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Ten years in prison take a good

deal out of a man's life that can
never be replaced or made up
again, and when John Alvin
found the gates of the state peni-

tentiary barred behind him in-

stead of in front of him, he felt
acutely the gap that had to be

Almost Reluctantly He Raised
he Revolver.

bridged between the Alvin of
1902v the young bank cashier who
had flung his firm's money into
the bottomless pit of speculation,
and the Alvin of 1912, prema-
turely bowed, embittered by
brooding over his planned re

venge, and walking with the pe-

culiar gait which made him the
object of suspicion to every pass-
ing policeman.

He had a new suit of fairly
good blue serge, a new hat, a new
pair of shoes, and fifty-on- e dol-
lars in his packet, besides a ticket
for Cranston.

But Alvin was not going to
Cranston. He was going to Myr-
tle, two hundred miles in the op-

posite direction, and he had asked
for a free ticket to Cranston to
blind the spies of Howell, his
enemy. He meant to kill Howell,
and thus to wipe out the disgrace
which he had brought upon him.
What happened after that he did
not care. There was no one to
whom he mattered. His mother
might have cared, but Alvin was
confident that she was dead. It
was ten years since she had seen
or written to him in brief, since
he entered the penitentiary. And
a mother's anger seldom lasts ten
years.

All the way in the train to Myr-
tle, Alvin was busy bridging over
the hiatus in his life. He had
been just an ordinary clerk in the
bank in his home town, engaged
to an ordinary girl who, neverthe-
less, seemed very extraordinary
in his eyes. He was just a weak,
foolish boy who, believing that he
saw a short cut to wealth, had
played with the bank's . money
and lost. Howell, the director,
had prosecuted, and, having con-

siderable influence, had obtained
for Alvin the sentence which he
had heard with dismay and ter-

ror. Ten years to expiate for the.


