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CHAPTER XVIIL—Continued. |
“I can't take that big bundie aiong |

with me, Joe,” said I. “Besides, it
ain't safe. Put it in the bank and |
iend me a check.” }

‘Not on your life,” replied Healey
with a laugh. "The suckers we
trimmed” gave checks, and 1 turned
'em into cash as soon as the banks
opened.- | wasn't any too spry, either.

-

I'mo of the damned sneaks consulted
lawyers as soon as they sobered off,

and tried to stop pavment on their
checks. They're threatening proceed-
ings. You must take the dough away

with yvou, anc [ don't want a receipt.”
“Tri suckers, eh?” said I, not
able to decide what to do.

“Their fathers vle it from the pub-

ning

g, ¢

lie,” he ex >d. “They're drunken
little snobs, fit to have money. |
I't relieving

m doing a publie service by
Fit. If I'd a got more, I'd feel

rthar much more”"—he vented his light,
cool, sarcastic laugh—"more patri-
4-3-;‘, ’

“1 can’'t take it,” said I, feeling that,

my present condition, to take it
1d be very near to betraying the

confidence of my old friend.

1ed to assure me. I haven't
& box or crooked wheel for

: This with a sober face
inkle in his eye. “But even
©d chance to do the good

[ teaching them to take care |

¥, you'd not refuse me.
i down town, and all over
what's business, when vou
look at it sensibly, but trad-
Do you know a man
ionestly sarn more than
¥ thousand a year—good
r Zood clean work”
hat matter, your money’s
pybody’s,” said 1. “But
a speculator, Joe. 1|
—and this happens to
me, If I take
v, I mayn't be able to ae-
it or even to pav dividends
1avbe a year or so.” |
ild man. I'l never!
tll you remind me
d

behind somebody's

ods?

time for

Your owin.

1 up the package,
1 he seated himself, and we botp

1 at it ¢hrough the smoke of our

trick—and ycu woulda

i

lduey

t have it. You
] me to Keep straight, Matt.
I've ne forgotten it. You kept me
straight—showed me what a

ners
ver

fool a

man was to load himself down with al yrnder

larceny record. You made a
man of , Matt. And then those good
lovoks o s caught the eye of that
bookma and he gave you a
ob at wi heet—and vou worked
I 1 with you.’

S0 long ago it seemed, yet near and

al, too, as I sat there, conscious of
v sound and motion, even of the
shapes taken by our up-|
How far I was from
of these happy-2o-
when a meal meant quite
to me as does a million now
—how far from all that, yet how near, |
tco. For was I not still facing life
with the same careless courage, for-
zefting each yesterday in the - eager
excitement of each new day with its

SMORe.
bird”

lucky yes
as much

new deal? We went on in our remin-
iscences for a while; then, as Joe had
a lirtl

» work to do, 1 drifted out into
se, took a bite of supper with

Melville, had a little go at the
’-.id toward five in the clear
ing emerged into the broad
the streets, with the precious |
ile under my arms and a five hun-
dollar bill iIn my waistcoat
“Give my win to me in a single
bill,” 1 said to the banker, “and blow |
yourself off with the change.”

Joe walked down the street with
me—for companionship and a little
air before turning in, he said, but 1
imagine a desire to keep his eye on |
his treasure a while longer had snm&'

thing to do with his taking that early | of rocketers, 1 was responsible for the |

morning stroll. We passed several of |
those forlorn figures that- hurrv |
through the slowly-awakening street's+
to bed or to work. Finally, therel
came by an old, old woman—a scrub-
woman, I guess, on her way lmmei
from cleaning some office building. |
Beside her was a thin little boy, hop-
ping along en a crutch. 1 stopped
them.

“Hold out your hand,” said I to thel
boy, and he did. I laid the five hun-!
dred.dollar bill in it. “Now, shut your|
fingers tight over that,” said 1, “and |
don't oped them till you get home. |
*Then tell your mother to do what she |
likes with it.” And we left them |
gaping after us, speechless before this
fairy story come true.

“You must be looking hard for luck
to-day,” said Joe, who understood
this transaction where another might
have thought it a showy and not very
wise charity. “They’ll stop in at the
church and pray for you, and burn a
candle.” .

lost it in a straight game,”| |

“1 hope so,” said I, “for God knows
I need ir.”
XIX.
A BREATHING SPELL.

Langdon, after several vears of ef-|

fort, had got recognition for textile

in London, but that was about all. He |

hadn’t sueceeded in unloading any

great amount of it on the English. So ! i :
| As it was, I believed that, by keep- !

it was rather because [ negiected

nothing than because 1 was hopeful of |
results that 1 had made a point of |
telegraphing to London nrews of my |

proposed suit. The result was a little
trading in textiles over there and a
slight decline in the price.
was telegraphed to all the financial

| centers on this side of the water, and |

reinforced the impression my lawyers'
announcement and my own “bear”
letter were making.

Still, this was nothing, or nexst to
it.
L.angdon's agents with almost unlimit-
ed eapital, putting their whole energy
under the stock to raise it? In the
same newspapers that published my
bear attack, in the same columns and

This faet |

What eould T hope to avail against |

and in England. There was the stock
I had been buying since the exchange
opened-—buying at figures ranging
from one-eighth above last mnight's
closing price to fourteen points above
it. And, on the debit side, there were
over a period of mearly two months—
“sellings” of blocks large and small
at a hundred different prices.

An inextricable tangle, you will say,
one it would be impossible for a man
to unravel quickly and in the frantic

| chaos of a wild stock exchange day. |

| Yet the influence of the mysterious
1’ state of my nerves, which I have de-
| scribed above, was so marvelous that,
|increditnle though it seems, the mo
| ment the exchange closed, I knew ex-
actly where I stood. T
| Like a mechanical lightning calcula-
| tor, my mind threw up before me the
! net resuit of these selling and buying

transactions. Textile common closed
| eighteen points above the
quotation of the previous day;
Langdon’s brother had not been just
| a little indiscreet, I should have been

I and in fortune as ever was ripped up
by the bulls of Wall street.

ing a bold front, I might extricate and
free myself when the coal reorganiza-
tion was announced. The rise of coal
stocks would square my debts—and,
as [ was apparently untouched by the
textile flurry,
neminal partner and chief lieutenant,
knew, I need not fear pressure from
creditors that 1 could not withstand.

1 could not breathe freely, but I
| could breathe.

XX
MOST UNLADYLIKE.
| When I saw I was to have a respite

| of a month or so, | went over to the!

| National Industrial bank with Hea-
' ley's roll, which my tellers had count-

“*HOW DID YOU COME OU
2 same head-lines, were oifi-
ienials from the textile trust and
enormous increase of

8 0l

T SHE

ASKED EAGERLY.”

ed and prepared for deposit. 1 fin-
ished my business with the receiving !
teller of the Naticnal Industrial, and

if |

as hopeless a bankrupt in reputation |

so far as even Ball, my |

an effort he collected himself, drew
me aside and said: “I owe you an
apology, Mr. Blacklock. I went to
the steamer with Mowbhray to see him
off, and he asked me to tell you about
our new dividend rate—though it was
not to be made public for some time.
Anyhow, he told me to go straight to
yvou—and I—frankly I forgot it.” Then,
with the winning, candid Langdon
smile, he added, ingenuously: “The
best excuse in the world—vet the one
nobody ever accepts.”

“No apology necessary,” said I with
the utmost good nature. “I've no per-
sonal interest in textile.
deals on commission only, vou know
—never on margins for myself. I'm
a banker and broker, not a gambier
Some of our customers were alarmed
| by the news of the big increase, and
| insisted on bringing suit to stop it

| But I'm going to urge them now to|
closing |

| let the matter drop.”

' he is an ant pupil of his brother’s, he
succeeded fairly well. His glance,
however, wouldn't fix steadily on my
+ gaze, but circled round and round it
like a bat at an electric light. “To
tell you the truth,” said he, “I'm ex-

| tremely mnervous as to what my
| brother will sayv—and do—to me, |
when I tell him. I hope no harm
came to you through my forgetful- |
| ness.”

“None in the world,” I assured him.
Then I turned on Sam.

| L
_!
{ replied rather haughtily.

Then Alelville himself came in,

| brushing back his white tufted burn- |

sides and licking his lips and blink-

ing his eves—looking for all the world

like a cat at its toilet. °
“Oh! ah! Blacklock!” he exclaimed,

he had heard of the big deposit I wa~
making. “Come into my office on your
way

with you.”

I saw that his effusive friendliness
| confirmed Tom Langdon’s fear that I
' had escaped from his brother’s toils.

He stared sullenly at the carpet until |

| he caught me looking at him with
| twinkling eves.
| effort to return my smile and succeed-
ed in

| it amused me.
“Well, zood-by, Tom,” said I.

lands, and tell him his going away
| was a mistake. A man can’t afford

to trust his important business to un- |
This with a face free |
from any suggestion of intending a |

| der-strappers.”

shot at him. Then to Sam: “See you
to-night, old man.,” and I went away,

a few minutes—at my ease, and the
last man on earth to be suspected of
hanging by the crook of one finger
from the edege of the precipice.

I rang the Ellersiy's bell at half-
past nine that evening. The butler
faced me with eves not down, as they
should have been, but on mine, and
full of servile insolence to which he
had been promptegd by what he had
| overheard in the family.
|  “Not at home, sir,” he said, though
| I had not spoken.
| I was preoccupied and not expecting
fr!:;n statement; neither had 1 skill,
nor desire to acguire skill, in reading
| family barometers in the faces of serv-
| ants. So, I was for brushing past him

and entering where I felt I had as
| much right as in my own places. He
barred the way.

' "H-‘.-:._.’.‘-_ pardon, sir.
structed me to say
l home."”

Mr. Ellersly in-
no one was at

i 1 halted; but only like an oncoming |

1 bear, at the prick of an arrow.

“What does this mean?" I ex-
claimed, .waving him aside. At that
instant Anita appeared from the little

| reception-room a few feet away.

My house |

Tom tried to look natural, and as |

“What are |
you doing down town to-day?’ said |

“Are you on your way to see me?"” |
“Oh, T was just calling on Tom,” he |

with purring cordiality—and I knew |

He made a valiant ,

twisting his face into a knet |
| that seemed to hurt him as much as |

“Give |
my regards to your brother when he |

leaving Lewis looking from one to the |
other as if he felt that there was dyn- |
amite about, but couldn’'t locate it. 1 |
| stopped with Melville to talk coal for !

“Oh—eome in!” she said  éordially. |

“] was ‘expecting - you.

Burroughs, |

MENACE TO ALL

Giant Mail Order Concerns
Are Sapping Country of
Its Wealth.

SMALLER TOWNS CRUSHED

By Assisting in the Centralization
of Wealth, Patrons of These In-
stitutions Contribute to Their
Own Injury.

(Copyright. 196, by Alfred C. Clark.)

, Every year millions upon millions of
' dollars find their way from the towns,
| villages and rural districts of the coun-
1-try to the coffers of the mail order
houses in the cities, and go to the up-
building of enormous institutions in
the centers of population. Naturally,

tions are made suffer accordingly.

Figures ever tell a better story than
words. Here are figures which tell
a story so stupendous that its full sig-
| nificance cannot be grasped in a mo-
ment, but the mere sight of which are
awe inspiring:

In the year 1905 two mail order
houses, located in Chicago, did a busi-
ness amounting in round numbers to
$80,000,000. In che vear 1904 these
| same concerns did a business of about
$62,000,000, a gain of $18,000,000 or
| nearly 30 per cent. in a single yvear be-
ing thus exhibited.

These-figures represent the sale last
vear of one dollar’'s worth of merchan-

alone, and those operating from the
same central point. Dozens more of
varying size and importance are oper-
ating all over the country from coast

out—nothing special—only be- |
| cause it's always a pleasure to talk |

The “Man Behind the Plow” last year

number of millions which found their way into the coffers of the mail |
The smaller communities to which it belonged, and which ]

order houses.
were thus deprived of it, suffered

to coast and from border to border.

A fact not generally known is that
hundreds of cancerns throughout the
country which now are doing business

through the regular trade channels are |
awaiting only a parcels post law to

unloose literature, already prepared
in many instances, which would pro-
| ject them into the mail order field, and

this does not take into account the |
of

hundreds and perhaps thousands
entirely new mail order concerns
which inevitably would spring into ex-
istence under such friendly auspices.

The two Chicago institutions re-|

| ferred to, already occupying immense
| buildings, found themselves cramped.

ss as proof positive that the dropped in on my friend Lewis, the | Please take Mr. Blacklock’s hat.”
nizis were honest. If the public | first vice-president. I did not need to| [ followed her into the reception-
had pot been burned so many times pretend coolness and confidence; my | room, thinking the butler had made
by “industrials,” if it had not learned nerves were still in that curious state | Some sort of mistake.
ter experience that practically  of tranquil exhilaration, and I feit| ~How did you come out?” she asked
{ the leaders of finance and in- | master of myself and of the situation. | €agerly, facing me. “You look your |

rv were above lving to make or
save a few dollars, if textiles had not
been manipulated so often, first by
Dumont and since his death by his

brother-in-law and successor, this
suave and cynical Langdon , my des-
perate attack would have been with-
out effect. As it was

Four months before, in the same
situation, had 1 seen textiles stazger
as tl

ess on the stock exchange that
morning, I'd have sounded the charze,
clapped spurs to my charger, and
horne down upon them. But—I had
my new-born yearning for “respecta-
bilit¥:” I had my new-boran squeam-
ishness, which led me to feur risking
Bob Corey and his bank and the
money of my old friend Healey;
finally, there was Anita-—the longing

| for her that made me prefer a narrow

and uncertain foothold to the bold
leap that would land me either in

f:w-eal'.h and power or in the bottom-

less abyss.

Irstead of continuing to sell tex-

r staggered in the first hour of |

| . Tales Ab
tiles, I covered as far as I could; | es out

and I bought so eagerly and so heav- |
ily that, more than Langdon's corps!

Just as I was leaving, in came Tom
Langdon with Sam Ellersly.

Tom's face was a iaughable exhibit |

of emiarrassment.
felt sorry for him. There was no rea-

son on earth why he shouldn't be with !
vet he acted as if 1|

Tom Langdon;
had caught him “with the goods on
him.”
clasped my hand eagerly, dropped it
as if it had stung him; he jerked out
a string of hysterical nonsense, end-
ing with a laugh so crazy that the
sound of it disconcerted him. Drink
was the explanation that

throngh my mind; but in fact 1

| thought little about it, so full was 1
| of other matters.

“When is your brother returning?”
i said T to Tom.
| “On the next steamer, I believe,” |
“He went only for the
With\

| he replied.

rest and the bath of sea air.”

f
Combination of Odd Stories in Regard |

Sam—really, 1|

He stammered and stuttered, |

drifted |

Londor Bridge.

natural self—not tired or worried—so

feared.”

|~ “If our friend Langdon
| slipped away, 1 might not look and
feel so comfortable,” said 1. *“His
brother blundered, and there was no
| one to checkmate my moves.” She
seemed nearer to me, more in sym-
| pathy with me than ever before.

{ “I can’t tell you how glad I am'”

it must have been not so bad as you |

hadn’'t !

for room. One of them expended not |
less than $1,000,000, and probably more, |

for a new home. The other lately has |

secured a new location and also wili
expend &t least $1,000,000 for an im-
mense new building.

Anyone who will reflect even casual-
1y on the subject must become im-
pressed that the influence of the mail
order business is toward the central-

| ization of wealth, and how enormous

| Her eyves were wide and bright, as |

| from some great excitement, and her
| color was high. Omfice my attention

| household could have produced the
| fever that was blazing in her. Never
| had I seen her in any such mood as
| this.

“What is it?” I asked.
happened?”

(To be Continued.)

“What has

S e A o

cal offenders -were stuck over the
gates of the bridge.. One traveler has

a part it is playing in this direction
will be understood from a second
glance at the figures which have been

|"given above.

It is due to himself that every patron

| of the mail order house ghould inquire
| honestly of himself what the final out-

was on it, | knew instantly that only |

| some extraordinary upheaval in that i'ness shall continue to make the great

stock’s rall¥ and start upward. When
I say “eagerly” and “heavily” I do not
mean that | acted openly or without
regard to common sense. [ mpean sim-
ply that I made no attempt to back
up my followers in the selling cam-
paign I had urged them into; on the
contrary, I bought as they sold. That
does not sound well, and it is no bet-
ter than it sounds. I shal! not dis-
pute any one who finds this action of
mine a betrayal of my clients to save
myself. All T shall say is that it
was business, that in such extreme

| and dire compulsion as was mine, it

was—and is—right under the code,
the private and real Wall street code.

Yon can imagine the confused mass
of transactions in which 1 was in-

been open long. There was the stock
we had been able to buy or get op-
tions on at various prices, between
the closing of the exchange the pre

vious day snd that morning’s opening

g

- s P

—stock from all parts of this country

volved before the stock exchange had’

_ to the Ancient Structure.

J

From the Westminster Gazette —It
is believed that in early Roman times
there was a bridge of boats over the
Thames. This gave place to a strong,
narrow structure built by the Roman
occupiers on wooden piles. The re-

covered when the present bridge was
{ built. The Roman bridge was burned
I in 1136, but was repaired.

In 1167 the Normarn London bridge
| was begun by Peter, rector of Cole-
churech, in the reign of Henry II. It
was not completed until 1209, a period
of 42 years. In 1282 there was a ter-
rible fire on the bridge, both ends
burning furiously, while 3,000 persons
were caught beitween the two fires
and either burned to death or
drowned.

In the fifteenth century there were
houses on both sides of the bridge,
just as there are on the Ponte Veechio
in Florence at the present time. 5

o e ks

mains of this Roman bridge were dis-{

irecnrded the fact that he witnessed
| no fewer than 300 of these terrible
trophies impaled at various parts of
| London bridge.

| In the days of James I the bridge
| had become the haunt of jewelers and
| other small merchants, as we g
| them on the Old Bridge over the Arno
to-day. They succeeded the astrolo-
gers and fortune tellers who had set-
tled there in Tudor days,

The bridge suffered heavily in the
great fire of London. In the eigh-
teenth century all the old houses
which stood upon it were removed for
reasons of safety. Finally, the cost of
the continuous repairs became so
heavy that the bridge we now see was
built. Its recent Widening is too fa-
miliar 1o everyone to need mention.

For hundreds of yesrs the traffic
has been so great that an old saw has

seeing a white horse. The advent of

i ¥

it that o one can cross it without |,

come is to be if the mail order busi-

strides which have marked its prog-

i ress during the last half decade.

It is useless to repeat the well worn
argument of the mail order concerns
that they are selling goods enough
more cheaply than the merchants in
"the regular channels of trade to leave,
their customers more money than
ever to devote to home enterprises
and institutions. = The fdllacy “of’ this
statement has been proved over and
over again by actual and minute com-
parisons of goods, as to their quality
and prices. Te refute it finally and
indisputably by a simpler and more
direct method it is necessary only to
ask the reliable business men of any
of the smaller communities to show
the evidence from their books and ac-
counts of the harm_ the mail order
‘habit is doing their communities.

It is a truth as old as the hills and
as certain as the rising and setting of
the sun that no country or section of
a country can prosper unless the peo-
ple as a whole shall be prosperous.
ISuch general prosperity as may exist
icannot be retained if the institutions
of the already larger and wealthier
communities are to continue to be
‘built up by contributions that should

‘of smaller communities.
The need of the country, a desper-
jate need upon which the welfare of

ing to the Test of the vanished histor- |
- Ay

the sources from which the contribu- |

dise for every man, woman and child |
in the country by two catalogue houses !

be spent at home from the thousands |

>

I'amauuts in a comparative few centers

j of populasion. :

-

| Theiefore, the man who sends away f.

from his own community money whic

he might have spent at home and pers
| nitted a fair profit to the home mer-
the.

| chant to be retained there for
| benefit of the community, is mjnrine

| his epmmunity, and thereby the pros-

pects;_for his own future prosperity.

lt In a large number of instances he is

doing more than this. Unwittingly, or
| unthinkingly, perhaps, he is violating
| his owa principles of right and justice,
l
{ munity, he is necedlessly contributing
| profits to the capitalistic combinations
| which he continuously cries out are
| menacing the country.

The mail order giants direct their
energies particnlarly toward the peo
ple of the smaller towns and the agri-
cultural distriets. Ie hundreds of
| thousands of the homes of these the
| catalogue of the mail order house is as
| regularly received as the home paper.
| The man on the farm last yvear sent a
| very large portion of eighty millions
of dollars to two of these institutions,
in one community, alone.

In all sincerity we ask: Admitting,
purely for the sake of the argument,
that the farmer or the resident of the
| small community can save a few dol-
| lars on some of his purchases, or even

that ‘he could do so on all of them, can

he afford to continue to impoverish
his own community, upon which his
’iown prosperity, the very value of his
| lan@® iepends?
If he will ask himself this question
and consider it soberly and fairly in
iall of its phases, including the many
| which eannot be touched upon within
| the limits of a single article, we think
i his answer must be that he cannot.

The wonderful productivity of this

country has been sufficient to over-

|

come the various adverse economic in-
fluences which have existed during the
period of years in which the mail or-
der

business has accomplished its

contributed a large portion of the vast

accordingly.

| greatest growth. Evervone has been
“getling along pretty well.” While the
increasing flow of golden millions from
their source in the land of the coun-
try to the already great centers of
moezey and population has held back
the growth of the smaller communi-
ties, it has not vet oceasioned a great
disaster. The test will come with the
first pinch of “hard times,” a conti-
tion which no country ever has been
| able to escape at recurring intervals.
| When this time arrives those ecom-

| munities will best stand the test which

have best conserved and husbanded
their resources.
JOHN S. POTTS.
Historic Toy.

In Independence hall at Philadel-
{ phia there is preserved among not-
able revolutionary relics a quaint Tit-
| tle gdcil dressed in the fashion of
 Lonis XVI. -Long before there was
| a United States this pretty Parisienne
ffound her wayv over sea, carrying with
| her into William Penn's woodland a
little of the foliy and fashion of the

jold world, for she was. not only a
plaything, bnt the fasMion platet of
! her time.

Can wyou picture to yourself -the
; countless multitude of dolls that has
| followed in her way? Im the last six
| months, for instance, Paris sent-over
to New York tovs worth $218.819—
and over half of that sum was repre-
sented by dolls. In recent years
France has lost a little of her su-
premacy in the tov marker. She can
no longer compete with Germany in
homely toys—the trifles that are sold
for a song: but in playthings of a
LOper sort she still holds her own.
Not without effort, however. . The
local authorities of Paris offer tempt-
ing rewards for the invention of new
toys.—Vance ., Thompson, in Ffery-
body's. vk

]

The Puzzie Solved. ——
Some time ago a merchant ip Mar-
blekead, Mass., was discovered- in his
store at a very late hour, and in-reply-

ing to inquiries, he said:

“My . confidential clery is mjssmlf_"

“And what of it?”

“Why, I'm looking over the books,
but they seem to be all right.”

“Have you counted yeur cash?"

“Yes; and it is correct to a dollar.”

“Looked over yvour bank book?”

“I have, and it is satisfactory
_That's the puzzle, you see, He's
gkl;;ped, and I can't make out what
or.”

“Been home since noon?”

..No'n

“Perhaps he’s eloped with your
wife.” :

He hurried home, and found this to
be the case.

3¢ Wise David.
Wt!q—"’th do you always sit at
the piana, David? You know you

ot | can't play a note!” David—"Neither

for, “at ‘the expense of his own com-

HIS_“BIGGEST”
NEWS STORY

“The biggest story I ever run across
while connected with the New York
press slept far 20 hours : before , a
L.newspaper office in the big -city had
{:the slightest hint of if, and.it was
jonly 30 miles away,” said Captain
§Oscar Harley, the other day. “About
four. years ago I was suburban res
porter for several New York papers,
and also for one of the leading papers
of New Jersey, at Morristown. One
afternoon a couple of county officials
came in from Boonton, a village of
5,000, about ten miles from Morris-
town, and casunally remarked that one
Bill Hoar, a diver, had gone down
into 60 feet of water to fix the sluice
gates and had not come up. [ tele-
phoned Boonton and verified the in-
formation. There was a2 man in armor
at the bottom of the reservoir, still
alive, and 15000 people standing om
the banks watching him pull at the
signal ropes, and not a newspaper in
the land knew it! [ went to the teie-
graph office on the jump and told the
operator to connect me with every
newspaper office in New York ecity.
Surprised at such an order, he hesi-
tated. Then I told him to call up the
general manager in New York and I
would explain. He did so and as soon
as the manager understood the nature
of the message he instantly gave me
right of way. 1 shot in what I had
and then took the next train for Boon-
ton. Among the constantly increasing
throng on the banks were the editors
of two daily newspapers at Boonton,
| and they said they were waiting un-
til the man came up before wiring
their story! They were correspond-
ents for the city press just the same
as I was.

“When my message reached New
York it created excitement in all the
offices, you may believe. A special
train was chartered for the staff writ-
ers, and before daylight artists and
reporters were busily at work at the
unique scene. It was noi-the loss .of
a man’'s life that made it a great
story; but the marvelous character of
the situation. There was a man, yet
alive, 60 feet below. the surface of the
water, spasmodically twitéhiing a rope
which we all could see and no way to
help him. . e LR

A diver from New York went down
and reported that Hoar's_legs were
pinioned under a great wooden ball,
loaded with lead, which ¢ had® “been,
irying to roll against theout-take pipe
s0 as to stop the flow of -water. For
hours he had been compelled to rest
his head on his arms to keep from
drowning. The diver conld not re-
lsase him, but he put roeks under
Hoar's body so as to relieve him from.
the painful pesition of bolding his
head with, his arms... . s -

“A cable was le: dawnp-and attached
around the unfortunate.man’s breasgt
by the diver. Horses were at the other
end and they tugeed and tugged, but
conld not release Hoar from the ball
| which was pressing his Tegs against
the out-take Then an ‘engine
was coupled to the €able and it broke
the cable.

“The crowd stayed night And day
watching the nncanny scene. The ball,
couid not be rolled off the prestrate
man’'s legs on account of the tre-
mendous force of the water that was
pressing it agaimst -him. ‘- The -enly
thing to do was te. -repair.and shut
| the sluice gates ‘iwhighowas: finally
i done, and Hoar 'wasshrbught 1o the'
| surface dead. :

“I made neariy §56) vt ef-the’story,
because having been first <o report it
my stuff was given-righvofrways-and
most of the work' dome> o~ was
credifed to me. One woidd 4tHink it
hardly possible that sueh an item
could remain unknown to the world
for 20 hours in a populous distriet
like northern New Jersey, 'but that
was the actual case. The country
newspaper men Who were on the
scene were so deefly interésted’ in
the peculiar situation that“ none of
them recalled their position as news-
papér correspondents. They were
printing, of course. 'in their “little
dailies detailed accounts of the affair
as it progressed, but none -bf them
seemed to ‘grasp the significance of
the story for the daily press.

“But after the newsboys got into
the game they mide Bilt "Hoar, who
nobody knew a week VYeftre! the ost
famous man for the time being on the
American continent.”

pipe.

-prgeyt sreyeatais finret

Also a Critic. .

8ir Henry Irving, the .English act-
or, once wanjed a white: horse: to
use in one of his scenes, but: no
white horse that was suitable' could
be got. At last, the London Glohe
tells the story, a stage hand . advised
him to apply to a certain _distin-
guished actor-manager, who, he said,
had such 2 horse.

Sir Henry visited the owner, in-
spected the horse, and .the hargain
was concluded, but as. an after-
thought Sir Henry said he trusted
the animal was not fractious..

“Not at all, Sir_Henry, 1 assure
you; an excellent horse in every
way. Why, I rode him night after

night, and gll I had to complain of
was that he would. occasionally
yawn when I was on the stage.”

‘Indeed,” said Sir Henry, “a bit of
A critic, then, evidently.”. -

Unprogressive Men“of War.

The war office has’ long béen prover-
bial for its discouragement of inven-
tors in general,” but theéy seem to re-
serve a special brand of #l' treatment
for an inventor ‘who is -unlucky
enough to wear d soldiér's-coat. “Gen.
Shrapnell, the inventdr of the formid-
able projectile which bears his name
to this day, -died a poor man after
spending thousands of "pounids on his
invention.—London Regiment.

Why He Liked It
_“How do you Iike our change from
small to large type on the editorial
page?” the editor inquired of the
patron who kad just brought in a
vear's subscripsion.
“] like it,” replied .the  pairon.
“There ain't so mmuch of iL.”




