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EUCHRED
By George Munson

(Copyright, 1916, W. G. Chapman.)
When Dorothy Carteret, the only

child of Colonel Carteret, of South
Point, admitted that she was in love
with young Williams, of the Title In-

surance company, her father was fu-

rious. He glared speechlessly at
Tom for a few moments.

"My daughter is destined to marry
a man of her own station in life,
sir!" he stammered presently.
"That's all I have to say to you. Dor-

othy, I forbid you to speak to this
young man again. Take your hat
off my desk, sir!"

Tommy Williams threw back his
shoulders. "Whatever my position,
sir, my grandfather was a Stevens,"
he said proudly. "And the Stevens
were quite as highly esteemed as the
Carterets in South Point, even if your
grandfather did win all my grand-
father's money at poker."

"You you you are telling an un-

truth, sir!" shouted Colonel Carter-
et, red in the face. "It is a hideous
slander. It was euchre, sir. Good
morning."

Colonel Carteret owned almost the
whole village and the land for miles
around. He was "land poor." Ev-
eryone knew that the Carterets had
barely enough for the necessities of
life. JinTBanks, the Title Insurance
president, could have bought them
out many times over. But the col-
onel held his head pretty high, and
Tom was simply an outsider when it
came to the matter of a husband
for Dorothy.

Tom went away feeling pretty
blue. As he confided to his mother:

"If Carteret's grandfather hadn't
been a poker or euchre shark and
fleeced my grandfather, all this prop-
erty would have been mine, and Dor-
othy would have been working for
Banks, probably as his
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"Tom, Colonel Carteret was the
soul of honor," replied his mother.
"I remember seeing him when I was
a little girl. Although there was
naturally a restraint between our
families after your grandfather's un-
fortunate gambling experiment, old
Mr. Williams would never allow a
word to be spoken against his for-
mer friend."

"Well, that honors grandfather,
not old Carteret," said Tom huffily.

A despairing note from Dorothy
arrived the next morning at the
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hands of a negro boy, sworn to sec-
recy. She wrote that she dared not
see Tom again as long as her father
was. alive; but she would always love
him, and some day perhaps, if he had
been true to her, he should have his
reward. The note was blotted with,
tears.

Tom squared his shoulders and
went on working in the .insurance
company. Tom was Jim Banks' sec
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