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SYNOPSIS.

Mark Train, «

iraged by hin sweel-

henrt
".""',“ E-'rlll r: l‘?-‘ ‘< l:. :.‘!‘n:“l ’l-:lr‘..--““:!'lna..-; met Plotr, who conveyed the news that
IIIrnl:l tells Mark that it g hos been | Kazin had married Whiting. PMotr's
& drenm to s W stesl plant at Bethal
' unks Lhe son e roturn ;‘u-l r:-;:::! :’lmm“‘r ?' Batralion  implied Lhat,
It b evier wotm tok. Mark applies to | HOugh Whitlng was s poor refuge,
nrl:-m»a. n--...li ul thi f.:::-nliq- fron | Kneln had been fortunate to escape
fl ‘ o the eone
worrean it ey | Murk,  He seeted disappolnted that
el -J:I:M. pin ' ™ !nr'fi[mr tn Roman | his auditor showed no deep emotion.
becoma Fokgder in Tomaae fomy ang Mark's letters to Unity had contin:
agalnts Flotr. Roman's son, 6 Wie studies | Ued, at ermptic Intervals. Scon her re-
) I\.nmru nn -..1..;|'_<-I daughter, shows her plies, too, began to dwindle In pumber
el & manher as 0 Arouse . »
t In |l-‘II avy work in |And in length; they had never had

wnl of tha furnace causes
Hapwe and Kaxin cares for
Later Roman wlw succumbs  and
ot hin Joby  Homan resents this

And then he sent m letter that

Murk

In which he eould congratulate himself
on having avolded a serlous blunder,
Not many months later he by chagce

much to lose in the way of lotensity.

she

“Fll ses that you don"t steal thin~
Mark responded ungraciously. “Pe-
cause, when you pay flor it, you've got
to pay for this, teo. He put a hand
on the Wnjured hip, ““That i, if | ever
put the idea in shape.”

Henley waved a hand to igtimate
thut allowance must be made for an
invalld’'s humors. “Of course, we ex.
pect you to boe businesslike. Just what
do you moan by that 4

“I mean I'm through with the mills.”

“"Who," Henley's glance swept Simon
and Richard Courtney sharply, “who
has been putiing fool ideas iuto your
biend ™

“You, for ons, whon you come hers
because I'm w valuable man, not be
cavse I'm a man. Would you come to
¥eh me If 1 hadn't & pew ipvention In
mind?"

“Nonsensa!
Henley smilod kindly but confidently
“I've spen men In your case bofore
You think you won't come baek. But
you will, Why? Because you're a val-
uable maun—I stick to that You've a
goniue for mechanles, you know how
to handle men uad you've got & sense
of organization, Most men would think
themselves lucky If they had any one
of those, What does It mean? That
you Ot in here, of course, And when
u man fits into any kind of life, he can

You're sick, that's all.” |

and they don't glggle behind my back.
And when thay haven't anything else
to gosetp about, they talk about how
I'm wottling into an old mald.”

“Ion’t that what the rhetorics used
to call byperbole? 1t should be spur
Ingly used. Besldes | hear you have
o bosu"™

"Oh! him!"™ With another shrug
“He's afraid I'm not a good cook.”

“That's & nice way to tulk about o

lover! Especlally,” he faughed self. !
consclougly, “since you throw me ov —r:
for him" .

He nlmozt missed the acld look she |
fashed at him. "It broke your huart, |
of course!”

“I've hnd pleasan.ar experiences,”
he sald dryly, “Why 21dn't you supwer |

my lust (etter, Unity **

Her Indifference might have boen # |
little too wall done. “For one thing, |
even [ have a little pride. It wa
eafy Lo #ee you'd got tired of me. Not |
that | cared! Those boy-and-girl af- |

| not eare,

tongues & chance to clack ounow more.”
She drew,the relos taut,

“A real philanthropy,” he assented,
grinning, as the horse lumberingly re-
suived ity journey,

Mnrk swung slowly along homeward.
He emiled pliyingly. He had read
aright the now Interest in Unity's face
—that of the condemued prisoner who
bhas heard rumor of reprieve. He woas
garry for her. Aud plty—we have It
fyom the pools— Ik love's poor rélation.

Mark regaloed & mensure of streogth

He disearded one eruteh and began
| eaeh day to take s fow slops oxport
muntnlly with no support but a cane,
He spent muny besutiful idle hours,
alune or with Richard Courtuvy, driv-
Ing hin new borse smong the hilis

Somwetimes—ollen
him on these drives, Tougues clacked
according to propheey. Hut Mark did
Aud Vnity did oot care

Muik fell placidly and enslly in love
with Unity ngnin. Al least
protesting, he decided that it must bo
luve,

Unity was with

Hut the protest was half-hearted
He wanted to love.

‘Are ye goiln' to stay here o
Hethel? Simeu broke a long silence

to Inquirs, one rainy eveulng
"l don't know,” Mark auswered out
of & brown study, off his guard, [ut

man o love, He began to

quence of & real enthuslasm. Hia
becamo cager. Before he had,

saw what he deseribed.

“AlL!" who breathed, as he reached
n period “What u life! And you
could leave "

“You forget,” he reminded her, “I
was put vut of It”

She leaned furward suddonly, rests
Ing Wer hand on the ono that held the
cane, “Mark, why don't you go back
o

He gerkod his band free, sa if he had

the while |

felt o twinge of paln. “Don't suggost
thut, Unity!" he eried. “There's that
other slde. IUs bhard and cruel” and
purrowing. It ents up all the best
of you Sometimea it kills you. .1k

mokes you g machine, not your owa
man, | ueed to fosl it when ‘| was
there, sometimes torribly, Heore | seo
|1t from a distance and I understand
better, It's just one hellluh seramble,
that Hfe—" He stopped abruptly, with
an lmpatleny gesture,
“If | go back, Unity, you wen't—"

| Hut bow could he phrase his fear or
Interpret the bhot surging that drowned
e

mills to her. And as he de
lils words erept the unconselous

he was on his feet decluiming to her,
who was u very attentive audience, He

falled to answer at all, leaving their
love affair suspended, so to speak, In

no more keep away than molten stesl
can avold the shape of the mold, And

he ndded quickly: “Yes, | do know.| She sighed happily.
I'm golug to stay.” He was soop to learn,

anil tells Mark “to Aind abothe
wlinrs

Boandipi

-_— the vir. One of Simon's rare and mis | __you'|l find it so—thers's something “T'hen, what are yo goin’ to do?" | A man and n woman entered into
CHAPTER X. spelled missives Informed Mark that | ghout our bosiness that gets Into the “I don't peed to do anythiag U've | the most trying of human relations.
— she was, In the phrase Bethel used. | bone and blood of & man.” He looked #0L twenty thousand dollurs, Thut'll | Uoth were young, but both had has
. Wounded on the Field, keeping company with poe Slocum, &l hig wateh and rose abruptly. “Glad lust me—in Bethel™ dened {n the pursuit of selflab desira,
The aceident was one that happened | Prosperous young farmer of the vieln: | you're getting along, Don't forget, your Simou shook s hoad gravely, "Yeo | Nelther had the Jove that fnds its
often,  Oceasionnlly, aftor a tap, water |Mty, This may bardly be regarded as job Is walting for you” can't stand thal Yo've got to do | chief joy lo ylelding.
would Ue turned Into the cinder pit | poetle retribution, It caused Mark n | fyg you don't seem to understand,” somethin’, An' there's nothin' to doI -
that the coollng slng might harden and | few days' surface Indigoation and a | Mark eried. “1I'm done for. I'll have here—yet." CHAPTER XII.
be broken without delay, Not seldom | #ecret rellof; one ean not feel dosply | 1o go on a cane, maybe a erutch, all "And never will be" | -
the water would be conveyed under | the loss of & shadow, even though one | my life. And the doctors way, no hard ‘Mobby not.  All the more reasou | A Man and His Wife,
the erust, come Into contact with the | bas pald a price for her. work at all.* why that Mister Henley's right™ In the downitown offces of the
still molten sing and be converted sud- Knain married; Unity, haviog jilted Henley could be very human, when ‘Would you bave me go back to | Quinby company sud in the particular
denly luto sleam, Then there would | him, keeping bompany with plodding | he chose. “Ah!" he sald gently, “1 the city?" room which may Lo called the head
bo dn explosion. Men might be serl- | Bl Slocum! His tragedy Lad ended  pad not heard that I'm' sorry. It “Yeu” 'quuuura of the Quinby army, two men

ounly lujured, or even killed, which | In sheer farce,
wis very gad—but one of the hazards | cluded, not (o take cur dmmas
of the employment. It happened whon | serlously.
Mark had been following his straight SN S, SO, . O A
road ahend for more than five years.
Five yoars during which he had won
miecess, gubstantial If not brilllant!
The lack of brillaney might have bean
disputed by those few who knew that
eundry labor-saving devices lopstalled
In the Quinby mills during this period

There was the sound of a quick

was pushed briskly open and Into
room stepped Thomas Henley,

shaking hands,

Weo do well, he con:

An amazing thing happened one day.

familinr tread In the corrldor, the door

“How are you, TrulitT" he Inguired,
“] was golng by, had

Loo

un-

the

makes & difference, of course.”

It In possible that Henley was not
thinking of Mark's commercial value,
as he stood looking searchingly down
at the guerulous patient.

Unexpoctodly he loaned forward a
little. From his eyes a commending
fiash leaped. He put out a band and
caught ope of Mark's strongly.

“Your brains don’t need a crutch, do
they? It lsn't brute strength that

He Was Stili Resting on His Grassy
Bank When the Slow-Going Vehicie
Reappoard.

“"You don’t know what you're say-
Ing," Mark began frritably. 1 couls
never take s peu pushor's Job, ‘The
mills are all 1 know, And that life—
you don't know It It cosls too much,
It tukes It out of you, drives you llke
n slave It—I'm not Ot for L now.
It—oh, let's ot talk sbout 1L”

Put Simon bad more than one of
Mark's problems on his mind

“Are ye,” -he went on,

goin' (o

| were sltting late one winter afternoon.
} The ope was Henley himself, now
chalrman of the company, & bit stouler
than when we firat met him twelve
years ago, his arrogance a litle leas
evident in manoer albelt time had not
nltered the fuct. The other was &
youngish man whose thin bony [(mos
and bands snd streaks of premature
gray halr gpoke of physieal frality,

It was common knowledge in the

were of his Invention, & few minutes and ran up to find out | mapes you valuable—we can buy that | fairs alwnys dio a uatural death, There | murry Unity Martin?” Quinby company that no ooe was

When Henley heard of the accl | for myseiL” cheap, You sald something aboul be | was amother girl, wasu't there?™ “l donw't kuow. 1 mupposs so.” more welcome In Henley's office than
dent ho frownod; Henley detested ne-| “Wall enough, 1 guess,” Mark re-|ing 5 man. Now's your chance o be| “Why, I belleve so. In fact, there | ~1f ye don't find out purty soon.” |the young superintendent whom the
eldents, which spoke of InefMciency | plled out of his smazement ons, What's & little thing like s cruteh | wan, 1 gave her up for you.” remarked Simon most  surprisiogly, | master's influence had put in com-
somewhero, Put when the Informa.| “Good!" sald Henley. “Your father, | or g doctor's probibition? The meas-| “And I gave you up. You must have | “she'll do your knowin' fur ye. || mand of the blg new open-hearth
tion was ndded that the foreman of [ | presume? He nodded toward 8Imon. | yre of & man Is what he overcomes. | thought,” agaln her unpleasant laugh | Wouldn't” plant. It was even suspected that

tho open-hearth battery was Among
the Injured, he sald: “Damn!” and
. In porson ut once called the hospital
and hls own physiclan by teiephonk
and through these agencles command-
eered the best surgical skill and care
for that valunble workman,

The doctors gathered In wolemn
conclave and did various thiogs to
Mark's shattered body. They dogged
his esteps into the very shadow ol
death and would not lot him dle. They
did that, knowing they condemned him
to a life of paln, and baving the se
curity of Thomas Henley's word that
thalr bills should each and every one
of them be pald.

While Mark still lingered In the vale
of mystery that leads to full knowl
edge, two men began thelr dally—and
nlghtly—watches, One was a thin
faded man who wore the rusty black

tions, Bimon sald:

had to own up to the reistionship.
held out s hand.

- "Ah! Doctor Courtoey!
obvlously, was in playful lrony.
seut this young man Lo me,

The preacher's shadowy smile
peared. "I het”

Maork made the necessary introduc-
“Pleased Lo meet
ye," and fushed for his son, who had

Toward the other visltor Henley
glanced uncertalnly a moment, then

Do you hap-
pen to remember me? The question,

“1 happen to,” answered Courtney,
who did not share SBimon's shyness.

“I remembur now, it was you who
1" sald
Henley graclouhly, “am in your debt.”

Henley laughed plensantly, “1 funcy
he 1s.

And [ have a notion the debt

ap

Go home and rest, get your nerve to-
gether, And when you're ready, let
me know. I'll find & place for you.”

He was gone, And there was Mark,
who had just been weakly If resent-
fully mccepting defeat, athrill like n
warshorse thet has hesrd the bugle
call,

CHAPTER XI.
The Measure of a Man.

When he met Unity aguain, he hsd
been In Bethel for more than two
woekn.

He had started out for the morning
turn on his eruteches, to test his re
turning strength, and before he quite
realized It the village lay behind him.
He swung along for some two hundred
yards farther; then let himself care
fully down on the roadside.

rang, "ybu'd made & poor bargaln all
round. Or had & lucky escapa!™

“I did,” he answered grimly, leaving
her to construe [he answer as she
chose.

“That's an easy conundrum.” She
gathored up the relos, “Well, | mumn
be golog. We're harvesting now and
I have to get back In time to help get
dinner. Good-by.”

8he drove on, as casunlly as If they
had been nelghbors In the hablt of
meeting dally. . . . And thid waa thelr
first meeting after six years,

He leaned back on his grassy bank,
having found, If not a eompanion, at
least food for reflection. .

He was still resting on his grasay
bank when, an hour later, the slow-
golng vehicle reappeared. With dim.
culty—for he had not yet become ex-
pert wtih hls crutches—he rope mnd

Mark stopped at a window, looking
frowningly out at the shecls of rain
that dashed across the square of light.

8imon must have folt deeply on the

| subject, for he repeated, 1 wouldn't”

“No,” sald Mark testily, "I suoppose
you wouldn't. [ don't know. But If 1
do I, It will be with my eyas open.”
Which seems & most unloverllke say-
Ing.

There was an evening when he wans
alone with Unity on Squire Martin's
frant poreb, It was one of the msoft
ianguorous nights that sometimes
come to Hethel In early Seplember.
They talked ltue and that In low
tones

Onece he leaned toward her. He had
to peer closely to make out her look
of content.

“Do you know,” he remarked, “you
ought to be glad I came back?™

of the country preacher. The other Heo sut there for & long time, baring | stood In the middie of the rond. The | “ludeed! And why?
wan an awkward, gray litle man his head to the summer sunihine, horse, without urging, stopped with ite “Have you looked In the mirror
who would sit motionleas by the hour, “This Is very good Indeed!™ Tt noge against bim. A more skilled ob- | lately? When I first came you looked

never taklog his eyes from the still
torm under the white sheet.

Mark did not die, His broken body
began slowly to meud. He passed out
of Immediste danger; he was even al
lowed to talk and to be talked to a lit-
tle. But In the manner of the nurses,
of his visitors from Bethel, even of the

“What are they keeplng back from
mel"

Simon's ginoce did not waver, nor
did be try to svade with a soothing
lle, “Ye'll never walk easy agaln
Ye'll have to use n oruteh, leastways
A cane, always.'

“It's my hipt"

in the mills." will grow. [ am Onishing your

a partial iovalld for life! Half a

man! So had ended

might hold the stage,

“When,” Henley asked, “do you
pect to come back to usY”

Mark winced and returned to
sullennoss that was becoming
hablt, “Fm golng back—home.”

from the bedalde, that the great man

The pause and the alight emphasis
on the last word were not Jost oo Hen-

the
his

would have been almost fawless but
tor one thing—he was rather lonely;
he feit the need for soma one to shara
the day with him.

He had his wish, Down the valley
road appeared a buggy drawn by a
Inzy heavy-footed horse of the sort dis-
tingulshed as "safe for women.” From

A slight tremor passed over him. To
meet the embodiment of a shadow by
whom one has beon jilted—or whom
ope him Jilted?—Is at least mildly ex-
citing,

A ulight tUghtening of the relns was
sufliclent lo stop that horee,

“Hallo, Unity!® Mark felt that this

swered goloriesaly.
There was & moment of silence dur-

ment, This was not the Unity he had
loved 5o boyishly—and so briefly, S8he
WAS As pretty as eyer, In a way sven
prettler; but one eould hardly have
thought of her as spirituelle. Her face
waa fuller, Its color desper, and there
was o bealthy roundoess in the line
of shoulder and breast, of the ankie
that protruded from under the dust-
robe. Not that she waa fat! Bup her
daintiness was gone, In the item of
dress she would bave suffersd from

server than Mark might have notleed
that some villagoer's' mirror and comb
had been utilized to the advantage of
Unity's halr and that her hat had been
roudjusted to Its most becoming angle;
and would have drawn certain In-
ferences,

Mark did not. He merely smiled at

{ly. "This morning the world s mine,
Do you know, we baven't shaken
bands?™
“0Oh, haven't we?™ Her tone at-
tached no importance to the omisalon,
Nevertheless, when he stood aside,
she drove the horse forward & length

toriness unrelleved, “I'm sorry.”

He laughed again, “You nepdn't

*“The road to your house is still opan
to the publie, Isn't 1tt I'm thinking
of buying n new borse, Unity,’ he re-
turned to gravity, “there Isn't any rea-
non why we shouldn't be good friends,
Is theraT"

“People will talk.”

He parsphrased a classld formuia.
“Unity,” be sald esarnestly, “drat the
peoplal™

“You can say that. You don't have
to stay here.”

“But I'm golng (o stay here.”

—well, eranky® ond ‘us though you
didn’t ears whether school kept or
not,”

“Well, of all the conceit! 1 sup-
poss you take all the credit.” Thus
she admitted certaln Improvements,

“And why not?" he laughed lazily.
“When you come right down to it

reached up to take her hand be found
it a tightly elenched little ball.

“Unity, do you remember the drive
we took that Bunduy before | went to
the olty?"

“1 think 1 do."

“She thinks she doen!™ he apostro-
phized the night. *l have a schema,

In every particular.”
Again she was sllent,

She shook ber hend.
to marry you."

But when he drew her down and
kigsed her, she did not resist, “Wait"
bhe whispered futuously, “untll tomor-
row. Then you will be convinced™
Although what virtwe the morrow
would hold he did oot say. He prob-
ably did not guess,

Unity did not seruple to change the
current of another's life; she saw no
oeccasion for scruples, She thought she
loved Mark. But sbe did pot belleve
his expressed resolve to stay in Hethel
was, colild be, genuine; or, If genuine,
that its exeeution wduld be good for
bim. And, principally—she knew ex.
sctly what she wanted,

Neit day they drove over much the
same road they had taken seven years
before. They chatted in lighter veln,
with intervals of eloquent silence, On
a uiltlop whenee they could ses only
other hills and the sinklng sun they
ate the lunch put up by the thoughtful
Susan. Then they walied to walch the
il

“That 1 want

aset.
“Unity, what must I do to conviace
yoaT'> ° - =

- " abe

Henley had taken ‘Trultt In with bim
In his speculations,

At the end of a long discussion of
compuny affairs Henloy pressed a but
ton. His secretary appeared from the
adjolning office.

“PBring io the light and heat ao-
count.”

The secretary returned with the ae-
count of the latest successful specula
tion, Henley gave It & mapld glance

and handed It to Mark. The latter
studied it earefully, questioned oertaln
{tems, questioned the explanation and
finally sceopted them, Henlay smiled

and laid a Ump hand in Mark's, At the D Ippl
"Yeu.* greeting fell short of the dramatic “Also,” be continued, “you haven't | Tomorrow, right after dinuver, I'm go- . W':oo:u‘:'_";:.:: Beggnr A.T
“Is that all?™ . R proprieties, ' anld you're sorry that I was hurt” Ing Lo drive down hero for youn. Unity, i
to“:: wur:;n :m.:it lamrd.lﬁy. Ye'll hn: “f'm Golng Baock—H o "Oh! How do you do? she an-| “Oh!" ghe repeated, with perfune. |leét's have the Sunday over again—| again. He knew men who would have
care 'Waya. INO more worl

hesltated to guestl his
Everything be knew of Trultt he liked,

’ Mark closod. his eyes, uttering no | Doctor Courtnay.” “ ing which, without seeming to do so, | mind now., You'll bave plenty of | “You don't agree?” “Make out Mr. Trultt's check” he
complalnt, But within was a turmoll | He turned to Mark. Simon and | they inspected each other. N chances before long" “I—I'm not sure.” directod the secrelary, who withdrew
T -f protest snd rebellion. A eripple, | Courtney pushed  their chalrs bsck | Mark had a twinge of disappoint-| “Moaning?” “That you love me?" and promptly returned.

Henley signed the chock and dellv-
ered It to Mark, 7The latter recelpted
the accompanying voucher,

“I've another thing in mind,” Hen.
ley muggested, “Care to go inT

Mark healtated, his brow suddenly
wrinkling, “1 think not,” he sald at
last, The note of lgritation did not
escape Henley. “I've my ¢yo on a naw
housa.”

"1 thought you were pretty com
fortably Oxaed.”

Mark shrugged his shoulders. "Mt
meems the nelghborhood leaves some
thing to be desired.”

“Yea? | see” Henley Indicatsd
Murk's heavy furred overcost, “you're
driving out. You ean take me home
—unless you're in a hurry to reach
thut delinguent nelghborhood
A quarter of an hour lster the twe

oallousad doctors, were a grave gens | within the buggy Mark caught the | her over the horse's head. Unity, you never really, definitely
tleness, an abeence of the exffitation to gleam of & white shirtwalst and o She edemed rather Impsatient with | threw me over.”
be expected after triumph over death. sallor hat. Even before the vehlcle | his obstructiveness, “You've bought "It fsn't too Iste”
He folt it drew near enough for recoguitlon, he | the plke, then? 1 hadn't héard." “Yeu, It Is too lutse”
He put his question to his father, knew the passenger for Unity, He laughed and waved his hand air- She said nothing. But when he |



