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EING the Drama of a Man's Life in Which at the

' Beginning, Amid Humble Surroundings, Ase Mingled

Love, Little Things and Big Rg_saiws.

" BY EDWARD HUNGERFORD.
" WCopyright, 1910, by the New York Merald Co. All rights resgrved.)
r THE FIRST CHAPTER.

HEN David Gordon was eleven he decided

to be & brakeman upon the raliroad; when be

was sevenieen be bad made up his miod to
- be a milllounaire. At other times in his ten
! der years %e had picked out a_variety of
sntertalning professions—driving a mall coach through
the Far West, biring out with-a circus as clown or
scrobat, becoming captain of one of the great frélght.
. @t that ploughed the waters of the lnke. But at sev.
—h;I bhe had po two oplnions about his future. He
was golog to be rich—rich far beyond the wildest
@reams of other boys in Northfleld.

You see, things happened between eleven and seven-
teen. David had lgarned to paddie bis own canoe out
on the brogd river of iife. and one great disaster had
almost completely overturned It His mother had
Qigd when he wis sixteen. The doctor had binted —
lﬁrﬂ never needed wore than n hint—that she might
have been saved If she could have gooe to one of
those big city bospltals. That vas out of the questign,
and the little canoe hlilh.lil.'l but turned tartle. When
the boy was earuing $8 a week clerking at Abbeolt &
Bassford's—CGroceries and Provisions—he felt that his
bands were tied behind Mm. It made it no easler for
him, bowever, to see the last of his kith and kin go
-away from him. The |ittie canoe was salllng quite
alona
" Never agaln, he found himself saying to himself,
:l'nu.ld he be caught witbout money. He was golng
to be rich, but belng rich when he grew up could
not undo that tragedy of his sixteenth year. It
might, -m'"". prevent s repetition of calamity.
Thepe might be another time—another woman. His
blood tingled a wee LiL. - Tihoda, his soul sang to his
keen and ealculatinog mind, T

Rboda Clark was closer to him than kith or kin—
you are forbidden to hate your relatives, She lived
a Mitle further up the street, and somehow David
conld not Jook far envugh back 1o remember the timﬁ
when ghe had vot been almost part and parcel of his
fe,

If this were i novel. written to be a best seller In
n gay red cover and nol merely the record of a few
years of a man's existence, I might huve described
Rboda Clark as beautiful beyond nll measure of ordl-
pary standards, and so have whetted the interest of
the reader. But Rhoda Clark was not beautiful. She
waa not even good looking In the easy golng use of
the word In the Narth Country. She was a «lim, tired
Joowing girl, with a heavy head of um‘l_v halr. Her
eyes were blue and dull behind the heavy lenses of
her glasses. Hut there were I‘l'dl't'.mln: qualities

Her mouth, ber nose, her chin were as geutle and
as dalntlly formed as If some scuiptor had formed
. them. 8She had—but what Is the use? Dmvid Gor
don loved her—loved her as only a friendiess boy
might love a sympathetic girl—and when, spurred by
that love, he descended upon Abbott & Hassford with
a irm demand, the firm rulsed nis salary to seven
doliars & week. Beven dollars a week, and Abra-
hams Basaford sald that David Gordon
start a saving bank account pow that hls salary had
been ralsed.

David  Gordon did nol answer—nol He
walked out from the dingy store, and when Le was
well out of the hparing of his employer—who, belng
a deacon, had tight scruples—be swore. He Cursed
Abbolt & Bamsford, and declded for the nine bun
dred and plpety-niuth time that be was golng to be
rich.

And be was not going to be rich ak Northfleld
kuew wealth. Jed Burnett was Northfield's richest
man, and David Hnrd-_w had reason to know that
precious old skinfilut. 1If belug rich meant that be
would have to be like Jededlah Burnett—thank you,
the good looking young clerk In the grocery preferred
to stay as poor as"a church wouse, He would be
different when bhe was rich—that was all

Rhoda His Confidante.
~That was all he said 1o Rbhoda as they walked home
dbe evening nfier the close of his day's work. Thelr
path lay up through Dexter street,chief residence thor-
oyghfare of the little city. It was a tree shaded way,
quickly gathering the shadows of the oucoming even-
ing and bere and there and everFwnere back on the

ought 1o

then.

" steps of the houses In the lawns were splotches of

;.!H girls i thelr summer dresses on the

Aulck embrace. ln the way she had

"'-'..'_..—--lr-

i

“Zee garleec,” he laughed to David =
Gordon. ™1 haf not had ze likes of

zis seence 1 left the south

France.”

of wealib—=they kept a cow. [Te turned. qulckly to
Rhoda, but he only spoke of Marjorie.

“1 wish you could have one of dhose fancy hats with
the—um -——um He halted e not
adept in describlug women's fiubry.

“That's white tulle."” she salkdl. It coats." »

He lvoked sharply into ber vyes

“HSome day"—— he begun. Bhe luterrupted him.

“1 don"t care fur those Lhings, Iavid—Lhat s, not
ai awful lot. There are other tlilngs”—— she began.

Then she was disappoluted, for be did noil respood
as quickly as was ordinarily his way.

“When 1 am rileh.” he sald, "you shall have Mar-
jorle Wells wondering what you are gelng to Wear
next.”

Manllke, he had expected bher give a lttle thrill of
delight at that promise, lo catech bhis hand o s singie,
Hut she dddy
iurned ber bhead from blm and did not answer for Lhe
moment. When she Aid she sakl; :

“That hurts, David. You seem to Lhink of nothing,
dear boy, but money these days.”

And then be told her for the first time of how his
mother had died because be could uot afford to seond
her for long months Into a big city hoapital.

] L] L ] L] - L]

A little later David Gordon came Intec his patri
mony. There had beemt a fearful amoaut of hiliga-
tion, = huge number of sealea pupers tled In rea ape,
in order to hapd him the 3110 tha! caom 1o him as
the little rempant of that which was by coortesy
called bhis mother's estate.

But $110 waas $110, ue matter how you might rount
it, and David Gordou had pever hgld so much money
in his life before. He took $10 and bought o bne new
purse for Rboda—a gandy, glittering thing. such as
she had never owned before or never would again.

#She bad to bite ber lip when he gave il to ber—it
was really a borrld thing—but she thanked biom as
if be bhad offered her a king's ransom and bade him

W Wils

of

girl? Ypu are going to be a jdy—Lthe very finest
lady In all Northitfiekd

“No, that is wel the (hiog, boy,” was ler repiy.
am gong to be your wife, pralse fiod.”

,But he was Bind or did not gvish tv see.

- - L] - ; - L] -

John Megeel bad been David Gordon's companion
behind the Abbott & Bassfoml's, aud Jolin
Merkel, tiring of the Arm's pelly (yrzunjes, had lef:
John Merkel

amd he could

Ul ter ndl

them pond sel wp o bosivess by hitself,
nearly a thousaud® dollars
start out oo an ambitions segle—with 4 store of his
louked up to him as a capitalist, then
sought lils Wheu It was given DPavid left his
Job at the grocery siore, bat Abraham Bassford pre-
back afte? it Inside of a

had capital
W il Dav il
Advice
dicted that bhe wowlid be
ol h

T'he hundred dollars bought a )ittle pack of gew
gaws abd David set out as a pedier up the miNltary
road Chat ran lonesome wiles o north of the county
HEhoda looked dublously upon the entire prio-
She would mave preferred him to Invest his In-

LT R
jert,

-Heritance without forfeiting his positlon, bat David

in his headstrong'w Ay was gever (o be griosald. He
atarted bLravely I'--H'.l, alid §bhe, dear girl, kissed hilm
gowdhy (hrice—oure for bealth, once for success, once
Decanse of (e very depth of her love

The story of that expedition remalns jocked within
Pavid Gordon's memory. There Is a town twesty-
five miles ap the military road from Northifield called
Catiertiile. alid to this day David Gordon cannol pass
through " utlerville on the traln and ook out of the
It was

B s

the place withou! winchg
from Catwervllle that he returned *as Napoleon
tuiwed trom Moscow—<defeated. RBut there was some
thing Napaleonl 0 his heart.  That beating organ of

car window al

wat of ten wounld have burled . thelr
after soch an experience. would have

trusted Abraham Bassford to forgs that sX pedition
would

David Gordons
:-.L-.l ]

ions

and to .::-_...'u.,liy,.‘ ralse the weekly stipead,
havé marrisd thelr Rhodas, thrown away such hopes
as bired giris and carriages and lived bhapplly at the
head of a large brood of delightful children. Ib
cise there would have been no life drama
the tel

But Imvid Gordonh was the tenth man?

such a
warth L

His canoe
was grooved Inte a swiftmoving chanpel, The river
of e beld much for him: It promised (o foat him

through gfeat sunny wide waters, ahead were mode
L "
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rajilds—the danger slgns well have been
planted close together

He kept bls temper and be almost held his breath
through five long, bard years at Abbott & Bassford's
Abbotl died and Abrabam Bassford seemed to take
A new hold on [ife—he ﬁ'l"l.;:w meaner each year. David
Gordon's life grew the harder. There was another
thing that set bard gpon David Gordou's heart. Time
was telling a wee bit with Rbhoda. He could see her
lose ber girllshness: her slim figure was acquiring
the faintést sort of a stoop. He would swear In-
wardly at every thought of that and demand that
Bassfond his pay—Bassford did-—a doliar a
and HBhoda could not see what David

“.Illlll"'j .

‘The Woman Waits.
There were many, many things that she did not
amdd mt ber menial vislon was clear. She
e - was ready. That has been

woman's ride for ages past—the waliing posture.
- & - - L Ll ] w

She gave s little ery of joy one night when Darvid
Gordon came to her and said that he was to be Joha
Merkel's partner around in Bank street. John Merkel,
after the hard Aght that his odd rm:du_ﬁ-u had 'ITH
him, bad fnally succeeded In establishing his busi-
But his triomph was short lived. A ru-u‘h had
developed-—Masterson, the 'best surgeon*in the whole
was ordering him off into the hixn
Adirondack peaks. Before be could look sround for
some vne to help him David Gordon stood before him.
[avid tiordon was talking lovest
had not been scorched already. B David Gordon
taiked investiment with modey—be had his savings
bank ook in his fiugers, and John Merkel looked npon
Bim as & savier In a erisia R

“A store of your own, David? It seems ke a falry

might

ra lse
week a year-—
did with e

| TR Tt 1

conld ouly walt till

norill ceunt ryY.

Lt again, as i be .

%

“You find It band to wall; girl%e ™ bhe sald s Niy.
“"Bul vyou do trust me™

“With all my faith and soul ™
L]

she replled. ~
L L] L] L

- L ]

Fbe Hitte store In Bank stree! prospered more aftef
it went Wto David Gordon's control than  ever it had
doue m the falriy capable nands of John Merkel,
I'avid was a deep thinker and a gousd thinker. He waas

- & broadey man than John Merkel, a man capable of

doing clever things in a mare “tever way.

in_the wWenry hours that he bad-stood behind the
CQuiiter at Abbott & Bassford s he bad been planking
all the whlllr. planbicg for rhe ¢omlfort and the con-
Vellence of customers, and (bhbse must bhave been
gvod plans; for customers passed the DIg AWy
front of the old store to And the rather humble Ligphe
competitor around in the side shreel, He sent bigger
checks up to the Merkels ac Baranac than ever he
had promised. and he began 16 dream the Ereat
dream. He fgured long bours over struy slips of
e |er Anoiher twelvemonth of this bDusiness and
be—they—could bave ihe Borse and carriage—ibe
hired gir! oui ie the kitcoen.

As Merkel & Gordon Prispered the business of AD
bot! & Bassford began to slowly decilne. Abrabam
Bassford prepared for battie. He was a douguty old
warrior, and Johw Merkel had never been mo.e than
& feabite to him. Gordon was different Northfleld
was beginning to talk. Gordon was & clever adver
liwer—a thing that bad bpen beoeath the diguity of
the vider concern. M had other metbhods

It began the use of those wethods. But there were
weeks befyre David Gordon kpew that the screws
were belug set upon him. :

. L - . == I L] L L]

Rthoda refoiced In his prosperity and Inwardly
Wished that he might see his woy toward early mar-
riage. Bhe baked hlm a glorious cake and wopndered
why he pneed walt for a hired girl after that, And
then wheu he told her “a litile longer, girlle,” she was
EOETY—homan Aesh and W’d do have way .
ing, after & whils, A hsd Lo

"Some day, David,” she sald to him (laughing with
her delicate mouth and her éyes, but never a bit with
llrr:‘r‘ H{:M"Tl:. “some day 1 am golog to run away and
i € Yon

But he was blind still, or 4did not wish to see.

1'_ - - - L] L] L]
Bomwe time along In the spring John Merkal wrote
him mud asked for aAn #xtra vhack- jlllt '_—3. to Deetd
fome upsprung emergency. David Gordou seat It to

Ll _h** clld have r!'}'!lh-!'d the lovalid nothing —but
LUe #0id his waileh to do It '

The Grinding Screws.

The screws were set hard upon him. The Merkels
1]“1 net Know ” Vv en Ithlﬂl.’l_ whn Was h"-""‘ﬂ“h-l. tur
be plqued apd angry most of the time, did not know
It ._H-ru ham Rassford knew It. He gan bowing te
David tiordon with a more elaborate pollteness than
ever before, all the time keeping his velled handas
upon those grinding screws., And David Gordon kepl
a sl upper lip

He saw. whal! Basaford was doing. Bassford had
blg Influence with the wholesalers. He WaAR aupposed
o possess a blg Intepest ln & house doawn In Byracuse
that supplled the greater part of th.-"m.ﬂh country.
Bassford was underhuying hlma. What was far, far
worse, Bassford was underselling him. Rassford Lad
credil and the wholesalers were pressing. On the top of
his liftle desk, facing his very eves, rested a letter
from the Byracuse house—na pollte letter, told as joe—
which stated thal unless that Mttle account of $123
were pild within three days the house would be com-
pelled, regretfully, of course, to seek a judgment

One hundred acd twenty-ive dollars! It was as
nothing lo the business world. Yet for lack of that
lttle sum David Gordon's canoe was tumbling.

He read the letter over and over and over agaln.
How he did bate that Byracnse concern' He might
bave been able (o send them that check and with It &
scathing letter that would have made them shrivel
for a time I It were il Por - {

He let his bead turn slowly toward the rear ot the
store, FPlied there withinghis lce box was §200 worth
of butter. Ruiter, did be say? David Gordon had
not learned the all of the grocery business. He bad
hought the butter from a sample tub and It was good
butter—the sort that the groceryman took real pride
in setting before his trade,

But when that bwiter had come and the farmer.
after the manner of some farmers, had gone over to
Abrabham Bassford to tell the whole story and to, put
a tub of oleomargarine uiwler his buggy seat: to cart
back to hs famlly, David Gordon had found that
there were more chapiers (o the grocery busineas thap
those that he had mastersl. His customers sent It
back an fast as It went oult wpon thelr orders. He
was perplexed-—angry. He cut deep !nte a tob—
another, still another. They all told the same story.

He had been cheated—'"wold” was the word the
farmer had used to Abe Bassford Those cows had
strolled off inte an onlon patch, The butter was be-
yond redemplion. And on 1op of that had come the
“dan” from Byracose. No wonder his ayes would not
keep from thet refrigerator door.

Late that afterncon he began to prepare his letter
asking for more time from the wholesaler— oy
appeal. As he swept the very corners of his weary
mind for lts phrasings a new custumer entersd the
door. This cusiomer was not of the sort that ordinarily -
found their way loto the little store in Bank street. He
was & foreigner —a Frenchmsn evidently, He Intro-
duoced himself as a buyer from a blg commisgion house
down in Greenwlch street, New Yarz. He wanted but-
ter, and David thanked his locky stars that be had re-
celved that day the beginning of another consignment.

The Frenghinan ook the tryer with the light touch
of experience, thrust it down into the fmb. brought
out a long tube of yellow batter, tasted 1t as delicately
as A woman. David molled out another tub. The
Frehichman thrust the tryer into It Then he shook
his head. David was perplexed. Then, with inapira-
tion born of desperation, be went back to the big ice
box and rolled out ope of the condemped tuba. It
was rank foolhariiness, but he chanced It The
Frenchman for a third time dived in with the slender
tryer. He passed the butter under his koen noge. A
stuile began to suffuse his face. He eagerly bit inte IL
Fhe smile broadened Into a langh

“Zwe garieec,” be laughed to David Gordon. *1 bat
not had ze llkes of zis sesnce 1 left the south of
France.”

“That,” sald David Gordon gravely, "is ‘our extra
fine triple X brand.”

L L ] - L ] L 1 L L

Abraham Hassford peering out from the window of
his store saw (he commission house mes turn out of
Bank street and chuock to himself

“I wonder,” he saldf half aloud, “If Gordon showed
him that onlon butter™

Gordon had. David Gordon had sold the esulire

consignmend at a clean profit of two hundred and fifty
dollars. At that moment he was writing the scathing
letter—with! check encloséd—thd the Syracuse firm
and he did not have Lo sweep his mind for its phras-
Ings. :
That night David Gordon ook the cars for Buffalo.
A drummer to whom he had once given a good order
had hinted that there was a Buffalo house suxlous
to broaden ita territory, that was looklng with T
eyes upon the pickings of thet fat North Country t
the Syracuse bhouses tad held so tightly 1o the bollow
of thelr hands

Wie hod no! Feknowledged Uefeat.

He went ba 'k to bl old Job, while Abmaham
Bassford (o!d Abloit that he hadgealenlaied the re-
turn (o the very day, They gave hitn his job read
iy —be” was always popmiar with the irade. and
good procery clerks did ot grow on every North-
flekd tree—lmt his salary went back to six dollars
n wrek., Basaford said ihat discipline waz good for
fresh and hizgh handed young men. Lic was all that
dine trying te hreak down John Merkel. whe had
bad the audacity to lenve them and start In business
for htiascif.

I would bave been posfible pight here for nine
mett oul of ten to 01 their cande lnto a serene chau-
pel of the rviver of Life and Soat softly there until -

O D i i tt; o st AR U e .h:;:; ::ul: tweatytwo J'I'lhl of the long years
wenl drifting off luto the unknpwo seas. Nise.  Agalo she did not suswer. And be costinued:—

He bad few resources, but unbounded enthusiasm.
He felt sute of success, and thaj was half the game.
He was golng to be successful, rich—oothing couid
stop him. He feit that the fetters were begluning te

fall from him. ;
“I am golng to be a fred * be kept saylog o
bed of a Byracuse

porches—and they counld estch the falnt chatter and
the bum of .ﬂm' A mandoiln. Sometimes the

B parehes 'weuld De i) And the houses brightly
B gt h:m muslc would come out of

T = -
o

never be as M-i agaln. Then, woman !tke, she
asked him what he was going to do with the ‘“-‘-_ -

“l am golng to make each of thos¢# doliars #arn
ten for me, Rhoda, girl,” be sald to fer, with ar as
tl_-rtlt’nl' gayety unusual to him, “and tbev | »m
going to make each of those oiler dollars eagn ten
more for me—and thea—then——yon."

To Be His Wife.

Ehe laughingly evaded his caress and pursed ber
brows in computation. She was versed lu fSgures -
was the bookkeeper down in the Boston store.

*Ten thousand dollars, David. I we have 1o wait
il then ¥ Y :

He nodded s<-eat. z |

“I'm pot golug to bave you do your own work.
You're golug to be s lady. Do you understand, Rboda,
- # ... . .

dream come troe,” Ilhoeda told him, afier she had fin-
ished ber little minate of Joy.

bl wurd does.” he answered They were agaln
waiking lu Dexter stireet under the arching maples
The lspguor of Augus! was once more upon North-
field and the boys and girls were sitiing out apon the
stepe. 1t all seetued w0 much closer now, Rhoda gave
his hand a iitvie squeese of very ecstany. He must
have divined her thoughts, for be sald:.—

“11 wili keep me clodely tied—tied for time and cap-
iwml—for a loug time. And rou Enow that we must
nave the hired girl and the pay cart.”

She didr vot apswer, but his ming muost have Leen
tromided, for e comtinped : —

qz“ window., They were daucing In there—these
E W‘Iﬂ of Northield.

L Darid Gordon sick—sick at heart—and
" . descend upon & strong frawed, keen witted man. They
- et & street corner to let a carriage pass by. It
© ipthe emart #d snd black runabout sat Marjorie
| g¥alla, the prettiest pifi v all of Northfield. David

ggound on the edge of the town. In

himself that night as he
botei that rose right above the tracks of the railrved.
. . - . . . .

One thing trounhled him. ’

Rboda had sent word to him at the store theough
her, cousin, Btella Burgess, that sbe waniad to see
him that evening about a very partkular malter. Is -
the excitement of his new possibllity be had forgotiss
o go ap there
S} he reflecfed, as be tossed upen his bed in the
nolsy’ botel room above the raliroad tracks. bhe could
go to ber when bhe reiurned succesaful from Baffale
and make the entlre matter right. . ”~
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