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‘Not one of them was Neil,” said Nan, that happy
note still in her votce. ‘It never could have been anybody
but Neil. He is going to the office to-morrow morning,
father, just to settle things with you.” .

‘ To settle things with me? Balamaine's llpf;,took on a
firmer line. ¢ Just to settle things with me, eh?’

Nan, absorbed in her happiness, did not notice the
grimness of his tone. She nodded, and put up her face to
be kissed. ‘['m sa perfectly wide awake and happy that
it's hardly worth while geing to bed,’ she said. Then,
struck through all her self absorption by something in his
eyes, she clung to him a moment. ¢ Father, you will like
Neil? You're glad? 0

‘1 haven’t met him yet, Nan, and how can T he glad!
But the man you love has got to prove himself worth
while, just because of that, just be}causseiynu love him and
will have to spend your life with him. [I’ll be quite reason-
able, my dear, trust your old father.’ -

‘1 do,” Nan spoke wistfully. ‘Of course T do, just as
I trust Neil from the bottom of my heart, though o week
ago I hadn’t met him. He's the one man 1 could ever love
likoe that.’

She reached the door, and there turned, her cloak =
shimmering heap in her arms. _']‘hruwing it away from her,
she ran impulsively back again, putting a hand on his
coat sleeve. ¢ Father, you're not one of those ridicalous
people who imagine love can't come guickly, that just n
short time isn’t enough to make one care for always!
Looking back, I see now that with Neil and myself love
came at once—in a flash.’ . . , ]

‘I fell in love with your mother at first sight,” said
Balamaine quietly, staring inte the ﬁre.Y It was with us
no thing of days or wecks or months, Nan, and thereforo
I am not likely to make matters too hard for ydu a,nd
Hesketh. I have uo doubt he will readily rove himself.

‘He will do anything in reason,” said Nan, ‘just as
I will, father.” There was another sound in her voice, a
trace of apprehension. .

Balamaine watched her pick up her cloak and pass
slowly through the door-way. He dropped inte his chair,
and there sat with tightly elenched hands umtil the last
red embers faded intg gray, and dawn framed the windows.

‘It's hound to make o difference!” he said, gottmg; up
stiffly from his chair. ‘ All the difference in the world!

e looked about him drearily and, stno%)mg, p&ckod
up the rose she had dropped a few hours betore. For a
moment he stood with it in his hand, then walked across
the room to his writing table. There he unlocked a drawer
in which were the few birthday letters she had written to
him in childhood, and one or twa trifles that had belonged
to his girl-wife. He dropped the rase in with theem, and
locked the drawer again. . .

“It’s hound to make a difference!” he said slowly, and
v to his room. )
“eni\?tgr one of the few sleepless mights of his healthy
young existence, Fesketh sat waiting, his eves on the
clock. He was not troubled with any douhts of his accept-
ance as & son-in-law by ihe self-made man who (:ﬂntrnilod
s0 many business interests and whose life story differed so
enormonsly from his owu. Nan loved hine—nathing else
matteved |

He fell into a reverie now, as he thought of her face
last night, of the wonder of her beauty, the warmth of
her lips as his own teuched them for a mnment“ helrinid
the friendly shade of a palm in the conservatory. Slhe loved
him, and he loved her! From the first moment he had
seen her, love had come to him with a foree, an ecstasy, a
maze of feeling, that left him very humble and very glad.
He had endured a torture of doubt where she was concerned :
but he had none at all ahout her father. He was glasd
to be rich, that he need not be accused of fortune hunting,
ghad that his family was unimpeachable enough to stand
with the hest.

But now he thanked (od that he had no ugly door
in hig past to keep closed against Nan. ) )

In no way a vain man, his life had conspired to give
him assurance and a sane helief in himself. . He was young,
rich, strang, and popular with a larpe circle of friends.
The more serious side of life had enly lately come his way.
He contributed to deserving eharities when asked, he fung
largesse to a tramp 1f he encuun@ercd one.  He was good
nagured, casy going, and since his college days, when his
abilities had enabled Lim to take a good place in spite of
himself. he had travelled, gone in for sport and amuse-
ment with a zest worthy, perhaps, of a better eause. Hasty
tempered, he was genercus, and possessed of a sense of
humor swhich kept him from being in the least small
minded. . )

There was an eagerness now tn his eves amnd upon lLis
tanned face with its elean eut lips that Nan would have
iked to see.
fik He presently sprang to his feet and shook his clenched
hand at the clock. ‘Hurry, ean’t vyou? If I hadn’t my
watch to confirmm you, T'd swear you were working hack-
ward! Eleven o'clock, she said, as then his letters would
he read and his scerctaries scen, and there would he a
few minutes’ hreathing space to bestow on me before other
affairs claimed his attention. He's a perfect fiend for
work, they say, und vot the pleasantest man in creation to

tth.’
dealﬁve‘ walked over to a table littered with papers, and
took up & magazine. When he came to the page he soupht,
ke propped it open, and thoughtfully considered the some-
what harsh lineawents of tho iron-master,

Marshall Balamaine’s life story often figured in the
press. People apparently never tired of hearing how the
great man wade his money. It pleased the multitude of
workers to know that onee he was in a2 more humble posi-
tion even than themselves; that some day, by a stroke of
the mniagician’s wand, they too might be millionaires. They
forgot that, together with an enormous faculty for work, he
ha(E[; unusual business acumen, and that, ahove all, he ill].d
done what is not given to all men to do—secized his oppor-
tunity, taken the tide at the flood, with the result that in
comparatively few years he ranked high among the richest
men of his time. :

All this Hesketh might have read in the words sur-
rounding the great man’s portrait; but he knew the
details by heart., Among them there was not the fajutest
hint as to how he would be likely to treat suitors for his
ouly child's hand, and, as this was the sole subject of
interest at the moment, Hesketh presently flung the maga-
zine aside and prepared for his interview,

Balamaine’s offices were in town, away from the great
works he owned; but not so far but that from the topmose
windows could he seen the huge chimneys that belched
forth flames and smoke and nosome smells. Balamaine
went there nearly every day of his life. The works wers

" his pride; next to his danghter, the most desirable thing

in existence. It was a thousand pities, people said, that
he had no son to follow in his steps.

Arrived at the offices, Hesketh sent in his card. Rala-
maine kept him waiting hardly a moment. But during
that monment tlo clerks behind their desks had time to
dart envious glances at him. Tall, wiry, and brown, a
young giant, immaculately dvessed, this brought to mind
the fashionable world where sport and enjoyment seemed
the. only business worth while.

In his turn, Hesketh looked about him with frank
intercst, as was natural, considering this was the environ-
ment: of lher father. Thero was no shadow of doubt in
his eves as he followed the clerk into Marshall Balamaine's
private reom, but only a desire to be free to po to Nan
as her lover and future husband. He wondsred how soon
Ite might marry her. In six weeks, perbaps, at longest.
Tt was Austria they had planned—a little vown among the
mountains—

The doar elosed behind him. TTe found himself con-
fronting the man lhe had come to ask for his daughtaer.

It was a grim face that lie saw, set in hard, inflexible
lines. Balamaine’s business face. Balamaine had risen
and now stood facing him. Both were tall men, almost
of a height, and as they measured glances the doubt in
Hesketl’s mind gave way to ancther sensation, a tingling
of the nerves that meant offort, fight, a something that
braced the mental faculties as the ring of crossed steel
tautens the musecle of a swordsman.

As Balamaing's eves swept over the vigitor, his expres-
sion chanped.  He held out hiy hand, and Hesleth grasped
it, then sat down in the chair placed for him opposite the
window,

Balamaina was a silent man who ordinarily seemed
to weigh every word. Now he spoke slowly, ponderously.
* You wished to seo me?

Before replving, Hesketh deliberately placed his hat
and stick on an adjacent chair. A close observer might have
fonnd characteristies oddly alike in the two men. Then he
locked full at Balzmaine.

‘I have come on no husiness matter, Mr. Balamaine,
but on a personal one. 1 love Nan, and she—thank God!
—loves me.’  He spoke with an undercurrent of fervor.
‘May T conclnde that you will not withthold ¥our consent
to our marriage?’

It was Lardly a query. The guiet self-confidence of

the wards brought Balamaine's heavy Dhrows together in a
frown.  TUpon the writing table stood a small hronze statu-
ette of a workman leaning on his pickase. He Jlifted Lhe
thing up and put it down again, as if nweighing it in Lia
hand. " Then he gave his aftention again to Hesketh.
. 1‘ You seem very certain of my consent,” he remarie:l
dryly.
The young man’s tanned face took an a degres moro
color, ‘Why not?’ he said. “Nan loves me; there is
nothing in my life t0 my discredit. You will want to put
me through my facings, and you naturally want to know
the kind of man your danghter is marrving.  She has told
me all that you are and have been to each other, and of
Course i

He broke off, some of his sel®-confidence torn away by
the older man’s expression.  He half rose; but Balamaine's
great hand waved him back.

‘ Come, that's better,” he said. 1 Jike vou to be frank
with me. " I'm mot the man to beat about the bush myself.
You're outspoken with mo; I'm going to speal my mind to
you; and if you get a few hard knocks—well, I guess my
little wirl’s worth ‘em. )

He rose and took a leisurely turn round the room, then
came back to his chair, and, leaning forward, faced Fles-
keth.  ‘ Nan seems to lhave taken a fancy Lo you, and you
seem to think yon've fallen in fove with Nan. Neo, wart—
dou’t begin interrupting me—you shail have your say Iater.
Yow've known each other for a week, she tells me, and last
night at a ball matters came to a head. ’

It was all hideously commonplace put that way., TFor-
tunately Hesketh's sense of humor came to his aid. He
folded his arms, set his lips firmly, and made no
Marshall Balamaine, fidgetting again with the bro
ette, nodded fo himself,

comment,
nze statu.-



