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forward, Big Tim sct himself and his
fist smashed to the man’s jaw. He fell
as if be had been hit with a mallet.

*One of the men whom Big Tim had
put down first made as if to rise. Jim-
mie struck him “quick and sharp” and
he lay sill - :

"It is not muick of a fight, is it?” Big
Tim asked. "“Well, we'll have some
fun with this un.”

e suddenly seized the last man by
the waist and tossed him into the river.
Tim stood on the dock and peered down
at the dark water. JHe could hear the
man strike out f01§m. Leaning far
over, he extendedgfis hands and the
man seized them.

“Up with ye,” Big Tim said, and he
lifted him up beside him.,

Once more hé caught him about the
waist and tossed him. Once more he
assisted him to the dock. . And stilt once
more he seized him ahout the waist.

“Fer Gawd’s sake, don’t do it again,”
the man pleaded, “Do you want to
drown me?"”

“1 aint that particular that I care,”
Big Tim answered. “You've been the
leader av them. I have no déubt ye
kicked the hardest when ye had the
lamé lad down. In ye got”

. When the man had Been assisted to
the dock for the ibird time he lurched
10 his knees. :

‘:'I'vc enough of it,” he said. “Leave
go. X
“Lie down there where the lad can.
black-jack ye if ye stir,” Big Tim or-
dered. And to the two he had knocked
down first: “Get up naw.”

Fhey rose.

“One mare round with you an' we're
done;” he said.

Together the men sprang upon him,
But he was ready. His big fist crashed
-‘into the face of one, and he fell a
“did not rise. Big Tim took the other
about the waist,

“I can’t swim,” the man screamed. “T

_can’t swim,”

© “Aw, ye wharf rat” Big Tim ex-
ploded, and he lifted him and cast him
against the side of the building,

i3

" The 'man did not getup.
“Comi on, lad,” said Big Tim,
Perhaps ‘you Ikilled that last man,"”

said Jimmie when they had gained the .

street, .

“Naw,” said the gladiator, “T trun
him so0's his body tock the force av the
blow. Hijs
Maybe a bone broken: no worse.”

They came to Mrs, Egan’s door. Big
Tim stepped inside for a moment be.
hind Jimmie, -

“I'm off to Mike’s to drink yer health
—all av ye,” he said. “Jt may be that
somebody over there will have 2 word
to say agaifist you two youngsters. I
haven’t got started yet, an’ the night
is young.” ‘

“Well,” said Mrs. Egan when Kitty
and Jimmie had explained at great
length, “T wish I had another daugh-

ter an’ she’d marry Tim. He's a man _

after my own heart. Just think of
him swallyin’ his own sorrow and going
down there with Jimmie when he hadn’t
got over the shocl—"

“The shock?” Kitty laughed. “Oh,
Mother, Jimmie and Tim 20d I knew
just what was going to happen. Jimmie
heard the men talking it over yesterday
—about the diver and all, So I said to
Jimmie: ‘We’ll get married right away.
We can't go on like this” So we were
married, and to-night 1 called up
Tim—."

“Ye called up Tim " Mrs. Egan in-
terrupted. It was a ‘man on the tele-
phone.”

“Oh, T got 2 man to call up for me,”
said Kitty, “When Tim came to the
‘phone I asked him to meet me, I told
him there was no chance for him to
marry me, since [ was married already.
But there was a good chance for him to
get a fight out of it -

“Tim is a man that's lovin’ ev%y'girl
e into

he meets.” A touch of Irish ca

ber voice, “He's never happy last he's
lovin’ or fightin’, It's anny maid to love
or arny man to fight with him.” She

glanced at her hushand. “Besides, why

wiit 7 she concluded.

head wont be cracked.

I’ NEVER could quite eonvince myself
< which attracted me most to Allison’s
—Allison himself, or the picture. I liked
Allison immensely, but after my discoy-
ery of the picture I visited his apart-
ment twice as frequently as before, It
held a peculiar fascination for me from
the beginning, and to its fascination
Allison added a hire of mystery, It was
the picture of a girt—one of the sweet-
est faces that I had ever seen, and from
the first { saw that my friend prized it

" above ali of his other possessions. The

face was of a rare type of southern

- beanty, and yet possessed of .a gentle
sweetness which one would not have ex- .,

pected to find in that type—a face which
one might never forget, and which be-
came more beautiful the longer one
looked at it. From the night that I first
saw the face it was indelibly impressed
tupon my memory. It was always with

: ‘me, a mysterions visitant' of afl hours
., and moods, an elusive and unreal thing

of my daily life! haunting me insistently.

-1 begau to look for it among the hun-

dreds whom T met -each day, -and the
more I sought, the more a part of my

cxistence it became, untll frequently T
found that I was gomng to see the Photow -

graph instead of Allison. .

Allison was directly, - responsible,:
though under the circumstances 1 quite |
" readily forgive him. T am not of a tem- .’
... perament to fall in Tove with a picture,

and' T am sure that if he had told me
something zbout it at.the beginning - it

v would not have worked out its little

"+ tragedy for me. Bat he told me nothing.
Twice I asked who:the girl was, and -
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‘mever mentioned the picture himself,

-the photograph, fastening itself upon

‘presence became more real to me ag the
-original of the girl in the photogrth_
e.

_finence of the picture. Perhaps I would

-discovery which I made one evening-
.when Allison was down upon the street

each time he replied with an evasiveness -
which I could not fail to understand, He -

and always when I handled it, or spoke
of it, he would maneuver cleverly to
draw my interest in another directon,

Often I wondered why he did not rid -
himself of the picture, or at least place ©:
it beyond the reach of my hands. But i
was never missing. It was not difficult~
for me to see that its mysterious effect
upon him increased with the frequency,
of iny visits. At the same time some sub-.
tle influence seemed reaching out from

me more and more, and fitling me with .-
an indefinable uneasiness where befors

there had been only pleasurable sensa-
tions, I was oppressed by an unaccouint-
able loneliness when I left Allison's.
roam, as though in that room there were:
2 living, breathing presence, something
that was warm and beautiful, and which
called me back to it irresistibly. The

days passed, haunting e into a torment
of desire, until T knew that to find the

had become the greatest wish of my
T said nothing of thiz to Allison, but
struggled to overcome the strange in-

have succeeded had it'not been for a

purchasing fresh cigars, At least I tried
to console myself with the belief that [
would have succeeded, I had taken the
hotograph and-was looking at it closes
y under the reading lamp when sud-
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denly { was aware that a change had He stopped to light one pf the broken
come gver it. The heartifu) €Yes were  cigars and lavghed at me over the sput-
fading, The sweet face seemed loaking tering maieh; “Dg you know—1I've hag
at ch' as if from out of 4 growing  a gogy deal ta do with h
shadow,. and aver the whole there was and 've met comedieg {

gathcrjlg a soft grayish fim, I held the  I've geen pathos compbj

our' affairs went o smash ; i i~ filled place to perfection, He not
cag ill‘f‘:F are went-?o smash ove in Clu gggrdﬁgéi.p}k stu'ckPTo-day Miss Red-
4 caiol!isdn f'a(:ed. me again, and I could mondhis I‘tﬁIrs. Mack—and [ haye never
' the tense lines about his mouth seen her? ) .
. fﬁztb\{hag he was saying, ridicalous as it ::cher':’s'een her? idcr‘x%ci. e has al.
may have seemed to others, was an or- Never P he repeat h- h al_t ¥ 5 el
deal for him. ways blessed me for that invita fon to
ef%Of course I had to go. We had the cottage. He writes me thal he is the -
planned an a little party of four, my happicst man in the world, ang gas as}llc_ed-“.t
sister and her betrothed, Miss Rcdmond me again and again to come and see mrrx :
and 1" Something like a smile relieved  and Mrs. Macl, But havcnc:: Igoae. ¥
the feusity of his face. In it there was  shall never go. I love her, and lwo'l;I '
but a flickering shadow of humor, “Did g0 to the end of the_earth to s,c.eb:cr} e
you ever hear of a “fitter-in ?” he asked. . had the right. But it wouldn’t be righg--,;

picturel at arm’s length, and the restlt  both—hgt T
startled me. There \yas no doubt—the thing tike this. Ninetyor:
face whs slowiy disappearing! Even as hundred peaple dow.
I lookedl, I fancied that it grew fainter, hight would lang!
and that T saw the gray film thickening <razy if they knew about it. I wonld be

f a gh bstly veil over the lovely eyes, A the laughing-stock of the town. Aud s
tow cryl fell from ™y lips, and T felt the would oy r?

L : s, " He shrugpged his .
strange presence ag | had never expe- “And 21l becayse of—that,” T spid . “No? Well Mack was what our I;tﬂleitifé :ﬁog.ﬂ:{grg{ffizir?,ﬁ_ “You sgg what
i-iencediit before thrilling me with o and pointed to the icture ' ' A7 alled a futern, Whenever &nt  that picture has done for e P
trembling excites ient-—with something Hgnodded P ’ o Pary was arranged, and some m b

ick he photograph, Once

¢ _always called upon I had p:d\ed_upt p g :

ﬁggﬁe%vggbo‘gy liked I)zrim. He was re-  more 1 looked 1ntlo the bea;.ttl!f'ul f:;.f:;d
: lec t of a brother by all of hen I went to the grate, ison h:

g?gd?:‘ilsaix?d?;t {g;or Mack could never turned to the table,.but I called to him

et gne of thém to love him. He was an softly, holding the picture over the glow-

gnfortunate devil in that. way, and ing coals. When he S2W my meaning his

whenever one of ns had a sweetheart  face went suddenly whzte." L.

whom we were compelled to place in “It’s best for bOtJ]’l of usi oi[d?:geo;;t S

’ i i He came towar me, holdix .2

some other man’s care for a tune, it was b s Lolding guta.
ho got the job. We re- hand, and I gave him e p - From’,.

aiv:ggrs l{\i{:lda{.s\;n egtire]y s:}xfe proposi-  behind him I'watched. For a Icézn,P tg:_lntz Lo
'ﬁin though he was a fairly good-look- hi;: Egokcd at 1f, and then tossed it i

ing fell ith excellent taites in dress, the fire. ) . .
' ;cﬁ:%:viea Og}'r/c:'t deal about art and dcuce% ! Buﬁ‘ htgcfc;rgujlfllee r;h(;s t:;:ioll ﬁfﬁ:ﬁ; 02 ;‘r:

i ore about literature, - So when _-hunch'his sh X e~

?ogu}:ltdn:n;:it was necessary for me to go thing fron? e, anlfl prest::l thethih?:g:-

. to Chicago T had my sister arrange wigx ) grapfh toﬁl:;s j;ll;fss:tgriotiwéra;nhlm o

lace until I returned. - son for : - that

i\dnaéﬁiiggtglie‘::ﬁ tgxken 1L, and for three was gathering over the sweef face in the .

weeks I was in a hospital. But Mack picture, .

that was almost fiap 1 did not hear A “I woldn't fell You about ker unless
son’s retorning ooisteps in the hall, T I thought it was necessary to your own
Jdid not 'see him as he stood in the door mental salvation " he went pn seriousl_v.

were flushed, T sap that he was crush. know

or a full half Mminute we stared at  thar
each other, Thep he came in, closing the theiught thar i is al
doar s0ftly behind him, but without tak- “If 45 alivep I exclaimed wildly,
ing his eyes from mine, snatching up the picture. “See. it jg fad-
“Has she—hay she done that to YOU-— ing awayt It i disappearing before our - s
- 1002 he asked. It was not like Allison’s very eyesg{” : )
- vaice. I 'nlaced he picture face down A red flush mounted into his face pg
ES ‘upon the table ang caught him by the he stared at the grayish film, .
o ¢ Arm, my fingers gripping deep info hig “There is no need of telling you the
: ) flesh. I'do not remember just whay y effect that it hag had upon me,” he con-
said to him in these maments of HY ex-  finued, Turning so thar e stood before
citement; hut [ lmow that at the end of it the fire in the grate. “Angd yet, after all,
he pulled himgalp together and laughed you have felt only the beginning of it
squarely ! into 1y tyes. There wag a ¥ sister brought the photograph home
strangene_ss in his laugh, as there had - with her from Wells. ¥rom the moment
been in Kis veice. : that T first lajd my eyes upon it T was
“I'm sorry thas it has happened, ol¢ enslaved by some Potent power that
man—and yet ['m glad,” he said, free. seemed reaching out of it to'me. Within
ing his arm and beginning to pace backe 4 week T was
- and forth in kis gld DErvous way, “r’

S0rTy hecause I kengy that it will hygs

ivel”
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i

and I'm glad because I've wanted to un-’ )

trden myself tg You—and have peeq * not for Jong, and—well, to cyt yhe thing

; afraid. Yeg, afraid 1" he Tepeated, paus- short, T confidea a little in Nan gnd she

ing in his-quick walk to face me, “Afraiq hvited Miss '

that you way)d Taugh at me, afraid that  weeky with us-
you would call me 2 {ool, that Yyou would i

. think I was half mad, or an dior) Do Andat the Iy
| you know b .

> o & matter of law-  fhere was. hing to hold to, the !
A i be a matter of law~  thers was - somet

' I Tngnsmggl?Eag) ofE law, and Hollis- . pale, appealing fac?] of joc_)_([n Macl_\t;.csq
iy ¥ waiting" for court to open, did not . continually before m;:I man vas cleassn
oo ‘to take the one drink- that " 'The law of God_ar} 5 was dlear sy
.ﬁ.‘:ﬁgscdisable him for.the final plea, ‘ thg_ut.'gl;altt‘hft;;ctl-cﬂ};t ?gcy]n ‘Mz:lcesﬁ
' 3 ame fesalve many . poifted to A I :
t}ilr;'egaclisclf}gg% tlgljt,saﬂ this casi_on-“,ﬁ:d disobeyed ' the divine comx;x;apd

’- i ek X o

' before
r ‘_how :




