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CHAPTER XIV.
In the Mold.

hen began whit promised to be-
pine & rake's progress. Mark sought
new companions and got himself
¥ited to join thelr revels, He tried
ird, at Arst recklessly, then deter
dly and then wistfully to enter

p the spirit of dissipation. The at-
pt was n flut fallure. The thor
igoing babit cf mind that looked
agly for the lust result saw
pugh ot onea to the dwege in the

y His companions grivately laughed

spectacle of ‘this bard serious

D awkwardly esssylng the role of
il of a fellow; but for the humer
thus unwittingly provided they
jid sogn have got rid of him as &
h's-hfad at thelr feasts, He suc
LIy In still further impatring

th, In acquiring A& bad taste
mouth and relaxing all along

[ie his habit of rigld abstemious.

s few months he returned to
i routine,

»* Henley Interrupted & con-

one day to remark, “you've

ing wild oats, Got ‘sm all
tod

nodded, grinning shesplshiy.
® In the barn—and for sale
I agree with the prophet that
ity

it Inl.do you do It
pa't know, To mee what it's
guess. But | dido't have the
[y
i at home,” thought Henlay
1y,
be sald: “1 imagine not, You'd
Hek to business, where you

mettmes think that's all vanity,

past wo have something to be
gr, And on the whole there's
i in making stesl than in
‘Lo support the Teaderloln"
| made a gesture of disgust,
frowning pause, he answered:
‘know, The trouble Is, 1've
| romantle point of view. To
f business s nothing but =a
ing machine pow—and
g to do. 1 wonder why wae
b hard to gel money we don't
e gt no good gut'of It Tim-
i gels more pl ]

Ing up blocks of slock In Lochinvar's
company; it conld be bought for the
proverbial song. Hut Healey got wind
of It, He, too, began buylng stock,
secretly und swiftly, also for & song.
Hy the time the MacGregor company
learned of his Avalry, he needed but
A thousand shares to own control of
the company, its properties and fran-
chisen,

“And 1 know just where thoss
ahares are to be had” Henley told
Mark. “Do you koow one Timothy
Woodhouse 1™

“I bought my house from him, And
he wants me to lend him money to
bulld his new fylng machine, He
came (o me,” Mark chuckled, “as one
luventor to another."

“Get  that stock,” Henley com-
manded. “Act quick and you can get
It cheap. We can't bulld that rall-
rond, Or rather, we won't, 'Let the
other fellow blaze the path!** This

what comes from working with & eow-

“I'll Give You,"” Proposed Timothy Ea-
gerly, “a Half Interest In the Ma-
chine.”

ard, But that's no reason why we
shouldn’t turn an honest dollar at the
expenss of MacGregor, Is ILT" :

It s not, howaver, trus, an allaged
in the bill ln equity Timothy was after
ward induced by MacGrigor mgents to
1€ againat Mark, that “the sald Truitt
falsely and fraudulently and with in-
tont to decelve and defraud, repre-
sented to the sald Wrodhouss that
naid stock wan of no value whatsoever,
the while knowing that siid stock had
the walue herelnbefore set forth.™
Mark, who prided himself on his honp-
eoty, was always careful not to lay
his projects open to legal Interfersnce,
In this case, that apecial Providence
which seema to guide the schemes of
men of such honesty, graciously ren-
dered legal fruud unnecessary,

"By George!" he exclaimed when at
thelr next meeting Timothy, with the
model bofore them, had explained his
plans for the new machine. “By
George! It may be—it may just be—
that you've hit it. It sounds plausible,
Anyhow."

“I prise your opinion,” wald Timothy
-gratefully, “the more becmuse you've

machines that woo'

£ sald Henley dryly, “un.
¥ tries to take it away trom

fly every min of Il'lmua.ul i
_mooner or latpr through
hor i, Tho ot e
& S or

g questiorr, (he
‘of 1 (0 |
to the matler in han

done & mechanieally yourself,
1 meet o much skepticlam. Do you
think you'd cars to faance thin?

" "Well,” Mark returned (o eantion,
“after nll, asrial navigation 1s hardly
In my line, 1 remlly ought to bave
some security, don't you think?"

“Tll give you"” proposed Timothy
eagerly, “a balf interest ln the mas
chine.” :

Mark seemed to be fighting down an
tmpules, But ho shook his head, “You
see, Its valus wounld be sclentific
rather than commercial, And I'm just
A plain money-grubber, you know."

Timothy sighed. “That onds it, 1

All I've got s mortgaged to

1 aan,
;ﬁn-ﬁm now. T dissppointed,

[ o 0

" Mark went on slowly, “T'd
‘do It. Haven's you mnything
that would give businesa instinet even
an d@¥eues (o be sllent

sueering quotation was from the 1} |
Juririons but cautious Quinby. “That's |
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othy amawersd. “I have
cons (o buy back that atock *

“Oh, no! 1I'm satisfled with my bar
Baln”

“But,” Timothy explalned Innocently,
"I have discovered that It has & value
o excoss—very wmuch In excess—of
what you pald me for IL."

“The less roason then,” Mark smiled,
“why 1 should sell It back to you."

“Bul” Timothy swallowed hard and
down went pride, “you don't under
stand, It would be a great favor to
me. | have beer careless—I may as
woll spoak out and say that 1 am n |
very poor business man. [ have lost
nslimost orerything ! toherited. What !
is left Is mortgaged almost to full
value, excopt thin stock which | now
find 1 gan sell for enough to clean up
my obligations and glve me a new
wlart.”

“And which Is now mine."

“Which Is now yours, through n hard
bargain—an Inadvertently hard bar-
guln, of course,” Timothy added hast-
iy, The troubled look In hils eyes
dueptned, “And now | come to you
&8s one gentleman to another, to ask
you to release me from IL"

“That would bardly be business-
ke

“But this is pot business. 1 sald, an
one gentleman to auother” Timothy
wue gulltless of humorous intent. "For
myealf | shouldn't think of disturbing
any advantage your interest in my
work might accidentally glve you. But
to my wife and daughter, who are
entirely dependent upon me, this would
mean much,"”

“Isn't 1t & Nttle late, after wasting
your substance In riotous inventlon, to
bogin thinking of them? Healdes,”
Mark looked at hig watch polntodly,
"l bardly se# your right to ask me
1o give thom the conslderation you've
never given them."

Timothy Bushed
“You refuse, then ™

“1 do"

“Then you had this stock In miod
all along?"

“If you'd made as shrewd a guess
betore—" Mark grinned,

"l waa told you are apt to do this
sort of thing.”

"The loker In a deal” Mark re-
wminded bhim coldly, “always finds
nometidog to eriticize. If there's noth-
ing ¢loo I ean do for you—good day,
Mr, Woodhouse."

*Bo this |s what you call & deal? |
should ehoose another term. | shall
take enough of your time to glve you
my view of it You came to me W
get that stock, but yeu did not come
frankly, You resorted to subtérfuge.
You fiattered me, Yau took advantage
of your Inaide knowledge of lts valuo
and of the fact that I'm rather a fool
in such matters to get it absurdly
cheap, But | suppose one need hardly
expoct particularity of conduct from
your sort."

Mark sneered, “AL least you felt
no obligation to partlcularity of con-
duet when you thought you were get-
ting a good round sum for something
of no value at all”

“That * sald Timothy with dignity,
"1 supposed and you pretended was
pructically a gift to sclence. [ shall
keep you no longer, air.”

And Timothy stalked away. For sev-
eral days Murk's familiars observed
In him an unusual lrritability of tem-
per,
Bteel had come into its own, Il was
the frst principality of Industry.
Bwiftly as tho sun seoks its zenith,
Ita leaders were rining to power and
prestige, doing big things in » big,
bold, precedentdefylng fashion that
atirred the world to a just admiration.
And above the others—in (he estimn-
tion of all who did not march with
the army of stecl—towered that glant
MacGregor, and in his shadow but too
big to be obscured wholly, Jeremiah
Quinby, thelr names and fame known
wherever the stout fabric wns used.

Alter many years Quinby's project
wan & fact, the more splendid for the
delay. It stood just across the gtreet
frowm MacGregor's library. Thia prox-
lmity called for a comparison, by
which the Institute of Paleontology
suffered no whit, Bomehow its nobje
lines mnd masees, In exaot copy of
the Parthenon, seamed to suggest In
ita founder 4 slmple majesty of char
noter not shared by the author of the
elubornte lbrary.

Mactiregor could not have belleved
that a comparison was intended, since
he accepted an lovitation to ahare with
Quinby himself and an ex-president of
the United States the honors on the
oogiasion of the dedication, He, as did
the ex-president, made a epeech, In
which he pald a high tribute to his
“brother in the.great work of distrib-
uting surplus wealth” This tribute
Quinby, when his turn came, formally
‘msaigned to “the thousands of ocbacurely
faitbful® who had “given (heir
strength, thelr courage, th ence
and talent, nay, oft their very lives,
to upbullding the industry which made
thls project possible.” Somes of his

painfully, rising

| floes could be so lacking In loyalty

lesy freedom that he did mot wanl,
paid for by the loaf of even the pre-
tense of affection, by an lll-disgulsed
mutual aversion,

His reflections were Interrupted by
a band on his whoulder. Henluy sat
down beaide him,

“Taking it a1

Mark vodded,

"We're outshono.”

“As the stars by the sun,
caral

"Not" anarled Henley, in a tone that |
gave hin words the lle. Mark reprossed
apnother sneer, Here was Heuley, the
man of magnificent schiovements, of |
real genlus, jeslous as & woman over
Quinby's hollow glory!

“He seems,” Mark nodded toward
the resplendent Quinby, “to attruct the
women,"

“It's mutunl, As 1 happen to know.™

"Bo? I'd have classed hjm with
the vestal virgine. Isu't he a little old
for the woman game now, though?”

“He'n In his ftles,” Henloy wald, |
“and well prescrved. And the man |
who has nothing tw do but to ldle
around the globe and spend the money |
others ‘make s olwiays easy plekiog |
for the Delilaha*

“Quinby doesn’t jJust meel my Do
tlon of & Bawson.™

“Bamuon,” returned Henley, who falt
the belter for hin outburst, “was &
penny-wit.”

Later, Heoley and Mark left their
refuge and sauntersd through the
crowd, It chanced that Quinby espled |
them. He deserted an admiring group
to greet them paternally

“A Nfelong dream has been reallzed,
thanks partly to you"—he placed a
hand on Henley's shoulder “pom
munder (o the feld. And to you'—he
lnld the otber hand on Mmrk —"his |
chief lleutenant,”

It wns a striking tablean
modestly unaware of the many eyes
upon them, Held It & moment, thon
gracelully withdrew |

"My comminder In the fleld!™|
sneerad Henley, “Drunk! Blind drunk
with self-importance!™ |

“"How much boetter wre wel”

"Sometimes,” Henley suld
“you talk like a fool” He
nWAY.

Mark, left *nlone, began to pick his
path gingerly around tralling gownas |
and chattering groups, in search of |
fresh wlr and quiet. But once, ns he |
was pausing a group of men, a remark
arrested lis attention. He did not |
know the speaker, but he ImlludI
sharply and addressed him. [

“Who was that you sald commitled
sulcide?”

The man looked at him strangely o
moment before anawering

“Timothy Woodbhouse. It was prac-
tically muleide, He lpslsted on going
up In his new flylng machlue, Broke
his neck, of course"

Mark passed on quickly. Not eo
quickly but that he overheard an ex-
planation,

*The man that skinned Woodbhouse.”

Do you |

Quinby, |

coldly,

Birode
|

CHAPTER XV,
Stuft of Dreama.

When his spirit for it was aying,
Mark's campaign of conquést came to
its grand climax—he became a stock-
holder In the Quinby Steel company,
one of the "young partners” of whom
Quinby, 1o all things abreast of his
great rival, was wont to speak with
such paternal enthusiasm, Up to this
time he had been merely an employs,
handsomely pald but finding his chief
reward from Healey's profitable
friendship.

When, through Henloy, Mark lald the
matter of partnership informally be-
fore Quinby, he was allowed to ses
through the phllanthropist to—Quinby,
At first Quinby unctuously but firmly

[

| out of the real vi

1 am glad,” Quinby thawed slightly,
“that you make an exception.”

“You, Mysoll”

Quinby's face was a study,

“And," Henley contlnued, “you oan
let him have this stock or lose Truiltt
and me,"

Thereupon Henley wrote out and
gave to Quinby his -wsignation from
the chalrmanship, Thers was n tense
sllence while Quinby stodled the
paper.

"Very well” bhe suld at last
tore the resignation into litle bits

But It was a graceful surrender
During the pause Quinby had regained
his polwe, He was once more the
grucious patron, apparently blind to
Henley's show of dislike

"Al! my dear Tom,” he shook his
head smillugly, “thut was hurdly falr.
You played upon my afection. You
know there s no sacrifice | would
not make rathor than lose you"

“Humph!" grunted Heuloy, "This is
no aacrifips.”

"Or conme,” the phllanthropist went
on, "Trultt takes wnder our sgree
ment.”

Aud this lnunched another long ar-
gument, For under the Quinby com
pany agrecment—borrowed, Indeed,
feomn his frlend and rival, Mactregor

any ntockholder, upon written de
mind by thres-fourths of the stock

He

helders owning threefourths of the |

outstunding shares, could be compelled
to surrender lils stock at (ta “book
value;*" m provision from Lthe threat
of which Quinby, owning the majority
of the stock, slone wan exempt  Had
bls own Interest not been o deeply
cuncerned Mark might have rellshed
the spretacle of the tremendous arro
gant Henley burllog bimself o vain
agninst the paterpnl Quinby, Mark did
oot decelve himse lf w Henley's
real purpose, which was not to serve
him bLut to set up o procedent
upsel the agrecment

I 1n't fadre to Truitt,
toated vehemently It fen't fudr to
but you. How can lie, how
can |, bow can any of us, know when
you're golng to make a dual with the
others to kick him out and clieat him
i¢ of his stock?”
welpon Henley
wield, Yuinby gave
him a palned glance

“You Kknow I'm not a hard man. And
you know that |8 a contlugency not
likely to happen.”

‘It happencd to Couler and Stwbbins
wad New."”

"Ah! Dut they,” Quinby reminded
him, “got an exaggerated iden of thelr
linportance to the company.”

Heuley glared., Wulnby smiled

The mellituous voles flowed on
“You should Know that men in my
position may wot conslder thelr pri-
vale lmpulses, Our wealth Is o trust
—a sncred trusl,”™ He paused, perhaps
to countrol the rising emotion Inapired
by thought. “The bsecret of wmy sue-
cenn has been harmony ln my organ-
fzaticn, Harmony | must have—I will
have. And so 1 must reserve the right
unud weans to oust pny who seek to
disturb it. The work to which | have
given myself—the projects you, 1 fear,
hold so lightly—depends too closely on
my business success to allow me to
violute successful precedonts, Even,”
ho bonmed on Mark, “even for the
sake of your brilllast young friend.
Even for you."

Quinby's face had not put off ita
smlling benevolent mask.  His voles
had not risen wor lost by so much as
a note its wonted musical stately
coadenca, But Mark, n sllent and al
mout forgotten lstener, knew that in
tho last words mennce spoke as clear
and venomous as in the hiss of o
snakoe. He could Interpret the men-
gce; Henley had rested too securcly
1o by limpertance to the company; he
now hud his warning; like Damocles'
sword the power of Quinby's contract
rested henvy overhead,

If he bad notl kuown from Quinby's
volee, Mark would have understood
from him to whom the menace had
Leen spoken. Henley's hands, reating
on the desk, elenched until the nalls
bit into the pulms, The ugly lmperi-

ns
Liv
Houley pro-

uny ond

Tact wan the
knew not how to

e

He Placed a Hand on Henley's Shoul-

refused his assent, turning arguments
uslde by the simple expedient of ig-
noring them: When Henley, at whose
suggestion Mark bad demanded the
right to -purchase stock, Inalsted with
rislng anger, Quinby donned s frigid
dignity. ; J

“Do you want the company lo lose
Truitt? Henley domanded.

“1 ean pol copcelve,” Quinby an-
awered coldly, “that any man who
owed a8 much to my company as Trultt

and all fine sensibilities as to denory
L

“That” sald Henley curtly, “fa

ous face was deathly white, His black
eyen blazed, Mark thought for p mo-
ment he was about to spring upon
Quinby and Infict physical Injury, or
at least hurl at the valn shallow poscur
the splondld deflance «  the man of
real worth, of luvinelbie and unpur-
chaeable apirit, Becnuse he had a pro-
found reapect and & sort of love for
Henley, e wanted to aca and hear
thit deflance. He forgot his own In.
terest In the scene,

Henley reached again convuislvely,
for pen mod paper. Quinby ralsed a
hand—a beautiful, soft, perfectly man-
feured member—in humorous protest

"My decar Ton " How the purring
paternal phrase, addressed to Henley,
stung! Mark felt the hot blood rise,
resentful for hls master, “If you are
ubopt to resign again, I beg of you,
consider. 1 have made one concession
to that threat. But If you make It
aguin, I shall be obliged to break off a
relation that has been both pleasant
and profitable, It will cost me some-
thing, perhaps, but—it will cost you
more,"

"Now!" muttered Mark,

Now was the time to hurl deflance,
to overwhelm Quinby and Quinby's
power under manly scorn. . . . Quin-
by, outwardly serene as midsummer's
skiea, smiled on. Henley was sllent.
The blazing snger In his eyes died
down to a smoldering, sullen, futiie
rage. The pen dropped fram his hand.

What & shattering of Idola was
thers! Mark turned away that he
mizht not see,

His glance fell upon Quinby. The
mask of benevolence had bean pulled
nside. Ugly triuniph and sull ugller
bite shone. In that moment Quinby's
revepge for & thousand soeors and the
open cobtempt of years was taken.
Mark hated him.

| and forth mcross the room,

turned to Mark. “Do you accept the
sgroement ™

“It seamsa to be Hobson's cholee.”

Quinby rose and took Mark's right
hand In both of his,

“Lot me be the first to welcome you
luto the company, 1'm sure we shall
M—hlﬂﬂ‘nilﬂu."

"l esn see” Mark answered with a
whrug, “that harmony pays."

Quinby wan gona, Mark, slekened
and saddesed, watched & man, for the
moment mad, beldtedly glving volee
o his rage. He paced swiftly back
liko the
wild beast he had become. He cursed
Incoberently the departed Quinby,
pouriug forth a flood of coarse bias-
phemies. He fuog bis arms about,
smote and kicked chalrs and desk as
though they had lves to be taken.
This, with Quinby present, would have
struck a respoosive chord In Mark's
barbarie soul. Dut this, with Quinby
goue, from the man who had sat sllent
under threats, ealled forth only con:
tempt,

“My success! My company! My
work!™  Henloy stopped, panting and
glaring, before Mark., "My God! Did
you hear him?  Fool—feol—fool !

Mark shrugged his shoulders, “Your
mistake was In thinking him a fool.”

“And 1—I had to sit there nod take
hiw olly threats—"

AL lvant, you took them.”

“—1, who mads this ecompany—I,
who gave him the money to advertiso
himself around the world—l—! 'm_

Henley Glared. Quinby Smiled,

the fool. You're the feol. We're il
fools, working our lives out to bulld
up this business while he, who does
nothing, gailivants about spending mil-
llona on his aceursed inatitutes-—nover
knowing when he'll close In oo us
and rip us out of our Jobs und rightful
profiis—" i

“] used to think that abfit you,
when | was In the mills. | suppose tha
men think that about us now.” Mark's
laugh was a sneer.

Henley turned on him. “And you™
he snarled, “]1 made vou, too. And
I suppose, when Quinby cracks his
whip, you, too, will fall Into line and
help to rob me of the stock I've made
valunble, You, with your ‘Harmony
pays'—"

An hour before Mark might bave
qualled before Hepley's wrath, Now
lie did not quall.

“See here!” he sald sharply, pushing
away the fist under bls nose. “Prob-
ably you're right. Probably I'll tall
Into lne, [ bope not—for my own
gnke;, Dut you can talk to me lke
that when | give you the excuse, dnd
now you," be added coldly, “had Li:ll&?
pull yourself lu*mhur. There ure clerks
within hearing."” 1

Henley dropped heavily inlo a chalr.
Slowly the paroxysm subsided. In =i
lence Mark watched the white, still
working (ace.

It was Henley who spoke first, and
surprisiogly. “What are you think-
Ing 1"

“I'm wondering, does money make
cownrds of us all?"

Heunley stared hard. For o moumess
Mark thought that again n mateh had
been touched to the magazine «f his
rmge, Then the red of shame crept
into the older man's countenance, He
made n gesture of defection,

“You're o witneas that (t doea'

Mark limped slowly away from the
Quinby bullding.

Now, by all the rules of the game
he played, wos the time to exult. The
monster was tamed, or at least for-
ever baffled; |t need not, looking upon
him, Hek its alobbering chops, Whether
or not the partnership—~0nal trophy
of Bldorado's conquest—survived
Quinby's treacherous caprice, the ad-
venturer would never agaln know the
haunting fear that lashed the crowd.
He had no need to oatch Its hurrylng

pace.

Yet he did pot exult. He bad what
be had set out to win, and be had It
pot. His triumph was fact. But the
sonse of It, the awelling of soul, the
murging passionate pride be bad fore
tasted in his young dreams, were nol

uheet.

He had succeeded In a life ln which
sentiment. brotherly kindness, mercy,
waore the badges of fallure; yet the
thought of a weak Timothy Wood-
house, dead in an hour of reckiodsness
bred by a cheat, could drive sleap
trom his pillow,

(TO BE CONTINUED)
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