 
should try to cut each other's throats." 

"Oh, I see!" sneered the doctor. 
They should get together, corral their 
customers and cut their throats." 

"You must recognize the fact that the 
drug trade is a business enterprise, not 
a charity organization." 

'Even so, still I happen to know that 
within a stone's throw of my store 
swarms a population of a quarter of a 
million human beings so poor that only 
BOO of them ever have access to a bath
room. You ask me to enter with you 
Into a criminal conspiracy to suppress 
freedom of trade and use fraud and 
violence if necessary to win"— 

'Fraud and violence?" Bivens Inter
rupted, smilingly. 

"Certainly. What sort of merchandise 
does the 'organizer' of modern in
dustry bring to market? Tricks and 
subterfuges in the form of printed pa
per called stocks, which represent no 
value. From the moment a financier 
once tastes this blood he becomes a 
beast" 

"Come, come, doctor, you must real
ize the fact that in the drug business 
we are bringing order out of chaos 
and at last putting the trade on a pay
ing basis." 

"But at what a price! You have 
closed mills instead of opening them, 
thrown out of work thousands, lower
ed the price paid for raw material, 
bringing ruin to its producers, increas
ed the price charged for your products 
to the ruin of the consumer, and sad
dled millions of fictitious debts on the 
backs of their children yet unborn. 
The price of living has been increas
ing steadily with the organization of 
each industry into a trust Where will 
it end?" 

Bivens' eyes narrowed to the merest 
points of concentrated light, while an 
amused smile played about them. 

"The trust Is here to stay, doctor. 
Legislation against it is as absurd and 
futile as a movement to stop the tides. 
You cannot make economy a crime, 
progress a misdemeanor, or efficiency 
a felony! If so, you can destroy the 
trusts." 

"I'm not clear yet how it is to be 
done," was the passionate answer, 
"but as sure as God lives we are going 
to do something. At present we are 
putting wreckers in charge of organ
ization and famine producers in charge 
of production. It can't last. I believe 
in this republic. For the moment the 
people are asleep. But time is slowly 
shaping the Issue that will move the 
last laggard. We are beginning dim IT 

"The trust i» here to »tay." 

to see that there is something more 
precious in our life than the mere 
tonnage of national wealth—the spirit 
of freedom and initiative in our peo
ple! Shall they become merely the 
hired men of a few moneyed kings? Or 
shall the avenues of industry and in
dividual enterprise remain open to 
their children? The people will answer 
these questions!" 

Bivens gave a cynical little chuckle. 
"Then I'm sure we'll get the wrong 

answer, doctor," was the response. 
"They will get It right by and by. 

The nation is young. You say you be
lieve in God. Well, see to it—a thou
sand years are but a day to him! 
Among the shadows of eternity he is 
laughing at your follies. Nature in her 
long, slow, patient process is always on 
the side of justice." 

Bivens rose with a movement of im
patience. 

"I'm sorry you can't see your way 
to listen to any proposition from me, 
doctor. I'm a practical man. I wish 
to incorporate your business into the 
general organization of the American 
Chemical company on terms that will 
satisfy you"— 

"Such terms can't be made, Bivens," 
the doctor said impetuously. "Your 
purpose Is to squeeze money out of the 
people—the last dollar the trade will 
bear. That is your motto. I simply re
fuse. To you the city Is merely a big 
flock of sheep to be sheared, while to 
me its myriad sounds are the music of 
a divine oratorio, throbbing with tears 
and winged with laughter. I call the 
Pgoplj my neighbors-these h,urfyipg 

fnrongs who pass me daily. Because 
they are my neighbors they are my 
friends. Their rights are sacred. I will 
not rob, maim or kill them, and I will 
defend them against those who would." 

Bivens merely shrugged his shoul
ders and answered in measured, care
ful tones: 

"Then I suppose I'll have to fight 
you whether I wish it or not?" 

"Yes, and you knew that before you 
came here tonight. You have heard 
that I am beginning a suit for dam
ages against your company"— 

Bivens laughed in spite of himself, 
bit his lips and looked at the doctor. 

"I assure you I had heard nothing of 
such a suit, and now that I have it 
does not even interest me." 

"Then may I ask the real reason for 
this urgent call?" 

"You may," was the cheerful re
sponse. "And I will answer frankly. 
I am engaged to be married to Miss 
Nan Primrose. The wedding is to oc
cur in a few weeks. In some way she 
has learned of a possible conflict be
tween your interests and mine and 
asked me to settle them." 

"And, may I ask, why? I don't even 
know Miss Primrose." 

"A woman's whim perhaps. Possibly 
because our mutual friend, Mr. Stuart, 
lives in your home, and she feared to 
lose his friendship in the conflict which 
might ensue." 

The doctor was silent a moment and 
glared angrily at his visitor. 

"Bivens, you're a liar!" he cried in a 
sudden burst of rage. 

"I am your guest, doctor"— 
"I beg your pardon. I forgot my

self.'* 
"I assure yon," the little financier 

continued smoothly, "that my inten
tions were friendly and generous. M* 
enly desire was to help you and make 
you rich." 

Again the doctor's eyes blazed with 
wrath, and he completely lost his self 
control. 

"Dash you! Have I asked for your 
help or patronage? Its offer is an in
sult. I want you to remember, sir, 
that I picked you up out of the streets 
of New York ill, hungry, out of work, 
friendless, and gave you your first 
Job." 

Bivens, breathing heavily, turned, his 
face black with hate, and slowly said: 

"I'll make you live to regret this in
terview, Woodman." 

With a contemptuous grunt the doc
tor closed the door. 

When Stuart heard the door close 
and Bivens' step die away on the pave
ment below he came down to see the 
doctor, haunted by a strange vision. 
From every shadow he saw Nan's face 
looking into bis. He was not supersti
tious. This impression he knew was 
simply a picture burned into his tired 
brain by days and nights of intense 
longing. It was the ghost of Nan's 
face—old, white, pulseless, terrible in 
its beauty, but dead. 

He paused in the lower hall and 
watched for a moment a scene between 
father and daughter through the open 
door of the library. 

Harriet had just bounded into the 
room and stood beside the doctor's 
chair with an arm around his neck and 
the other hand gently smoothing his 
Boft gray hair. She was crooning over 
his tired figure with the quaintest little 
mother touches. 

"You look so worn out, papa, dear. 
What have you been doing?" 

"Something very foolish, I'm afraid, 
baby—I've just refused a fortune that 
might have been yours some day." 

"Why did you refuse it?" 
"Because I didn't believe it was 

clean and honest." 
"Then I shouldn't want it. I'd rather 

be poor." 
The big hands drew the golden head 

closer still and pressed a kiss on the 
young forehead. 

"My husband will love me, won't 
he? I shall not mind if I'm poor," she 
went on laughing as Stuart entered 
the room. 

"See, boy, how's she's growing, this 
little baby of mine!" the doctor ex
claimed, wheeling her about for Stu
art's inspection. "Run now, girlie, and 
go to bed. I want to talk to Jim." 

"Well, my boy," said the doctor 
when she had left, "I've just done a 
thing which I know was inevitable, 
but now that's it's done I'in afraid I 
may have made a tragic mistake. Tell 
me if It's so. There may be time to 
retract." 

"Bivens has threatened to ruin your 
business?" 

"On the other hand he has just offer
ed to buy it at my own price." 

"And you refused?" 
"To sell at any price, but it's not too 

late to change my mind. I can call 
him back now and apologize for my 
rudeness. Tell me, should I do it? 
Your eyes are young, boy; your soul is 
fresh from God's heart I'm just a lit
tle lonely and afraid tonight See 
things for me—sit down a moment" 

"There are several reasons why you 
couldn't have a more sympathetic 
listener tonight, doctor—go on." 

"Grant all their claims," he began 
impatiently, "for the trust—its econo
my, its efficiency, its power, its suc
cess—this is a free country, isn't it?" 

"Theoretically." 
"Well, when I hint at such a thing 

to your modern organizing friend that 
these enormous profits for the few 
must be paid out of the poverty of the 
many—against whom the strong and 
cunning are thus combining—a simple 

by rair or fouTmeansT rmust fight it. 
I must Good food, decent clothes, a 
home, pure air, a great love—these are 
all any human being needs. No hu
man being should have less. I will not 
strike down my fellow man to get more 
for myself while one human being on 
this earth wants as much." 

"You'll never know," Stuart said, 
with deep emotion, "how much I owe 
to you in my own life. You have al
ways been an inspiration to me." 

The patient gray eyes smiled. 
'Tm glad to hear that tonight, my 

boy, for, strange as it may seem to 
you, I've been whistling to keep up my 
courage. I've a sickening foreboding 
of failure. But, after all, can a man 
fail who is right?' 

"I don't believe it," was the ringing 
answer which leaped to Stuart's lips. 
"I've had to face a crisis like this re
cently. I was beginning to hesitate 
and think of a compromise. You've 
helped me." 

"Good luck, my boy," was the cheen 
answer. "I was a poor soldier tonight 
myself until the little weasel told mo 
an obvious lie, and I took courage 
He pretended to have come in a moo-' 
of generosity, his offer of settlement In
spired by love." 

"The devil must have laughed." 
"So did l-especially when be told 

me that he was engaged to be mar 
ried.' 

"Engaged—to— be—married?" Stuart 
made a supreme effort to appear indif- i 
ferent "To whom?" 

"To Miss Nan Primrose, a young lady 
1 haven't the honor of knowing, and he 
bad the lying audacity to say that he 
tame at her suggestion." 

Stuart tried to speak and his tongue 
refused to move. In a stupor of blind 
despair be slowly fumbled bis way up 
to his room, entered and threw him 
self across the bed without undressing 
It was one thing to preach, another to 
face the thing itself alone in the dark
ness. 

V. 

T 

day I .Bad a surprise for you 1 have 
l f s worth a day You promised me 
lone In the country before our foolish 
quarrel. I want it now. You will 
come?" ~ -

She hesitated a moment and said: 
"Yes," 
Within an hour they bad reached the 

hills overlooking Gravesend bay, and 
the magnificent sweep of water belov* 
the Narrows Nan bad scarcely spoken 
on the way. answering Stuarfs que* 
tlons in friendly nods, smiles and mon 
oeyllables 

"Before we go farther," Stuart said 
when they bad left the car, "1 want to 
ihow you a model home a friend of 
mine has built out here It's my ideal, 
and I think you'll like it" 

As they entered the gate, half bid 
den in the hedge, the girl exclaimed: 

"What a lovely little" place!" 
A gardener who was watering some 

flowers on a sign from Stuart hastened 
up the gravel walk and opened the 
door 

Every window commanded entranc
ing views of the bay and ocean. Ev 
ery ship entering or leaving the harbor 
of New York must pass close and could 
be seen for miles going to sea. 

When Stuart finally led Nan out on 
the broad veranda of the second floor 
she was in a flutter of excitement over 
the perfection of its details. 

"I think it's wonderful. Jim!" she 
exclaimed, with enthusiasm. "I've 

CHAPTER 
Struggle. 

HE longer Stuart wrestled with 
the problem of Nan's yielding 
to the lure of Bivens' gold the 
more hideous and hopeless it 

became. He began to feel that he bad 
been to blame. Why had he allowed 
the foolish pride of a lovers' quarrel to 
keep them apart for two weeks? 

When he came downstairs be paused 
at the door. Harriet was playing and 
singing again, and the soft tones of her 
voice were healing. He walked gently 
to the door of the music room, leaned 
against the panel and watched and 
listened. 

At last she stopped reluctantly, tip
ped her golden head sideways in a co
quettish little triumphant movement 
and in the quaintest imitation of a 
man's voice said: 

"I congratulate you, Miss Harriet—I 
like that very much!" 

"Do you, professor? Oh, I'm so glad 
to please you!" 

She shook her curls with genuine de 
light and played out the little dialogue 
with vivid imaginary touches. 

Stuart laughed. 
The girl leaped to her feet, blushing 

scarlet rushed to his side and seized 
his band. 

"Did you see me, Jim? Was I very 
foolish?" 

"Certainly not I quite agree with 
the professor. You will some day sing 
before kings and queens, little girl" 

He left her waving and smiling to 
him from the steps He walked with 
new vigor and a deepening sense of 
gratitude to her His breath deepened 
and his step grew Arm and swift He 
would fight for his own He would go 
straight to Nan and laugh at this an 
nouncement He would compel ber to 
hear him. It was an absurd hour to 
call, but all the better 

Mrs. Primrose's greeting was so cor 
dial, so genuinely friendly, that for a 
moment he was puzzled Could it be 
possible he had misjudged ber? 

She pressed his band warmly and 
Ungeringly. 

"Oh, Jim, I'm so glad you've come 
Why have you stayed away so long'' 
It was so foolish of you You gave up 
without a struggle. I'm shocked be 
yond measure at Nan. I told ber that 
his millions would never bring bappi 
ness unless ber heart went with them 
' that her love for you was a thing 
she couldn't lay aside as a cloak she 
bad worn. I told Nan the day she 
promised to marry Mr. Bivens that you 
were worth a dozen such men. no mat 
ter how many millions be had. You 
have always been my choice—you 
know that" 

Stuart could control himself no long 
er. He rose and faced Mrs. Primrose 
with a look which brought ber elo 
quence to an abrupt end. 

"Mrs. Primrose, for once in my life 
I am going to tell you the truth You 
have always been my bitterest foe 
You brought Nan to New York to get 
ber away from me." 

The mother's eyes blazed with bon 
est wrath. 

"Yes, I did; and I'm glad I did l t -
you ungrateful wretch!" 

"And you have always been busy 
poisoning her mind against me and 
corrupting her Imagination with 
dreams of a life of luxury." 

"And, thank God," I've succeeded at 
last in bringing her to ber senses in 
time to save her from throwing herself 

r "I think it wonderful, Jiml" 

o r— , away on you, Jim Stuart!" 
answer is always ready, 'Business is As Mrs. Primrose left Nan quietly en-
Wt„— . »MA *-„„„,„*-;. , - «._ „,;. jgj^ t n e r o o n L g^ f a c e w a g § e t f ( ) r 

battle in a proud defiant smile. She 
was totally unprepared for the way in 

business,' which translated is the old 
cry that the first murderer shrieked 
Into the face of his questioner, 'Am I 
my brother's keeper?' I saw murder 
in those black bead eyes of Bivens' 
tonight Do you think he would hesi
tate to close a factory to increase a 
dividend if he knew that act would 
result in the death of its employees 
from weakness and hunger? Not for 
a minute. He hesitates only at a viola
tion of the letter of the criminal code." 

"But if you sell your business to 
these men and retire will yon necessa
rily share in their wrongdoing?" 

"In a very real and tragic sense, yes. 
I'm a coward. I give up the fight 
I've been both a soldier and a mer
chant Why should not trade have its 
'heroes as well as war? Why shouldn't 
I be just as ready to die as a merchant 
for my people as I was on the field of 
battle? I am just passing through this 
world once. There are some things I 
simply must do as I pass. They can't 
wait, and the thing that has begun to 
strangle me is this modern erase for 
npawTi «9flex. money, at all hamrfln. 

which Stuart met her. 
With a quick step he was at her side, 

seized both her bands in a grip of fierce 
tenderness and in low tones of vibrant 
passion said: 

"This thing don't go with me. Nan 
I won't accept i t I'm going to fight-
light for my own—for you are mine-
mine by every law of God and man, 
and you are worth fighting fori" 

The hard smHe of defiance melted 
from the beautiful face, and a flush of 
tenderness slowly overspread ber 
cheeks. It was sweet to be loved like 
that by a strong, masterful man. She 
started to speak, and he raised his 
liand: 

"1 know, dear, you said our engage
ment was broken. I don't believe you 
*mean i t I couldn't The news of 
your engagement to Bivens came as a 
bolt out of the blue sky. I refuse to 
accept such an act as final You did it 
ont of pique. You don't mean i t Yon 

M LtQia I9Q the other 

never seen anything more nearly per 
feet Whose is it?" 

Stuart looked into her dark eyes with 
desperate yearning. 

"It's yours, Nanl" 
"Mine?" 
"Yes. dear; this is my secret I've 

been building this home for you the 
past year. I've put all the little mon 
ey my father gave me with every dol 
lar I could sava It's paid for. and 
here's the key 1 meant to ask you 
out here to fix our wedding day. 1 
ask you now. Forget the nightmare 
of the past two weeks, and remember 
only that we love each other." 

Her lips quivered for just an in 
stant and ber hand gripped the rail 
of the veranda. 

"If I'd seen it four weeks ago. Jim 
I really don't see bow I could have re 
Blsted i t but now"—Rhe shook ber 
head and laughed—"now it's too late 

"My God! Don't say that. Nan'" he 
pleaded. "It's never too late to do 
right You know that 1 love you 
You know that you^love me" 

"But I've discovered." she went on 
with bantering, half challenging frank 
ness, "that I love luxury too 1 never 
fcnew how deeply and passionately be 
fore"— She paused a moment, look 
Ing toward Sea Gate. "Isn't that the 
Anchorage of the Atlantic Yacht club?" 

"Yes." he answered Impatiently 
•'Then that's Mr Bivens yacht, the 

big. ugly black one lying close inshore 
with steam up He told me he would 
send ber Into drydock today He was 
talking last night of a wedding cruise 
In her to the Mediterranean. I con 
fess. Jim. that I want to shine, to sue 
ceed and dazzle and reign This is 
perhaps the one chance of my life." 

"Do you hold yourself so cheap?" 
"You can't realize how much the 

power of millions means to a woman 
who chafes at the limitations the world 
puts on her sex It's too late"— 

"Don't, don't say i t Nan!" 
"Why not be frank? This little cot 

tage is a gem. I admit But I've seen a 
splendid palace set in flowers and 
gleaming with subdued light Soft 
music steals through its halls mingled 
with the laughter of throngs who love 
and admire me Its banquet tables are 
laden with the costliest delicacies 
while liveried servants hurry to and 
fro with plates and goblets of gold " 

Stuart seized her arm with fierce 
strength that hurt "You shall not do 
this hideous thing You are mine. I 
tell you, and I am bigger than money 
I have the power to think, to create 
Ideas, to create beauty—the power that 
remakes the world 1 expect to have 
all the money we shall need In the 
years to come we shall be rich whether 
we seek It or not But the sweetest 
days of all life will be those In which 
we fight'side by side the first battles of 
life in youth and poverty when we 
shall count the pennies and save with 
care for the little ones God may send 
us." 

"But life is short. Jim. I can have 
things now He has already promised 
them—a palace in town, another by 
the sea. a great castle in the heart of 
the blue southern mountains we used 
to watch ns children and armies of 
liervants to do my bidding. 1 can live 
now." 

"And you call these trappings and 
tinsel life?" ^ 

"I want them." 
"My God. Nan. haven't yon a soul? 

Hasn't the life within no meaning for 
you? To me such luxury is sheer in
sanity The possibilities of personal 
luxury have hpen exhausted thousands 
of year* njro !t'«» < ommonplace vul 
rnr and •ontt»» iptlhlp tW >ou wuh for 
pottei why choose the lowest of all Its 
forma'/. The wa^ juu are entering is 
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Your income should stop today, yet 
your expenses will keep right on. 
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worn "bare by Cue feet of mDlidna~«JI 
forgotten fools whose bodies worms 
have eaten. Not one of them lives 
today even in a footnote of history." 

"And yet, Jim, you know as well as 1 
do that money Is the sign of success 
and power; its absence, of failure and 
weakness If you make a mistake in 
your career you can correct it and be
gin again Being a woman, I cannot, 
for marriage is my only career. A 
mistake now would be to me fatal." 

"And you are making the one tragic 
mistake no repentance can undo. The 
deliberate choice of evil, knowing it to 
be evil Your heart is mine—mine. 1 
tell you! Do you deny it?" 

Again be seized her hand, gripped It 
fiercely and looked into her eyes with 
tender, searching gaze. 

Nan looked away. 
"Oh, Nan, dear, believe me!" be 

pleaded. "You can't deny this voice 
within the soul and live. Happiness Is 
inside, not outside, dear." 

The lover paused a moment, over
come with his emotion, and he knew 
by the quick rising and falling of the 
girl's breast that a battle was raging. 

Quick to see bis advantage, he drew 
ber gently inside. 

"See, Nan. there are no cheap imita
tions in here, no vulgar ornaments 
which mean nothing. This home will 
be a real one because it will have a 
soul. There can be no coarse or menial 
tasks within its walls because its work 
shall be glorified by the old immortal 
song of love and life." 

Stuart leaned close and spoke In a 
low tense voice: 

"And it will always be beautiful. 
Nan, because it will be penetrated with 
the touch of your hand. Every piece 
of furniture will glow with that radl 
a nee Gold and precious stones can 
have no such luster See, here I have 
planned to place your piano. There 
will be no music on earth like the 
songs those throbbing strings shall 
make to my soul when they quiver be
neath the touch of your hand." 

The lover slipped his arm gently 
around the girl's yielding form, ber 
bead drooped on his shoulder, the great 
dark eyes blinded with tears. For a 
moment be held her in silence, broken 
only by a deep sob His hand touched 
ber hair with the tenderest gesture as 
he whispered: 

"We can only know a few real 
friends in this world, dearest But one 
great love comes to any human soul, 
and life is alljtoo short to lose a single 
day." 

"Hush-hush, Jim!" the girl cried in 
anguish. "Don't say any more, please." 

"Tell me that it's all right, dear," he 
urged. "You know you cannot leave 
me now. You know that yon love me 
and that your love is a deathless 
i.hfir,g:" _ 

"The spell of his millions is on me." 
"Yes, yes; I know." she gasped. 

"But I'm going to marry him. 1 can't 
help It The spell of his millions is on 
me, and I can't shake It off." 

With a determined effort she drew 
herself from his embrace and in bard, 
cold tones continued: 

"No, Jim; you must face the truth 
I am going to marry this man. and 
the most horrible thing I can say 
about myself Is that deeply as 1 love 
you, I know t shall be content with 
the splendid career that will be mine. 
I shall never regret my marriage." 

The -lover looked at her in a daaed 
W U U L & BMble to grasp the 

Ing of her wordsT - - - -
"But you can't do this vile thing 

81nce the world began I know that 

rain, weak. Ignorant women nave sold 
Ihemselves to men they could not love 
for money, rank and luxury. But yon 
are not of that breed. Nan. You are 
the typical American girt You repre
sent women whose hearts have been 
pure, whose lives have been clean, who 
have kept burning in the hearts of 
men the great faiths of the souL Re
spect for women has been one of the 
foundations of our moral life. The 
woman who sells herself to buy bread 
stands higher in the moral world than 
you"— He hesitated. 

"Go on, Jim; say the worst And 
•till I'm goeng to do It" 

"Knowing full well that no ceremo
ny of church or state, no word of 
priest or judge, no pealing of organ or 
pomp or pageantry can make this 
thing a marriage?" 

The lover dropped in silence to the 
window seat and burled bis face to his 
aands In a paroxysm of emotion be-
rond control. At length he rose and 
ooked at the girl he loved long and 
tenderly. 

"God hi heaven! I f s inconceivable 
Hvhen I look into your beautiful face! 
Have you no pity in your heart?" 

The full lips smiled a cruel little 
smile. 

"Men are strong, Jim. They can 
stand hard blows. You come of fight
ing stock. I know that yon will sur
vive. I'm sorry to hurt you. Jim. but 
I must; It's fate. The big world I some
how feel I'm akin to is calling me. and 
I'm going"— 

"And Bivens is this big world! If 
you will throw me over for money 
can't yon wait until a real man goes 
with it? It wouldn't be so bad if I 
felt you had chosen one who was my 
equal physically and mentally hi cul
ture and breeding—but Bivens!" 

"Yon underestimate his ability. You 
may hate him, but he Is a man of 
genius." 

"He is everything yon loathe and yet 
you are going to marry him. Yon are 
giving up too easily. Bivens has only 
a couple of millions, and he may lose 
them. Don't hold yourself so cheap. 
If yon were on the block for sale I'd 
give a million for each dimple to your 
cheeks. The smile that plays about 
your lips should bring millions. Your 
deep dark eyes, I Bwear, are worth a 
million each." 

"Hush, Jim, dear, we must go now. 
I can't stand any more. There's a 
limit" 

"Yes, I know. Forgive me." 
Without another word he led her 

from the place, closed the little gate 
qnietly and returned to her home. 

Alone Inside the parlor they stood to 
silence a moment and she took bis 
hand to hers. 

T m sorry, but it must be goodby. 
Your love has been a sweet and won
derful thing in my life"— 

"And yon throw it aside aa a worth
less rag." 

"No," she answered, smiling. "It 
shall be mine always. Goodby." 

She raised her lips to his to a cold 
kiss. 

Dazed with anguish, he turned and 
left The door closed on his retreat-
tog figure, and Nan burst Into a flood 
of passionate tears. _ 

(To be continued) 
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Order Uniting* Slats to TOm «w»t— and 

Tor Wearing Theseoa. 
Estate of John William Carlson." * 

State of Minnesota, Count? of Kandi
yohi, in Probsts Court, --v.*** - -

In the Matter of the Estate'of Joan 
William Carlson, Decedent. 
Letters of Administration this day 

having been granted to Chr. Svenaoa-of 
said County, 

J,1 J* ,Prde,Led' th** tt« **•• within 
which all creditors of the above named 
decedent may present claims against his 
estate in this court be, and the jpame 
hereby is. limited to six months from 
and after the date hereof; and -that 
Monday, the 14th day of April, i l l s , at 
t o'clock p. m., in the Probate Court 
Rooms at the Court House at Willmar 
in said-County, be, and the same hereby 
is fixed and appointed as the time and 
place for hearing* upon and the exam
ination, adjustment and allowance of 
such claims as shall be presented with
in the time aforesaid. 

Let notice hereof be given by the pub
lication of this order in the Wllfinar 
Tribune as provided by law. 

Dated October 7, l t » . 
<SEAL) T. O. GILBERT, 

W. STANFORD. ^ ^ * " * * 
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