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But that Dreen fellow Wiéh his girl—show‘what influence would he have
on Foster? This George seems .1:<;0 ?well taken up with that foreigner and he
was sure to take his grandson aléng with him. o

There was nothing personal in Mr. Forrest's dislike of Solomon Dreen.
If Solomon had not married Lena, or had not.owned the ¥{g girl-show.he
wonld have ignored him (and his type) if ever he had crossed his path.

There could be no conflict between two personalities so_fgi apart as the

. -»b 3
; @istant poles, living in eternally different worlds. He wouldf%?bear if

. 1t annoyed him, or destroy a rat because it was repulsive to him - by re-

mote control as it were. Butheofge was something else, for he threatened

'to invade his personal world, his own world. George was more formidable

because he $gs of his world. And George couldn't be ignored even though
he -¢claimed not any of the- Mayflower Pilgrims as an ancestor.

And through the welter of conflict of thought and emotion’ one path,
one avenue of attack, lay clear before him - the path that led to the

editorial room of the Eventide.
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CHAPTER V

Mr. Black and Hr. Forrest

The prevailing conciliatory mood of the niéht before toward bride
and groom was stlll with George the following morning on his way to the
Eventide to write his report. Reachring the Square where he was to enter
the City Room of the Eventide he decided tb continue to the Library to
write his report there. The hour was early but he found the massive doors
of the old Library slightly ajar - just #een .opened.Mounting the one flight

"of flagstone steps he entered the stilInea;énd_coolneés of the quadraﬁ— ’

gular reading room. - .

Miss Taylor had cobviously Just put on her workaday frock and was - . w ™~

reaching out for the duster when. she saw George._ er wbering, She ded ..
toqpim and took up her task of dusting (recovérlbg qu%cxiyfrumgﬁg gurgrfgéLc
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o. ceeing him so early, in the lloranﬂ"ég
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g,and arranglng and rearranging the yelliowod ancient volwaes on the shelves,

Miss Yaylor was of medium height znd slight build, with the auster

>
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mun-likke vinite trensuporency of face, which was augmented by a whites crovm

”””’//OF hair. She hzd been recently elevated to the position of ascociate 1lib-
rarizn, second only to iiss Printe, librarianrin—chie,.'ﬁnd it vas
through her industry this morning that she had intended to shoﬁ her grat-
itude to liss Printe, who was largely responsible for her new post. This
recognition was a great consolation to her in the weste of middle-aged
spinsterhood. It was like a beacoﬁ to her, of new hope and a new life.
Having started her dusting at the opposite end of the room, shé kept mov-
ing steadily, though imperceptibly)in the direction of George, casting

an og¢casional watery look &«t him frmﬁ.her pale-blue eyés.~They were
kindly eyes, set in the mold of her ascetic faC e, somewhat sSaddened, and
a little puffed around the eyelids. (vas it from crying over young yearu
lost, and sbent to no advantage?) She caaght surreptiticus glances at
George, the urge in her to-speai %o him so great that it brought a bril-
liancy to her eyes and a slight crimson to her pale cheeks. She hesi-
tated and &gt first couldn't find the woras, but'wheﬁ she. was qﬁite near
him -almost in front of him - she blurted out: "Rather unusual, Mr.
Sheraton, coming this early, especially with no school - " She caught
herself and becanme silent, as if fearful that in her enthusizsm she had
broxen the cardinal rule of silence andgspoken too loudly. Shussing her—.
self mentally, she went on in & hushed voice: MJiust be something impor-
tant that brings you here.® .

"I find it quiet and peaceful here uordings."

Y

try to xeep this roum gquiet at all tlguv,"z she

()

demured.
"Sure you do. ut the effort itselfl of reining in exuberant youth .
. 1
may oe disturbing.t

"I quite agree,' she smiled, "therc alviayc are Stirrings cdbout, no

natter how hard one trics. L ripple here, @ ripple there, «nd they form
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o wnloinocl of neiss 1T ow woito otz chem.” Then she went on dusting
for a wihile, but i< in thz vie..iny of George, a¢way with a stezal-

thy glance at him. CGeorge conscious ol her maansuverings found then more
disturbing thzn if she were clamoring on top of her voice. Finslly to
get rid‘of her he asked her if she had eny 1nformot10n on ifr, Jerome
Black that he iight use in his piece. 1% was z stab ;n the dark, but not
too strange, for Mr. Black was a prominent citizen with a large cata- -
logue of various and diverse activities. There coulq be, and probably
there wvere, items newsworthy about him."Could you dig them up for me?"

he asked. "If it isn't too much...X ‘

UHr, Black!" She jumped at the neme. "You mean. the Ir. Black - the
groom at 0ld Orchardi™ . ) -

"Why,'yes,what‘s‘so strange -?"

"ir., Blatk, of course,! she interrupted him. "Of coursel"

George stared at her and wondered at her exéitement. Was it an old
Baid'!s vicarious thrill at the thought (at the re allty?) of her lover's
embrace in the arms of another woman? She returned his stare with a proud
gaze of her own: "I happen to know a great deal about Jerry - ¥r. Black
that is. I knew him before he married the rich Lamdon giri. But I wouldn't
say it was for her father's extensive real-estate holdings, which eventu-
ally went to him. She was a pretty little red-head, and quite a nice per--
son in her ovn right. Jerry as man and boy, believe me, cut an imposing
figure. Sincere and generous! Ah yes,” nostalgically, "we met many times
and at many affairs." che feil silent; and George didn't interrupt it,

-

but tried to go baC& with her to The days when the formidable and pfbmi—
6 e might

nent dJdr, Black vas & uore strippling, inconceivabie as that Jseem from

this aistance. ne vias struck by the play of strong emotions he obseved in

' PYes.% she w n. Y1 Tolloved. tF ir 7 i ;
fner. “ies,” she went on, “. followed the effair between him and srlene

.

yuite - er - well, shall I say, quite evidiy. Why not? He meant a lot to




..:,"r-
= dO‘;m L4

N

e e e B T e e e wae v BRVY LD Gacimwan, v benigntity end best

.

iad el . 1., .ot mesning to look surprised, for he found him-

te in ggreeasnt with her.

"You needn! t look so surprised,!" she snapped, "why, he is the kind-
est of men. Sure, he has bulk and a blustering manner; but he never hlus-~
ters about his benefactions. Yet there isn't a charity or a public wel-
fare in town in which he is not alrectLy or indirectly concerned. Whose |
money bullt that new nOJG—IOT—tﬂe—ﬂng, or the Recreéation Center9 ind

whose money will go into refurolunlnﬁ this old dilzpidated bdﬁﬁing? I

understand he was for putting up a new one, vut the trustees voted that

Py

They stored grest value in it as a landmark. Eut. I know Jerry's

(Annother vicarious thrill to her in pronouncing the oid bglov red name. )
temper and his ambition for things new and modern. There was quite KQ
ruckus, tut in the end it was Jerry viao yi elueQ, end still willing to

jet his funds go into the projecti How, isn't he g dezr? The dear boy! |

But it's all shush-shush with him. In fact anonymity is = first condi-

&

tion w1tn him, or he remeins away. Righ Wi tHe city is profiting by e
his busmne s enterprises and largess as of no other inhebitant. Ana~yet
all the inuendds, the hate-mongering and the baiting? Her‘face by now was
indignation :
quite flushed with righteous . at the resl ond imsginary and unseen
enemies of ir. Blaclk. lecovering her composure, she added after a while.
"Of course they' say he rides rough-shod over his opponents in business -
but that's business. and he loves competition, and he loves to ride them.
Tut Just for the sport of it, not for the money in it. It only shows up
the strength of character in ﬁhé nen. nuthlessness ageing our enemies
vho seek our destruction is rodted in our naturc, end he doesn't try to

gloze 1t over. He is alivicys true to himgelf . W

)

Vi:hat = giowing tributell Goorge auovtersd as if to himscifs,

. -t
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"irue, every word of it.FW

iHow old 'is he?H

¥What'l!s age got to do witnh it?H

"Just a reporter's curiosity.m

o, he isn't too oid To enjoy the sweet fruit of love, il that's
vhat you wean. dis wife has been dead these years, his children wgll
provided.for - why not take to him a pretity young woman! To hear the

loud braying you'd think the man is comm¥tiing = crime or a sin under god."

he wasn't sure himself whal was in his mind then. e thought, fér instance,
that now the motherly instinct of protecting her broed was speéﬁing in

her. But that she would be insulted if he even hinted 94~it-

' "I know what you think,“ she broke in. He was glad of the interruption.
"4 man of fifty-three,or fifty-five, is a -~ Methuselah to you. E know.

¥When I was ten I thought my sister, who wes your age then, was an old

woman. You see age is reletive. You. think me an old maid, and you are

right. But when I was twenty-five I already was an, old maid. When I

oy

7as your age a person beyond forty wis inconprehenszible. Fow at middle-age,
having passed the stage of enforged inhibitions, and having arrived at the

sufe haven of old-spinsterhood, I find sun ard wermth zgain in my world,
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~& I an.nepoy egesn as 1 hayen't been for a long while. I feel myself
a complete person, with'all the attributes andicomplements of a vhole,
wholesome and happy being. I passed the jitter-stage of Eeing an old
maid, for I know what it is to be one. I cane, Imsaw, I conquered. I am
past . the years of storm and striving and longing. And I laugh at the
snickerings behind my hack. 'Here comes the grey-head with the rattling
bones, ! they séy, tshe can't $ee anybody having fun because she remained
aﬁ.old, old... Jere she comes the old hag, rustling her skirts, from the
other side of the grave...! But I laugh in their faces — at least I |
smile, You see I am as free as a bird, after the pastions ana.viglenées
have left me.® She pauséd and. came over “and .stood by his side. Then-she
put her hand on his shoulder and looked dovn into his eyes, as an ol—
der sister would. "You asked me for some iféms, and here B2 I go on
babbling, truly like an 0ld maid.n" '

"Thank you, Miss Taylor, ?ut that wouldn't be necéssary. They
~couldn't give me half as much as what yod‘alreaiy have told me,."

nI didnt't realize...? |

"0f course you didn't. But you confirﬁed what Waé already in ﬁy
mind. I am grateful indeed...Only ten}" as he looked at the clock on the
wall, "thought it was much later.v

"Then you won't condemn him with the rest," she was almost pleading..

As he was aboutbanswer ﬁiss Printe came in. Trotting with princely
gait in her footsteps was Tom-the-Sphinx, a huge feline, (name s/
because he very seldom made a sound. Or so was his reputation; Though
Miss Printe, who brought him up from kittenhood, would swear that on
several occasilons he did talk, cat-talk, and thdt his vocal chordsyyrre.
quite in good order. "It's just that he is too dignified to speak to
all manner of people," Miss Printe would explain further, "and on tri-
vial matters. Just that he feels the heavy eeii?%%%ggg%%iggt upon him _
of keering watch over the gold fish in the small pool in the ga;den.beloqﬁ

o o % N oy
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George put out a hand and tried to pat his sleek fur, but Tommy just
glared at him and began knocking his tsil ‘on the floor with such rage
that George snatched his hand away.

Miss Printe gave a Jjubilant laugh. "He doesn't kno%?%ell enoﬁgh,"
she said. "Now, Tommy, say hello to ﬁ\r¢ Sheraton.t

But Tommy Just goggled his eyes at him an& se}d nothing.

Wir. Sheraton is too formal for Tom. I don't believe he likesthe
sound of it," George said.

mAll right,™ Miss Printe laughed her tinkling gurgling laugh, “Ail
right,Tommie, say hello to George." B

_ At that Tommy put a pair of pavis on George's knee and Tooked up in-
to his face,W1t§?itilss Printe averred afterward was the nearest thlnv to
a smile, and twirling his tail in a friendly fashion ik’opened his pink

‘ mouth Wlde as 1f to speak. But only a yawn came out. Then as. if to mend

his bad manners he nuzzled his nose and-mustaches on George's ‘other
knee and purred so Youd that Geqrge felt the strong vibrations runningf
urihis legs wrth a tickling sensation., After a coupie of rubs of his head
againsf the eame khee, feeling that he’had bestowed his favors long enough '
on George, he shook himseXf a couple of times and headed straight for .
the fishes down below. ’

"Wery faithful to his charges,! kiss Prlnte remarked.

Miss Taylor turning to George: "You didn't say how you'd wrlte lt n

almost
"You wrote it for me,word for word.™

7\
"What's all the Secréy’about?" liiss Printe asked.
Mir. Sheraton has the report on the B}ack Wedding," Miss Taylor said
uncertainly, and rather timidly, afraid that hegizgcret love for ifr.
Black migh% now be divulged. Especially she didn't want Miss Printe to know.
"Your assignmenty" Miss Printe wondered aloud .,

"Unfortunately it is," George said.

"Well, it's a matter of opinion - in more ways than one," Miss Printe

—) o - o —_
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said airily, "if I were to venture an opinion.., which I ax not.” =2

sly
gave George a ook of pity,as if she had let him down ond leit rim To ztew

{9

in his own juices. "The best I can do for you is to let you see what the
Mprning Light .nad to say about it." And then after another pause:"iy ad-
vice -for what'!s Worth;.QE watch your step.” |

nItd rather not see thegbighﬂﬁ" George said, "I want my own impression...
and -—T7" as he looked to lMiss Taylor; who grimaced g denial of his any
refrence tp-hef —— T"and not to be biaéed by another's opinion.n

"Bias is hardly the word," Miss Printe hasténed to correct him.
"Don't they whop it ﬁp though. Take him literally apart. But it's to

be expected. The old feud between Fofrest and Black. And if I may use

'~ a pun: As between the two the Forest is really Black."

~

"Which means in my interpretation,t George‘said seriously, '"ﬁhat
Plack will ultimately prevail.® -
"That could be-——— ® Miss Taylor ventured an opinion, ."but as of
now Hr. Forrest holds a controlling interest in the Morning Light...:..."
"Which is Jjust fine," George said laconically,"that puts me right
in the middle, Especially if he has stocks in the Eventide.®
"ir. Black may be ahead of him there,! ifiss Printe tried fofeassure
him, "but even if he isn't you'll have Mr. Barton on your side. And
what more- could you ask?W |
mgell, I was promised a free hand by the Chief," George statéd
flatly, a bit vehemently. Not so much against ir. Barton,as against |
a fate that brought him into this thing Sn only his second assignmeﬁt.
NThat Jack Gardner! I see row why he palmed this thing off on me.
This thing, -this mess...l!» .
"You can take it on the chin better than Jack. He is an Ace, and
you are a neophyte,"” Hégs Pf%nté séid. "Desides, he has children. With
him it's a Job. ¥ith you - just a temporary. ...."

,nd with the Sheraton touch..." iiss Taylor obliged, "wou'!ll
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srobably get  away with it." | - ﬂ‘ﬁ<.3§:

"You made a statement, Miss Printe, about the Chié%’feing on my
cide. To1 seemed quite positive." ,

"it's an open secret that Mr. Barton bears no great love for Mr.

~Forrestibenlor, "MissPrinte smiled enigmatically.

"But if the stakes are too high?®"

"ir, Bérton can well take care of hinmself. He doesn'f hold his po-
sition by sufferance you know. He really is a great editor. Good enough
fgr a great metropoleran Daily. ﬁumors had it:; he had been offered.one
in Boston. But he tenaciously holds on to his house and garden here. And the
Maine woods “in the fall, going huniing with his friends. And his'#slippers;
where I know;ﬁhere they are'. So he had been,. quoted. Oh, he'll stand

up all right."

Downstairs they found Tommy-the-Sphinx parading his huge buik under
the splashing fountain, where the fish disported in the clear water of the
-booiiiﬁ'the'sparkling sun. Round and réupd‘they went, causing a ripple and
a bubble as they came to the surface for a nibble. Not a jitter, nor a
blink of feér in a fishy eye as the monster stood on the brink anﬁ thrust
a paw int§ their habitat. For they well knew that paw to be the hand of
peace and good-will between him and them. Then he stood arching his back
in undulating waves in the direction of Miss Printe's love pats. Tnén
brute Printe '

-the,left her for his march of vigilance, and Miss, stood there watching
him. The pool, the fish, the flowers and the background of vivid green

. of the little garden made a scene : that elated her, and which she

wabched with 3% Wiasgs fascination. George watched her. In her bril-
1liant soft-print’ summer frock, gay with the colars of blossoms, she ad-
ded a cheerful note to the shimmer of the fountain, in which the sunbeams

played, a delicate softness; a v hope'and a prayer of Spring‘
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" Like a vestal in the midst ofAburgeoning growth and the awakening and

rebirth of Life, a priestess bearing the censers of Life'!'s fragrance
in a salute to the Spring Deity!
v Mr. Barbour Bibbly (nicimamed, "the Bible-§uoting-Mr. ;Bi‘;J;Ly" by

his students), teacher of English and Latin , came in.

George realized why liiss Printe wore her most decorative prints.

"Good morning, Miss Printe," Mr. Bibbly displayed a tight-lipped,
though generous smile. |

_"Good morning =g, Mr. Bibbly," Miss Printe smiled back. Turning
to where .George was standing, "surely, ir. Bibbly, you mmaes know Mr.
Sheraton.” v

"Ah, Georgel!" as if he had Just become aware of Geqrge's presence,
"what would you bedoing this early here?" Realizing that his own presence:
was just as much open to question: "But.of course, your WOré. Researchl"
A slight flush crossed his cheek-bones, fading out on his fofrehead, as
he wondered whether George guessed the reason of his being here at.this

unwarranted time. What these youngsters don't know about their teachersi

siciges And he remembered the case of the sub-

master and his rumored affair with the doughty and ample Bpsoméd mathe~
mathics teacher, and the ditties the:students_hadfcomposed in their honor.

George said politely: "Digging up a few facts... Came down here to
-say hello to Taﬁmy before leaving." '
. "Surely ‘a noble gesture, since Tommy is sensitive about guch things.
Espeécially where his friends are concerned." ﬂ

nam I counted in3" George looked to Miss Printe.

nA friend of Miss Printe is a friend of Tommy ," and Mr. Bibbly
smiled his broad smile displaying a sturdy liﬁe/of teeth.

What a guy this Bibbly is, Georgé>£hought; solid, compact, yet sen-
sitive. Perhaps not an originalthiﬁkpr, but what he knew of English Lit
- and the -Bible, especially the Bible, was solid. His quotétions»from that
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source were frequent and ‘were delivered with such impact and thundering .
voice that he was given a second apellation of Thundering Jehovah. And
indeed that Israelitish deity could find no grounds for offense in that

. application, for Mr. Bibbly quoted and interpreted ilim e® nobly. And..

"with what warmth and compassionl

- o .
Even now George could hear the affectipate graciousness and simple

sincerity of voice, as with face crimson and eyes flashing he bored into

the class: "And a stranger shalt tﬁou not wrong, neithér shalt thou op-~
press him, for ye were strangers in the land of Egypt. Ye shall-not afflict
any widow, or fatherless child. If -thou afflict them in any wise and

they cry to Me, I will surely hear tﬁeir cry. And my wrath shall wax -hot,
and_I will kill ‘you with the sword, and your wives shall be widows, and
your‘children fatherless." ind on a-tenderer note, pleading: "If thou

at all take thy neighbor's rainment to pledge thou shalt restore it unto
him by that the sun goes down. For that is his only éovéring, it is his
garment for his skin: whereiﬁ shall he sleep? And it shall come to. pass,
when.he crieth unto Me, that I will hear, for I am gracious." And again
in the gentie voice of the gentle spirit of Him Who preached the Sermon
on the Mount: "Blessed are the poor in spirit, for their'!s is the kingdom
of heaveﬁ.'Blessed are they that mourn, for théy shall be comforted.
Blessed are the meek for they shall inherit the earth. Think not that I

" come to destroy the law, or the prophets; I am not come to destroy, but

to fulfill., For verily I say unto you, Till heaveh and earth pass, one
Jot or one tittle shall in no wise pass from the law, till all be
mfilled‘.......'..“ * . ’ *
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