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BOOK ONE
THE STRINGS



GOLD SHOD

CHATTER I

OWARD the elose of a cocl afternoon of March, a
travel-stained top-buggy drawn by a smartly step-
ping black mare, rolled with an air of impertance into
the outskirts of Elyria, Ohio. The driver was a man of
about fifty, and there were pinches of gray in his pointed
brown beard and moustache, On the seat beside him was
a black leather valise containing his obstetrical instru-
ments and medicines.  An air of melancholy brooded
over his strong features: he nodded gravely in reply
to the grectings of several passers-by; the whole town
knew Dr. Anton Glinden,

The cuuntr}' doctor listened vaguely to the drumming
of the mare’s hoof-beats, cushioned by the damp road.
He gazed moodily at the streaks of soiled snow that lay
alongside the rond, sullen souvenirs of the Ohic winter,
He scanned the hickories and beech-trees in vain for signs
of spring. His glance nscended to the slate-hued clouds
that erossed the path of the sun and gave the skies the
appearance of tarmshed silver,

A stream of somber musing bore him back over the life
he had lived. He thought of his harsh boyhood on a
Pennsylvania farm, with the ignorant peasant unele whe
had brought him up, and the nest of ill-remembered
aunts., He clenched a mental hand and shook a mental
fist at the memory of those dead. The farm from which
he had just come and something about the sordid child-
birth which he had attended lugged these disturbing mem-
ories nearcr.

As he drove past Elvria’s familiar opera house, hotel,
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