
iere meeting of their eyes told Ash- 
ton that they loved one another. 
He was as clear about it as though 
they had clasped hands and used 

adoring words, but he did not make up his 
mind instantly to kill Newberry. He lacked 
some of the crisp, clear brain of younger days 
but still he could be logical enough when he 
wished to; and before this most important act 
of his life he needed to make certain before he 
struck. 

He put on one side fifteen years of friend- 
ship for Newberry and ten years of quiet 
married contentment with Mary, to force the 
conclusion that nothing could be wrong. After 
that he reviewed all the ties that drew them 
together. Ironically, in the early days, he had 
forced Newberry on the attention of Mary 
until she began to accept him as a rather un- 

pleasant matter of course. But time changes 
men and it changes women, too. The robust 
heartiness of Ashton, he knew, was getting a 

bit red in the face and fat in the jowls, whereas 
Newberry always seemed about the same — 

lean, blond, cool-blooded, weak in the bone 
and sharp in tlie eye. But big bone and muscle 
don’t count so much after a man is past thirty 
and mind should be so much more important 
than matter. 

Mary was one of those cool, lean blondes, 
also, and though opposites attract in youth, 
similar natures are apt to grow together later 
on in life. They had similar tastes, too. They 
never turned on the radio except to bring 
some damned snoring German music into the 
house, with all the uproar and jitters of a sym- 
phony orchestra; and now Ashton could re- 

member the books they read and talked about 
and all the conversations which they broke off 
suddenly, when he came in from an autumn 
ride, or a bit of wood-chopping or skating 
down on the pond. As a matter of fact, for a 

couple of years he had led pretty much his 
own solitary life in the country, during week- 
ends. Sometimes he was home for meals and 
sometimes he wasn’t. Perhaps that was why 
he’d been leaning so hard on the whisky. He 
began to see a whole new chain of causes for 
effects with which he already was familiar. 

For a moment be thought of stopping those 
week ends of Newberry at the little country 
house; but then he remembered that New- 
berry actually owned the second mortgage on 

the house. This made him feel trapped. Sud- 
denly he knew that the only answer was the 
death of Newberry. In spite of his attempt at 
logic and calm investigation of the problem, 
it was the only answer that had interested 
him from the first. 

Whether there had been any guilty relations 
between them he could not tell. The thought 
gave him such exquisite torment that he put 
it away from his mind and refused to examine 
certain dim bits of evidence. It was enough 
that Newberry, like a damned snake in the 
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grass, at last had wormed himself into the 
innermost mind of Mary and now Ashton had 
no place in her soul. He disgusted her. He 
remembered, now, how often she looked down, 
suddenly, when he was talking, veiling some- 

thing in her eyes. That happened as a rule 
when he came home a little high, his words 
stumbling, a pulse tingling in his thickened 
lips. Newberry used to look down, also. They 
had gentle voices, those two, and their man- 
ners were exactly the same. It seemed to Ash- 
ton that he had been the blindest damned 
fool in the world but once he had Newberry 
out of the way he would cut down on the 
liquor, trim off some of the extra poundage, 
and bring Mary back to him. 

After he had decided to kill the man he had 
two fears. One was that he might relent at the 
moment for action and the other was that 
conscience might torment him after the thing 
had been accomplished. But as for the law, 
he had not the slightest fear of it for he had 
seen, with a perfectly clear insight, exactly 
how Newberry should be disposed of. It 
needed no planning, no talking, no persuading 
on his part. At Sunday lunch, Newberry an- 
nounced that he was taking the evening train 
back to the city instead of waiting over for 
Monday morning and going in with the rest 
of them; and the moment this was clear, Ash- 
ton knew that his man never would reach 
that train. 

it was perfectly simple. In the middle of 
the December afternoon, he took the car. 

promised to be back in time to drive New- 
berry to the station, and whizzed away along 
the northern road. It was hardly more than 
a half mile over the hill to the railroad and 
when he was tardy, they would take it for 
granted that he was stalled once more in some 

tavern along the way; Newberry would leave 
his bag behind him and saunter off to the sta- 
tion in plenty of time. 

He loitered for two hours along byroads, 
driving slowly and never thinking back a 

single step, but always forward. Once or twice 
he tried to tell himself that Mary was already 
withering and that he didn’t care what she 
did with herself but it was not a real act of 
self-delusion for the pain that came with it 
stopped his mind short and almost cut off his 
breath. The mere lift of her hand or turn of 
her head meant more to him than all the 
voices, all the faces of all the other women 

in the world. In his forward thoughts, he laid 
hands on his business again and built it into a 

sound structure once more but chiefly he 

The conversation 
broke off sudden- 
ly as he. came in 

reached out to his wife and surrounded her 
with all that Newberry had given — a quiet 
understanding. 

When the right time came, he drove back, 
took the road across the hills, and stopped in 
a byway where the little cypresses and the 
intertangling of the second-growth forest, like 
smoke, concealed the automobile perfectly. 
Then be took the old revolver, dropped it 
into the deep pocket of his overcoat, and went 
on down the hill to Tappan Creek. The short 
cut to the station ran right past the curve of 
the creek, at one point, and at this place he 
stepped into a cluster of tough evergreens, 
hardly higher than a man’s head. 

He cane directly above the picture in Tappan Geek 
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It was bitterly cold. It was so cold that the 
gun in his pocket was ice that hurt his hand. 
It was so cold that the evening seemed to 
curdle to grease-gray and the last of the sun’s 
light smothered in the west. Frost got into his 
feet. But he was ready to freeze himself into 
a stone in order to finish this work. Ik simply 
made sure that his right hand was fully alive, 
working his fingers vigorously in order to keep 
the blood in circulation. And it was not long 
before he heard Newberry coming over the 
hill from the house. He knew the quick, light 
step. Everything about Newberry was light 
and quick — his hand, his eye, his mind. He 
rarely laughed but his smile came and went, 
quickly. 

still he could not see his man for the shrub- 
bery screened him, and he glanced aside to- 
ward the rapid, musical voices of Tappan 
Creek. It rarely froze to silence and all year 
long its small chorus lived with them in the 
cottage. To Ashton it was the most friendly 
sound in the world; and now he was going to 
give the creek a friend’s work to do for him. 

When he looked up from the dim face of the 
water, Newberry was almost on him, his feet 
coming silently over a sandy patch. The 
familiar gray overcoat, loosely awash around 
the shoulders, the long, narrow shanks, and 
the low slouch of the hat across the face made 
Ashton almost call out a greeting. He caught 
his breath, lifted the revolver and bred, point- 
blank at the head. 

He should have taken an instant more of 
care. Newberry dropped to his knees. His 
hat fell off and he clasped his head with both 
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