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Out of the Ashes

Marcus Gard sat at his library table apparently in rapt contemplation
of a pair of sixteenth century bronze inkwells, strange twisted
shapes, half man, half beast, bearing in their breasts twin black pools.
But his thoughts were far from their grotesque beauty —centered on
vast schemes of destruction and reconstruction. The room was still,
so quiet, in spite of its proximity to the crowded life of Fifth Avenue,
that one divined its steel construction and the doubled and trebled
casing of its many windows. The walls, hung with green Genoese
velvet, met a carved and coffered ceiling, and touched the upper
shelf of the breast-high bookcases that lined the walls. No picture
broke the simple unity of color. Here and there a Donatello bronze
silhouetted a slim shape, or a Florentine portrait bust smiled with
veiled meaning from the quiet shadows. The shelves were rich in
books in splendid bindings, gems of ancient workmanship or
modern luxury, for the Great Man had the instinct of the
masterpiece.

The door opened softly, and the secretary entered, a look of
uncertainty on his handsome young face. The slight sound of his
footfall disturbed the master’s contemplation. He looked up, relieved
to be drawn for a moment from his reflection.

“What is it, Saunders?” he asked, leaning back and grasping the
arms of his chair with a gesture of control familiar to him.

“Mrs. Martin Marteen is here, very anxious to see you. She let me
understand it was about the Heim Vandyke. I knew you were
interested, so I ventured, Mr. Gard —"

“Yes, yes—quite right. Let her come in here.” He rose as he spoke,
shook his cuffs, pulled down his waistcoat and ran a hand over his
bald spot and silvery hair. Marcus Gard was still a handsome man.
He remained standing, and, as the door reopened, advanced to meet
his guest. She came forward, smiling, and, taking a white-gloved
hand from her sable muff, extended it graciously.

“Very nice of you to receive me, Mr. Gard,” she said, and the tone of
her mellow voice was clear and decisive. “I know what a busy man
you are.”
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“At your service.” He bowed, waved her to a seat and sank once
more into his favorite chair, watching her the while intently. If she
had come to negotiate the sale of the Heim Vandyke, let her set forth
the conditions. It was no part of his plan to show how much he
coveted the picture. In the meantime she was very agreeable to look
at. Her strong, regular features suggested neither youth nor age. She
was of the goddess breed. Every detail of the lady’s envelope was
perfect—velvet and fur, a glimpse of exquisite antique lace, a sheen
of pearl necklace, neither so large as to be ostentatious nor so small
as to suggest economy. The Great Man's instinct of the masterpiece
stirred. “What can I do for you?” he said, as she showed no further
desire to explain her visit.

“T let fall a hint to Mr. Saunders,” she answered—and her smile
shone suddenly, giving her straight Greek features a fascinating
humanity—” that I wanted to see you about the Heim Vandyke.”
She paused, and his eyes lit.

“Yes—portrait? A good example, I believe.”

She laughed quietly. “As you very well know, Mr. Gard. But that, let
me own, was merely a ruse to gain your private ear. I have nothing
to do with that gem of art.”

The Great Man’s face fell. He was in for a bad quarter of an hour.
Lady with a hard luck story—he was not unused to the type—but
Mrs. Martin Marteen! He could not very well dismiss her unheard,
an acquaintance of years’ standing, a friend of his sister’s. His
curiosity was aroused. What could be the matter with the impeccable
Mrs. Marteen? Perhaps she had been speculating. She read his
thoughts.

“Quite wrong, Mr. Gard. I have not been drawn into the stock
market. The fact is, I have something to sell, but it isn't a picture—
autographs. You collect them, do you not? Now I have in my
possession a series of autograph letters by one of the foremost men
of his day; one, in fact, in whom you have the very deepest interest.”

“Napoleon!” he exclaimed.

She smiled. “I have heard him so called,” she answered. “I have here
some photographs of the letters. They are amateur pictures—in fact,
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I took them myself; so you will have to pardon trifling imperfections.
But I'm sure you will see that it is a series of the first importance.”
From her muff she took a flat envelope, slipped off the rubber band
with great deliberation, glanced at the enclosures and laid them on
the table.

The Great Man’s face was a study. His usual mask of indifferent
superiority deserted him. The blow was so unexpected that he was
for once staggered and off his guard. His hand was shaking, as with
an oath he snatched up the photographs. It was his own handwriting
that met his eye, and Mrs. Marteen had not exaggerated when she
had designated the letters as a “series of the first importance.” With
the shock of recognition came doubt of his own senses. Mrs. Martin
Marteen blackmailing him? Preposterous! His eyes sought the lady’s
face. She was quite calm and self-possessed.

“] need not point out to you, Mr. Gard, the desirability of adding
these to your collection. These letters give clear information
concerning the value to you of the Texas properties mentioned,
which are now about to pass into the possession of your emissaries if
all goes well. Of course, if these letters were placed in the hands of
those most interested it would cause you to make your purchase at a
vastly higher figure; it might prevent the transaction altogether. But
far more important than that, they conclusively prove that your
company is a monopoly framed in the restraint of trade—proof that
will be a body blow to your defense if the threatened action of the
federal authorities takes place.

“Of course,” continued Mrs. Marteen, as Gard uttered a suppressed
oath, “you couldn’t foresee a year ago what future conditions would
make the writing of those letters a very dangerous thing; otherwise
you would have conducted your business by word of mouth. Believe
me, I do not underrate your genius.”

He laid his hands roughly upon the photographs. “I have a mind to
have you arrested this instant,” he snarled.

“But you won't,” she added—"not while you don’t know where the
originals are. It means too much to you. The slightest menacing
move toward me would be fatal to your interests. I don’t wish you
any harm, Mr. Gard; I simply want money.”
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In spite of his perturbation, amazement held him silent. If a shining
angel with harp and halo had confronted him with a proposition to
rob a church, the situation could not have astonished him more. She
gave him time to recover.

“Of course you must readjust your concepts, particularly as to me.
You thought me a rich woman—well, I'm not. I've about twenty-five
thousand dollars left, and a few —resources. My expenses this season
will be unusually heavy.”

“Why this season?” He asked the question to gain time. He was
thinking hard.

“My daughter Dorothy makes her début, as perhaps you may have
heard.”

Gard gave another gasp. Here was a mother blackmailing the
Gibraltar of finance for her little girl’s coming-out party. Suddenly,
quite as unexpectedly to himself as to his hearer, he burst into a peal
of laughter.

“] see—1I see. “The time has come to talk of many things.””

She met his mood. “Well, not so much time. You see, not all kings are
cabbage heads—and while pigs may not have wings, riches have.”

“You are versatile, Mrs. Marteen. I confess this whole interview has
an ‘Alice in Wonderland’ quality.” He was regaining his composure.
“But I see you want to get down to figures. May I inquire your
price?”

“Fifty thousand dollars.” There was finality in her tone.
“And how soon?”

“Within the next week. You know this is a crisis in this affair—I
waited for it.”

“Indeed! You seem to have singular foresight.”
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She nodded gravely. “Yes, and unusual means of obtaining
information, as it is needless for me to inform you. I am, I think,
making you a very reasonable offer, Mr. Gard. You would have paid
twice as much for the Vandyke.”

“And how do you propose, Mrs. Marteen, to effect this little business
deal without compromising either of us?” His tone was half banter,
but her reply was to the point.

“I will place my twenty-five thousand with your firm, with the
understanding that you are to invest for me, in any deal you happen
to be interested in—Texas, for instance. It wouldn’t be surprising if
my money should treble, would it? In fact, there is every reason to
expect it—is there not? If all I own is invested in these securities, I
would not desire them to decline, would I? I merely suggest this
method,” she continued, with a shrug as if to deprecate its lack of
originality, “because it would be a transaction by no means unusual
to you, and would attract no attention.”

He looked at her grimly. “You think so?” Let me hear how you
intend to carry out the rest of the transaction—the delivery of the
autographs in question.”

“To begin with, I will place in your hands the plates—all the
photographs.”

“How can I be sure?” he demanded.

“You can't, of course; but you will have to accept my assurance that I
am honest. I promise to fulfill my part of the bargain—literally to the
letter. You may verify and find that the series is complete. Your
attorneys, to whom you wrote these, will doubtless tell you that they
personally destroyed these documents, but they doubtless have a
record of the dates of letters received at this time. You can compare;
they are all there; I hold out nothing.”

“But if they say they have destroyed the letters—what in the name
of—"

“Oh, no; they destroyed your communications perhaps, after
‘contents noted.” But they never had your letters, for the simple
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reason that they never received them. Very excellent copies they
were—most excellent.”

Mr. Marcus Gard was experiencing more sensations during his chat
with Mrs. Marteen than had fallen to his lot for many a long day. His
tremendous power had long made his position so secure that he had
met extraordinary situations with the calm of one who controls
them. He had startled and held others spellbound by his own infinite
foresight, resource and energy. The situation was reversed. He gazed
fascinated in the fine blue eyes of another and more ruthless general.

“My dear madam, do you mean to infer that this coup of yours was
planned and executed a year ago, when I, even ,” and he thumped
his deep chest, “had no idea what these letters might come to mean?
Do you mean to tell me that?”

“Yes” —and she smiled at his evident reluctance to believe—"yes,
exactly. You see, I saw what was coming—I knew the trend. I have
friends at court—the Supreme Court, it happens—and I was certain
that the ‘little cloud no larger than a man’s hand” might very well
prove to contain the whirlwind; so—well, there was just a flip of
accident that makes the present situation possible. But the rest was
designed, I regret to admit—cold-blooded design on my part.”

“With this end in view?” He tapped the photographs strewn upon
his desk.

“With this end in view,” she confessed.

He was silent a moment, lost in thought; then he turned upon her
suddenly.

“Mind, I haven’t acceded to your demands,” he shouted.

“Is the interview at an end?” she asked, rising and adjusting the furs
about her throat. “If so, I must tell you the papers are in the hands of
persons who would be very much interested in their contents. If they
don’t see me—hearing from me won’t do, you understand, for a
situation is conceivable, of course, when I might be coerced into
sending a message or telephoning one—if they don’t see me
personally, the packet will be opened—and eventually, after the
Texas Purchase is adjusted, they will find their way into the
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possession of the District Attorney. I have taken every possible
precaution.”

“T don’t doubt that in the least, madam —confound it, I don’t! Now
when will you put the series, lock, stock and barrel, into my hands?”

“When you’ve done that little turn for me in the market, Mr. Gard.
You may trust me.”

“On the word—of a débutante?” he demanded, with a snap of his
square jaws.

For the first time she flushed, the color mantling to her temples; she
was a very handsome woman.

“On the word of a débutante,” she answered, and her voice was
steady.

“Well, then” —he slapped the table with his open hand—"if you'll
send me, to the office, what you want to invest, I'll give orders that I
will personally direct that account.”

“Thank you so much,” she murmured, rising.

“Don’t go!” he exclaimed, his request a command. “I want to talk
with you. Don’t you know you're the first person, man or woman,
who has held me up—me, Marcus Gard! I don’t see how you had the
nerve. I don’t see how you had the idea.” He changed his bullying
tone suddenly. “I wish—I wish you’d falk to me. I'm as curious as
any woman.”

Mrs. Martin Marteen moved toward the door.

“I'm selling you your autographs—not my autobiography. I'm so
glad to have seen you. Good afternoon, Mr. Gard.”

She was gone, and the Great Man had not the presence of mind to
escort his visitor to the door or ring for attendance. He remained
standing, staring after her. His gaze shifted to the table, where, either
by accident or design, the photographs remained, scattered. He
chuckled grimly. Accident! Nothing was accidental with that
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Machiavelli in petticoats. She knew he would read those accursed
lines, and realize with every sentence that in truth she was “letting
him down easy.” There was no danger of his backing out of his
bargain. Seated at the desk, he perused his folly, and grunted with
exasperation. Well, after all, what of it? He had coveted a
masterpiece; now he was to have two in one—the contemplation of
his own blunder, and Mrs. Marteen’s criminal genius—cheap at the
price. How long had this been going on? Whom had she victimized?
And how in the world had she been able to obtain the whole
correspondence? That his lawyers should have been deceived by
copies was not so surprising—they never dreamed of a substitution;
the matter, not the letter, was proof enough to them of genuineness.
But—he thumped his forehead. He had been staying with friends at
Newport at the time. Had Mrs. Marteen been there? Of course! He
took up the incriminating documents again and thoroughly
mastered their contents, every turn of phrase, every between-the-line
inference. Accidents could happen; he must be prepared for the
worst. Not that negotiations would fail —but—not until the originals
were in his hands and personally done away with would he feel
secure. He recalled Mrs. Marteen’s graceful and sumptuously clad
figure, her clear-cut, beautiful head, the power of her unwavering
sapphire eyes, the gentle elegance of her voice. And this woman—
had —held him up!

He turned on the electric lamp, opened a secret compartment drawer
in the table, abstracted a tiny key, and, deftly making a packet of the
scattered proofs, unlocked a small hidden safe behind a row of first
editions of Bunyan and consigned them to secure obscurity.

A moment later his secretary entered the room in response to his
ring.

“I'm going out,” he said. “Lock up, will you, and at any time Mrs.
Marteen wants to see me admit her at once.”

Mr. Saunders’ face shone. He, too, was a devout worshiper at the
shrine of art.

“The Vandyke?” he inquired hopefully.

“Well, no—but I'm negotiating for a very remarkable series of
letters — of —er —Napoleon — concerning —er Waterloo.”
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II

When Marcus Gard dressed that evening he was so absent-minded
that his valet held forth for an hour in the servants’ hall, with
assurances that some mighty coup was toward. Not since the days of
B.L. & W. or the rate war on the S. & O. had his master shown such
complete absorption.

“He’s like a blind drunk, or a man in a trance, he is—he’s just not
there in the head, and you have to walk around and dress his body,
like he was a dumb wax-work. If I get the lay, Smathers, I'll tip you
off. There might be something in it for us. He’s due for dinner and
bridge at the Met., but unless Frenchy puts him out of the motor, he
won’t know when he gets there” —which proved true. Three times
the chauffeur respectfully advised his master of their arrival, before
the wondering eyes of the club chasseur, before the Great Man,
suddenly recalled to the present, descended from his car and was
conducted to his waiting host.

The first one of the company to shake hands with him was Victor
Mahr—and Victor Mahr was a friend of Mrs. Marteen. The sudden
recollection of this fact made him cast such a glance of scrutiny at the
gentleman as to quite discompose him.

“What's the old man up to, gimleting me in the eye like that? He’s
got something up his sleeve,” thought Mahr.

“I wonder did she ever corner him?” was the question uppermost in
Gard’s mind. He hated Mabhr, and rather hoped that the lady had,
then flushed with resentment at the thought that she would stoop to
blackmail a man so obviously outside the pale. His mood was so
unusual that every man in the circle was stirred with unrest and
misgiving. Dinner brightened the general gloom, though there were
but trifling inroads into the costly vintages. One doesn’t play bridge
with the Big Ones unless one’s head is clear. Not till supper time did
the talk drift from honors and trumps. Gard played brilliantly. His
absent-mindedness changed to savage concentration. He played to
win, and won.

“What's new in the art world?” inquired Denning, as he lit a cigar.
“There was a rumor you were after the Heim Vandyke.”
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“Nothing new,” Gard answered. “Haven’t had time to bother. By the
way, Mahr, what sort of a girl is the little débutante daughter of Mrs.
Marteen—you know her, don’t you?” He was watching Mahr
keenly, and fancied he detected a shifty glance at the mention of the
name. But Mahr answered easily:

“Dorothy? She’s the season’s beauty —really a stunning-looking girl.
You must have seen her; she was in Denning’s box with her mother
at ‘La Boheme’ last week.”

“And,” added Denning, “she’ll be with us again to-morrow night.”

“Oh,” said Card, with indifference. “The dark one—I remember—
tall—yes, she’s like her mother, devilish handsome. Must send that
child some flowers, I suppose.”

Gard returned home, disgusted with himself. Why had he forced his
mood upon these men? Why, above all things, had he mentioned
Mrs. Marteen to Mahr, whom he despised? For the simple pleasure
of speaking of her, of mentioning her name? Why had he suspected
Mabhr of being one of her victims? And why, in heaven’s name, had
he resented the very same notion? He lay in bed numbering the men
of money and importance whom he knew shared Mrs. Marteen’s
acquaintance. They were numerous, both his friends and enemies.
What had they done? What was her hold over them? Had she in all
cases worked as silently, as thoroughly, as understandingly as she
had with him? Did she always show her hand at the psychological
moment? Did she rob only the rich—the guilty? Was she Robin
Hood in velvet, antique lace and sables? Ah, he liked that—Mme.
Robin Hood. He fell asleep at last and dreamed that he met Mrs.
Marteen under the greenwood tree, and watched her as with
unerring aim she sent a bolt from her bow through the heart of a
running deer.

He awoke when the valet called him, and was amused with his
dream. Not in years had such an interest entered his life. He rose,
tubbed and breakfasted, and went, as was his wont, to his sister’s
sitting room.

“Well, Polly,” he roared through the closed doors of her bedroom,
“up late, as usual, I suppose! Well, I'm off. By the way, we aren’t
using the opera box next Monday night; lend it to Mrs. Marteen.

10
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That little girl of hers is coming out, you know, and we ought to do
something for ‘em now and again. I'll be at the library after three, if
you want me.”

At the office he found a courteous note thanking him for his
kindness in offering to direct her investments and inclosing Mrs.
Marteen’s cheque for twenty-five thousand dollars. Gard studied the
handwriting closely. It was firm, flowing, refined, yet daring, very
straight as to alignment and spaced artistically. Good sense, good
taste, nice discrimination, he commented. He smiled, tickled by a
new idea. He would not give the usual orders in such matters. When
a lovely lady inclosed her cheque, begging to remind him of his
thoughtful suggestion (mostly mythical) at Mrs. So-and-So’s dinner,
he cynically deposited the slip, and wrote out another for double the
amount, if he believed the lady deserving; if not, a polite note
informed the sender that his firm would gladly open an account with
her, and he was sure her interests “would receive the best possible
attention and advice.” In this case he determined to accept the
responsibility exactly as it was worded, ignoring the circumstances
that had forced his hand. He would make her nest egg hatch out
what was required. It should be an honest transaction in spite of its
questionable inception. Every dollar of that money should work
overtime, for results must come quickly.

He gave his orders and laid his plans. Never had his business
interests appealed to him as keenly as at that moment, and never for
a moment did he doubt the honesty of the lady’s villainy. She would
not “hold out on him.”

His first care that morning had been to make a luncheon
appointment with his lawyer, and to elicit the information that, as far
as his attorney knew, the incriminating correspondence had been
destroyed when received. “As soon as your instructions were carried
out, Mr. Gard. Of course, none of us quite realized the changes that
were coming —but—what those letters would mean now! Too much
care cannot be taken. I've often thought a code might be advisable in
the future, when the written word must be relied on.”

Gard smiled grimly and agreed. “Those letters would make a pretty
basis for blackmail, wouldn’t they? Oh, by the way, you are Victor
Mahr’s lawyers, aren’t you?”

11
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As he had half expected, he surprised a flash of suspicion and
knowledge in the other’s eyes.

“What makes you speak of him in that connection?” laughed the
lawyer.

“I don’t,” said Gard. “I happened to be playing bridge with him last
night and from something he let fall I gathered your firm had been
acting for him. Well, he needs the best legal advice that’s to be had,
or I miss my guess.” He rose and took leave of his friend, entered his
motor and was driven rapidly uptown.

Still his thoughts were of Mrs. Marteen, and again unaccountable
annoyance possessed him. Confound it! Mahr had been held up.
Clifton knew about it; that argued that Mahr had taken the facts,
whatever they were, to them. Had he told them who it was who
threatened him? Then Clifton knew that Mrs. Marteen was a—Hang
it! What possible right had he to jump to the wild conviction that
Victor Mahr had been blackmailed at all? Because he was a friend of
the lady’s—a pretty reason that! Did men make friends of —Yes, they
did; he intended to himself; why not that hound of a Mahr? Clifton
did know something. Mahr was just the sort of scoundrel to drag in a
woman'’s name. Why shouldn’t he in such a case? Then, with one of
his quick changes of mood, he laughed at himself. “I'm jealous
because I think I'm not the only victim! It's time I consulted a
physician. I'm going dotty. She’s a wonder, though, that woman.
What a brain, and what a splendid presence! But there’s something
vital lacking; no soul, no conscience—that's the trouble,” he
commented inwardly—little dreaming that he exactly voiced the
criticism universally passed upon himself. Then his thoughts took a
new tack. “Wonder what the daughter is like? I'll have to hunt her
up. It's a joke—if it is on me! Must see my débutante. After all, if I'm
paying, I ought to look her over. She’s going to the Opera—in
Denning’s box—h’'m!”

Gard broke two engagements, and at the appointed hour found
himself wandering through the corridor back of the first tier boxes at
the Metropolitan. Its bare convolutions were as resonant as a sea
shell. Vast and vague murmurs of music, presages of melodies,
undulated through the passages, palpitated like the living breath of
Euterpe, suppressed excitement lurked in every turn, there was
throb and glow in each pulsating touch of unseen instruments. Gard
found his heart tightening, his nostrils expanding. A flash of the

12
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divine fire of youth leaped through his veins. Adventure suddenly
beckoned him —the lure of the unknown, of the magic x of algebra in
human equation. So great was his enjoyment that he savored it as
one savors a dainty morsel, lingering over it, fearful that the next
taste may destroy the perfect flavor.

He paced the corridor, nodding here and there, pausing for a
moment to chat with this or that personage, affable, noncommittal,
Chesterfieldian, handsome and distinguished in his clean, silver-
touched middle age.

Inwardly he was fretting for their appearance—his débutante and
Mme. Robin Hood. Of course they must do the conventional thing
and be late. But to his pleased surprise, just as the overture was
drawing to its close, he saw Denning and his wife approaching.
Behind them he discerned the finely held head and chiseled features
of the Lady of Compulsion, and close beside her a slender, girlish
figure, shrouded in a silver and ermine cloak, a tinsel scarf half
veiled a flower face, gentle, tremulous and inspired —a Jeanne d’Arc
of high birth and luxurious rearing. Something tightened about his
heart. The child’s very appearance was dramatic coupled with the
presence of her mother. What the one lacked, the other possessed in
its clearest essence.

With a hasty greeting to Denning and his diamond-sprinkled
spouse, Gard turned with real cordiality to Mrs. Marteen.

“This is a pleasure!” He beamed with sincerity. “Dear madam,
present me to your lovely daughter. We must be friends, Miss
Dorothy. Your very wise and resourceful mamma has given me
many an interesting hour—more than she has ever dreamed, I
believe.”

He turned, accompanied them to the box and assisted the ladies with
their wraps. Dorothy turned upon him a pair of violet eyes, that at
the mention of her mother’s name had lighted with adoration.

“Isn’t she wonderful!” she murmured, casting a bashful glance at
Mrs. Marteen; then she added with simple gratefulness: “I'm glad
you're friends.” In her child’s fashion she had looked him over and
approved.

13
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A glow of pride suffused him. The obeisance of the kings of finance
was not so sweet to his natural vanity. “She’s one in a million,” he
answered heartily. “She should have been a man—and yet we would
have lost much in that case—you, for instance.” He turned toward
Mrs. Marteen. “I congratulate you,” he smiled. “She’s just the sort of
a girl that should have a good time—the very best the world can give
her; the world owes it. But aren’t you” —and he lowered his voice—
“just a little afraid of those ecstatic eyes? Dear child, she must keep
all the pink and gold illusions—" The end of his sentence he spoke
really to himself. But an expression in his hearer’s face brought him
to sudden consciousness. Quite unexpectedly he had surprised fear
in the classic marble of the goddess face. The woman, who had not
hesitated to commit crime, feared the contact of the world for her
child. It was a curious revelation. All that was best, most generous
and kindly in his nature rose to the surface, and his smile was the
rare one that endeared him to his friends. “Let her have every
pleasure that comes her way,” he added. “By the way, I'm sending
you our box for Monday night. I hope you will avail yourself of it.
My sister will join you, and perhaps you will all give me the pleasure
of your company at Delmonico’s afterward.”

She hesitated for a moment, her eyes turning involuntarily toward
the girl. Then the human dimple enriched her cheeks, and it was
with real camaraderie that she nodded an acceptance.

His attitude was humbly grateful. “I'll ask the Dennings, too,” he
continued. “They’re due elsewhere, I know, but they could join us.”

The curtain was already rising and Gard, excusing himself, found his
way to the masculine sanctuary, the directors’ box, of which he
rarely availed himself, and from a shadowy corner observed his
débutante and her beautiful mother through his powerful opera
glasses. He found himself taking a throbbing interest in the visitors
at the loge opposite. He was as interested in Dorothy Marteen’s
admirers as any fond father could be; and yet his eyes turned with
strange, fascinated jealousy to the older woman’s loveliness.
Suddenly he drew in the focus of his glasses. A face had come within
the rim of his observation—the face of a man sitting in the row in
front of him. That man, too, had his glasses turned toward the group
on the other side of the diamond horseshoe, and the look on his face
was not pleasant to see. A lean, triumphant smile curled his heavy
purple lips, the radiating wrinkles at the corner of his eyes were
drawn upward in a Mephistophelian hardness.

14
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It was Victor Mahr. His expression suddenly changed to one of
intense disgust, as a tall young man entered the Denning box and
bent in evident admiration over Dorothy’s smiling face. Victor Mahr
rose from his seat, and with a curt nod to Gard, who feigned interest
elsewhere, disappeared into the corridor.

15
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III

Mrs. Marteen stood at her desk, a mammoth affair of Jacobean type,
holding in her hand a sheet of crested paper, scrawled over in a
large, tempestuous hand.

MY DEAR MRS. MARTEEN:
If you will be so good as to drop in at the library at

five, it will give me great pleasure to go over with you the details of
my stewardship. The commission with which you honored me has, I
think, been well directed to an excellent result. Moreover, a little chat
with you will be, as always, a real pleasure to—

Yours in all admiration,
J. MARCUS GARD.
P.S.—1 suggest your coming here, as the details of

business are best transacted in the quiet of a business office, and I
therefore crave your presence and indulgence. —

IM.G.

Mrs. Marteen was dressing for the street; her hands were gloved, her
sable muff swung from a gem-studded chain, her veil was nicely
adjusted; yet she hesitated, her eyes upon a busy silver clock that
already marked the appointed hour. The room was large, wainscoted
in dark paneling; a capacious fireplace jutted far out, and was made
further conspicuous by two settees of worm-eaten oak. The chairs
that backed along the walls were of stalwart pattern. A collection of
English silver tankards was the chief decoration, save straight
hangings of Cordova leather at the windows, and a Spanish
embroidery, tarnished with age, that swung beside the door. Hardly
a woman’s room, and yet feminine in its minor touches; the
gallooned red velvet cushions of the Venetian armchair; the violets
that from every available place shed their fresh perfume on the quiet
air, a summer window box crowded with hyacinths, the wicker
basket, home of a languishing Pekinese spaniel, tucked under one
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corner of the table. Mrs. Marteen continued to hesitate, and the
hands of the clock to travel relentlessly.

Suddenly drawing herself erect, she walked with no uncertain tread
to the right-hand wall of the mantel and pushed back a double panel
of the wainscoting, revealing the muzzle of a steel safe let into the
masonry of the wall. A few deft twirls opened the combination, and
the metal door swung outward. Within the recess the pigeonholes
were crammed with papers and morocco jewel cases. Pressing a
secret spring, a second door jarred open in the left inner wall. From
this receptacle she withdrew several packets of letters and a set of
plates with their accompanying prints. Over them all she slipped a
heavy rubber band, laid them aside and closed the hiding place with
methodical care. The compromising documents disappeared within
the warm hollow of her muff, and with a last glance around, Mrs.
Marteen unlocked the door and descended to the street, where her
walnut-brown limousine awaited her. Her face, which had been
vivid with emotion, took on its accustomed mask of cold perfection,
and when she was ushered into the anxiously awaiting presence of
Marcus Gard, she was the same perfectly poised machine, wound up
to execute a certain series of acts, that she had been on the occasion
of her former visit. Of their friendly acquaintance of the last ten days
there was no trace. They were two men of business met to consult
upon a matter of money. The host was thoroughly disappointed. For
ten days he had lost no opportunity of following up both Dorothy
and her mother. Dorothy had responded with frank-hearted liking;
Mrs. Marteen had suffered herself to be interested.

“How’s my débutante?” he asked cordially, as Mrs. Marteen entered.

“She’s very well, thank you,” the marble personage replied. “I came
in answer to your note.”

“Rather late,” he complained. “I've been waiting for you anxiously,
most anxiously —but now you're here, I'm ready to forgive. Do you
know, this is the first opportunity I have had, since you honored me
before, of having one word in private with you?”

She ignored his remark. “I have brought the correspondence of
which I spoke.”
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“I never doubted it, my dear lady. But before we proceed to
conclude this little deal I want to ask you a question or two. Surely
you will not let me languish of curiosity. I want to know —tell me—
how did you ever hit upon this plan of yours?”

She unbent from her rigid attitude and answered, almost as if the
words were drawn from her against her will: “After Martin, my
husband died —I—I found myself poor, quite to my astonishment,
and with Dorothy to support. Among his effects—" She paused and
turned scarlet; she was angry at herself for answering, angry at him
for daring to question her thus intimately.

“You found —" prompted Gard.

“Well—" she hesitated, and then continued boldly —"some letters
from—never mind whom. They showed me that my husband had
been most cruelly robbed and mistreated; men had traded upon his
honor, and had ruined him. Then and there I saw my way. This
man—these men—had political aspirations. Their plans were
maturing. I waited. Then I “‘wondered if they would care to have the
matter in their opponents’” hands.” The swindle would be good
newspaper matter. They replied that they would ‘mind very much.” I
succeeded in getting back something of what Martin had been
cheated out of —”

He beamed approval. “And mighty clever and plucky of you. And
then?”

This time the delayed explosion of her anger came. “How dare you
question me? How dare you pry into my life?”

“You dared to pry into mine, remember,” he snapped.

“For a definite and established purpose,” she retorted; “and let us
proceed, if you will.”

Gard shifted his bulk and grasped the arms of his chair.

“As you please. You deposited with me the sum of twenty-five
thousand dollars. I personally took charge of that account, and
invested it for you. The steps of these transactions I will ask you to
follow.”
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“Is it necessary?”

“It is. Also that now you set before me the—autographs, together
with their reproductions of every kind, on this table, and permit me
to verify the collection by the list supplied by my lawyers.”

She frowned, and taking the packet from its resting place, unslipped
the band and spread out its contents.

“They are all there,” she said slowly, and there was hurt pride in her
voice.

Without stopping to consult either the memoranda or the letters, he
swept the whole together, and, striding to the fireplace, consigned
them to the flames.

“The plates!” she gasped, rising and following him. “They must be
destroyed completely.”

He smiled at her grimly. “I'll take care of that. And now, if you will
come to the table, I will explain your account with my firm. I bought
L.U. & Y. for you at the opening, the day following our compact,
feeling sure we would get at least a five-point rise, and that would be
earning a bit of interest until I could put you in on a good move. I
had private information the following day in Forward Express stock.
I sold for you, and bought F.E. If you have followed that market you
will see what happened —a thirty-point rise. Then I drew out, cashed
up and clapped the whole thing into Union Short. I had to wait three
days for that, but when it came—there, look at the figures for
yourself. Your account with Morley & Gard stands you in one
hundred thousand dollars, and it will be more if you don’t disturb
the present investment for a few days.”

Mrs. Marteen’s eyes were wide.

“What are you doing this for?” she said calmly. “That wasn’t the
bargain. I'll not touch a penny more.”

“Why did I do it? Because I won’t have any question of blackmail
between us. Like the good friend that you are, you gave me
something which might otherwise have been to my hurt. On the
other hand, I invested your money for you wisely, honestly, sanely
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and with all the best of my experience and knowledge. It's clean
money there, Mrs. Marteen, and I'm ready to do as much again
whenever you need it. You say you won’t take it—why, it's yours.
You must. I want to be friends. I don’t want this thing lying between
us, crossing our thoughts. If I ask you impertinent questions, which I
undoubtedly shall, I want them to have the sanction of good will. I
want you to know that I feel nothing but kindness for you—nothing
but pleasure in your company.”

He paused, confounded by the blank wall of her apparent
indifference. Marcus Gard was accustomed to having his friendly
offices solicited. That his overtures should be rebuffed was
incredible. Moreover, he had looked for feminine softening, had
expected the moist eye and quivering lip as a matter of course; it
seemed the inevitable answer to that cue. It was not forthcoming.
Again the conviction of some great psychic loss disturbed him.

“My dear Mr. Gard,” the level, colorless voice was saying, “I fear we
are quite beside the subject, are we not? I am not requesting
anything. I am not putting myself under obligations to you; I trust
you understand.”

Had an explosion wrecked the building, without a doubt Marcus
Gard, the resourceful and energetic leader of men, would, without
an instant’s hesitation, have headed the fire brigade. Before this
moral bomb he remained silent, paralyzed, uncertain of himself and
of all the world. He could not adjust himself to that angle of the
situation. Mrs. Marteen somehow conveyed to his distracted senses
that blackmail was a mere detail of business, and “being under
obligations” a heinous crime. At that rate the number of criminals on
his list was legion, and certainly appeared unconscious of the
enormity of their offense. It dawned upon him that he, the Great
Man, was being “put in his place”; that his highly laudable desire for
righteousness was being treated as forward and rather ridiculous
posing. The buccaneer had outpointed him and taken the wind out
of his sails, which now flapped ignominiously. The pause due to his
mental rudderlessness continued till Mrs. Marteen herself broke the
silence.

“You appear to consider my attitude an inexplicable one. It is merely
unexpected. I feel sure that when you have considered the matter
you will see, as I do, that business affairs must be free from any
hint—of —shall we say, favoritisms?”
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Gard found his voice, his temper and his curiosity at the same
instant.

“No, hang it, I don’t see!”
She looked at him with tolerance, as a mother upon an excited child.

“I have specified a certain sum as the price of certain articles. You
accepted my terms. I do not ask you for a bonus. I do not ask you to
take it upon yourself to rehabilitate me in your own estimation. I
cannot accept this cheque, Mr. Gard, however I may appreciate your
generosity.” She pushed the yellow paper toward him.

The action angered him. “If,” he roared, “you had obtained these by
any mere chance, I might see your position. But according to your
own account you obtained them by elaborate fraud, feeling sure of
their eventual value; and yet you sit up and say you don’t care to be
reinstated in my regard —just as if money could do that—you—"

She interrupted him. “Then why this?” and she held out the
statement. He was silent. “I repeat,” she said, “I will not be under
obligations to you or to anyone.” She rose with finality, picked up
the statement and cheque, crossed to the fire and dropped both the
papers on the blazing logs. “If you will have the kindness to send me
the purchase money, plus the sum I consigned to your keeping—as a
blind to others, not to ourselves—I shall be very much indebted to

”

you.

Gard watched her with varying emotions. “Well,” he said slowly,
“that money belongs to you. I made it for you and you're going to
have it. In the meantime, as you may require the “purchase money,’
as you call it, to settle bills for soda water and gardenias, I'll make
you out another cheque; the remainder will stay with the firm on
deposit for you—whether you wish it or not. This is one time when
I'm not to be dictated to—no, nor blackmailed.” He spoke roughly
and glanced at her quickly. Not an eyelash quivered. His voice
changed. “I wish I understood you,” he grumbled. “I wish I did. But
perhaps that would, after all, be a great pity. You're an extraordinary
woman, Mrs. Marteen. You've ‘got me going,’ as the college boys
say—but I like you, hanged if I don’t. And I repeat, at the risk of
having you sneer at me again, I meant every word I said, and I still
mean it; and I'm sorry you don’t see it that way.”
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Her smile glorified her face.

“Please don’t think I reject your proffered friendship,” she said,
extending her hand.

He would have taken it in both of his, but something in her manner
warned him to meet it with the straight, firm grasp of manly
assurance.

“Au revoir, mon ami.” She nodded and was gone.

For several moments he stood by the door that had closed after her.
Then he chuckled, frowned, chuckled again and sat down once more
before his work table.
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v

The salons of Mrs. Marteen’s elaborate apartment were gay with
flowers and palms, sweet with perfumes and throbbing with music.
Dorothy, an airy, dazzling figure in white, her face radiant with
innocent excitement, stood by her mother, whose marble beauty had
warmed with happiness as Galatea may have thrilled to life.
Everyone who was anybody crowded the rooms, laughing,
gossiping, congratulating, nibbling at dainties and sipping
beverages. The throng ebbed, renewed, passed from room to room,
to return again for a final look at the lovely débutante and a final
word with her no less attractive mother. A dozen distinguished men,
both young and old, sought to ingratiate themselves, but Dorothy’s
joyous heart beat only for the day itself—her coming out, the
launching of her little ship upon the bright waters frequented by
Sirens, Argonauts and other delightful and adventurous people
hitherto but shadow fictions. It was as exciting and wonderful as
Christmas. She had been showered with presents, buried in roses.
Everyone was filled with friendly thoughts of which she was the
center. There was no envy, hatred or malice in all the world.

Marcus Gard advanced into the drawing room, the sound of his
name, announced at the door, causing sudden and free passage to
the center of attraction. He beamed upon Mrs. Marteen with real
pleasure in her stately loveliness, and turned to Dorothy, who, her
face alight with greeting, came frankly toward him. From the
moment of their first meeting there had been instant understanding
and liking. Gard took her outstretched hands with an almost fatherly
thrill.

“You are undoubtedly a pleasing sight, Miss Marteen,” he smiled;
“and a long life and a merry one to you. Your daughter does you
credit, dear lady,” he added, turning to his hostess.

Dorothy, bubbling over with enthusiasm, claimed his hand again. “It
was so sweet of you to send me that necklace in those wonderful
flowers. See—I'm wearing it.” She fondled a slender seed pearl rope
at her throat. “Mother told me it was far too beautiful and I must
send it back. But I was most undutiful. I said I wouldn't—just
wouldn’t. I know you picked it out for me yourself—now, didn’t
you?” He nodded somewhat whimsically. “There! I told mother so;
and it would be rude, most rude, not to accept it—wouldn’t it?”
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He laughed gruffly. “It certainly would —and, really, you know your
mother has a mania for refusing things. Why, I owe her—never
mind, I won't tell you now—but I would have felt very much hurt,
Miss Debutante, if you’d thrown back my little present. I'm sure I
selected something quite modest and inconspicuous.... Dear me, I'm
blocking the whole doorway. Pardon me.”

He stepped back, nodding here and there to an acquaintance. Finally
catching sight of his sister in the dining room, he joined her, and
stood for a moment gazing at the commonplace comedy of
presentations.

Miss Gard yawned. “My dear Marcus, who ever heard of you
attending a tea? Really, I didn’t know you knew these people so
well.”

Gard was glad of this opportunity. His sister had a praiseworthy
manner of distributing his slightest word—of which he not
infrequently took advantage.

“Well, you see, 1 was indebted to Marteen for a number of
kindnesses in the early days, though we’d rather drifted apart before
he died —had some slight business differences, in fact. But I'd like to
do all I can for his widow and that really sweet child of theirs. I have
a small nest egg in trust for her—some investments I advised Mrs.
Marteen to make. Who is that chap who's so devoted?” he asked
suddenly, switching the subject, as his quick eye noted the change of
Dorothy’s expression under the admiring glances of a tall young
man of athletic proportions, whose face seemed strangely familiar.

Miss Gard lorgnetted. “That? Oh, that's only Teddy Mahr, Victor
Mahr’s son. He was a famous ‘whaleback’—1I think that’s what they
call it—on the Yale football team. They say that he’s the one thing,
besides himself, that the old cormorant really cares about.”

Marcus Gard stiffened, and his jaw protruded with a peculiar
bunching of the cheek muscles, characteristic of him in his moments
of irritation. He looked again at Dorothy, absorbed in the
conversation of the “whaleback” from Yale, recognized the visitor at
the Denning box, and, with an untranslatable grunt, abruptly took
his departure, leaving his sister to wonder over the strangeness of
his actions.
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Once out of the house, his anger blazed freely, and his chauffeur
received a lecture on the driving and care of machines that was as
undeserved as it was vigorous and emphatic.

Moved by a strange mingling of anger, curiosity and jealousy, Gard’s
first act on entering his library was to telephone to a well known
detective agency—no surprising thing on his part, for not
infrequently he made use of their services to obtain sundry details as
to the movements of his opponents, and when, as often happened,
cranks threatened the thorny path of wealth and prominence, he had
found protection with the plain clothes men.

“Jordan,” he growled over the wire, “I want Brencherly up here right
away. Is he there?....All right. I want some information he may be
able to give me offhand. If not—well, send him now.”

He hung up the receiver and paced the room, his eyes on the rug, his
hands behind his back, disgusted and angry with his own anger and
disgust.

Half an hour had passed, when a young man of dapper appearance

was ushered in. Gard looked up, frowning, into the mild blue eyes of
the detective.

“Hello, Brencherly. Know Victor Mahr?”
“Yes,” said the youth.
“Tell me about him,” snapped Gard. “Sit down.”

Brencherly sat. “Well, he’s the head of the lumber people. Rated at
six millions. Got one son, named Theodore; went to Yale. Wife was
Mary Theobald, of Cincinnati—"

Gard interrupted. “I don’t want the ‘who’s who,” Brencherly, or I
wouldn’t have sent for you. I want to know the worst about him. Cut
loose.”

“Well, his deals haven’t been square, you know. He’s had two or
three nasty suits against him; he’s got more enemies than you can
shake a stick at. His confidential lawyer is Twickenbaur, the biggest

25



Out of the Ashes

scoundrel unhung. Of course nobody knows that; Twickenbaur’s
reputation is too bad —Mahr goes to your lawyers, apparently.”

“There isn’t any blackmail in any of that,” the older man snarled.

“Oh!” cried the youth, his blue eyes lighting. “Oh, it’s blackmail you
want! Well, the only thing that looks that way is a story that nobody
has been able to substantiate. We heard it as we hear lots of things
that don’t get out; but there was a yarn that Mahr was a bigamist;
that his first wife was living when he married Miss Theobald. She
died when the boy was born, and in that case she was never his legal
wife, and of course now never can be. The other woman’s dead, too,
they say; but who's to prove it? That would be a fine tale for the coin,
if anyone had the goods to show.”

“I suppose the office looked that up when they got it, didn’t they?
Good for the coin, eh? What did you find?”

1

The informant actually blushed. “You aren’t accusing us, Mr. Gard

“Accusing nothing. I know a few things, Brencherly, remember.
Baker Allen told me your office held him up good and plenty to turn
in a different report when his wife employed you, and you ‘got the
goods on him.” Now, don’t give me any bluff. I want facts, and I pay
you for them, don’t I? Well, when you got that story, you looked it
up hard, didn’t you?”

Brencherly, thoroughly cowed, nodded assent. “But we couldn’t get
a line on it anywhere. If there were any proofs, somebody else had
them—that’s all.”

“U'm!” said Marcus, and sat a moment silent. When he spoke again
it was with an apparent frankness that would have deceived the
devil himself. “See here, I'll tell you my reason for all this, so
perhaps you can answer more intelligently. Martin Marteen was a
friend of mine, and I'm interested in his little daughter, who has just
come out. Theodore Mahr is attentive to her, and I'm not keen about
it, and what you tell me about his father doesn’t make me any
happier. What sort of a woman is Mrs. Marteen—from your point of
view? Of course I know her well socially, but what’s her rating with
you?”
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“Ai, sir,” Brencherly answered promptly. “Exceptionally fine
woman—very intelligent. I should say that, with a word from you,
she ought to be able to handle the situation, and any girl living. But
the boy’s all right, Mr. Gard, even if Mahr isn’t. And after all, there
may not be a word of truth in that romance I spun to you. We
couldn’t land a thing. What made us think there might be something
in it was that we got it second hand from an old servant of Mahr’s.
He told the man that told us; but the old boy’s gone, too.”

Gard rose from his chair and resumed his pacing. Brencherly
remained seated, patiently waiting. Presently Gard turned on him.

“That’ll do, Brencherly. You may go; and don’t let me catch you
tipping Mahr off that I've been having you rate him, do you
understand?”

The detective sprang to his feet with alacrity. “Oh, no, Mr. Gard —
never a word. You know, sir, you're one of our very best clients.”

Left alone, Gard sat down wearily, ran his hands through his hair,
then held his throbbing temples between his clenched (fists.
Somehow, on his slender evidence, that was no evidence in fact, he
was convinced of the truth of Mahr’s perfidy; convinced that the
lady rated Al by the keenest detective bureau in the country had
obtained the proofs of guilt and used them with the same perfect
business sagacity she had used in his own case. It sickened him.
Somehow he could forgive her handling such a case as his. It was
purely commercial; but this other was uglier stuff. His soul rebelled.
He would not have it so; he would not believe—and yet he was
convinced against his own logic. He had tried to cheat the arithmetic
when he had tried to make her extortion money an honestly made
acquisition. And she had refused to be a party to the flimsy self-
deception.

Mrs. Marteen was a blackmailer, an extortioner —that was the truth,
the truth that he would not let himself recognize. Her depredations
probably had much wider scope than he guessed. He must save her
from herself; he must somehow reach the submerged personality
and awaken it to the hideousness of that other, the soulless, heartless
automaton that schemed and executed crimes with mechanical
exactitude. He took a long breath of determination, and again
grinned at the farce he was playing for his own benefit. Through
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repetition he was beginning to believe in the fiction of his former
intimacy with Marteen. True, he had known him slightly, had once
or twice snatched a hasty luncheon in his company at one of his
clubs; but far from liking each other, the two men had been
fundamentally antagonistic. Neither was Dorothy an excuse for his
peculiar state of mind. He was drawn to her with strong protective
yearning. Her childlike beauty pleased him. He wished she were his
daughter, or a little sister to pet and spoil. But it was not for her sake
that he savagely longed to make the mother into something different,
“remolded nearer to his heart’s desire.” Was it the woman herself, or
her enigmatic dual personality that held him? He wished he knew.
He found his mind divided, his emotions many and at cross
purposes. His keen, almost clairvoyant intuition was at fault for
once. It sent no sure signal through the fog of his troubled heart.

How would it all end? Ah, how would it end? He sensed the
situation as one of climax. It could not quietly dissolve itself and be
absorbed in the sea of time and forgotten commonplace.

As an outlet for his mental discomfort, his restless spirit busied itself
in hating Victor Mahr. He had always disliked the man; now he
malignantly resented his very existence; Mahr became the
personification of the thing he most wished to forget—the
victimizing power of the woman who had enthralled him. Gard had
met the one element he could not control or change—the past; and
his conquering soul raged at its own impotence.

“There shall be no more of this!” he said aloud. “She sha'n’t again.
rn—~

“I'll what?” the demon in his brain jeered at him. “What will you do?
She will not ‘be under obligations.” Perhaps, even, she likes her
strange profession; perhaps she finds the delight of battle, that you
know so well, in pitting her wits against the brains of the mighty;
perhaps she has a cynic soul that finds a savage joy in running down
the faults of the seemingly faultless—running them to earth and
taking her profit therefrom. Who are you, Marcus Gard, to cavil at
the lust of conquest—to sneer at the controlling of destinies?”

“I won’t be beaten,” declared his ego, “even if I have no weapon. I'll
search till I find the way to the citadel, and if there is none open, I'll
smash one through!”
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“Mrs. Martin Marteen requests the pleasure of Mr. Marcus Gard’s
company at dinner” —the usual engraved invitation, with below a
girlish scrawl: “You'll come, won't you? It's my very last dinner
before we go South.—D.”

He took a stubby quill, which, for some occult