.

THE OMAHA DAILY

BER: SUNDAY, JANUARY 31,

1897,

ﬁ'

)

Harr.)
Continunl

(Copyright, 1578, by Rohert

CHAPTER XIX

“You gee, you are ih Dohemin,” crled Bar-
ney, boaming Joybusiy on his many gue yta, |
“and the delight of Bohemin Ja unconvehn |
tonallty 1 daneed aftor tho theater (il
daviieht this morning, atd T am as reads
ever tn hegin again fhall wo not luneh
becanse we linve hroakfant and  hecause
wit ding &t 77 Nob ¢ 1 am rondy for a
dance any time of the night or thay. Now, |
Mr, Musivian, strike up. 'On with the
danve, let Joy by uticobfined,” &8 the pool
B ye’

Langly could not have played out of |
time or tune If he treled, The plano, as Dar-
ney had teuly eald, was o aplendid Instru-
ment., and when the gay waltz muale flled
the large room each ecouple began to fleat
Hehily over the polished floor, The musicitn
played on and on, mechanleally yot bril-

lantly, and in the pauges between the dances
more than one of the gurests spoke to thelr
Host of the musie's escollence

“Oh, yes wald Barney, with a Jaunty
wive of the hand, "he's one of my Iriends.
The man's a genlu=, don't you Kuow, and ls
In music what I am mysell in painting.'

“‘Harney, you alwava lay It on too thick,"
gald one of the young men. “'You'll turn the

pinnlat’s head with flattory §if he Knows youo
consilor himm as clever as vourdelf."
“Perhaps you Imagine 'tn tao denge (o
see througl thal remark,' sald Burney, with
the condeecenglon of trite genius 1 know
your sneering ways, but lét me tell you
what | mehnt was that both the musiclan
and myself are unrecopgnized by the mob
of commonplace pdople of whiin you
g9 distipgnlahed a represenmtative” ("1
mutter mysell 1T had him there,” whispered

Bartiey aslide to the lady on his right.) “Yes,
my boy, the doy will come whon you will
bo proud to say vou were Invited to thoso
roceptiong, whioh T intend to mnke one of
Lintics features of Loudon society.'
hy, Barney,” protosted the young man,
“I'm proud of It nows I malke mynelf ob
jectionable in all my clubs by econtinuall
brageing that yvou smile upon me. 1 elaim
that you are in art what the Universal Pro-
vider Is In commoree’”

“Po get him to play something while we
are rosting,” murmured the lady, thus pour-
ing oll on the (roubled waters.

Langly sat at the plngo, a digeconnolate
flgure, paying no attention to the hum of
conversation all arbung him. His thoughts
were far pway, in the sualid room where
the dead givl layv., Barnay bustled up to
hWim, and the musician eame to himeself with
a start on being spoken to

“Here are severs! Hunzavian mazurkos-
wolrd thingz—you'll like ‘em. Just polish off
o few for us while we have some teia, will
you? They are all complimenting wour
playing—they're people to Know a  good
Wing when they hear it Won't yonn have
some refreshment yourself before you be-
gin?"

Langly shook hiz head and began playing
the Hunparisn musle. © Barney st down
again beslde the lady, smiling with satis-
faction at being able to pose ns the patron

of so accompiished a mueician. The Indy
leaned her ehin on her hand and listened
Intently.

“How marvelously ke does those mazur-

kan' she whispered softly, "“He brings out
that diabolleal toneh which seems to he In
muech of the Polish and Hungaripn musle.”

“Yea," pesented Barney cordially, *“he
does play like the devil, yet he Iz an or-
ganlet in a church. Ah, well, I suppose
Reelzebub Iooks after our music as he does
our morals.*

“Mag he composed anything?"

“Who? Satan?”

“No, no. You know very well I'm speak-
Ing of the organlst.”

“Composed, Well, rather. He's an
unrecopnlzed genlus, but I'm golng to look
after his recognition. I'm golng to bring
out pome of his works, If he'll let me, He's
A very modest man, and——-"*"

“Another likeness to yourself.!

“xactly. exactly. I'm  always pushing
otlhier pesple forward and neglecting my own
intercats; atill, ' arvlve some of these days
und astonish you all, don’t you know. You
oyr &2t dossn't vroduce men of genlus
ke that organlst, The 'upper ten neyver pro-
dueed n Shelkespare. ™

1 thought it qaid,
Shakespeare?'”

“No, ho didn't. T've Tooked up that quos-
tion, bur thers’s nothing In It, den't you
Lknow, No, tho really great men com= from
tho common peopl The world daesn’t know

R,

DIidn’t Lord Baeon write

where o/ look for them, tat 1 do, and I find | . walking: I hope I know my duty toward

I go for my
but  for

‘om just as 1 found this man
sevlely Lo the atistoerapcy,
genluses to 1 demoeracy.'”
SRt it soelnty does nol produce great
nien, how do you lope to becoms the greatest

of palntera?”
AL, painting’'s
Knnw It hy
T i-;un?' 1
e 1
-1\1 '
O BD BAD TASTE, IF YOU ASK ME." I
art. Leonardo and al of those chaps were
great sawells. Rubons—or was It Titlan?—

ona of them, anyhow, went as ambassador to
tho court of Spaln in great pomp, Painters
Lave always been the compunions of kKings.
Blut, I way, 1ot ud have another danee
Onee more the droaniy waltz music mingled
with the swish-awiah of slllen skirts, sibil-
ant on the pollahcd floor. Langly nearly al-
ways lost  himself in whatever musle be
plased, but new it merely dulled his sorrow,
and an undertone of doep grief lay beneath

the frivolowa harmony that  rippled no
amaothly and sweetly from the plano—an un-
dertone hoard by none save himself. Merry

laughter, and pow and then a whlapered
plirase as the dancers awupg close to where
be ent, foll on his uvhecding car, and he
wished bls task were dooe, so that he wight
fage apain the long walk lylng before him,
Ile ehlded himself as being ungrateful, when
K sevmod hard that at this thime he should bo
ealled upon to minister Lo the amusement of
8 plessure-loving party; for he remembered
that the Hebrew had tolled sgeven years un-
complalningly for the women he loved; so
why should he grudge an aftervoon, when the
object was practically the same, although
hope cheered the longer tesk, and despair
clouded the shorter, Each In his way la-
bored for his love, Hving and dead

The beavy hand of Barney came down bolg- !

tevously on the thiuly clad shoulder of the
player, and partinlly aroused bhim frowm his
bitier reverie

Firet rate, my boy, Amst rate! You've
done pobly, aud every one s dellghted—
sharmed!—they are indeed, 1 assire you.
Now they're saying good-by, 80 give us &
sousiog warch for the farewell—avything you
Uke-spmething of your own woull be just
e thing; you kuow what I mean--a march

BY ROBERT BARR. .

The Story of a Labor Unlon. A Tale of Prasent Day Problems, With Fpisodes from Real 1Te.

IW

|

with a sugeestion of remgret In Jt—asorry
they're gning, don't you know."

Baruey hurrled back o him goests, shak |
Ing hands, asking them o come dgain, gnd !
recelving gushing thanka for n most agree
able afterboosn. Buddenly there kinclled forth
on the murmur of farewell the solemn notos
of the “Foneral Mateh,"” Mke the moeasured
toll of & paosing bell.  The metatlie clangor
lof the Instrumoent gave a vibrant threill to
the somber music, which was lackitg In the
smpoth, rovnd tones of the i Lamiils )
played 1ke a man entranced, his head thrawn
hank, his pale face turnéd upward, looking |
an If Hfe had left it An Instentancouas ehill-
itg hvsh fell upon the a¥scmblage, a8 If o
dn ley wind had swept through the roo |
ftecxing into silence the aplmutod stroam |
of conversitlon. Some shivered where thoy |
atoodl, and one glrl, clasping her closk at |
her thront, paueed and sald, hall hysteri-

cally:
“If this Is a Joko, Mr
den't lee. 10
“Cursad bad taxte, I you ask me,”” mut

|
may 1 |

i

tered one man, hurrylng away. ’

Hope, 1T must

“Oh, 1 say, oried Barney, as much
ghocked as anyl one at the Inapportune hel-
dent, and steiding toward the perfor
L8 soon hs hls wite came to him, “we dida't

mention Il You ean mmke thia rellow drive
yott around for four hours, U you want to,
He'd take you to Brighton In that time, so
1 wuppose he'll land von anywhers In Lot
don M aliort order. Well, good:-bye, my dear
fellow, and 1 thank you ever so mich for
your excuisite muoske,"

CHAPTER XX.

Aftor the burial of his daughter Praont
gat in his lonely room and pondered Bitterly

upon the fallare his Hfe had been ever since |
And Incessant |

he could temembér.  Hard
toll he 414 not compliain of ; that was his lot,
and It had been the 1ot of hin fathers, Ho
wan able to work and willing; the wark was
thera walting to be done; wyet, through tho
tollon of men over whom he bad not the
ellightest control he was doomed to ldlEness
and gtarvation until the capriclons minds of
others changed, and the sigoal was given to

mw up the tools that had hien so heedlessly
iroppml

“AN' not stand 1t he erled aload, bring
Ing his Nst down on the cmply table,

Nut after these momentary Nashes of de-
terminnti the depression habltual ta him

sottlod down with loerewsed densily upon hia
mind, and, reallzing how helplees ho was, he
buried his faoe in his hands and groaned: in

hopoless despair. 1t {s dificaly Tor n stary.
ing man to he by for long. What oould he
do? Lhaolutely nothing He might drop

dead from exhaigtlon before he got a chanee

o eidrn a meal, theugh he tramped the huge
| elty sasarching for work, The trade he Know
was alrendy overcrowded ‘with thous da ol
men cager for the pl e had bBeen come
pelled Lo abandonb. Even the street orosss
Ingn wors owned by ipoverizlivd wielches
who sarned what living they got by swep-
ing them. If he were prosented with a
cronning he had not the money to buy a
broam, Gibbons, fool though he might be,
spoke the truth when hoe anbil & woi g
minn was bhut a cog in a la whepl: the

wheel might gel & new cog, of a new ael of
cogs, but the cog separated from the wheel
wns as useless ag a bit of old lron.

Langly stole eoftly In upon his stricken

want a dirge, don’t you Know.”

The Jady who had apolten in praise of
Langly’s music Inld a detaining hand on Oar.
arm
“Hush,"

neyV's
she eald gently, the glimmer of
tears in her eyea, “don’t stop him. Listen
Iat man ls ipspired. 1 pever heard Chaopin |
played like that bhefore,'

“Oh, ite Chiopin, 18 it?”" murmured Barney,
apologetically, as (f. had he koown [t, he |
would not have interferad,

The throng dissolved rapldly, with the
unwelcome chords ringing in thelr cars,
leaving Barney and his guest standing there
alone, Langly, on finlshing the marel, sat
where he was, his leng arms drooping by
his side,

“Wouldn't you
nskod Barney.

“*No, not now.'

The lady stole softly out, Barney following
lier to the landing at the head of the stairs.

“Please don't {ose sight of him,” she sald,
giving Darney her hand. "I want you to
ask him here again, angd let me invite the
guests.””

S do 1, eald Darney, enthusiastically.
“Phat will be awfally jolly.”

“No, It won't be jolly, Mr. Hope, bhut we'll
hear some enchanting music.  Good-b)

Barney re-entered the room, and found
Langly stonding bezide the piano llke a man

like to speak to him?"

awakened from n dream, apparently 'FIUTI
auite knowing where be wns

“You must have something to drink,' |
erled Barnoy, condially. “Yonu look fapged

i never hearidl Chopln
I tell you, oy boy,
don't

out, and no wonder,
50 well rendered before, i
you get nll out of o plano that's in it

I

my I

a different thing, don't you | a6 for four houts,
always buesn Lhe gentleman’s | goor ti1l his fare comes, and
: | In some whisky and soda.

!1I.l||rl-l."

| & pauper

you know. Now, will you have whisky or
hrandy ?™
Langly thanked him, but refused either
heverare., He had a long waolk before him
and wasg anxloug to get away, he sald,
“Walk! erled Darney. “Nonwensce, Why

shiould vou walk and thus Insult every scll-
reapecting cabby you aneet? I'll soe about

the bansom industry.”

Barney touched an electric bell, and when
his man appeared, said to him:

“luat @aend Buttons to the King's road for
a hansom. When it comes give the caliby
ten shillings apd tell kim he belongs Lo bla
A=k hlin to wailt at the
meanwhile bring
Now, Mr
ist—1 always [forget names—ah,
here It s on the card, of couvse,

Org

evaer composed any :

thougit 0. Ever pull 1 thousght
nut, Well, my boy, 1y all
that. You're too modest; that.
Now, modesty doecsn’l pay London. I
know, becavse 1 sulfer [rom it myself |
Heavena! I 1 only had the clhieck of gome |

men, I would be the most famous painter in |
Europe, If you bring a few of your com- |
pisitions to me, I'll get a publisher for yon
Wil you promise? Noneense. Not worthy?
Rosh! Compared with the great composera? |
My dear fellow, the great comnosers were all
vory well In thelr way, T'voe no doubt, but
they were once poor devils Hke yoil. Hoeaude |
Raphnel palnted, & that any reason why |
should not Improve on im? Not a bit of It
You and 1 will be old masters in painting |
anid musie gome few cenluries hence—you |
Just walt and aee, The great polnt s to
reallze  that you're an olil master while
you're young and can do something, It
you don't recognize the fact yourself, you
may be Jolly well gure no one clse will—at |
least, not In time to do yuu any good here
below. 1do have some whlsky: IU's cheering |
and comforting,” as the advertisomente say, |
Well, here's to you,” |

“I came o oo you, Mr, Hope," stammerod |
Langloy difidently, “because Marsten—one of |
your father's employes—told me Lie thought |
you might—that you were good encugh to
help onee—"*

“Oh, yes, I rememhber Marelen., e was
hei'e about some fellow knocking down a
few policemen, Well—has he kuocked down
60tue more?"”

“No, but he (s in great trouble, Mr. Hope."

“Such a man Is sure to be, How much i
the fine?"

“His only daughter dlad yesterday,”

“Oh, I'm very sorry to hear It—very sorry,

“Me buas no money, and none of the men
have any. Hraunt would ask no one for help,
but 1 know that he fears there will have to
b a— He doesn't want her to be buricd as
and 1 thought—""

““UM course, of course. 1 see it all

I never |

| conld understind the feeling of the poor ou

that subject. They scem to like a Hne fu-
neral, as f that mattered, 1 confess that If
you give me good company while ' alive,
you may do what you please with me with
F'm dead, 1 would just as aoon leo bealde
A pauper ax a prince, but 1 profer the prince

when I'm above ground, Now, how much
will be nesded? Of course, you don't know;
no more do I, Let us say {16: {f more fs

wanted, just telegraph we and 1'Nl send It
by messenger ot once, don't you know. No,
you musto’t think of sending any of It back,
Use the surplus, if there io a surplus, for
oo charlty or another, But you must
vome back youreel! and we'll have a talk
eh muele. Drop'in any tme—there's na oeres
mwony here, And just write your address on
this card, so that | may communicate with
you. 1 promised w lady to have you here
some day to play for & few friends. You
won't disappelot me, will you? Thonks,
Fm ever a0 much obliged.”

“The hansom Is here, slr,” sald the man,

eutering.
“All right. T'1 just ges you luto your cab,
Mr—er—Langly. Ne wtouble at all; don't

AN GOIN' MADY

'1low could the money be his?
| taznod the coins?

{geat qt?
f white aplotches
¢ hitehing round his

| wis golug on

friend, cloging the door stealthily after him,
with the bearing of a man about to commit a
erlme and certoin of belng caught. Draunt

! give him no greeting, but glowered upon him

from under hitg frowning, shagey eyvebirows.
“Uhore Is aome money here that you are to
take," wald the organist, thmldly, placing &
heap of colus on the table
Braunt, with an anzry gesture, swept away
the pile, and the sitver jingled on the floor.

“AW' have pone o thy motey, as Ah've
told ‘eo before!" he roared. “Ah can earn ma
money, it Al boot get th' chane

no word of remonstrance,
patlently collected every scat-

Langly, with
gtooped and
tered plecoe.

“1t is not my money,™ he sald, on riaing.
“1t was sent to yvou, and s for you and for
no one else, It Hongs to you: 1 have no
right to K, and tbs very money you yoursell
have earned. 1 don't know who has a better
clalm on 11."”

Again placing the silver and gold on the
tablir Langly tiptoed out of the room in somoe
hrste before Rraunt could collect his wits
and make reply.

The Yorkshireman, with eurlous Inconsist-

cuey, had aecepted  without gquestion the
money which had saved nlg child from a
pauper funeral, althougzh he must  have

known, had he reflected, that the expenscs
were pald by some one; vet charity which
did not come diveet pwakiened no resentment

« fi his turbulent nature, while the bald offer

of muney or food gent him lnstantly into a
tempest of anger,
He thought over (he organist's words
How had e
s slow brain gradually
aolved the problem, The money evidently
had come from Hope or Monkton, or perhapes
from €artwell. He cursed the three of them,
together and aeparate, and in Lis rage onece
more scattered the heap to the floor. The
eoing whirled hither and thither, at last spin-
ning to rest on the bare boards. Braunt
watched them as they lay there glittering
in the dim light, his mind ceasing to cogl-
tate gn the respectlye oulpability of em
ployvera aud employed for the state of things
under which he suffered. He had formerly
thought of Monkton and [tope ag purseproud
haughty capitalists until be saw thelr ering-
Ing, frightened demeanor when escorted out
af the works by the policemen, atd sinee
that time he had been endeavoring to re-
construct his Ideas concerning them. So,
after all, why should he refuse to  taks
money from them If one or the other had
He gazed at the coins on the flopr
and yellow points of light
chair the better to aee
them, He had heard that a man might be
hypnotized by gezing steadily on a sliver
plece held In the palm. As Hraunt watehed

the colpa Intevtly he  paased his  hand
awiltly across hiy brow, concentrating his
gaze by hall closing his eyes. He leaned
forward and downward. Surely they were
y moving, edglog closer to each other, the
larger heaps attracting the varlous atoms

of metal; as he remembered, with bewildered
briin, was the case with money all the
world over, which gave a pleusible cause
such as one has Ih dreams, for the colns

| ereepdng together, although what was left of
| g reason told him that It was all an allu-

w#lon, The sane and lnsane vectlons of his
mind struggled for mastery, while Braunt
leaned closer dnd cloker over the money,
sitting forward now on the very edge of his
chair, breathing hard, almost wholly ab-
¥orbed in the strange movement on the
flogr, and gradually leaing interest in the
mental conftict regarding the roality of
wihat hig stralned, unwinking eyes told him
nt hile feet, At last he
naticed that the heap was slowly, but lm-
pereaptibly sliding away from him. All
doubts about the genuineness of what he
eaw vauished. The money was rying to
escape, He sprang to bis feel and jumped
to the door, placing his back agalnst It

“0Oh, uo,” he shouted, "you'ré mioe, you're
mine,"

Crouching down, never taking his eyes
from the coins, he got upon his hands and
knees, erawling toward them craftily; then
paunced suddenly on the malo heap, while
the isolated pleces seuttled back to thelr
former position, pretending they had never
ahifted thelr places, He lwugbed sneeringly
it their futile attempt to decelve him,
poured the heap lnto his pocket, and cap-
tured each separate coln that remuined by
sprivging upon It. He searched the whole
roowm ke some snimal, noslog oto the
corners, crouchiog lower when he spied a
sllver or gold piece that had rolled far,

rehuekling when be selzed It und placed It

with the others. At last he rose to his
feet, slapping his pocket Joyously, and mak-
Ing the money jingle. Once erect, the hlood
rushed to his head, making him dizgy. He
slaggered and leaned against the wall, all
his hllarity leaving him, sod he covered
his eyes with his hands,

“Ah'm gooln' mad,” he whispered,
moost ha' summat (o eat—or drink."

Braunt stuggered through the doorway to
the passage snd down the etalr, out lnto the
open alr, which revived him and made him
feel the uip of hunger again, Onee on Light
street hie turned into the “Rose and Crown'
and asked for a mug of beor. The barmun
hoesltated. The credit of the strikers had
long sioce gone.

“1I'd ke to see Lthe color of your money,"
he sald grufy.

“Ab've uo money. Ah'Il pay thee next
week: ab'm goln' 10 put a stop Lo the strike
today."

He brought dawn his open palm agalnst

“Ab

|f-rr'_v. and sl atactled by the clink of eoins,

He thrus hls hand down Inte his poclet

l and pulled) out « some allver, gaging at It
stupldly 1] )

“Ma word,” hagasped at ) “A thought
Ah dreamit 11"

The barmh ' thughed, anhd reachsd for an
empty mug, ldreaping the beer pump handie,

“That dreami's good enough for the
‘Crown." ' ha pald,  ""Better have some bread
and cheese with 11"

“Yes. Beguick man.”

Standing there, Braunt afe and drank rav-
enously

"I ean get You a plate of cold mest,” sald
the lm.'m.'m.‘-.u clpg how hungry the man waa,
The other nidded, and the piate, with knife
and fork, was plpeed before him

“So the sbrike's off, Is 107" sald the man,

leaning his At on the bar.
“I1°11 be off when Ah goet there.”
“Well, it's unl a minute too aoon, r

trade’s anNerod,

“More than vour tralde hae suffored, worse
ok Do itt)le vori'll do for A man, unless
the money’s In ta poueh.’

“Oh, If It comes o that, nel*thise will niher
prapte We're not piving nitdoor rellef, any |
more than our pelghbors.”

Beaunt nte L food and dy 1k ils Do
bul made no riply I'hee Bharman = RATH [
was  comnerclally correct; nnoone eonlid
Justly find faull with . Money wan Lhoe
master Koy of the univer2e: it anlogke |

| 'll"""‘ ':\!"' i':l: L II 1t LK 100 i
came by It so tong aa he pald for wha
ordered, and the workman now found
wAs taking the plk al deupals
merely heetause he had money in ils poditet
He felt thist fiow he had 1Y dhntgn to
eopo with the striksrk, simply beoiise he
had fold while they were hungiey, e would
walt for no moeting, but would havansue (e
moen on the streef, those of them thai were
ne nbled In futile numbers around Ahe
olosed gaten, and most of them Were stire to

\

het there. 10 Gibbons apponed, e world sel-
tle the quesilon by prompriy and oonclosls oly
knooking him down-—an  argument oas:y
comprebanded by all onlookers,

Braant drew the back

of hla hand aorcas
Pis Hps when he had Anlehed Wis meal and
daparted for the works Ho found, as he
hied expected, the doespondent moa standing
ther:, with hando henelessly thruat deop in
L1 empty pocketd.  Thelr plpes e AB
smokeless a3 the tall chimneya of the fac-
tory, and that of =alf shownd that their

tlon was at lts lowast ohb ey were
ning with  stlgs=  indifference to a

1eir

s
st
and
A L]

| altercation godng on b ween Gibb
Marsten,
nat

na I the subipet
coneetss them,

re plaved  that
s, *Hut 1t

oard last
L4 1 » ]u"

might ha
Marsten orl
You can have no asnference with i
o re, 1tell vou thay hovoe left tho
try and won't return for a fortnight, and by
that time the works will be filled with new

m en Mon-

men.  The new men are ¢oming

i I doemund that the eommittes call a
ting now and (hat a vole be taken'
“Pon't mind him, men' eried Giubons

“io's In Sartwell'a pay

The men didn® ynd him and prid no at
temticin to Gihbons éither. What they wantsd
Wi momething to eat and drink, with to-
baceo to afterwarid. If Mnarsien waa
In Sary pay, thay wonld gladly have
changed plaocs with him. Braunt made hin
way rouglily through the crowd, ebowing
tho moen rodely astde. None resented s
all the fight hail gone out of them. Marsien

seemed on the poaint of attucking Gibkons
for the slagdarous remicrk mwade, vwhen lic
felt Brovotssdesvy hand on his al:auller,
“The :imi‘u past for mmcetings, lad" said
the big magg="ad for talk, too. The meot-
ing's: hered SRB 1/ JARH deal with It &rep
bothering willf that foel, and vinnd among
the crowd, l'i{u]y‘_m back me up If need he"
Marsten & ente did as requested, whils
Braunt strel lc:q.‘ss the open tpace, I spite
of the w;m'ﬂj:lg" of a policeman fo stand
hacic. A= UR . : 3
Few of reg were on the ground;
the .-mmm-ag? ﬁw there was lttle to fear
from cowad 1]_?{'-11&&1 mei,
“You'll ¢ {o gland back)'" wsald
officer, “‘or B tike you in ¢harge,”
YWl vodereY: erled Braunt truculenty,
rolllng up HEs sléeves ag he furned upon his
opponent, "PHeRE kowarn sou send for nelp,
You hayven't men ononeh have to take me in
charze. Ah've had a meal today."
After glaring for a moment Braunt turned
anke strodo unmolested to the closed gate.
The officer pald heed to the advice glven
him and vent for more men. He saw thers
wias to be trouble of some sort,
Braunt smote his hugze fist against the
panels and roarcd at the top of his volee:
“Open the gates,”
A slight Nutter of listless Interest geemed
to piass over the crewild, The man elbowed
thelr feet and

the

closer  together, vhuilling
sraning thelr neeks ferward, Those to the
g pressed towsrd the front, wondering

vhat was aboul to happen. The few police-
men 1ooked on without interfering, wailting
for reinforcoments. Rraunt beat with his
fiet apainst the mounding timbers, the rhyth-
mic thuds being the only break in the still-
ness except when he repeated his stentorian
ory’

“Open the gates
The porter at the small wicket, fearing an
attack, ran for Sartwell, and et the man-
ager coming down the staire
“I'm afraid there's golng to he ®anothe:
riot. sir,” sald the porter, breathlcssly

Sartwell did not npswer, but walked
quickly to the small gate, unbolted, it and
atepped  out,

“What do vou want?" he said,

vive want our work!" eried Braunt, “Open
the wutes!™

Sartwell's glance swept swiftly over the
men, who stood with jaws dropped, thel
gaunt faces and wolfish eves turned toward

the cloded barriers, The manager qulckly
comprehended that it was no time for dis-
cusalon or arranging of terms. What wes

noeded was action, sharp and prompt,  He
turned toward the trembling porter and sald
peremptorily:

“PThrow downd that bar.™

Whatever doubts the man may have had
about the dom of sueh an arder in the
fuce of the hesttle mob, he preferred to
brave probable dapger from the crowd rathe?
than the certain wrath of the maniger, and
oheyeid the command with hasi The heavy
gatea wore slowly pushed apen.

“Now, men, In with yvou," eried Tiraunt,
with a peythe-llke swing of his long arm.
““The man that holds back now-—ah, God,
Ah'll break his back,'”

Somo: pne stumbled forward, as if pushed
from behind; then it was as if an invisible
rope, holdiog the crowd back, had suddenly
broken., The men poured through the open
gatewny In a stesdy siream. CGibbons, way-
ing hig hauds ke o manlae, erled; *

“Stop, Stop, Listen te me for a moment."

But no one atopped, and no one lHstened.
Braunt, his face white with anger, struggled
agalpst the Incoming tide, shouting:

“Let me get at him, AW strangle thy
whelp."

“Braunt,” gald Sartwell sharply, hig voliee
cutting through the din of shuffiing hoots.
“Leave bim alone. and get Inside yourself.
Gather the men together in the yard. 1 want
a word with jhem."

Hraunt's tfaauence at once disappearad.
He turned ‘Mg men and came to whoerg
Hartwell stogd klng grimly at the moving
throng, No -r;,_, Innoceild toward bis master,

but cach w gedly forward, with head

down, doing something he was
unt stopped at Sartwell's
{ manager, set them at
work and dog! to them., They're beaten,

glore 1o be sald, Be
5 been Lalk enough."
Ith you," sald Bartwell, in
“Dan't be afrald, but
gether, You have the volee
our first shout at the gates

and there's
with them;

euay

gather them®
for it, 1 hea
in my office,'™

As the lust-man passed through, Sartweil
heard Braunt calling them to halt, A few
till remalngd’ outside—Sclmming and his
fellow members of the strike commitiee —1ls-
tening gloomiy 1o Gibbons™ frantle dedun-
clatlon of the wholesale defection. The man-
ager stepped Inside, and ordered the woander-
Ing porter to close the galos

As Bartwell walked briskly toward the
works he saw the men huddled together liko
sheep, very cresitfallan, aud evidentiy ready
to endure any censure the manager saw ft to
launch at thelr defeuceleas heads, Hraunt,
towering over them, leoked anxlously about
him, with alr of a huge dog not quite ¢ertaln
bow his Bock would bebave,

Sartwell mounted the steps leading to the
door of the former ofice and spoke,

1 take It, mew," he sald, "'that this strike
b off, 1 want to begio falr and sguare; ao, If
there Ly any among you unwilling to go back
to work on my terms, let him atand out now
und say wo."

There was a short pause, during which the
silence was unbreken, No one stepped out.
“Nery well,” continued the manager,
That's settled and done with. Now each man
knows his place o these bulldings; let bhim
gel there aud remain for further lnstructions.,

bhis trousers’ pocket to emphasize his pov-

tton W roquired before we hogin,

You will

come tomorrow at the usual hour, and, after
arrangemonta for work have heen made, youn

may each draw half & weerk's wages In ad
vanee from the cashler!
to that sffect

||n have been seat out on Saturday which 1t

1 &hnll give orders
A number of telegrama were

| In now unnecessdry 1o gend; 1 will spend the

mian shall gel A share
through the amall gate,
noy e opened until tomorrow morning

hore waa a faint wavering cheer an Sart.

as he paescn

men then slowly Nitered Into the works,

(To be Continued,)
RONDINSON CRUSOE'S ISLAND,

Some Facts Ahout 1ts Loentlon In

South Pacife,

A late Qispateh In the newspapirs throunghe
out the cotntry refers to a roported sink-
Ing of Juan Fernandez and to thix lxland
ar the fabled home of Roliln=on Crusoe. A

the

Inter dispatch . says “that the governmont

af Chill has declded hereafter to ecall Juan

| Fer % Cruson’s Islamd

| 1 tad Wit & tmament to show that Juan

Foronmdae s not Croeoe's Inlasd, The story

Nefoe t published in 1719 tells Just whero

Crunm pd Hes e hero, you remoem-

| wias on his way from Beaxll to Guinen |
| i the hartiecane—the Hixes of whioh still

| 1 yVover the Weat Indinn seas—wreokod

And ecast him on A lonely const, It was

| mear (e mouth of the Orinoco,

| "The wnster mwade an observation ag well
as he could,” says Crusoe, “and found that
| Ho was In ab 11 degtees north latitude,
tat thnt he was 22 degrees of longltulde far-

ther weat from Cape St Augustine; go that
Ie found he was upoa the coast of Gulana,
a1y the nortlh part of ‘Brazil, bevond the rivor

Amazon, toward that of the river Oflnoco, |
commonly ealled the Great river, and bo-
gan to conaull with me what course he
should take, for the ship was leaky, and
very much disabled, and he was going dl-
ractly back to the coast of Draxil. 1 was
positively against that; and looking over

tho charts of the seacoast of Ameriea with

hitm we concluded thete was no Inhabited
country for us to have recourse to til we
came within the clrcle of the Qarrilice lsl-
anda, and we therefore -resolved to stand

away for Barbadoes"
Again, says D Loy
tille, in reference Lo
Island: "I atterwards und
glnnod by th it draft
Ighty river Orinocen, in the mouth of which
er, as 1 found afterward, our Island lay;
anil that this eiand, which 1 perceived to he
wial and northwest, was thoe great lsland
Tiinldad, on the north g t oof the mouth
of river, 1T asked | # thousand
nuestiony about the country, the Inhabitants,

ird the eénd of the
tille ut lis
rtood i 18 acen-

atd refiux of thn

thie

the sea, the coast, and what nations were
near. He told me all he knew, with the
preatest openness lmaginable. 1 asked him
tho names. of the several nations of his
sort of people, but conld get no other name
than Caribs. 1 easlly uncerstood that these

wers e Oartbboes, whioh our maps place
on the part of America which rveaches from
the moutlh of the Orinoco to Gulaua, and

enward to St. Martha.'
This disposes of the fictien that Juan Fer-

money thus saved In tobacco, of which each
ont
The large gatea will

woll stopped speaklog and etepped down. The

(Copyright, 1897, by 8 8 MoClure Co)

wcholar,
by a rohber band

everything else—that Is, all but an old veol
ume bound in rough, red leather,
of a unigorn, and written
the firat page of parchment to the last, witl
a nen matde ftom a quill plucked out of the

wing of a phoenix and dipped into dragon's
not
three
bullt

and
It, because they thought

Ink—the robbers
Wik secured
glout
of

instead of
It, boonuse

chains
| intn the
they
It was a prayer book.
mon n thelr pecullar way., As, Indeod, are
| many of thelr trade even at the present doy

hlood
take

did
with
onken desk
the aparimoent,

it
o a
stane wall
1id not destroy

hesvy

It wan not A prayoer book, Nowever; It was n

swiera,  All pne had to do was t«
times uptn the cover,
1o be answerced, and

of a

three

hobk
| knoeck
the question
| Latin:

let 1t bie
nnswoer

As T open
Whera my

Opete the
vou woull

I shall soe,

fld what you scught,

rled off bv the robbers, and as he

had reason

atiyone,

A KNDWING LAD,
The scholar, hewever, was pot the only
one who knew how to vse It. It so happened
hee had a lad about the place named Guy

of Wesaex, who understood what should be

though he had never been
Able a» ¥el to open the book, for his mas-
ter kept the clasps locked with a padlock
and ecarried the Rey alw with him. You

ealil and done,

]

ede, the way of it war this, Goy acted as
servant to the old =cholar, ran bhis errands,
brougltt him his  cloak and lWls eruteh-

Handled eane wlhen ho went abroad or pre-
pared his meals when he remalned at home,
uoing for the purpose one corner of the same
furnnee o which Nlg master cooked cop-
per and lead and quicksilver, with a lot of
evil amelling substnnces together In great
cruelbles, hoping to discover a mixture that

watild wmelt into golid, Hack of the furnace
chimmey, behind an old ramshackle stuffed
nll tar, Guy had a hiding place where he

criopt In cold weatlier to Keop from freczing,
Often had be lald here trembling when iy
muster called up all sorts of outrageous
| nightmures anid set them tasks to do, or

- ",,r --.,:

USING THE

CROSEBOW,

nandez, on the other gide of South Amerien,
iz Itobinson Crusoo’s islund. Crusoe's isiand
i in reality Tobago, the more southerly of
the windward group of British Waest Indlan
Islends. It Is twenty miles northeast from
Trinidad, and 18 twenty-six miles long and
seven ond one-hall at its greatest breadih,
Today It has a capltal, Scarborough, with
near 2,000 Inhabitants,
Tobago 18 not wanting in a legend of a
custnwhy, an original ef Robhinson Crusae,
for In the YHistory of Tobago.” by Chief Jus.
ties Woudeook, we find an acconnt of a sol-
itary Freochman who sald he had lived there
alone twenty-one " years

Two men have at different times Hved for
yenrs quite alone on the lsland of Juan Fepr-

namdez, off the const of Chill. One was an
Indlan who was left there in 1651, and res-
e In 1684, whese adventures the bueea-

neer, Caplain Dampler, deseribes in bis “New
Voyage Itound the World." ‘The other was
the celehrated Alexander Belkirk, who was
found by Captain Woodes Ropers, and by
him taken from the lsland In 1708, after a
solitary lfe of four years and four months,
After Felkirk’s arrlval in London he woea
much written up and talked of. His experi-
fngpired Cooper when he wrote his
hweputiful verzca beginning, ‘1 am monarch
of all I survey.,"”” Dofoe's Roblrson Crusoe
onjoyed adventures that bear a striking re-
somblance to both the Indian's and Scotch-
man's experiences is detuiled hy thelr res-
cuers. With Selkirk Crusoe hes been cape-
olally ddentified, and & late Ingenlons writer
of the life of Defoe even relates the legend
of a visit of the true-born Engllshman to
Selkirk at Bath,

PRATTLE OF THE YOUNGSTERS,

enens

“You're getting altogether too big for
your pants!’ sneeted the boy with the pug
NOXL. “I'm up to your slghs, anyhow!"
fiereely responded the boy with the bad eye.
At this point the flght began,

“Pshaw, you don't know nuthin'” gald
little Tomiy Toodlemacker scornfully.
“There never was a man with a blue beard.’
UWell,' sald Busie Heffelfinger, “my papa
kunows a man with 1llae whiskers—so now!'’

“Say, pa,' sald Johonny, *I jist heard
Mra., Billings tell Mr. Billings that ma
was the man of our house. Whal dld she
mean?’ "Here," sald Johnny's pa, “ls a
gquarter. Never let vour mother know about
this. It would be g terrible shock to her,

Now run away and play lke a nice little
hoy.™

“The Chicago Chronicle tells of a rellgious
little boy of Chleage who never goes 1o
sleep without praying that his soul may
be kept throughout the long walches of the
nlght, The other evening, however, he be-
came a little mixed about badtime, When in

his snow-white gown he made a movemont
toward the lttle oo, but was reminded
that he had forgotten to say his evening

prayer, He quickly knelt at his mother's
side, and, laying hils small head upon his
folded hands, began: «

“Now T lay me down to sleop,

I pray the Lord my soul to keop.'

Bul therga his drowalness becpme too much
for Kim, His curly head went down with
i bump against hix mother's knep, and she,

hoping to belp him out, softly suggested:
“If." He made another effort, and as his
mother prompted him the second time he

brightencd up and finished;
“If he hollers let him go,
Ene, menl, mine, mo."

CHANCE,

Written for The Dee.

Thoa wind blows good—the wind Llows -ill—
And happy hours are flying,

All that is past Is cold and still,

And frogrant flowers are dying.

The wind blows soft—the wind blows warm-—
And we forget fate's chiding,

Nor heed the mutiering of the storm
That unseen hands are gulding.

The winds are flerce, and loud, and strong,
Of life's despalr they're shrieking;
Dradned are the olear, sweet springs of song
And all varth's tles are breaking,

We cannot ochange the storm-wind's course,
Nor stay 1ts awful power;

We cannot shelter from death's force

Our falrest, dearest Hower.

Croatures of chance we must remalo.
The strongest wills but ereoplog;
Yet He who sends us tu:m'e and paln
BUll has us In His

BELLE WILLBY GUB.

No work will be done today, 48 some prepara-

when he consulted his magie book, and the
boy had caught the formula and knew how
to perform the trick as well as the old
scholar himself, Indeed, the first thing he
did after ereeping out from his hiding place,
where he had taken refuge when tlie robbers
broke into his master's laboratory, was to
place himself before the book of answers,
knotk three times upon flg cover and repent
the verse necessary to work the charm,
togelher with one conlainlng the question
that intereoted him most at that particular
thme,

Nook of answers, tell me true,

What "tig best that 1 should do.

As 1 open let it bo

Where my answer 1 shall seo,

It did not trouble him to gay this in Latin,
for he understood the languuge very well,
having spent the most of his life, before en-
gaging service with his present master, in
a monastery where the priestas spoke nothing

They ware very plous

repeat
Way, In

book and there before your eyes
But the
seholor who owned the book had been ears
made a
profoiind secret of the proper manner of con-
sulting It, and never sought its ald when he
to suspeet any one was within
slght or hearing, It really seemed as If the
foldl volume was no longer of much use to

A very long time ago, when London town
was but a small village, there lived a famous
whose house had deen broken Into
The band ecarrled away
all they thought worth taking and destroyed

the 1ida
throughout, from

1
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earth,
oreature oalled out:
Wit wenl a compact, Ind, with ma
If thy bond servant 1 will e,
Muake all my magie thine, obey
For twelve montha and a day
All thy commands, wilt thou then be
Therealtor wwhit 1 were to thee?

1 agree.”

“Nay, not so hasly., Hear me through,”
Implored the griMn. "It you can bit oa
something yon can do wnd 1 cannot, why,
then ‘tia troe.”

“The compact's done,'”” sald Guy.

“"And I'm dooe, too,"” repled the griffn,

“On theso terms, then, I will agree,” sald
auy.

Upon which the griffin oalled out sxults
antly:
No mors In the magle hook nimid
Threo chaing that bound v broken lleg

LBy )

80, maater, sarth, or
I can run and gwim and Oy,
To Groees,'" sald Guy of Wessox, loosons

ing the ereature and wountlug upon e
back: “te Greece, where 1 shall yot bo em-
peror,'

Unfolding an_enormois pale of leathory
wings, like the salls of & galley, the grifin
rose far above the hilltops, took his course
toward the rising svo and New s5o wwiftly
thatl tho sun had ol begun to do down inte
the west befors he allehted with his rider
In a thick grove of eypross trees ticar the

Breat elty of Constantinople, Get mo a
task, master,” sald be

GUY'S COMMAND,
"That will 1" replled Guy. “In the

mountaing of the moon, in a eave Inancceas-
ible to man, 1 have heard my master Ry,
Is to be found three things, the Invuiner-
ablo shleld, the spear of penetration and
the Inextingulshable fire. Go bring them
to me ns apeadily as porsilile.'”

The grifin was out of sight in an In-
stant, and nlmost immedlately vetirned with
the slield apd the spear grasped In his
talons and the fire in o cresset hanging [rom
hig heak.

“Set me n task, master,” he snid, as soon
as he had dellvered them to Guy.

“That will 1" replied the lad. “Tale the

form of a black war lorsa that can be
neither wounded nor resisted, bhear me to
the battlefield where the Grook |s fight-
Ing the Palnlm who for seven long years
has besloged this greatest of  Christian
vitien."

No sooner sald than done, and the op-

posing armles beheld with astonishment a
Elight lad armed with a spear and a cresset
of fire and mounted upon an ehormous black
war horse, take his place in the front ranks
of the Christinn warriors. Tho battle had
gone applnst them and they were about to
retreat when Guy Jolned them, but alone
and urattended he rushed upon the foe. An
lte did so his black horse seemed to breathe
fire and smoke from hils nostrells. In vain
wero arrows, spear and sword thrusts; drawn
by the magie of the shield they alighted
upon  its Impenetrable surface and their
foreo was quenched, while the spear held
by the lad pierced all substances as If they
were but so much parchment, and the fire
seattered among the enemy from the cres-

set burned through lron and brass and
steel, The Greeks believed an  angel
had come to tholr rescue, while
the Baracens were sure that satan himself

fought in the ranks of their enemies, The
result was a great Christlan victory; the en-
tire SBaracen wrmy wag destroyed. Nothing
ecould exceed the popularity of the young
hero; his prajses were heard everywhore and
he was quickly promoted to the higheat
offlces In the empire. The young and beauti-
ful Princess Irine, the only daughter of the
cmperor, saw and loved him and a marriage
was arranged between them. In conrse of
time he himsell reached the helght of his am-
bition, and Guy of Wessex, sometime serving
lad to a conjurer, became the greateat mon-
arch on earth, the champlon of Christendom.
Porphyrogenitus, so-called, the emiperor of
the Greeks,
A CANNY PRINCEHSS.

But the day after the coronation the young
empress saw Per hueband was far  from
happy, and would know the cavae of hls trou.
hle, In truth, sceing no earthly reason why
he should not he the happlest of men, she
beean to dream unpleasant things, and be-
came Jealous, Guy, however, plainly told
her he was ot the end of his tether, He had
muade a bargain with the demon of the red
Look, that after seven yeurs and a dny he
wia, In conslderation of the demon's servicea
during that time, to dellver himself up, soul

and body, provided he could find nothing
that he himself could do after the demon
had tried and failed. Thls, morcover, was

the last day of Gis 1ife, and he must bld her
farewoll forever,
ot en' replied the princess, “"we Greeka

are not Iguorant of the hablte of demons, and
though you should have told me before we
shall yet foll him,'" It would, Indeed, be a
pity If a princess, and a Greek princess at

to glow with a bluish light, and upon which
he read the following words:
Loose these chalns, tauke of all three,
C(uy of Wessex, set me froo,
Bhoot an arrow after me,
Follow to the Islitnd treg,
"ollow where thine srrow falls,
Follow where the sea bird calls,
Follow fast without a fear,
Goblina of the book nre here,
They will follow and appenr,
Riding on your shileld and spear
When death or dungor droweth nenr,

FOLLOWING INSTRUCTIONS,

Yery much astonished at what he read,
Guy nevertheless had presence of mind to
procure an old crossbow he had found hidden
away smd & lot of rubbish In the loft
above, under the rafters, together with a
broken arrow, and also a flle, with which,
after much labor, he cut the fastenings of
the threo chaing that bound the bonk to the
degk., No sooner had he done so than, flap-
ping its covers as if they were its wings, the
magle book flew out of the window like some
strange blackbird, Quickly fitting a shaft
to his crosshow, Quy of Wessex lel driye at
the book, and, true to its alm, the broken
arrow struck the volume, which flutiered
down behind the rocks and was lost to view.
Now It s0 happened that the house of the old
scholar was bullt «pon a cliff overlooking
the sea, and as Guy bastened gulekly out of
doors he was just in time to see the book
fall among the branches of an old yprooted
oak washed up on the shore of & rocky islet
that lay a bowshot from the coast. As he
stood upon a crag, bhigh above the while-
crgsted and turbulent water, he pauvsed for
& moment, but when the wild cry of a tern
pursued by a fish hawk met his ear be hesl-
tated no longer. Plunging inlo the ses, he
broastod the waves, and, swimming aciross
the channel, Janded amid the roots of the
ouk tree,

Hero he saw s0 remarkable a looking
croature among the branches, he was fain
to climb the slippery rocks to got a better
view,

In was, Indeed, nothing 2lse but a wonder-
ful red grifin, slx ells long. He shone lke
polighed l:oglpar and was eaddied wand
bridied, snd fastened by a balier to the

broken arrow, bunjed to the vanes lo the

book came for his vietim he found him sits
ting at a table cracking nuts,
“Het mo o task, master,” sald he,
“Ifor now the day Is almost o'cr
And you and I will part ne more,
“lie not too sure of that, my friend,
The longesy cord must have an end,”
replied Guy.
B0 must our compact, In your claw
Iiving mae wWhat no man ever saw;
Or, having seen, must seel In valn
I"or evermore to see agaln,

The griMp New into a passion and glowed
ke redhot copper,

“Whnt silly task 18 this?* he bellowoed forth,
“UMs truw, 'tis more than even 1 can do;
But such tricks will hardly serve you now,
For If 1 can't no more, canst thow."

Guy of Wessex smiled and crucked a nut,
Taking from It the kerpel he showed It to
the grifin,

In all thy ways, where'er they go,
East, wost, north, south, or nlgh or low,
D8t ever soa this thing before?

And the grithin had to say no,

Then clapplug it into his mouth, Guy con-
tinned:

Nor Ald anyone else, and 'tis as plain
It never can bo seen agaln,

Sick at heart, the crestfallen humiliated
grifin bastened to disappear, nor bhas any ol
tho speclee ever sluce been seen by human
eye.
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An Guy made his appearance the
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AWAY ON THE GRIFIIN,
elge. He unfastened the clasps, which, for- | that ecould not outwit a stupid English de-
tunuteély, were not locked as usual, and|mon. So she told him to do thus and so,
opened at a page, which immediately Legan [ and left him: When the spirit of the red

“Never,” erled Guy, stoitly, “to this will v
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