ly loved anybody or anythlng but
yourself. You are utterly selfish. You
are dellberately lying every hour you
live to those who love you. You-are
playing a part—for your owun ends!
You were only a good Imitation of a
good fellow at college. You are a
poor imitatlon of a man of honor
now."”

Hugh rose to his feet as he answer
ed hotly: “And what are youn, I'd like
to know? Just because | take my
pleasure as 1 please, while you choose
to mnke a stained glass cherub of
yourself, Is no reason why ['m not |
just as good as you! | knew you
well enough before you set up for such
a pattern. You didn’t go in mneh then
for a theological diet Pshaw!" he
went on, gnapping his fingers toward
the well stocked bookshelves *1 won.
der how much of all that you real
ly belleve! 1 imagine your friends
don't call you '‘Satan’ now?"

“No,” returned Harry quletly,
don't eall me 'Satan’ now.”

He went back to the safe,

The movement set Hugh
to reBretting his hasty tongue. If he
had only assumed penitence Instead
of flylng into a passion he might have
had the money he wanted just as well
a8 not.

“There’s no sense in us two quarrel
ing," he saild hastily, “We've been

“they

Instantly
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news,” sald the blshop. '“T've Just ¢ome
from David Stires He has a letter
from Vap Lennap, the great eye sur-
geon of Vienna He disagrees with the
rest of them. ‘Thinks Jessica's case
may not be hopeless,”

The cloud that Hugh's call had left
on Harry's countenance lifted,

“Thank God!" he sald, “Will she go
to him?"

The bishop looked at him ecurlously,
for the exclamation seemed to hold
more than a conventional relief.

“He I8 to be In America next month
He will come here then to examine and

-

W O

“Will she go to him?'
PPoor child!

-

\

perhaps to operate It win

| be a terrible thing for her if this Inst

now,
n

especially
0 muke

hope fails her, too,
when she and Hugh are
mateh of it."”

Harry's face was turned away. or the
bighop would have seen It suddenly
startled. *To make a match of it!" To
hide the flush he felt stulning bis
cheek Harry bent to close the safe A
something that had darkled in some
obscure depth of his being whose exlist
ence he had not guessed was throbbing

friends a long time, ['m sure I didn't
intend to when I carhe in. | suppose
you're right about some things, and
probably dropping Morean wouldn't
hurt me any. [I'm sorry [ sald all 1
did. Only—the money seemed such a
little thing, and I—1 needed it."”

Harry stood an Instant with his
hand on the knob; then Instead of clos
ing the door he drew out a little draw-
er. He lifted a packet of crisp yellow
backs and slowly counted out $100.
“I'm trying to belleve you mean what
you say, Hugh,” he said.

Jhe bishop

now to a painful resentment .Jessica
was to marry Hugh!

“A handsome fellow-Hugh!" sald
"He seems to have ceturn:
ed with a new heart—a brand plucked
from the burning. Yon had the same
alma mater, I think you told me. Yonur
influence has done the boy good., Nan-
derson!" He lald his band kindly on
the other's shoulder '“The fact that
you were In college together makes
him look up to you--as the whole par
ish does,” he added.

Harry was setting the combination

Hugh's fingers closed eagerly over
the crackling notes. “Now, that's
white of you after everything 1 said
You're a good fellow, Harry, after all,
and I'll always say s0.” He pocketed
the money with an air of relief and
picked up his hat and cane. ,

Just then from the dusty street came |
the sounid of carrlage wheels and the |
click of the gate latch, |

“It's Bishop Ludlow,” he sald, glane- |
fng through the window. “He's com-
Ing in, I think I'll slip out the side |
way. Thanks for the loan, zmd—-l n
think over what you've said.”

Avolding the blshop, Hugh sbepped
toward the L eTmioneywas In |
his poclest. Well, one of these days
he would not have to grovel for a pal-
try $50. He would be his own mas-
ter and could afford to let Harry San.
derson and everybody else think what | |
they liked.

“So I'm playing a part, am [!"” he
sald to himself. “Why should your
holiness trouble yourself over it if 1
am? Not because you're so careful of
the r,overnors feelings, not by a long
shot! Tt's becaunse yon choose to think
Jessica ITolme Is too good for me,
That's where the shoe pinches. Per-
haps you'd like to play at that game
yourself, eh?”

He walked jauntily up the street—’

_ tvward the door with the little barred
window.

“The old man is fond of her. He

' thinks I odean to settle down and let
the moss grow over my ears, and he'll
do the pnoper thing.  It'll be a good
way to put my head ahove water and
* keep it there, It must be soon,

and did ot answer. But through the
turmoil In his brain a satiric volce
kept repeating:
“No, they don’t call
now!"
L]

me . ‘Satan’

The white house in the aspens was
in gala attire. Flowers—great banks
of bloom—4ere massed in the hall,
along the stairway and in the window
seats, and wreaths of deliegite fern
| trembled on the prith hung chandeliers
Over all breathed the sweet fragrance
of jasmine. Musiclans sat behind a
screen of pelms In a corridor, and o
i long scarlet carpet strip ran down the
front steps to the driveway, up which
passed bravely dressed folk, arriving
in carrfages and on, foot, to witness

‘(he completion of a much hooted ro

mance.

For a fortnight this afternoon’s
| event had been the chat of the town.
for David Stires, who today retired
from actlve business, was its magnate,
the owner of Its flnest single estate
and of its most important bank. From
his scapegrace boyhood Hugh Stires
had made himself the subject of nn-
comfortable discussion.  His sudden
disappearance after the rumored quar-
rel with his father and the advent of
Jessica Holme had furnished the com-
munity sufficlent material for gossip.
The wedding had capped this gossip
with an appropriate climax. ‘Tongues
had wagged over [ts pros and cons,
for Hugh’s past had induced a whole-
some skepticism of his future.

There was an additional element of
romance, too, In the sltuation, for Jes-
slea, who had never yvef seen her lover,
would see her hushand. The great
surgeon on whose prognostication she
bad built so much had nﬁvd and
bhad operated. The ozperlmt had

| been completely successful, and Jess-

‘ea’s hope of" ﬂmm‘boeouo A sure

.-lndgnrta)nptomh..

“The wumn “over, tlme had re-

b fora Jessica could
-ullmpn of the world
; M Hugh had

g If he had strin-

h! was -llm

chiefs and energeffc fans fought valn-
ly against the Intolerable heat. There,
as the clock struck 6, a hundred pairs
of eyes galloped between two centers
of {nterest—the door at which the bride
would enter and the ralsed platform at
the other end of the room where,
prayer book in hand, In hls wide robes
and flowing sleeves, Harry Sanderson
had just taken his stand. Perbaps
more looked at Harry than at the
door,

He teemed his usual magnetic self
as he stood there, backed by the flow-
ers, his waving brown halr unsmooth
ed, the ruby ring glowing dull red
against the dark leather of the book he
held. But Harry Sanderson was far»
from feellng the grave, allen figure he
appeared. In the past weeks he had
waged a sllent warfare with himself,
bitter because repressed. The strange
new thing that had sprung up In him
he had trampled mercllessly under
From the thought that he loved the
promised ,wife of another a quick, fas
tidious sense In him recolled abashed
This painful struggle had been sharp
ened by his sense of Hugh's utte:
worthlessness. To that rustling assem
blage the man who was to make those '
solemn promises was David Stires’
son, who had bad his fling, turned over
his new leaf becomiugly and was bow
offering substantial hostages to good
repute, To him, Harry S8anderson, he
was a flaneur, 8 marginlegs gambler in
the futurgs of his father's favor and n
woman's heart. .

Only a moment Harry stood waiting.
then the palm screened musicians be-
gan the march, and Hugh took his
place, animated apnd assured, looking
the flushed ®nd expectant bridégroom
At thé same lostant the chattering and
hubbub ceased., Jessica, on the arm of
the old man, erect, but walking feebly.
with his cane, was tdnnclng down

the roped lane.

Harry's eyes dropped to ihe usmnd
book  though he knew the office by
heart. He spoke the time worn ad-
juration with clear enunclation, w Jh
almost perfunctory distinctness. . Me
did not look at Hugh. N,

,“If any map . cag. sk
why they mas

o e hnmm peace.” In the
pause--the slightest pause—that turned
the page he felt an infane prompting
to tear off his robes, to proclaim to this
roomful of heated, gaping, fan futter
Ing humanity that he himself. a min.
Ister of the gospel. the celebrant of
the rite, knew “just cause "

The choking impulse passed The pe-
tiods rolled on  The long whits glove
was slipped from the bhand, the ring
put on the finger, and the puir whom
God and Harry Sanderson had jolned
together were kneeling on the white
gatin priedien with bowed bheads un-
der the final invocation As they knelt
cholr volces rose.

Then, while the musle Nngered, the
hush of the room bnh io a confused
murmur, the white ribbon wound ropes
were let down, aad a voluble wave of
congratulators swept over the spot. In
a moment more Haery found himself
laying off his robes In the next room
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gay volces and of carflage wheeld | :

came around the corner of the house,
for the reception was to be curtalled.
One by one he heard the carriages roll
down the graveled driveway. A last
chime of volces talking together—Har-
ry could distinguish Hugh's volce now
—and at length quiet told him the last
of the guests were gone,

The east room was empty save for

servants who were gathering some of
the cut flowers for themselves. e
stood aimlessly for a few moments
looking about him, A white carnation
lay at the foot of the dais, fallen from
Jesslon’s shower bouquet. He picked
this up, abstractedly smelled its per
fume and drew the stemn through his
buttonhole. He heard volces in the )
brary, and, opening th.dooe. l\nn
tered.

Inthomutoldm'ldﬁtﬁuh
u- wlml M M hin son -

bour ago! Itwas
a8 cringing, a
hangdog Hush.
with a slinking
dread In the
face,a trembilng
e of the bhands, a

~ tense  expecta-

“We have married  tlon In the pos-

Jesslea to a com tun The thin
mon thief!"

=

ed to Harry's for an instant, then re-

turned to a kind of fascination to a

slip of paper on the desk, on which his
father's forefinger rested, like a ‘na
transfixing an animate Infamy.

“SBanderson,” sald the old wan In l
low, hoarse, unnatural volce, “come
and shut the door. God forgive
We have married Jesslca to a com
thlef! Hugh, my son, my only ¢
Whom | have forgiven beyond all te
onlng, has forged my name hj’
for 85,0001 )

" | wouldn't have

line scross . his |
brow was a livid pallor. His eyes lft: |

- bln moment tlnn
e h dead silence |p |
‘ . Harry's
- eaught o hig
and the old wan's.
* . again impaled thel
Jess son. Hugh threw up his
with an attempt at jauntives |
with furtive apprehension in B
muscle, for be could not solve the!
he saw 6n his s face, and
“Yon mct as If It were a cool
l‘numw:mwu
Juck ‘Buppose | did
' five the lﬂ. You were golig

' uv.mh’ilﬂ&mnl

tind to have the movey then, as
tuwlht b

|
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