N T

The Weekl;r Graphic and New Zealand— Mail for Febnmry 22,

1908

The Autocrat of the Swivel Chair

The Right Hand and the Left Hand of Mr. Peter R. Rutherford

By ELLA MIDDLETON TYBOUT

F\ HE chair itself had an opulent and
consequential anir. Tt was far
wore obtrusive than the large
1 mehogany desk that eccupied the
centre of the room and beforo
which it was placed. Indeed, it seemed
that the desk was merely an adjunct of
the chair, Bo Lhoroughly Lad the Intter
become imbued with the personality of
the man who sat in it every day.

Other chaira there were, of course.
Bome soft and luxuarious, for favoured
¥yisitors; others, for unwelcome suppli-
ants, tightly upholstered in red leather
and presenting slippery surfaces that
made the bodies of the occupants appear
&5 ill at ease ag their minds. There was
also another, hunbly retreating behind
the desk in e manner befitting & paid
dependent. This was the stenographer'd
chair, and it seemed to ahrink from ita
large and prosperous neighbour in much
the same manner the stemographer ler-
pelf shrank from the man who owned
them all,

¥Yar he (hd own them, body and soul,
and they knew and resented it xecord-
ingly.

The Autocrat was aware he employed

- & cerfain number of clerks; he used them
until they were worn-out, then replaced
them by others. They, in turn, knew
they were cogs in the wheels of a great
corporation and necessary for its proper
manipulation, but the knowledge brought
them no personal henefit,

The junior bookkeeper uaed Lo sit up(m
his high stool and calenlate how well he
could live if he had one-eighth of one
per cent. of the annual profits of ithe
corporation, until, after a while, he de-
cided to beecome a part of the corpora-
Lion itself. Tt was an easy transition
from junier boukkeeper to junior part-
ner, and he made it at one feil awoop.

Or he would imagine himself rushing
between the Autocrat and a would-he
assassin and modestly disclaiming the
ensuing reward. He went so far some-
times as to fill in cheques for large suma
poyable to himself and sigoed by Peter
R. Rutherford, until the latter gentleman
himseli would Jave hesitated to deny
the siynature,

“My hoy”"—he could even hear the
tromor of the Autocrat’s voice—“you
huve saved my life.  Allow me to offer
you this slight token of my gratitude.”

Meanwhile, his bonka refused to bal-
ance, and gradually each day he lived a
little more in excess of his salary.

“Hung it all,” he wnull protest, “a
man must live like n gentleman; what
cun you expect an fifteen dotlurs per?”?

And fifteen dollurs it remained, for
advancement was earneit only by assidu-
ons application, and, though the juniot

bookkeeper’s nannera were irreproach-
able, application was not his streng
int,
The  stenngeapiver  liked  him.  Ile

would open the door or pick up a paper
for lier with as mach aluerity ua though
they were in a parlour, and, bheing a
waman us well s the moiive power of a
machine, these things helped to soften
exintence,

One day, after filling in a clirque for
a smull ount, e cashed i, insiead of
teaving iU apirt as usnal. IL was all
ridicwlonaly cany and helped to tide over
an cmergency.  When the next emer-
geney  arose, moreover, the cheque he
cashml was much larger.

“I'or,” e argued, “one might as well
e hung for & sheep as a lamb, and, any-
how, he'll never know the difference.”

Dt the Autocrat hud formed Lhe hahit
of comparing returned cheques with the
stubs in hia book. Connrequently, ons
marnlng, the junior hookkerper’s atool
was emply, and hin ill-kept ledger closed,

“But,” remnrked the clerk just above

him, when the firat flurry of excitement
had subsided, “how did Arnold know
just when to make himeself scarce? Who
warned him not to show up here to-day?
That’s what T want to know.”

His eyes questioned the atenographer,
but she shook her head.

“I didn't know about it,” she said;
“the letter to the bank waa only written
this morning.”

“Otherwise, you would have told him,
¢h, Misa Emory ™

“Yen,” sle returned,
him a chance.
me.”

She placed a eheet of paper in her ma-
chine, and struck the keys mechanieally.

Vm glad he got away—very, wvery
glad,” she said. “But he has ruined his
life, of course—nothing can alter that.
Why did he do it, Mr. Cartert”

Mr. Carter, who always mraved a- thlrd
of his earnings, smiled the smile of crmA
scioud rectitude,

“Dabbling in stocka, th?atres auppers
and—things you don’t understancl Mias
Emory. Oh, he’s ruined his life, =il
right! Old Peter B. won't rest eaay till
the law grips him good and hard. And
serve him right. too; 8 man should live
within his income.” -

. Thus spoke Mr. Curter whose hooks
alwaya balanced to a m:nt and whose
fncorne was not sub_]ect to emergency

“T'd have given
e wua always nice to

- calls. C iy

Menm\luk-, the Autocrat looked over
his morning’s mail, a task he never trust-
ed to his secretary. Defore him lay the
usual pile of terse. typewritien commu-
nications, and in his hand he held a
sheet of paper closely covered with the
fine, delicate handwriting belonging to
the old achool. ¥erhaps, he found the
ahaded, sloping capitals and long 8'a of
the old-fashioned chirography hard to de-
cipher, for he acowled as he read, and
awore audibly as he returned it to its
envelope and put it in his pocket.

Late that aftermnon he drew it forth
and dictated a reply:

My dear Madum:

- Referring to your leiter of the 8th
instant in regard to your zon, Richard
‘Arnold, lately employed by me.

I regret to inform you that I am un-
able to comply with your request not to
institute legal proceedings in the matter
of the forged cheques. In my opinion,
to condone a felony is to put a premium
upon dishonesty and encourage vice. The
voung man deliberately chose to commit
the erime and nwst endure the penalty.

T heg to assure you that further appenl
in the premises will be uscless. The law
muat tuke ita courae.

1 am, my dear Madam,

Yours very truly,
Peter K. Rutherford.

Tihe Aulacrat awung his swivel-chair
around, and fuced hia desk.

“*That'»s all, Misa Emory. Theres no
hurry; it cam wait till to-morrow.”

The clerka had gone when Miss Kmory
returned to the outer room, and as she
paused nt her own desk she glanced
toward the corner once occupied by the
junior bookkeeper. Was it imagination
thut caused her to pee o figure in a well-
known grey coat upon the liigh stool?
She rubled her eyes and went closer; it
wana Arnold himself, Hia arms were
crosacd upon the desk and his head wad
bowed on them in & characteristically
piclurceque abandon of misery.

Miss Emory glanced fearfully at the
room she had just quitted, ns she ad-
vaticed and touched his shoulder.

“Mr. Arnold”—alie spoke in a whisper
—"is this prudent?”

Tlhe boy raised hia head in responss.
Youlh bod deserted him during the night,

and he looked at her out of hollow, de-
spairing eyes.

“Hush!” she gaid, and immediately
supplemented the warning by a ques-
tion:

“What are you doing heret”

“I don't know.” He spoke dully and
without intelligence.

“You don’t know t”

“I think ¥ cume for something in my
dcsk, and” — he paused uncerfainly—
“and—well, to see you. Tt was awfully
gond in you 1o send thot ielegran; I
don’t know how to thank you.”

“1l sent no telegram.”

He drew a crumpled bit. of yellow paper
from his pocket and stared at it inere-
dulousty.

' “Then, who——" *

“I don't know'-—Misa Emorys voice
wag Tather breaihless—'‘but you mustn’t
stay here” Mr. Rutherferd is in his
office.” !

“My mother wrote h) hlm,” Arnold
spoke with an cffort; *“she thinks, per-

_ haps, he won’t proiecute if we promise

to make good.”

“Oh, but he will. He has just writ-
ten to her—a cruel letier. You must go
at once.”

The gleam of hope that had sprung to
his eyes died away as he gob off the stool.

“I'm going.”

“Where ("™

“I don't know.”

The girl came a step closer.

“I'm sorry 1 didn’'t send the tele-
gram,” slie said. “1 would have liked
to be the one to help you, Mr. Arnold.”

A movement in the inner room caused
her to pause.

“Oh, go—go!” she exclaimed. = “I'll
slay here and stop him with some ques-
tion if he comes out, But be quick.”

He disappeared through the door lend-
ing to the street, and Miss Emory no-
ticed the droop of his shoulders and
heaviness of his siep. She looked toward
the inmmer room, and thought of the man
in the swivel-chair who held the boy'a
destiny in the hollow of hia hand. A
man, hard, implacable, and releniless in
his demand for the pound of flesh. His
atenographer knew him well.

“A few paltry dollars,” she murmur-
ed; “what are they to him?”

Then suddenly the girl rebelled againat
the irony of Fate, and her heart was
filled with the bitier helplessness that
sometimes overwhelms those who toil.

“Oh,” sle cried aloud, “it isn't fair—it
isn't fuir that he should have so much
and we so litile.”

The Autocrat stepped forth from his
motor at the door of lis club, and iold
the chuuffeur not to wait. He watched
the machine disappear around the cor-
ner, then hailed a pussmg !mnsom and

* gave AN Address,

The winter's day was c!osmg in and
the strect lamps gleamed through the
early dusk as the eab rattled over cobble-
stones and turned many corners. Liltle
by little e left the haunis of the wealthy
and peoetreted into the region where
prosperily has perlaps begun to dawn,
But life is still atrenuous, Another

tura or two and he reached s waste of
genteel poverty where the very cleamli-
nesd of front steps and windows seemed
to protest mutely aguinst the pnce of
soap.

Before the six-story apartment in the
centire of the block the cad stopped. Thae
last apartment on the top floor consisted
of three vooms; a kitchen, a bedroom, and
en indefinite room where a couch against
the wall sumpested the idea that at night
its shabby cover was removed and it
stood confessed a bed,

On the wall, strangely incongruous,
hung portraits of a riehly-dressed man
and woman, who seemed contemptuons
of their surroundings, even as the woman
by the window was oblivioua to them,
She was prematurely aged and careworn,
but had cnce been of the Dresden china
type, and reecalled rose leaves and laven-
der, in spite of the fact that, like every-
thmg the room contained, she was worn
and faded. Her dellcate blue-veined

_ bands were folded in her lnp, and she
gazed with unseeing eyes ont into the
forest of chimneys streiching into the
horizon. Bhe was so absorbed, indeed,
that & knock was Lwice repeated befors
she heard it, and her eyes were filled with
fear when she responded,

The Autocrat entered umnvnted and
clossd the door.

“Your bell is out of order,” he re-.
marked, rather as though it were a per-
sonal affront.

She did not reply, but stood tense and
upright, waiting until he should disclose
his errand.

“It is Peter Rutherford,” he aaid.

‘I thought sn.” she replied, “but I was
not sure. Won’t you sit down?”

He complied, with caution, for he wag
a large man and the chair creaked a
warning, She lapsed into silence, and
again he took the initiative,

“I got your letter’

“And you came instead of whtmgl
That was very kind.”.

“1 have writien alao ¥ou will get the
leiter to-morrow niternoon.”

“And it saya?’

“Fhat I can do nothing.
take its course.’”

ler face wenl a shade paler, and thera
was an involuntary flutter of her hand
to her breast, but her vuica did not
tremble as she upnke

“Then I will detain you no longer. [
am sorry to have troubled you.”

He knew himself dismissed, but con-
tinued his ealm survey of ithe room and
its contenta, His eyes travelled . from
floor to ceiling, and from wall to wall,
appreciating the nordid details and aware
of cach pitiful makeshift,

“Ro it iy you.” lie said at last—"“you

-—Sallie Dangerfield.”

“Mra Arnold,” she correcled; “only my
friends need remember Sallie Danger-
field.”

“You have many friends, of course "

“I had at one tlme they gr‘ow fewer
every day.” -

The Autocrai moved uneasily nnd the
chair instantly announced his indiscre-
tion, He glanced “toward the bedroom,
and also into the little kitchen, whosa
door atood _hospitalily open.

“Where is het>

The law must
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