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"It can never be I cannot marry

you, Mr. Tyson."
The words seemed to sound the

death note to all the fond hopes of
Burt Tyson. The pretty, peaceful
garden, the lovely maiden beside him,
great ambitions he had cherished
ail these suddenly appeared to change
from oasis sweetness to the dreary
barrenness of a sterile desert.

It was a certain pleading, longing
expression in the true, tender eyes of
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Annette Saxton that checked Burt
from going away then and there. An
'earnest touch of her trembling hand
detained him.

''But you must not desert us," she
went, on winningly. "Surely we are
friends? My father has grown to
look for you and would miss you
sorely. Oh, we are both of us so
grateful for all you have done for
us!"

"It is nothing, it has been a pleas-
ure, a business framing' declared

i

Burt in a manly, honest way. "Miss
Saxton, I shall not annoy you "

"Oh, never that!" insisted Annette.
"Then embarrass you. It would

have been sweet delight to me to
know that your interest in me would
urge me to build great dreams on my
small start in life. Perhaps some day,
later "

But Annette shook her head sor-
rowfully and murmured, "You are so
worthy of some one stronger than I
as a guide and a helper. Please,
please "

Her eyes filled with tears and he
saw that he was giving her pain.
Manlike he wondered at it, manlike
he did not read between the lines and
understand that her very interest in
him was the cause of her deep suffer-
ing, and of a repression and a sacri-
fice he did not fathom.

It was well for Annette that just
then, there was an interruption. From
the wing of the house where Mr. Sax-
ton had his study and work room,
there came a quick call:

"Oh, Mr. Tyson, I must see you at
once!"

Annette gave Burt a beseeching
look. It seemed to ask that he' be
indulgent with an old man's fancies,
it expressed a grateful shade of feel-

ing that was pathetic, and then as
Burt left her side there shadowed the
bonny face two subdued emotions
patience and despair.

John Saxton was an inventor.
Formerly he had been superintendent
of the great Walworth Motor Works,
a mile distant He had made some
improvements on one of their special-
ties for which the company had
promised him a large reward. They
dishonestedly repudiated the con-

tract, and he left their service. Since
then he had spent a whole year per-
fecting a new motor that would be
the last word in this particular line,
if it met his expectations. The com-
pany had heard of it and had made
him overtures. He declined to treat
with them, although all his surplus
money had given out and even the


