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CHAPTER IX.

Blbbs' room, that neat apartment for
transients to which the “lamidal”
George had shown him upon his return,
still bore the appearance of temporary
quarters, possibly because Bibbs had
no clear conception of himself as. a
permanent incumbent. However, he
had set upon the mantelplece the two
photographs that he owned; one, a
“group” twenty years old—his father
and mother, with Jim and Roscoe as
boys—and the other a “cablnet” of
Bdith at sixteen. And upon a table
were the books he had taken from his
trunk: Sartor Resartus, Virginibus
Puerisque, Huckleberry Finn, antl Aft-
erwhiles. There were some other books
in the trunk—a large one, which re-
mained unremoved at the foot of the
bed, adding to the general impression
of transiency. It contained nearly all
the possessions as well as the secret
life of Bibbs Sheridam, and Bibbs sat
beside it, the day after his interview
with his father, raking over a small
collection of manuscripts in the top
tray. Some of these he glanced through
dublously, finding - little comfort in
them; but one made him smile, Then
he shook his head ruefully indeed, and
ruefully began to read it. It was writ-
ten on paper stamped “Hood Sani-
tarium,” and it bore the title, “Lelsure.”

... For a profession adapted solely to
the pursuit of happiness in thinking, I
would choose that of an Invalld; his
money is time and he may spend it on
Olympus, . . . The, world must be on the
other side of the wall, and tlm wall must
be so thick and high that he cannot
hear the roaring of the furnace fires and
the screaming of the whistles. Peace—

Having read so far as the word
“peace,” ‘Bibbs suffered an Interruption
interesting as a coincidence 6f con-
trast, High voices sounded in the hall
just outside his door; and it became

evident that a woman'’s quarrel was In
progress, the parties to it having begun
it in Edith’s room, and continuing it

h tly as thiey came out into the
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“Yes, you better go home!” Bibbs
heard his sister vociferating, shrilly.
“You better go home and keep your
mind a little more on your husband!”

“Edle, Edie!” he heard his mother
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“You see here!” Thig was Sibyl, and
her volce was both acrid and trem-
ulous. *“Don’'t you talk to me that
way! I came here to tell Mother Sheri-
dan whgt I'd heard, and to let her tell
Father ' Sheridan if she thought she
ought to, and I did it for your own

"
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“Yes, you did!” And Edith's gibing
laughter tooted loudly. “Yes, you did!
You didn’t have any other reason! Oh
no! You don’t want to break It up be-
tween Bobby Lamhorn and me be-
cause—"

“Edle, Edle! Now, now!”

“Oh, hush up, mamma! I'd like to
know if he oughtn’t to come here, what
about his not going to her house,
How

“I've explained that to Mother Sheri-
dan.” Sibyl's volce indicated that she
was descending the stairs. “Married
people are not the same. Some things
that should be shielded from & young
giri—"

This d to bave no very sooth-
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ing effect upon Edith. “‘Shielded from
a young girl'!” she shrilled. “You seem
pretty willing to be the shield!’ You
look out Roscoe doesn’t notice what
kind of a shield you are!”

Sibyl's answer was inaudible, but
Mrs. Sheridan’s flurried attempts at
pacification were rengwed.

“Oh, hush up, mamma, and let me
alone! If you dare tell papa—"

“Well, we'll see. You just come back
in your own room, and w&l—"

“No! I won't ‘talk it over!” Stop
pulling me! Let me alone!”  And
Edith, flinging herself violently upon
Bibbs’ door, jerked it open, swung
round it into the room, slammed the
door behind her, and threw bherself,
face down, upon the bed in such a riot
of emotion that she had no perception
of Bibbs’' presence in the room. Gasp-
Ing and sobbing in a passion of tears,
she beat the coverlet and. pillows with
her clenched fists. “Sneak!” she bab-

bled aloud. “Sneéak! Bpakein-the-
gxassl Optl”_ . v =il e

. -

Bibbs saw that she did not know he
was there, and he went softly toward
the door, hoping to get away before
she became aware of him; but some
sound of his movement reached her,
and she sat up, startled, facing him.

“Bibbs! I thought I saw you go out
a while ago.”

“Yes, 1 came back, though.

”

sarry-
“Did you hear me quarreling with
Stby1?” .

“Only what you said in the hall. You
iie down again, Edith, I'm going out.”

“No; don’t go” She applied a
handkerchief to her eyes, emitted a
sob, and repéated her request. “Don't
go. I don't mind you; you're quiet,
anyhow. Muamma’s so fussy, and
never gets anywhere. I don't mind
you at all, but I wish you'd sit down.”

“All right.” And he returned to his
chair beside the trunk. “Go abead and
cry all you want, Edith,". he sald. *“No
harm n that!” -

“Sibyl told mamma—oh!"” she began,
choking. “Mary Vertrees had mamma
and 8ibyl and I to tea, one afternoon
two weeks or so ago, and she had

I'm

| of the Kit
_ | ful people. Indeed they are!
b A 'lth 1,

“Of course,” sald Mary, sympathet-
fcally accepting it.

“Yes. I've been secing quite a lo
ys since that aft »
Bibyl went on. “They're really delight-
Yes—"
ab-

Main

She stopp
ruptn her mind p! y g
to another matter; and Mary per
celved that she had come upon a defl-
nite errand.

“Mrs, Kittersby and her daughter
were chatting about some of the
people here In town the other day,”
said Sibyl, repeating the cooing and
protracting it. “They sald something
that took’ me by surprise! We were
talking about our mutual friend, Mr.
Robert Lamhorn—"

Mary interrupted her promptly. “We

h t ider Mr. Robert Lam-
horn a nd of ours.” —s

I' To her surprise, 8ibyl nodded eager-
ly, ng_lt greatly pleased. ‘“That’s just
the way Mrs, Kittersby talked!” she
cried, with a vehemence that made
Mary stare, “Yes, and I hear that's
the way all you old families here
speak of him!"

Mary looked aside, but otherwise
she was able to mafntain her compos-
ure. “I had the impression he was a

hastily, “and your husband’s.”

“Oh, yes,” sald the caller, absently.
“He Is, certalnly, A man’s reputation
for a little gayety oughtn't to make a
great difference to married. people, of
course. It's where young girls are in
question. Then it may be very, very
dangerous. There are a great many
things safe and proper for married
people that might be awf'ly imprudent
for a young girl. Don't you agree,
Miss Vertrees?”

“I don't know,” returned the frank
Mary. “Do you mean that you intend
to remain a friend of Mr. Lamhorn’s,
but dfsapprove of Miss Sheridan's do-
ing s0?”

“That's it exactly!” was the nalve
and ardent response of Sibyl. “What
I feel about it is that a man with his
reputation isn’t at all guitable for
Edith, and the famlily ought to be
made to understand it. I-tell you,”
she cried, with a sudden access of ve-
hemence, “her father ought.to put his
foot down!”

Her eyes flashed with a green
spark; something seemed to leap out
and then retreat, but not before Mary
had caught a glimpse of it, as one
might catch a glimpse of a thing dart-
ing forth and then scuttling back into

Pravsas
“I'm Golng Out.”

some women there that Sibyl's been
erazy Yo, get in with, and she just laid
herself out to make a hit with 'em, and
she’'s been running after ’em ever
since, and now she comes over here
and says they say Bobby Lamhorn 1s
80 bad that, even though they like his
family, none' of the nice people In
town would let him in their houses.
In the first place, it's a falsehood, and

hiding under a bush.

“Of course,” sald Sibyl, much more
composedly, “I hardly need say that
it's entirely on Edith's account that
I'm worried about this, I'm as fond
of Edith as If she was really my sls-
ter, and I can’t help fretting about it.
It would break my heart to have
Edith's life spolled.”

This tune was off the key, to Mary's
ear. Sibyl tried to sing with pathos,
but she” flatted.

“And Edith's life would be spolled,”
S8ibyl continued. “It would be a
dreadful thing for the whole famlly.
Bhe's the very apple of Father Sheri-
dan’s eye, and It would be a horrible
thing for him to have her marry a
man llke Robert Lamhorn; but he
doesn’t know anything about him, and
if somebody doesn’t tell him, what I'm
most afrald of is that Edith might get
his consent and bhurry on the wedding
before he finds out, and then it would
be too late. You see, Miss Vertrees,
it’s vesy difficult for me to declde just
what it's my duty to do.”

“I see,” sald Mary, looking at her
thoughtfully. “Does Miss Sheridan
seemm to—to care very much about
him?”* )

“He’s dellberately fascinated her,”
returned the visitor, beginning to
breathe quickly and heavily. She was
launched now; her eyes were furious
and her volce shook. “He went after

I don't belleve a word of it; and in the
second place 1 know the reason she
did it, and, what's more, she knows I
know it! I won't say what it is—not
yet—because papa and all of you would |
think I'm as crazy as she Is snaky;'

her deliberately, the way he does ev-
erything; lie's as cold-blooded as a fish.
All he cares about is his own pleasure,
and lately he's declded it would be
pleasant to get hold of a plece of real
money—and there was Edith! And

and Roscoe’s such a fool he'd probably 'he'll marry her! He told me so last

quit speaking to me. Bdt it's true!

night. He sald he was going to marry

Just you watch her; that's all I ask.'pher the first minute he could persuade

Just yod watch that woman., Youll'
see!”

As it Rappened, Blbbs was literally
watching ‘“‘that woman.” Glancing

trom the window, he saw Sibyl pause

upon the pavement in front of the old
house next door. She stood a moment,
in deep thought, then walked quickly
up the path to the door, undoubtedly
with the intention of calling. But he
did not mention this to his sister, who,
after delivering herself of a rather
vague jeremiad upon the subject of
her sister-in-law's treacheries, depa “ted
to ber own chamber, leaving bim t. “is
speculations.

Mary Vertrees was at that moment
wondering what internal excitement
Mrs., Roscoe Sheridan was striving to
master. But Sibyl had no idea that
she was allowing herself to exhibit
anything except the gayety which she
concelved proper to the manner of a
casual caller. She was no more self-
consclous than she was finely Intelll-
gent. Sibyl followed her impulses with
no reflection or question—it was like a
bound on the gallop after a master on
horseback. She had not even the In-
stinct to stop and consider her effect.
If she wished to make a certain im-
pression she belleved that she made it.
Bhe belleved that she was belleved.

“My ‘'mother asked me to say that
she was sorry she couldn’t come down,”
Mary sald, when they were seated.

Sibyl ran the scale of a cooing_sim-
ulance of laughter, whigh she had been
brought up to consider the polite thing
to do after a remark addressed to her
by any person with whom she was not
on familiar terms. It was Intended
partly as a courtesy and partly as the
foundation for an impression of sweet-

ness. "

“Just thought I'd fly in a minute”
she sald, continuing the cooing to re-
lleve the last doubt of her geniality.
“I wanted to tell you Bhow much I en-
Joyed meeting those nice people at tea
that afternoon. You see, coming here
a bride, I've had to depend on my hus-
band's friends almost entirely. Mr.
Sheridan has been go engrossed In busi-
ness _ever since_he was a mere boy,
why, of course—"

She paused, with the alr of having
sompleted an explanation.

= PR oy~

her to it—and little Edith’s all ready
to be persuaded!” Sibyl's eyes flashed
green again, “And-he swore he’d do
it,” she panted. “He swore he'd
marry Edith Sheridan, and nothing on
earth could stop him!”

And then Mary understood. Her
lips parted and she stared at the bab-
bling creature Incredulously, a sudden
vivid picture in her mind, a canvas of

?Am

“He Swore He'd Marry Edith Sherl
dan.”

.

friend of yours,” she said, adding, |

unconscious S8fbyl's painting. )hry‘
beheld it with pity and horror: shae,
saw Sibyl clinging to Robert Lamharn,
raging, in a whisper, perhaps—for Ros- |
coe might bave been In the house, or
servants might have heard. She saw
Sibyl entreating, beseeching, threaten-
ing despairingly, and L-mbom—tlrvdl
of her——first evisive, then brutally let-

3
Infuriated, “swearing” to marry i&'
rival. If Bibyl had not babbled out
the word “swore” it might have been
less plain,

The poor woman blundered on,
wholly unaware of what she had con-
fessed. “You see,” she sald, more qui-
etly, “whatever's going to be done
ought to be done right away. I went
over and told Mother Sheridan what
I'd heard about Lamhorn, but Mother
Sheridan’s under Edith’s thumb, and
she's afrald to ever come right out
with anything. Father Sheridan'd
never in the world let Lamhorn come
near the house again if he knew his
reputation. 8o, you see, somebody's
got to tell him. It Isn't a very easy
position for me, I8 It, Miss Vertrees?”

“No,” sald Mary gravely.

“Well, to be frank,” said Sibly, smlil-
ing, “that's why I've come to you.”

“To me!” Mary troWwned.

Sibyl rippled and cooed again.
“There 1sn’t anybody ever made such a
hit with Father Sheridan In his life
as you have, And of course we all
hope .you're not going to be exactly
an outsider in the affairs of the fam-
ily!” (This sally with another and
louder effect of laughter.) “And If it's
my duty, why, in a way, I think ft
might be thought yours, too.”

“No, no!” exclailmed Mary, sharply.

“Listen,” -sald Sibyl. “Now sup-
pose.1 go to Father Sherldan with this
story, and Edith says it's not true; but
suppose I could say: ‘All right, If you
want proof, ask Miss Vertrees., She
came with me, and she's walting in
the next room right now, to—"

“No, no,” sald Mary quickly.
mustn’t—"

“Listen just a minute more,” Sibyl
urged, confidingly. She was on easy
ground now, to ler own mind, and had
no doubt of her success. ‘“Mlss Ver-
trees, listen! Don't you see we ought
to do it, you and I? Do you supposé
Robert Lamhorn cares the snap of his
finger for her? Do you suppose a man

“You

like him would look at Edith Sheri- |
dan 1f It wasn't for the money?’ And |
again Sibyl's emotion rose to the sur-
face. “I tell you he's after nothing
on earth but to get his finger In that
old man's money-pile, over there, next
door! He'd marry anybody to do it.
Marry Edith?’ she cried. “I tell you
he'd marry thelr nigger cook for that!”

She stopped, afrald—at the wrong
time—that she had been too vehement,
but a glance at Mary reassured her,
and Sibyl declded that she had pro-
duced the effect- she wished. Mary
was not looking at her; she was star-
ing straight before her at the wall, her
cyes wide and shining. 8he became
visibly a little paler as 8ibyl looked at
ber.

“After nothing on earth but to get
his finger In that old man's money-
plle, over there next door!” The voice
was vulgar, the words were vulgar—
and the plain truth was vulgar! How
it rang in Mary Vertrees' ears! The
clear mirror had caught its own image
clearly In the flawed one at last,

Sibyl put forth her best bid to
clench the matter. She offered her
bargain. “Now, don't you worry,” she
sald, sunnily, “about this setting
Fadith against you. 8he'll get over It
after a while. And another thing—I
guess you won't mind Jim's own sis-
ter-in-law speaking of it. Of course,
I don't know just how matters stand

between yon and Jim, but sisters-in-
law can do lots of things to help mat-
ters on llke that. There's lots of
Iittle things can be sald, ana lots—"

She stopped, puzzled. Mary Vertrees
had gone from pale to scarlet, and now,
still gcarlet indeed, she rose, without
a word of explanation, or any other
kind of word, and walked slowly to the
open door and out of the room,

S8ibyl was a little taken aback. She
supposed Mary had remembered some-
thing neglected and would return in
a moment; but it was rather a rude
excess ‘of absent-mindedness not to
have excused herself, especlally as
her guest was talking. And, Mary's
return being delayed, 8ibyl looked at
her watch and frowned; went to a
window and stood looking out upon
the brown lawn, then came back to
the chalr she had abandoned, and sat
again. There was no sound In the
house. X

A strange expression began lmper-
ceptibly to alter the planes of her
face, and slowly she grew as scarlet
as Mary—scarlet to the ears. BShe
went Into the hall, glanced over her
shoulder oddly; then she let herself
softly out of the front door, and went
across the street to her own house.

Roscoe met her upon the threshold,
gloomily. “S8aw you from the win-
dow,” he explained. “You must find
a lot to say to that old lady.”

“What old lady 7’

“Mrs. Vertrees. [ been waiting for
you a long time, and I saw the daugh-
ter come out, Afteen minutes ago and
post a letter, and then walk on up the
street. Don't stand out on the porch,”
he sald, crossly. “Come In here.
There's something It's come time I'll
have to talk to you about. Come In!"”

But as she was moving to obey he
glanced across at his father's house
and started. He lifted bis hand to
shield bis eyes from the setting sun,
staring fixedly. “S8omething’s the mat-
ter over there,” he muttered, and then,
more loudly, as alarm came Into his
volce, be sald, “What's the matter over
there?’

Bibbs dashed out of the gate In an
automoblle set at its highest speed,
and as be saw Roscoe he made a ges-
ture singularly eloquent of calamity,
and was lost at once In a cloud of dust
down the street. Edith had followed
part of the way down the drive, and It
could be seen that she was crying bit-
terly. Bhe lifted both arms to Ros-
coe, summoning him,

“By George!” gasped Roscoe.
Heve somebody's dead!”

And he started for the new house
at a run.

“I be

CHAPTER X.

Sheridan had decided to conclude his
day's work early that afternoon, and
at about two o'clock he left his office
with a man of affairs from foreign
parts, who had traveled far for a busi-
ness conference with Sheridan and his
colleagues. Herr Favre, In spite of
his French name, was a gentleman of
Bavaria. It was his first visit to our

country, and Sheridan took pleasure

ting her have the truth; and at last,| {n showing him the sights of the coun~

AT
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try's finest city.

They arrived at the Pump Works,
and for an hour Herr Favre was per-
sonally conducted and personally in-
structed by the founder and president,
the buzzing queen bee of thosg buzzing
hives. < . -

“Now I'll take you for a spin In the
country,” sald Sheridan, when at last
they came out to the car again. “We'll
take a breezer.” But, with his foot
on the step he paused to hail a neat
young man who came out of the office
smiling a greeting. *“Hello, young fel-
low!" Sheridan said, heartily. “On the
job, are you, Jimmie? Ha! They don't
catch you off of it very often, I guess,
though I do hear you go automobile
ridin’ in the country sometimes with a
mighty fine-lookin' girl settin'up beside
you!” He roared with laughter, clapping
his_son upon the shoulder. “That's all
right with me—Iif it {s with her! Bo,
Jimmle? Well, when. we goin' to move
into your new warehouses? Monday?"

“Sunday, if you want to,” sald Jim.

“No!" cried his father, delighted.
“Don’t tell me you're goin' to keep
your word about dates! That's no
way to do contractin’! Never heard
of a contractor yet didn't want more
time."

“They'll be all ready for you on the
minute,” sald Jim. “I'm going over
both of ‘em now, with Links and Sher-
man, from foundation to roof. I guess
they'll pass Inspection, too!"

“Well, then, when you get through
with that,” sald his father, “you go
and take your girl out ridin'. By
George! you've earned it! You tell her
you stand high_with me!" He stepped
into the car, ving a wagglish fare-
well, and, when the wheels were In
motion again, he turned upon his com-
panion ‘a broad face literally shining
with pride. “That's my boy Jimmie!”
he sald.

“Fine young man, yes,” said Herr
Favre,

“I got two o' the finest boys,"” said
Bheridan, “I got two o' the fluest boys
God ever made, and that's a fact, Mr.
Farver! Jim's the oldest, and I tell
you they got to get up the day before
if they expect to catech bhim In bed!
My other boy, Roscoe, he's always to
the good, too, but Jim's n wizard. You
saw them two new-process warehouses,
Just about finished? Well, Jim bulit
'em. I'll tell you about that, Mr. Far-
ver.” And he recited thls history, de-
scribing the new process at length; in
fact, he had such pride In Jim's
achlevement that he told Herr Favre
all sbout it more than once.

“I"ine young man, yes,” repeated the
good Mucnchener, three-quarters of
an hour Inter, They were many miles
out In the open country by this time.

“He I8 that!" said_Sheridan, adding,
as If confidentially: "I got a fine fam-

ily, Mr. Farver—fine children. T got
a daughter now; you take her and
put hér anywhere you please, and
she’ll shine up with any of ’‘em.
‘There's culture and reflnement and so-
clety In this town by the carload, and
here lately she's been gettin’ right in
the thick of it—her and my daughter-
in-law, both. I got a mighty fine
daughter-in-law, Mr. Farver. I'm goin'
to get you up for a meal with us be-
fore you leave town, and you'll see—
and, well, sir, from all I hearthe two
of 'em been holdin’ thelr own with the
best. Myself, I and the wife, never
had time for much o' that kind ¢
doin's, but it's all right and good for
the chuldren; and my daughter she's
always kind of taken to it. I'll read
you a poem she wrote when [ get you
up at the house. She wrote it In school
and took the first prize for poetry with
it. I tell you they don't make ‘em any
smarter 'n that girl, Mr. Farver. Yex,
sir; tnke us all round, we're a pretty
bhappy family: yes, sir. Roscoe hasn't
got any children yet, and I haven't
ever spoke to him and his wife about
ft—it's. kind of a delicate matter—but
it's about time the’wife and I saw
some gran'chuldren growin' up around
us. I certalnly do hanker for about
four or five little curly-headed rascuals
to take on my knee. DBoys, I hope, o
course; that's only naturnl. Jim's got
his eye on a mighty splendid-lookin’
girl; lives right next door to us. 1 ex-
pect you heard me joshin' him about
it back yonder. She's one the ole
blue-bloods here, and 1 guess it was a
mighty good stock-— to ralse her! She's
one these girlg that stand right up and
look at yon! And, pretty! 8he's the
prettiest thing you ever saw! Good
wlze, too; good health and good sense.
Jim'll be Just right If he gets her
I must say it tickles me to think o' the
way that boy took ahold o' that Job
back yonder. Four mouths aud a half!
Yes, sir—"

He expanded this theme once more;
and thus he continned to entertain the
stranger throughout the long drive
Darkness had  fallen before they
reached the city on thelr return, and
it was after tive when Rherldan al-
lowed Herr Favre to descend at the
door of his hotel, where boys were
shrieking extra editions of the evenlug
paper. ’

“Now, good night, Mr. Farver,” sald
KBheridan, leaning from the ear to
shake hands with his guest. “Don't
forget I'm goln' to come around and
take you up to— Go on away, boy!”

A newsboy had thrust himwself al-

most between them, yelling, “Extryl
Becon’ Extry. Extry, all about l,'m!
horrable accident. Extry!” |

“Get out!” Inughed Rheridan. “Who |

wants to read about accldents? (et
out!” "
The boy moved away philosophijcully. |
he shrilled.  ““Ilireo
Millionalpe killed! |
Extry! Extry!”
Farver.” Sherl- !

“Extry! Extry!™
men killed! Extry!
Two other men killed!

“Don't forget, Mr. |
dan completed his Interrupted r.m-l

wells. “I'll come by to take you
to our house for dinner.. I'll be here
for you about half-past five tomorrow
afternoon. Hope you ‘njoyed the drive |
as much as I have. Good nlght—gonl
night!” He leaned back, speaking to
the chauffeur. “Now you can take me
around to the Central City barber shop,
boy. I want to get a shave 'fore [
go up home.”

“Extry! Extry!” screamed the news-

|
|
|
i

boys, zigzagging among the crowds |
like bats in the dusk. “Extry! All|
about the horrable accldent! Extry!”

|
It struck Sheridan that the papers sent |
out too many “extras;” they printed
“extras” for all sorts of petty crimes
and casualties. It was a mistake, ha

declded, critically. Crying “Wolf §
too often wouldn't sell the goods; it
was bad business. The papers would
“make more In the long run,” he was
sure, If they published an “extra”

“Mow Good Night, Mr, Farver.”

only when something of real impor
tance happened.

“Extry! All about the hor'ble ax'nt
Extry!” a boy squawked under bhis
nose, as he descended from the ear.

“Go on away!" sald Sheridan grufily,
though he smiled. Ie llked to see
the youngsters working so nclsfly to
get on in the world.

But as he crossed the pavement to
the brilllant glass doors of the barber
shop, a second newshboy grasped the
arm of the one who had thus cried his
wares.

“Say, Yallern,” this

sald second,

hoarse with awe, *'n't chew know
who that Is?”

“Who?"

“It's Sheridan!”

“Jeest!" cried the first, staring In-
sanely.

At about the fame hour, four times
a week-—Monday, Wednesdny, 1riday
and  Saturday—Sherldan  stopped  at
this ghop to be shaved by the head bar-
ber. The burbers were negroes, he
wad thelr great man, and It was thelr
habit to give him a “reception,” his
entrance belng always the sigual for
a flurry of Jocular hospitality, followed
by general excesses of briskness and
gayety. But it was not so thils eve-
ning.

The shop was crowded. Coples of
the “extra” were belng read by men
walting and by men in the latter stages
of treatment. “kxtras” lay upon va-
cant geats and showed from the pock-
ets of hanglng conts

There wus a lowd chatter between
the practitioners and thelr recumbent
patients, pa  vocal charlvart  which
stopped abruptly as Eherldan opened

the door. s name scéemed to flsz In
the alr like the last sputtering of a
firework: the barbers stopped shaving
add clipping:  lathered  men  turned
thelr prostrate heads to «tare, and
there wus o moment of amazing sllence
in the shop,

The head barber, nearest the door,
stood like a barber in a tableau. His
left  hand  held  stretched  between
thumb and forctinger an elastic see
tion of bix helpless customer’s check,
while his right hand  hung polsed
above it, the, ruzor motionless.  And
then, rmeed from trance by the door's
closing, Lie acoeptod the fact of Sherl-
dan's presence he barber remem
bered that there are no clrewmstances

In fe—or Just after it—under which

a man does not need to be shaved,

e  stepped  forward, profoundly
grave.  “1 he through with this man
In the chalr one minute, Mist werl
dan,” he sald, 1o a hushed volee, “Yes
sul,  Anpd of a solemn pegro youth
who stood by, gnzing stupldly, “Yon
gotn' resign?” he demanded In a flerce
undertone.  “You goin' take  Mist’
Rherldan's cont”” went an angry

e
o, and the barbers,
averted thelr eyes

Jook round the
taking bls meanin
and fell to work, t!
dued conversation buzzing from chale
to chalr.

“You sit down one minute, Mist'
Kheridan,” wafd the head barber gen-
tly. “I fix plee chalr o' you to walt
fn."”

“Never mind,” sadd Sherldan,
o get through with your man.”

“Yessuh"  And went quickly
bock to his chalr on tiptoe, followd
by Sherldan’s puzzled gaze

Something had gone wroug In the
shop,  evidently Sherldan  did  not
know what to make of it.  Ordinartly |
he would have shouted a hilarlous de f
mand for the meaning of the mystery, |
but an inexplicable sllence had been
finposed upon him by the hush that
fell upon bis entrance awd by the odd
look every man In the shop had bent
upon bim.

¢ murmur of sub

“Go

Le

Vagnely digquieted -he walked to
one of the geats (0 the rear of the shop
and looked down the two lines of bhar
hers, catebing guickly shifted, furtlve
glances Lere and there  [le pade thiy
Lrlef survey after wondering if one of
the barbers bhad dled sud-tenly, that

or the nizht before, but there was
no caney in elther lne

The weat next to his was nnoceupled,
but somceone had left a copy of the
“extra’ there and, frowning, he

picked it up and glanged at it The
first of the swollen dispmy lines had
little meaning to him

New process roof cole
Jist to death with in.
scapc when crush comes,

Fatally faulty
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Thus far had he read when a thin
hand fell upon the paper, covering the
print from hls eyes, and, looking up,
he saw BILbs standing before him,
pale and gentle, limmeasurably com-
passionate,

“I've come_ for you, father,” sald
Bibys. “Here's the bey with gour coat
and hat. Put them on and come
home."

‘nation,” ft

ey
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And even then Sheridan did not ums
derstand. 8o secure was he In the
streugth and bigness of everything
that was his, he did not know what cad
Lnmity had befallen him, But he wad
frightened. A

Withont a word, he followed Bibba
heavily out through the still shop, Mq
as they reached the pavement
stopped short and, grasping his son"
sleeve with shaking fingers, ‘swung
him round so that they stood face ta
face. Tyl

“What—what—" His mouth could
not do him the service he asked of it
he was so frightened.

“Extry!” screamed a newsboy
straight In his face. “Young North
side willfonaire insuntly killed! BEx{
try!”

“Not—Jim!" said Sheridan.

Bibbs caught his fatter's hand in hisg
oOwWNn. i

“And you come to tell me that? '

Sheridan did not know what he sald;
But In those first words and In the
first unguish of the big, stricken
Bibbs understood the unuttered ery
accusation: .

“Why wasn't it you?”’ ' fﬁ"‘.

TO BE CONTINUED
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§ The Kalser's Son-in-Law Madga In- (
¢ sane by the War. 0
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w0 Press Assoclation.

Photo by Americ

The Duke of Brunswick, as Prince
Ernest August of Cumberland, mar
rled Princess Victoria Luise, dluﬁu!
of the German emperor, at Berlin im
May, 1913, In March, 1915, a Copens
hagen dispatch reported tire duke to
he suffering from:- a nervous breaks
down, which was considered probably,
fucurable

Wooden Shoes Next,

“Unless the world develops a substie
tute for leather within two " years,
Amerfca will be the next wooden shoe
was stated at the convene
tion of the NMinols Shoe Retallers’ asge
sociation In Chicago.

Speakers declared that the count-y
fs In the throes of a leather famine, '

R. W. Ranncy, president of the asso«
clation, warned the delegates that gove
ernmental  action was necessary if
leather boots and shoes were to res

malu within reach of workingmen, l

Rewards American Who Killed Troope,

Bill - Ryan, the American wheo,’
ft is charged, directed a maching
gun for the Mexicans in the
battle. of Carrizal, has been pros
moted from captain to Heutenant colos
nel in the Carranza army for his work,
Ryan, according to Americans who saw
him, is now in Juarez, and boasts that
he was in El Paso two days ago.
Troopers of the Tenth cavalry who
were in the Carrizal trap and escaped
say they recognized Ryan.
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