CHAPTER XII

LWYN BENNETT sat in his own
study at home in the big Ben-
nett house that remained as
almost the last landmark of

that solid middle nineteenth century
wealth and fashion which had once
dominated a neighborhood now given
over to office buildings and apartment
houses,

The hour was late.” An hour and
more had passed since the young may-
pr and his mother had returned from
the administration ball. The house
was silent, and even the usually busy
streets outside were wrapped in the
hush that never falls until after mid-

ight and is dispersed by the gray of

wn. Late as it was Alwyn had made
o move to discard his evening clothes.
Alone he sat, his head resting between

Mis crossed arms on the desk before
dim.
' Motionless, Inert, hopeless, he had re-
mained there ever since his arrival
from the ball;, But if his body was
'moveless, his brain was awhirl. Try
las he would he could see no light in
the tangle of events Into which his
wn sense of right had plunged him.
{He saw the future stretching out be-
fore him dreary and barren as a rainy
sea.

Through all of his months of battling
he had ever struggled\ forward through
increasing difficulties toward one bright
goal—Dallas' love. And now that love
was snatched from his grasp, through-
no fault of his own, and bestowed on a
man unworthy to kiss the hem of her
garment.

At each step in the long climb Alwyn
'had asked himself, “Would she ap-
prove?’ And now through trying to
ibe worthy that approval he had for-
ever lost it, for Dallas, he knew, had
not only rejected him and engaged her-
self to Gibbs, but had done so with the
bellef that Bennett was a heartless, un-
scrupulous intriguer, undeserving of a
good woman's regard.

A rap at the door arotised Bennett
from his bitter thoughts. He lifted his
head wearily and gave word to enter.
A drowsy servant came in with a card.

“He says it's important business, sir,”
said the footman.
se¢ you at once, if possible.”

“Show him up.,” answered Bennett,
dropping his voice so as not to disturh
his mother, who slept on the same
floor. = “I will see him here.”

A minute later Horrigan’s bulky form
blocked the threshold.

“Queer time ofsnight for a call,” he
observed casualfy as he entered unin-
vited, closed the door behind him and
took a chair, *but my busimess
‘wouldn't walt.”

“Then sthte it as briefly as you can,”
directed Iennett, making no move to
rise or welcome his unbidden guest.
“It is very late, and 1 am tired.”

“I've come to see you about our Bor-
ough bill.”

“So 1 supposed.”

“You won’t call off your fight against

. ms?”

“That question is hardly worth an-
swering. No.”

“l thought not. Well,
Bennett, I've got you!
Do you understand me?”

“Perfectly. Is that all?”

“No, it ain’t all,”” mimicked the boss.
“And I'm in earnest. I've got you
where I want you.”

‘“That doesn't interest me.
nothing else to say”—

“But 1 have,” chuckled Horrigan.
“When it came to a showdown be-
tween us two 1 put a staff of men to
looking up your record.”

“You found nothing you could use,
Is that”—

Mr. Alwyn
I've got you!

If you've

“No; it isn't even the beginhing.
Then I remembered -about your fa-
ther.”

“About my father?”’

It grated on Bennett that his dead
father’s honored name should be spo-
ken by this low politickan, but before
he could protest more forcibly Horri-
gan went on:

“What,d’you think if I said your fa-
ther was a grafter——one of the worst
of his time?”

“I'd say you lied,” answered Bennett
calmly, *“and I'd drive the foul lie
down your throat with my fist. You'll
have to think of some better scheme
than' that.”

" “Do you think I'd be idiot enough to
come here with the story if I didn't
. haye full proof of it?” asked Horrlpn
in contempt.

And, despite himself, Alwyn saw the
! what he believed- to

“And he wishes to :

~He paused in his lnpnl*

“whnat 8o called °‘proofs’ have you
been fooled by your heelers into think-
J‘nrl_

“Don’t belleve me, hey? “~Well, you
will fast enough before I'm done.
less you're afraid of what I've got to
'ay.'l

“I'm not afraid of anything you can
say. The highest tribute to my fa-
ither’s memorny 1s the fact that a cur
!llke you cannot defile it. Go on. I'll
listen to you.”

“Very good,' sald Horrigan, quite
unmoved. *“I'll make it as short as I
can. [ remembered your father got
rich pretty quick. He was a member
of the organization, and his firm got
‘the jobs of bulilding the agueduct and
the new library. 7That gave me my
clew. I looked up the specifications for
both jobs, and 1 turned them over to
the old engineering firm of Morris &
Cherrington. You know the firm} per-
Laps. If you don’t, you can look them
up. - They don't belong to the organiza-
tion: they're the best experts in their
line, and they can’t be juggled with.”

“1 kuow them. Go on.”

“I paid ‘them- a fancy sum to go over
those specifications and then examine
the library and the aqueduct and see
if they were up to the mark or if the
city 'd been cheated by the Bennett
Contracting company. 1 had a strong
idea 1 was right, but 1 wouldn’t speak
till I had the proof. When I got home
after the ball tonight I found the Mor-
ris & Cherrington report waiting for
me. I brought a copy of it along with
me.”’

.« “Well,” asked Bennett indifferently,
“what then?”

“Here's the copy of the report. Look
it over for yourself. The crookedest
Job ever pulled off in this city! Third
rate material, when the material called
for in the specifications was used at
all. - Granite shell filled with mortar
instead of solid granite; foundations
barely half the depth called for; in-
‘tetlor tiles In place of fireproof ones;
chenp. crumbly iron and steel instead
of first quality—oh, there’s fifty such
substitutions and frauds! It's the raw-
nlt. bummest job I ever heard of. If
any of the organization tried it now-
adays the men who did it would be

‘wearing stripes in a week. Graft, hey?
‘Why, your father was the boss grafter
of the century. the star graft getter of
the bunch! He"'—

“Hush! For God’s sake, hush!” pout-
ed Alwyn. *“My mother sleeps only a
few rooms beyond. I"—

“What do 1 care?” roared Horrigan
in triumph. *“Let everybody hear!
The whole world is going to hear it un-
less that PBorough franchise bill goes
through. Beat that bill and every pa-
per in the country will have that feport
to publish. Stop your fight against us
and the report is buried. That goes!

See? Now, do
as you please
about the bill.
You're a fine
man to preach
about graft, you
are! The very
roof over your
head, the clothes
on your back,
were bought
with graft
money "

Bennettscarce-

Iy heeded the
. coarse insult,

nor did. he note

Horrigan’s

grunt of good-

by and ‘the

clump of his de-

parting feet on
the stairs. The young man sat, lost.
hopeless, horror gripped, bis eyes run-
ning mechanically over the closely
typewritten pages of the engineer’s re-
port. Outsider as he was in matters of
practical business, Alwyn could see
that Horrigan had in no way exag-
gerated the document’s contents. He
knew, toe. that the ‘firm of engineers
who had drawn up the report were
the foremost of their sort and above all
shadow of suspicion.

Little by little the numbness lifted
from his brain, and in its place crept a
horrible conviction of the truth. His
father
had won a nation’s applause in the
civil. war—the man who, poor and un-
aided, had built up a fortune aganinst
keenest competition and had earned a
repute for sterling probity which had:
ever been the delight and model of his
son-this was the man whom a low
blackguard like Horrigan now had the
right to revile—a man apparently no
better than the boss himself—than any
dishonest heeler in the organization!

And, as If it were. not enough that
the idol of a lifetime were hurled,
crushed and defiled, from its bright
pedestal, the family name must next
be dragged through the mire of polit-
fcal filth ahd ill repute and the dead
man’s memory forever blasted. Either
that or his son must withdfaw from
the gallant fight he was waging against
civic corruption, for that Horrigan
would carry out his threat and blazon
forth to the world the story and proofs
of the elder Bennett's shame Alwyn
had no doubt. With all his tanlts the
boss was a man of his word. = o

“Stop your fight against us,” Horrl-

"o
I

“The clothes on your
back were bought
with gralt money "’

gan had said, “and the “veport 'iIs
burned.” Siphidet

Un- |

-the gallant young soldier who/

4 heard mkiﬂi’t&m h

No womrumw{m‘
'| sins of the fathers shall be visited upon |

Yes, the boss was a man o1 nis word
Even Bennett/ admitted that. He would
fulfill his. promise in either event.

Listlessly Alwyn began to review
the case. On the one side a perhaps
Quixotic fight for an abstract prineciple
~a fight whose reward was political
death, loss of the woman he adored.
family shame that might crush his
fragile old mother to the very grave.
On the other wealth, honor, love, the
governorship, a future happy and glori-
ous.

Was he not a fool to hesitate? Haad
he not salved his conscience sufficient-
ly by vetoing the Borough franchise
bill? Had he the right to bring this
new shame upon his mother’s gray
head? Where lay his highest duty?

The soft rustling of silk and a hand
laid in light caress upon his head
aroused the miserable man from his
reflections.

Bennett looked up to see His mother
standing beside him. She had thrown
on a wrapper and in slippered feet had
stolen noiselessly into the study.

“l was awakened by voices,” she ex-
plained. “I thought.I heard some one
talking excitedly in here. Is anything
the matter?”

“Nothing, nothing dear,”” he answer-
ed gently, drawing the little old lady
affectionately down to a seat on his
knee and smiling manfully into her
sleep flushed face; “‘nothing is the mat-
ter. Only a business call.”

“A business call at 2 o'clock in the
morning!” she exclaimed. “Dear boy,
you are working too hard. Your father
never brought his business worries and
work home. He alwaysileft them at
the office. Can’t you do the same?
You’ll wear yourself out.”

“My father”— began Bennett, but
the name choked him.

“You are growing to be so mué¢h like
him,” went on Mrs. Bennett fondly.
“And it makes me so happy that you
are. Your splendid fight against that
infamous Borough bill, for instance.
How proud he would have been of
that! It is just the sort of thing he
himself would have done in your place.
He wag surrounded with wicked and
dishonest men just as you are. But
through it all he remained true, hon-
orable, incarruptiblee. What a grand
heritage for my son! He— Alwyn!™
she broke off, alarmed, “why do you
look at me that way? [ never saw
such a look in your eyes before. Are
you ill? Has something happened that
you are keeping from me?”

“No, no,” evaded Bennett. “I only”—

“You had a caller here before 1|
came in,” pursued the mother, refusing
to abandon the clew to which her wo-
manly intuitfon had led her. “He
brought you bad news? Tell me, dear!
I'm your mother, and. I love you.”

“You are making my course more
difficult for me by asking such ques-
tions, mother,” he answered wretched-
ly, “and I"—

*1 only want to herp you, Arwyn. 1
can't bear to see you miserable. A
woman's wit and a mother’s love are
often a combination thatécan solve
problems beyond even the wisest
man’s powers of logic. Let me help
you.”

“I was trying to make up my mind,”
vaguely replied Bennett, sorely dfs-
tressed by her pleading, “whether a
man ought to follow his conscience,
even if it leads to heartbreak for those
he loves, or whether he ought to let
conscience go by the board for once
and protect the happiness of his loved
ones.” 3 -

“Alwyn! How can you hesitate a
second over such a question. One must
do right, no matter what the conse-
quence.”

*“l don’t know sabout thnt." he said
moodily.

“You know it perfectly well. It is
what your father would have advised
and— But, Alwyn, you surely are not
making yourself unhappy over a mere
supposititions case?”’

“Well,” he continued, “let us take a

‘mere supposititious case” if you llke.f

Suppose, for instance, that a man hold-
ing a position of trust had had a fa-
ther whose memory he honored and
revered as I do my own father's”—

“Yes?” prompted Mrs, Bennett as he
paused,

“Suppose some one tempts him to be-
tray his position of trust, even as 1
have lately been tempted, and threat-

ens in case of his refusal to make

public certain facts which would prove
his dead father to have been a scoun-
drel. Now, what should the man do?

Should he let his father’s sacred mem-

ory be trampled in the mud, let hig
duty go by default and save”—

“It would be an awful responsibility 3

to decide such a question,” sald Mrs.
Bennett, with a little shudder, “but
there could be only one reply.”

“And that 187"

“He must do his duq. be the results
what they may.".

“You really think s0?”

“There can be no doubt. nght is
right and”—

“It shall be as you say." grouned"

Alwyn.

“What?" querled lu. Bennett, star- |

tled at the despair‘in his voice. “Do

you mean it is an sctual case? Some

friend of

the children even unto the’—
“It is something less hard on “the

' children than on the wives,” mused

Bennett, half to himself.
“The

hard. Oh, my son, every day 1 thank
God in all humility that my husband

lived 80 blameless a life and left so |

honored a mame! How grateful you
and I ‘both ought to be for’—

“It is éasy enough to decide for some
one you, have never seen,” retorted
Bennett almost rudely, “but suppose
the dishonest man in my story had
been father and”—

“I refuse to suppose anything of the
sort!”” interrupted his mother indig-
nantly, rising to her feet. *“I wonder
that you can speak so! How can you
suggest 8o horrible a thing?”

“Just a thoughtless, tactless speech
of mine. That’s all,” lied Alwyn. “It's
very late. You'll have a headache, I'm
afraid. Won’t you go to bed?”

“Yes. It is late, and I'm keeping you
up. Good night, dear. 1 wish your
friend”—

She checked herself suddenly. with a
little gasp. Bennett, glancing up to

Cynthia Garrison.

her, saw that her eyes were riveted on
a bit of pasteboard lying on the corner
of his desk directly beneath the read-
ing lamp.

It was Horrigan’s card.

Slowly the mother’'s gaze shifted
from the card to her son. From her
face the color had been crushed 'by
some swift emotion that left it very
old, pale and sunken.

“Mr. Horrigan!” she murmured. *“It
was he who was your visitor tonight?
Surely he isn’'t the sort of a man to
care about his father’s reputation for
honesty. He”—

“You're tired, mother,”” interrupted
Bennett in haste. “Won’t you"—

“Wait!” she panted. “HIis visit here—
Alwyn!” her voice rising to a wail of
panic stricken appeal. “Did-did that
man dare to hint anything against
your father? Tell me the truth! 1
have a right to know. Did he?”

Alwyn bowed his head in silence.

“Tell me what he said!’

wgre said,~ muttered Bennett, almost
incoherently, “he said my father muxle
his fortune—by—graft!”

“And you thrashed him and threw
him out of the house?” she cricd. lLor
old eyes ablaze,

ltNo ”

“Alwy ”

“He—he proved what he said!”

“It is a lie! A wicked, abominabie
lie!”

“It is the truth, mother. Would 1
have told you such a thing—would

Horrigan have left this room alive—if
it were not true?”

A silence—dreadful in its intensity—
fell over the room, Alwyn dared not
Jlook at his mother. At last she spoke:

“1 must know more. 1 refuse to be-
Heve one word. You spoke of proofs.
What are they?” .

Without a word, Bennett banded her
the report left by Horrigan. For a
time silence brooded over the study,
broken only by the occasional turning
of a page of the report. Then, after

wives? Your friend has a| J4
mother living? That makes it doubly |

not daring - to
draw pearer
or proffer com-
fort to the wo-
man whom the
' -boss’ disclosure

I do not advise 1 :‘t:um?ﬂe: s
Sanenand. Dosightsy secured the

‘proofs and says he will publish them
broadcast unless | withdraw my oppo-

‘| sition in the Borongb franchise mat-

ter. If I let that bill pass, Friday he
will bprn the report, and”—

“There is only one thing to do,” in-
terposed the mother, speaking with
slow decision, her vgice as cold and
colorless as her face. “Right must pre-
vail, no matter what”—

“Mother!” cried Alwyn, trembling.
“You advise me to— You advise me”—

“I de not advise, I command. Do
right!”

(To be centinued.)

. TOMMY’S GONE TO SCHOOL.

'Tis quite a week ago, John,
One long, dull week, and yet
To this weird change about the place
I can't accustomed get
The brooding quietude imparts
A rense of strajn and stress;
The silent back yard seems to me
A mournful wilderness.

Oh;, now and then I start, John, *
And then sink back and sigh.

I thought I'd heard a rumbling fall
A wild and plaintive cry.

The hush sends thrills all o'er me,
Sensations sad and strange,

I feel like Mariana in
The lonely moated grange.

The cat, with inedpetaoteoiinanetacin

The cat, with independence new,
Sits on the back-porch rail,

And ‘tries to straighten out the kinks
Of her disheveled tail; I

The neighbor's dog trots past the door.
With mein serene and spry,

And casts a careless, sidelong glance
From a triumphant eye.

e

The peddler through the alley goes
And shouts out loud and clear,

There are no missiles flying now
To cause him pain or fear.

It’s restful but depressing, John,
It’s very bleak and cool,

This silence that.broods round the house
Since Tommy’s gone to school.

—Chicago News.

FOR SALE.

13 acres nice ground just outside
the corporation, on public road,
has four room house, barn, cellar,
large pear orchard, also large
amount of apples, peaches, cher-
ries, grapes, small : fruit, well,
Will accept $500 in . live stock
and give time on remainder or
sell on easy terms. ;

Also five room house, with porch,
good well, city water, large cis-
tern, good shade and fruit, omn
large corner lot, cement walks
inside and out, improved streets,
two blocks from court house. For
a short time at $950. ;

GEO. F. MEYERS,
Rensselaer, Ind.

CONTINENTAL INSURANCE CO.

The largest and one of the best
American companies writing fire
and wind-storm insurance on ecity
and farm  property.. Farmers, be-
fore renewing your insurance see
the Continental’s most liberal con-
tract. Any limit you wish on horses
and cattle. In case of loss we pay
on adjustment without discount, all
at the same price that smaller com-
panies will ask you. See that your
insurance is written in the Contin-
ental. Call at my office any time
and let me show you.
office the Continental has been rep-
rvesented in for years, Room 4, 2nd
floor, I.. 0. Q. F. building. ;

A. J. HARMON, Agent.

Successor to J. F. Bruner.

—

THEODOSIA:

Gold Medal Flour makes lightest brsead.
UR.

The same{

. There are certain nerves
that control the action
‘of the heart, 'When they
become wi the heart
%chotx}lx, is impa dl?hort |
reath, pain around heart,
choking sensation, ?1;1&1
tatlon, fluttering, e
or rapid pulse, and other
distressing symptoms fol- \
low. Dre%[lllesE[eart(Jure :
is a medicine, especiall l §
adapted to the needs o}f" i B
these nerves and the mus-
cular structure of the |
heart itself. Tt is a i
strengthening tonic that

brings speedy relief. 1 g
Try it,
‘For years I suffered with what I

Heart e I
en three bottles, and now I
not suffering at all. I am cured and
this medicine did it. I write this in
the hopo that it will attract the at-
tention of others whi .ﬁ“el;:!’u{odld'”
. N,
804 Main St., Covington, Ky.
Your druggist sells Dr. Miles’ Heart
Cure, -nd wc authorize him to return
&rleo you rst bottle (only) If It falls

Miles Medical Co., Elkhart, Ind

and a reasonable commis-

i sion, and shall be glad’ to
{ answer inquiries by mail
3 or by ’phone :. .:
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Mlllmns foLoan!

We are prepared to take care
of all the Farm Lean business In
this and adjoining countles at
Lowest Rates and Best Terms,
regardiess of the “financlal strin-
gency.” If yeu have a loan com-
ing due er desire a new foan it wil
not be necessary to pay the ex-
cessive rates demanded by our
competitors.

FIVE PER CENT.
Snall mm Promp! Service

Irwin & Irwln‘

Odd Fellows Bldg. !

O0eY & HOm

We have a supply of mon-
ey to loan on farms at

Five Per Cent

North Side Publlo Squnn

|
.

Dlthlled- ‘

for him! lt

lfauowt#:m; Sym-



