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(Copyeipgnt, | by tobert BYrre) Ti-'l' the laugh that went up showed Glbhona
CHAITER X111 Il|'|' the orowd was getting nto better
Barte#ll nrided Bimeell on bolng m man | homo!, which wad what he mmost desiesil,
who miuls fow mistakes Hoe was abhlp l.-| X Engllehman talies off hils cont
trace an evenl from caure to offect with! o Hy no I.?\: from his o} ponents
‘4 A P TP— n ¢ expect falr play, and if Eogliah-
reagonnhln certainty, apid 1hia aiight morit wien ave tha onlookern ho mela it whoellior
mata Blm perfaps g teifle bmpatient with ! they like him or whether they don't He
otheors whino eotuldd ot e ersdited with almblar | decanis expoot to U struek below the bele
forvsizhin, an Wis own wife wonld not have | '11- n't expoct to he strangled on the r'ilr:l-'-.
= . T e Al o e doesn’t eiedt to be hit- when ho & down
L #n o = withews., 1t ‘woul I._' rom | We dtrlnped fop A sqoare and Calr fight with
bly have filledd that funt woman with ‘sub Moanazer Sdrtwell, and we have fought s
dusd, If perdcnable, gravification had ﬁh‘-| g shoulil, We lave brolien no' Inw: we
kuown how wide of the mark her busband | have raleed no distarbance. The polive, al
wa In hiw catimate of the result on the | Ways oager enough to arcest o strikor, havo
YT b 04 B fia had oo {t1ed  to Iali hands on nome of s It bas been a
trikora of tho nows _1' e '“”_' T meviare, stand-up, honorable fight, It hes
the care of Marsten, Sartwell imsgined that | yeen o fale fight on onre ghile, and 1 am. prowl
the men, o thele fary at belng outw il 1.| 1o ‘have been connoctad whth it But To by
woilld theh on Gil%ons mnd remd Bim,  He | strugele 1 have made one mistake. T made
bollevod that Gibbons would uol dare tell | !¢ mistake of thiniking we were flehtiig an
Donorabiles opponent—with n mnn who would

Bis dupes, ad SBartw )]l persisted In ealling
thent, thee unlon had besn befooled nto
supporting . for woeeks the Logus workmen
whom the mannger had Muni Into it4 creda-
Ious lop, Afler wrecking thely vengesnce
on Gilblons and depsing him, they must
roturn to Lhoe works, ronsonsl
Thelr monvy wus gone, lnterest in the stivka

hinw

Had all but died oot, tresher evenss had
compressed It Into n twosline 1tem in tho
papers, aubacriptions had praciioally ceaspd;
what, thon, wes thore left but a return of
slarviction, that poworful ally of siasters all
4 Wy | aver

But Sartwell forgot that the Eagllsbman
knows how (o starve No Iodian over Light
ety Wls edt another noteh with srimmor de
tertidpntion Lo compress Wunper (hapn an
Euglishzonn scis hig teth and starves, i
need bBe. He ban atarved on the jee nedn
the pale and uider the burolug sun in the
denort,

He baw et famite face to face In he

hought nf surrender,
ilouys expotiiude tha

Jegginered fort with no t
ond has doled with sor

insufticient gortions of food on n raft In
mid-ocean, Tho s hos starved in hiy
garreor, making noe outery, and the world
bas said, 1T we had only known.,” In the
fareats and on the plains, In the Jungle and
on the mountnins, and—perhaps, w t of
all=ln the geeat oltles, amid plenty. the
Englighmen Las shown he knowe how to
giarve, saying with the poet:

1 have nor winced nott orled aloud.
Whett Gibbons heand what Marsten had to
tell, b proptly sald, 1408 a He,” but the
cosmmdttes looked one at the other with
gppredenzlon In thele faces, fearing It was

tha truth.
“The quesilon s, sald Marsten, *‘are
you going to el the own know this?"
“Coertaind it 1 flnd It 15 true: but 1
don't bwl 4 word of It. Perbaps you
wint the pliasure of helng the bearer of

bad nowa to the me
“I Iutend o tell them 0 you do not.”

YO conrse, 'm osorry we can't gratily
you."

The committoe diamissed Marsten and
wont Into secret sesion, shortly afterward
soparating te s ngnin In the evoning
just before the large gatherlng lu the Sal-
vatlon hall. In the Interview Glbbons  and
ltls fellow menibers meade active search for
tho alleged (rawiulent warkmen, but they
found none; the birds bad flown, It was
evident that the word had been passed, and
that, fearlng the vedgeance of the legitl-
mite glalmiants (o, the union funds, the
former “blackless” had taken thomselves

off out of the reach of possible harm.

When the commitiee met for the necond
time that day the members were divided
ameng themeelves as to the advi=abllity ot
taking the men fully Into thelr confidence.
g v ibought it best to breale the doleful
news gradually; othors that the worst
should be known at ance, Gilbbons, however,
sall there was in replliy no cholee; the men
muit be told the whole truth, for If the
committee tried any half sneasures, Marston
woulldl undoubtedly rvite in hiz place and
rolnte whot fartwell had old him. So the
whole truth and oothing but the truth was
resolved upon. |

When Gibbons faced his audience that
night in the large Koll, he saw that he had
to dexl with a body of men whose
was totally different fepra that of the crowil
which Hehtheartedly voted with a hurrah to

go on strike. There wes now Hitle Jocu-
levity amoug tlie men; they :at in their
plices 0 sullen sllence. A feellag  that

pidnong was o the alr goemed
to pervade the hall, and as Gibbons stepped
1o the front of the platfortn he [felt
the atmosphere of the place was agalnst
him; that he had to proceeld with grest
caution, or his bold on the men was Jost
He Knew he wes a good speaker, but he
Lnew also thiat the men wore just a trifle
Impatient with mueh talk and such small
result from v all.

“Combinatlon,” he began, “is the natural

something

consequence of the modern conditicna of las |

bor. A workingman of today may be k-

WHILE MARSTEN ATE ML HOPE ARQSE
AND CAUTIOUSLY TURNED
THE KBEY.

He

enod to & single pipe in g lrge organ
can sound bBut one Bote,
ddlng part of somelhlng. He does not hegin
any article of connnerce, Bo o with It and
flailah it s Ab1 the workinen of former dayy;

the manager, | He

J

break the rul of the Hog., 1 was not
the ontlook f foul play—for trickery,
owlng what 1 do tonight, 1 eay—and [ am
Uy to take the comsequencod of my words
thiat Sartweell ls a thief, and a cownrdly thiof,
In the watlmatlon of any honest man. He
knew that the 1¢ of our Nght was our money.
Enew. that starvation for the helpless
wives ond famliien of our men woas hie most
powerful ally, He did not daire to break In
aml stenl our money, bocause ho was sfvald
of tho low, Hut he took a moanor nuwd more
cowardly way of accomplinting the robbery
e appealed to the cupldity of men out of
whkpoor devils! I don’t blame  thom:
thoy wWoere doubtless starving—and he watd

ot

ot 0

e

[ thi m that if they masquerniled as mployes

IR

waottlil take thom ia |
ar long as there was no
sumplclon aroliged—that ia, if theke men ket
Ehele mouths shut they could draw strihe
phy, Much ng 1 have always despise) 3ar-

hix, the unlon
|1vn Ehem  wages,

"

!\-..-1|, 1 aid not think he would stoop to a

I kempt figure, rose above the struggling mob
and «'pod oh (he tap of the fatlen oah,
| “For God's sake, mon,” he sereamed, “don’t
| reaint tha police! Fall ack! Fall back!”
Ho might as well have shouted to the
winde. The poliee 1al] about them ke de-
mons, and the crowd was mapidly falling
back, rot benavse Gitibons ordered them Lo,
In an Ineredibly short spree of time the
poliee in a body muarche) down thoe street,
and there was none o oppiee them.  The
remnants of what a fow minutea bafore
moemed an Irresilstible force lay on the pave-
ment and groaned, or leaned digaltiat the
walls the more serlously wounded to be taken
to the hoapitals, e others to the police
atation

In eplte of thelr defeat In the morning the
men gathored onee more about the works In
the altérnoon, and the threatening orowd was
oven grenter than before, because the even-
g papora had ap d over London startling
aecounta of the riot, as they called 1t, and
the news Mad atteacted 1dler frotn all parta

the metropolls, The wildeat rumors were
afgal; the men wore going to wroek the
worke: they were golng to lont the hread
whopa In Light street; they had armed thom-
welves @nd were about to mareh on Trafals
gar aquare, With a resolute and desperatoe
londer, there s no saving what they might
have attomptod, but Giblions, who had put
tnother voat on his back, and much aticking
Mastar on hig fmee, moved about coupseling
moderation angd respecst for the law. They
wolll forfelt publle sympathy, he sald, by
resarting vielenee, although some of his

1o

Bearors growled that “a Bleoldin® lot o good

publie sympathy had done for them. “What
Wwe want, anil whal we mean to have," «ald
Gibbons, “ls a word with the ownera. They

bound to come out soon.'

They did come out ultlmately together,
and two more feightened men than Monkton
and Hope It would have been Hard to find
in_ all the land that day. They wers sur-
rounded by n dozen policemon, whose regos
hute demeancr ghowed they were not to be
trifled with, Ths gates [mmediately elosed
Jeitind  this Tormidable processlon, and it
guickly mado its way up the street, the
crowd feering ang groaning as It passed
through.

“We'va mot nothing agalnst them,' shoutod
e, “Hring out Sartwell, and wa'll show
son  wat  for,”

Hatred for the managor rather than the
ownora was plainly the dominant sentimoent
of the gathering. They cheered the remark,
nnd prve three greans for the unpopular
inann 4 of

When the protected men disappeared, the
vigilance of the foree relaxed, and the erowd
virged Into the gap the police had eloaroed,
wWith the mastera safe and out of rench, the
oritieal moment of the day seomed to have

o bank
leiniils

to. commit the
pafely asbdo and
is no decent word

robs
who

who
min

trick like this. A man
has rome courage, bul a
povorty-stricken  wretches
trline, while he stands
reaps Lthe Lenefit—thers

In the language to characterize him. Now,
men, you know what heas been done, snud
the result Is that our trecsury Is cmpty, as

| quustion befo
FYou going in

ll]-r|\l| |

that |
| the ground

If Sartwell had broken Into it with a Jimmy.
The manager ik walting expeotantly for the
roaward for his burgiavy, He will throw the
gates of the works open tomorrow for yvoa
o enter and complete his  teiumph,  The
the mecting tonight is—Are

A unlyersnl shout of “*Never! We'll gtarve
firet" roee to the raftors of the bullding.

When be first confronted"the meeting thnt
night, Gibbons feared ho could not rouse

the men from thele evident colduess toward

Wim; as the speech went on, lncressing mur- |

winirs among the men and ot Jepgth savagc
aoutbursts of rage showed him that he held
them in the lollow of his hand: at the
end, u word from him, aud all the police
I that part of London vould not have savied
the works from wreek ang flames.

“To the works!”" was the ery, and there
Wil o general movement o response to it

“No, men," shouted Gibbons, his stentorian
volee dominating the uproar, *“*Not to the
works. Every man home tonlght, but be on
In the merming.  We must not

l pliny fnto the enemy’s hands by any attempt

nt wviolence. Tomorrow wn will Intercept
Monkton and Hope and demand our vights
from them in porsgon. Lot them refuse ot
their peril. We'll bave no more dealings
with Sartwell.”

Thero was a cheqr at (this and the meoting
disbanded qulelly
xt aornieg the
at the =il closed

men were out in force
gates and  thore wore
ankry thriats egainst the manager, It was
all right enough, they suld, for Gibbons to
counsel moderation, but the time for modoer-
frlon was past, There was an inereasod body
of pobice, who kept the ecrowd moving as
much as wasa possible, haviog for tho first
time during the strika a most difeult task
to perform.  The strikers wore In ugly Lem-
per and Jdil not obey ordors or ltake pushes
with the equanbmity they had formoerly dis-
playied; but thoe poilee showed great forboar-
snee and evidently had lnstructions not o
e Lhele truncheons exeept as a last re-
gore.

Sartwell, knowing a crisla was at hand,
hued slept In his office and the ever-increasing
moh hooied when he did not appear at his
usual time,

Glbbons, by word and action, moving about
evorywhoere, tried to keep his men In hand
pnfl prevent o eonflict.  They cheored him,
burt pald Hitle attention to what bhe said;

Shortly after 10 e'vlock a hansom drove
to he outskirts of the mob and was received
with a shorus of groans. Glbbons qulekly
ulepped to the front of it and addressed the
Geelfinnt

“Mr. Hope—" he hogan

“Stand back thoaro!'' erled
charge.

the officer In

He spends his lfe |

‘Mr. Hope," eried Gibbons, I want ten
words withh you.'"

LAttie Mr. Hope ghrank Into a corger of the
haunom spoochless, Bis face as white as o
of puper,

vStand back, I say!' The oflicer purhed
f Cibbons, striking bim with some foree in the
| breaat.
t him answer

shieel

Will you speak for onp

m te with your moen—the men who have
mado you rich ™’
“Statd back!" relteratil the officer, push-

Ing Lim a glep further,
The hansom woved Inch by loch nearer the

he wmerely tales it from a follow workmoan ""”"“l The coowd seethud “!‘" Ml HLeasy

who baw pot o touch on I puts hls own [958 DUl ovaey man held Wik breath

toneh on 14 and poeses it on to another. and Lisgten to me, Mr, Hepe.  Your men are

thus tho artlele travels trons hund o hand | starviog  They ask only :

until it reaches the flolsher. The workman | 2 pushed the spealier bick once

of today Is merily a emsall cog on a very | Wwore.  Gibbons® heel eaught on n eobible

large wheel, anil ao, If he doex not combine ! "‘"_'_"" and he wont down backward,

with Wis fellows he Is holpless. The work- | ke crowd broke Hke a wave, submerging

man of former thnes wos mueh more fnde- | the polite for a moment, flooding the stoeel
g 00w dam had glven way, The cabby an

Ho began bia work and completed
It. I he was o cooper he made the whole
barrel, hoopltg 1L aud heading i, 1f one of
us may e compared to 4 slngle plpe In an
oigan, the werkman of yesterday nilght be
Hkened to o Nute on which a whole tune
cotld be played, He—"

“Ah, chuek 111" cried a dlaguated mun In
frant. “We don’t want ne philosophy; we
wanta strike pay or masater’s pay."

Ear, Tear!” repg through the hall; the
lnterpioter quite evidently volclug the gentl-
wenl of the meeling. Glbhons stood for a
second or two looklog at them.

“Yeu ' ho erled, his volee ke a trumpel
eall, 1 will chuch . Thin Is por e time
for philosophy, as cur friesd eald; it (s
the tlme to act, When o man atiips o Hght,
what does he expect

“A d—d4 good thrashing"
looked-for veply.

It I8 never safe for an otator to depend on
his audienos for anawers to his guestions;

yrudent,

was the up-

Iis lofly sal, trylng to coutrol hils folghtend
i borse, looked like o castaway perched on a
buoy 1 an angry ocean. He mwade the tact)
cal mistake of lashing around bhlm with his

|

'nlnp. In an inktant the banrom was over
nut down, with a crash of splintoring gians,
The palice, edgiog together, struck right and
left with a fury that quite matched the less
fnolptined rago of the mob.  The oMeemn
fought thetr way until there was a viog
around the prostrate cab, Two of them

11-11-1;--! up Mr. Hope, who was helpless with
foar and horror, snd Lthese two, with thoe
little man between them, surrounided by a
sguad that stood shoulder to shoulder, slm-

I' ply glove thelr way throvgh the donge mass

to the gales, wheie tho small doeor In
largo mate was quickly opened and shut, with
Mr. Hope and one supporting peliceman lns
TR

Ceibhona, his hat gone, his cont In rags and
his face smeared with blood, & wild, un-

THE HANSOM MOVED INCH BY INUH NEARER THE GATES.

the |

paesod,  The police could not be expeeted to
know that the real resontiment of the mol
wis pot directed agalnst the man whose
cab had been overturned that morning.

"I hopo Sartwell won't venture out to-
night,” sald Marsten to Braunt. It will
take more than twelve policemen to guard
Him it he does.'”

“Ho has some senee' replied Braunt,

“and will stay where he ls."
Nelther Braunt nor Marsten had been
pt nt during the morning’s battle, bLut
(hey, ke many others with soithing to do,
hady come in thy afternoon.

As Hraunt spoke the small door In the gate
apened, and Sartwell, entively alone, stepped
ont, He had no more formidable weapan in
his Kand than his coustomary alim amnd trim
umbrella, Iis silk hat was a8 glosey and
his clothes were s splek and span as If he
wera 4 tallor's model. e seemed to have

oped a trile since the strike bogan, hut
his wiry, well-knit body was g5 ofect aa
ever, and In his eys was that stern look of

command before which, at one time or un-
othor, every man in his employ had qualled.

An instantancous hush fell upon the crowd,
The ery of o ‘hawker in a dlstant stroct
wis heard.  Every man knew that the tHng-

Ing of w misalle, or the upraising of an arm
even, would be as a spark In powder mill

Let but the stroke fall, and all the police
in London ¢onld not have saved the e of
the man wilking across the cleared space
from the gates toward the crowd, The masa
of silont bumanity had but to move for-
ward, and Sartwell’'s lfe would be crushed
out on the paving stones,

Sartwell, without pause and without hurry,
wilked across the intervening space, wilh
evident contidenece that the men would make
way for him. There was no sign of fear
in his manner, nor, on the other hand, was
there any trace of sweggering nuthority
about him, but there wos lg the glance of
| hlg steely eve and the polse of his head
that Tndefinable something which stamps a
man  master—which commands obedience,
instant ang vwnguestionoed,

The crowd parted before him, and he cast
po look over his shouldor. Habit bheing
atrong, one or two ralged hand to forelock s
ho passed, getting in rveturn (he same cost
nod that had olways acknowledged such
salutation, The human ocean parted before
him ai id the Red sea before the Hobrow
leader, ang the manager passed through
unscathed,

"God!" erled Braunt, towering above his
fellows and shaking his fist at the unof-
fending sky. 4 have seen ln my life one
brave man,"”

CHAPTER XIV.

"Come with me, Marsten,'” sald Braunt.
"Lt us goet out of this crowd. 1 want &
word with you.”

The two made thelr way to a quieter street
and walked together toward Rose Garden
court, tulking os they went,

“This foollsh strike must stop,” began
the Yorkehire man, “apd now s the time
to stop it. The men are tired of jt, and

the mastars are slok of it, but nelther will
give In, 80 & way must be formd eut of the

tangle, and you are the man to find the
r\\d_\'."
{ "How? The men won't throw over Gib-

bons, and Sartwell will reslign before he will
confer with him. Remember how Gibbons
swayed the men last night, In splie of the
grumbling there had been ngulost blm be-
fore the meeting opened.'*

! "You, 1 know, But, wmy lad, there lg dis-
| Bengion I the other camp, as well as in
ours. Sartwell's coming out ay he did Just

now wis just os much in definnee of Bis mas-
tors as of his men. If we krow the truth

of M, both Menkton and Hope wanted him
[ 1o como with them and thels bodyguard.
| He refused, From what 1 bear, Mr. Hope
| Wus do frightened this morning that he
cointld not have spolen i his e dependaod
upon It, There must have been some hot
|l.||!= etween the three  todiy. Sdrtwell
underentimates the danger, anad the two
owners perhaps overestimnte it, What 1

i

lam sure of s that there 18 division botweon
I Sartwoll und the muawers and when they
hear that he came out glone topight, while
thoy were guardeg by twelve polleemon,
they'll be more angry than ever, It there'a
any wplrit in elther of them,

“Now, what you must do tomorrow Is to
moeet elther Mooktou or Hope, or both If
posallde. You'll ses they won't look near the
works amaln untll thls sirike's ended. 1'd
=0 1o Mr, Hope first, If 1 were you, He's
Lad the worst fright, Tell himy you want
i ool the trouble and ho'tl Msten willlpgly.
Vary likely he bas some plap of bls own
st Sartwell won't sl him try. 1f you gel
Chlm to promius to give ua what we want if
! wae throw over Glbbeny we'll spring that on
this meeting, and you'll see, It wo work It
right, Gibbong will he throws over. Then
thera will b no troubls with Sartwell.”

"It sewms n treacherous thing to do,' sald
Marsten, with some healtation.

“Cod's truth, lad,” cried Draunt,

with

fome Impatienco; ‘haven't they boott troats
Ing you ks m tealtor evier sitice thin strike
hegan? What's the difference If It does look
like trenchory?  Think of the wives apd
children of the men, IF not of the men them-
nilven; thinkoof those that no one has glven
& thought to sl thess weeks, the women
workers in the top floor of the works
They've had litile strike pay; they have no
vole at the meeving, and they have to suffer
and starve when thoy are willing to wark.
Troachory! P'd boea traitor a thousand times
over to see the works molng again.*

“'HI do 11 anld Marsten.

The young man had no motey to waste on
rallway fare, so next morning early he st
his face to the west and trudged along the
Portsmouth foad the twelve miles' distanco
between London and Surblton.

Az he walkad up the beautifully kept drive
to the Hope mansion he thought le saw tho
owner amonige the trees at the rear, pacing
| vory dejectedly up and down a pnath. Maras
| ten hesitated a moment, but finally declded
to apply formally at the front door. The
gervant looked at him with evident susplelon
and after learning his business promptly e

tarned, anylne Mr. Hope eould not ses him.
The door was shut upoh him, but Marstin
folt sure Mr, Hope had not been consulted
In the miatior, ss Instead of gaoing ont by

the ga's he had entered, he went aroumd the
house to the plantatlon bheyvond and thor
came upon Mr, Hope, who'wag much alarmed
L seelng o stranger suddenly appear hefors
Lim.

S am one of your workmen, Mr. Hope"
headn Marsten, by way of rénssuring the 1=
te man: it hls words had an entirely oppo
slte offeot, Mp, Hope looked wildly to right
and left of him, but seclng no chance af o«
cape, resigned himself, with n desp slgh,
dynamite of whatever other shape this par-
tionlar  workingman's arguments might
take,

“What do
ployer at laat,

“1 want this strike to ond.”

“Oh, w0 do I, a0 do 1! erled Mr. Hope,
almest in tears,

“Then, Mr, Hope, won't you allow mo to
apeak with you for a few moments, and
gee If we cinnot find some way out of the
AlMenlty

“Surely, surely,"
old man, visibly relleved at finding hia
former emplove did not intend to use the
stotut stick which he carrled in his band for
the purpess of a per=onal segault.

“Lot us walk a little further
hovae, whers wo can talke quietly.
anything to propose?”

SWell, the ehiol troulile seems to be thatl

faltered the em-

you want?"

replied the trembling

from Lhe
Have you

Mr. Sartwell will mot megl Gibbons,
“Ah, Sartwell! sald the old man. aa if
whispering to  himself, “Sartwell & a

girong man—a strong man; diMenlt to per-
ande—diflicult to persuade.’” Then turning
suddenly, he asked, “You are not Giblons,
are you?"

fo, my name s Marsten. (Gibbone was
the man who tried to gpeak with you yester-
day at the gates.”

The old man ehuddered
tion

“There were ao many there T 41 not goe
any one distincetly, and it all took place so
wuddenly, I don't remembor Gibhons. It
was dreadful, dreadfoll®

*1I hone you were not hurt.'

“No, no. Meroly n scralch or two. Noth-
ing to epeak of. Now, what can be done
abput the stellke?"”

“Would vou be prepared to grant the re-
questa of the moen, if they wera Lo throw over
Glbbons, and #end a deputation to Mr. Suart-
well 2™

“Oh, willingly, most willingly. 1 don’t at
all remember what It is the men want, but
wa'll grant it; anything to stop thia sulcidal
gtrugele. Does Sartwell know you?""

“Yeu, slr."

“Or course he does. Hoe knows every one
In the works, by name even. A wotderful
man—a wonderful man! 1 often wish 1 had
wwre  Influsnee with him, Now, If you
would go and see Mr. Sartwell—he lives at
Wimbledon: it's on your way; I asked him
not to go to the works today, so perhaps
vou will find him at home—yon niight
possibly arrange with him about recelving a
deputation, Perbaps It wollld lbe best not
to tell hlmn that you've seen me—yes, I'm
aura JU's best uol. Then I'll speak to him
nbout granting the men's demands, 11 put
my foot downg &0 will Monkton. We'll be
firm with him." Tho old man glanced
timidly over his shoulder. “"We'ill say to
him that we've stood at his back about Gib-
bons and now he must settle at once with
the men when they've abandoned Gibhone.
Why will he not see Gibbons, do you Know?
Has he o personal dislike to the man?"

“Oh, no. It 18 o matter of principle with
Mr. Sartwell, Gibbons I8 not one of your
workmen,"

“Ah, yeas, yesa,
oxactly what Sartwell €ald,
much obliged to you for coming,

1]

at the recollee-

I remenber now, That's
Well, I'm very
and 1T hope
end.

thoso  awful  occurrences are at an
Goodby! Thera's a train in balf an hour
thut stops at Wimbledon."'

“Thank you, Mr. Hope, but I'm an foo!
today."*

“Hlesg me: 18 4 lopg distanee and rounil-
about by the roud. The train will get you
there In a fow minutes.”

Marsten laughed

“1 don't mind walking,” he sald,

The old man looked at him for a few
minutga,
“You don't mean to tell me you have

all the way from Londoa this mora-

“It's only twelve or thirteen miles."

“Dear, dear, dear, dear! | see! [ see 1
see. Yo, Sartwell's right., I'm not a very
brilliant man, although 1 think one's man-
ager should not say so before one's part-
ner. Come with me to the house for a
moment."”

*“1 think T should be off now."

“No, no; come with me. I won't keep
vou long; 1 woo't take a refusal. I'm going
to put my foot down, as I said, I have had
tao little self-assertion In the past. Come
along."

The courageous man led the way toward
his dwelling, keeping the trees between
bimself apd the house as much as possible
ang as long zs he could. He shufed gin-
gerly up the steps at the back of the build-
ing, letting himsell Into o wide hall, and
then noiselessly entered a square room that
looked out upon the Lroad lnwwn and planta-
tion to the rear. The room was lined with
hovls; a solid onk table stood in the centor,
Manlted by comfortable armobhairs. Mr.
Hope rang the bell and beld the deor alightly
njar.

“Is there any cold meat down stairs,
Susy ™" he whispered to the unseon person
through the opening,

“Yos, sipn"”
“Well, bring up enough for two; some
plekles, bread and  butter, and a bit af

cheese.”  Then turning to Marsten he asked:
“WIIl you drink wine or beer?"

“Really, Mr, Hope," sald the young man,
molstening his Ups and speaking with Jdim-
culty, “I'm ot In the least hungry.'

Which wrs not true, for the very recital
of the articles’ of food made him feel s#o
faint that he jad (o lean agninst the book-
cise for suppgrt.

“Bring a bottle of beer, ploase,' whis-
pored the host, softly closiog the door.
sit down, sit down,"” he aald to Marsten.
Not hungry? Of courde you're hungry
after such a walk., no mutter how hearty
a hreakfast you took before you left,'”

While Marsten ate Mr. Hope aaid nothing,
but cat lstenipg with apparently intense
anxiety. Once he rose and cautlously turned
the key In tho door, bredthivg casier when
this was done,

“Now,” sald the old man when Marsten
had Anlshed his neal, “you must go by rall
to Wimbleten., Thwe I3 of lmportance—time
Is of lmportance, Here ls a little money for
expenses."”

“l ecannot take money
Hope, but thank you all
UNongense, nousense,

me, you know.*

“No, alr, T mmn acting for the men."”

“Well, it'a the same thing. Bensilt
wfit mll, Come, come, | inaist 1
v my foot. Call [t wagea, If you
No doubt vou Aidn't want to strike.'

“1 didn't want to, but I struck.”

“Famo thing, samo thing, You muut take
the mouey.”

“I'd much ratker not, sip"

Marsten agw the anxlety of his hest, who
acted as a man might over whose heind some
dlgaster lmpended, and . weakencd hils
[ reaoluilon not to take the money. e un-
derstood that for some reagon Mr, Hope
wanted him to tnke the money and bt gone

“"Tut, tul,'” persisted the old mup eagerly.
“Wo munstn’t let trifles stand In the way of
aunoess, "

An e was apeaking an Impertous volee
solinded in the hall—the volee of & woman
A sulden pallor aversproad Mr. Hope's face,
that reminded Marston of the look It wore
whoen the twelve poligemen escorled Wb and
his purtner through the crowd.

“Here, bere,” suid the old map, o a husky

from somn, Mr.
the same.’

You are acting for

one,
put
Hke.

whiaper, “‘take the money and say nothing
about It—nothing about it

Marston took tho monsy and sllpped 1t into
his pocketl, The voleo in the hall rang oul
agaln,

“Where 4 Mr, Hope, Susan?’ I naked

“Ho wiaa dn the bick walk a few minuies
Ago, mum.”’

Firm foolstepr passad down the bhall, the
oulside door opened and shut, and In tho
sllonte the crunch on the gravel wan Jdia-
tinctly heard.

The anxiety clonred away from Mr, Hopo's
faco like the passing of a ¢loud, and a faint
s hovered nbout his lips, He secmod to
have forgotien Marston's prosence In the In-
tenalty of the moment,

“Claver girl, Susy—«%0 I was, 0 1 was,”" he
murmured to himuelf.

“Good-by and thank you, Me, Hope" sadd
Maraten, riking, *I will go at once and seo

Mr. Sartwell*™
“Yes, yes. In a momont—in a moment,”
sald thoe old man. with a glance out of the

Hig volee sank into an apologetio
tonn ax ho added, as If asking « favor
“Won't you take some money with yon to
I glven anonymously—anonymously mind—
to the commities for the mon® You see,
the negotlalions may take a fow davs, sl
L uniderstand they are badly of—badly ofr.*

Even Marsten smlled nt this suggostion,

“I don't sace how that could be managed.
I ehall have to tell the men I have been
to aee your, or at least some of them, and
they might misunderstand, 1 think, per-
hiapx—"

I wee—1 asee. There 1 a diMeulty, of
course, T shall send It In the usual way to the
papers. That's the best plan.*

“To the papers,"” sald Marsten, astonishoed.

The old man leoked at Lim In alarp.

“1 didp't Intend to mentlon that, Aa you
say, it might be misunderatood. The world
seoms to be made up of misunderstandings,
but you'll not say anyvthing about i, will
you? 1 4ld It In a roundabout way, so ug
not to cause any Il feellng, under the name

window

of ‘Wellwisher,” Merely triftes, you know,
trifles, now and then. Sartwell sald the
atrike would end In a fortnight or three
worka, Ho's a  elever man, Sartwell—a

elover man—bul was mistaken In that, We
all make migtakes one time of another. 1
wouldn't care for him to know you sce, that
I contributed anonymously to the strike
fund; he might think it prolonged the strike,
and perhaps It dld—perhaps It Al It s
difficult to say what one's duty s In a
cage like this—very difMcult. So poerhaps It

Is best to mentlon this to no one.'

“I shall never breathe a word about i,
Mr. Huope."'

“That's rvight—that’s right. 1 am very
glad you came, and 'l speak to Sartwell
albout you when we get in ronning order
agalu, Now just ebme ont by the front door

this time, amd when you spreak to Mr, Sart-
well be careful not to say anything that

might appear to eriticlse his netlons In any
way. Don't crogg him, don't coross bim
The caslest way 18 generally the best, If
any one has to put a foot down, leave that
to me—leave that to moe."

The manufacturer himaclf let his employe

I had enlisted In 1861 at Rochester, N.
Y.. and was firing on a New York Central
enginoe when I quit ta be a goldler for Uncle

Sam. My enlistment papers showing what
my ocoupation  had been, I was soon de-
tafled to run an engine on a little road

reaching from Washington down Into Vir-
ginla that was being operated by the gov-
ernment as far down as the boys in blue
commanded the situation, At this time 1
made a round trip cach day, leaving Wash-
Ington at 10 a. m. and arciving in Washing-
ton on my return trip at 4 p. m.

One morning while I sat in the cab of my
engine reading g newspaper to pass the hour
or more that would bring us to our starting
time, 1 beeame consclous, without paylng any
partioular attention to them, that a gen-
tieman and a youth were examining my
enyine, walking slowly around it. At length
my attention was attracted by a question
the boy put to the man: “*“'Papa, can't we
get up on 1LY Ask the gentleman, please?

Hefore he eovld comply’ with the boy's
riqueat I lald nulde my paper and Invited
the two to step up. When thoy dld sp |
notlced that the gentleman was gulte tal),
Ho had to remove his high silk hat and then
stand ln a slightly stooping position while

“Long Pridge” across the Potomac. The
gentlomun explalied ta the boy all of my
acts I controlling the machine and |th
movements (n n manner thal showed he
knew the locomotive very well,

YO, papa! 1do wish 1T oonld take a long
ride on this engine, out In the country,
whera {8 goos fast, It must be grand ta be
curried away by such a big atrong horso.”’

As the englde slowly backed oncs more
Into the sheds tho gentleman again thanked
me, and as 1 caught the wistful look in the
boy's face T wan prompted (o syy:

My ran s only tirooe hours out and three
back, sir, 1 lewvr hore At 10 a. m. and re-
turn at 4330 p. m, If you are williog to
trust the boy to me, T will take him for the
trlp hore In front of me on my seat. The
road s safe. We do not go into the enemy’s
country. 1 think 1 can safely promiss to
deliver the young man to you at this spot

at 480 this afternoon.”™

“Fapa, papa, do let me go, it will bhe #o
nlee, and 1 know this gentlenian will mep
that no harm comes to me, Do ¢t me go,

papi, and don't tell mamma until 1
telling

I want to surprise her by
abiout the teip,”

Tho gentloman could not withétand his
son's pleading,  He Jot him o,

Waords fatl to tell of the delights of that
boy ns we spedd over the hills and valleys of
Virginia, From the questions hoe asked |
soon diseovored he was o western boy from
tho prairie land,

Ar the engine puffed and groancd up o
boy, who =at between my knees, looked up
Into my face and sald;

“1 have got the very best papa that ever
livedl. Do you know my papa?’

“No, my boy, I do mnot; but there
gomething so familinr to me In his appenr-

geen your father hefore, What Is his name,
anyway?"

“Why, he Is Abraham Lincoln,”
my fellow traveler,

For & moment 1 veeled on my seat in sur-
prise, but soon It flashed on me that
tall mon who had placed the ehild In my
charge conld be none other than “Old Abe,'
whom I had only seen as plotured in the
Newspapers.

You may be sure T made a douhly care-
ful run Into Washington when 1 found that
Tad Lincoln, son of thoe president, was (he
little guest 1 had In my eab,

replied

Another man, I suppods a white honse
sorvant, met the Lrala on Itz arrival and
took the hoy away,

The next and inst the T sgaw  Abraham

|

| for a elx Hours*

Lipcoln after he intrusied mio with lile boy
rido in Virginin, was whon
[ e Iay In state In Washington before the
| s funeral cortege statted ta the prairies
[ of Hlinois to lay the martyred president to
rest at Springfeld.

e I'Ii\\- I-':l.l -l_ll-'_l._\\'til \GE.

[ Even o Hippopotamus WHT Yield (o
n Soft Vole nnd Gentle Worils,

It must be admitted that to love a hip-
quite a sireteh of affeetion,

popotamus s

"hers Lo mi

Instantly the big warty head

was turnsd, and his eyve# fastened on the
speaker; the words were  repeated,  and
thereupon e waddled stralght un to Tay-

pressed hls head aghinst the bars that
emed delighted 1o have
ke his head. Taylor had
A way of Lrying Arable on varlous *‘men-
agerie” animals, and weveral times found
lions whom he declared unmistakably rocopg-
nized the tongue, and whose eyes took on
a look positively and almost painfully hu-
man when they heard i, He always de-
clared that saedmals understood far more
of speach than stupld people belleve, and
he lastanced the way the Hindoos ik to
thelr elephanty and are underatood by them.
CONTHOLLING FIERCE DOGS,

O course somitines the tone ia
more than the
can be done by tone and
worids had better correspond;
telling. when the words may
One time Mr. Taylor was walking in
country In Eogland with Coanon Kingaley,
avd they pussed a lodge where a big flores
mustif was chained, but with a long chaln:
the gentlemen were Just beveng bis reach, but
the chain did not ook vers atrfong, and Tay-
lor w for passing an, but Kinwaley sild?
“No, wall and se¢ what 1 can do to subidue

lor,
confined him, and
his new friend sir

worls, and wonderful things
the
1o
mitond,
tho

manner, hut
thore
v unid

=

and his explanntion of different parts of the
machine that he knew something of the prin-
e¢iple upon which locomotives are bullt.

“Oh, papa! 1 do wish 1 could take a ride
on it."

“Not pow, my son, Maybe some day wo
may have a chance, theg I shall be glad to
let you ride on one of these greal machines
in which you take such an interest,”

I #ald: *If you and your son will have a
seat over there on the flreman’s box | will
be glad to give the young man a lttle ride,
I want to ‘pump her up,” anyway.” IHe
thunked me as he and the boy stated thens
golves, 1 sct the lever, opened the throttle
slightly and we moved slowly down the
yard and out to tho Washington ond of the

e
IN THE CAHL WITH TAD,
in the cab, 1 notieed from his answers to him.' Wherewith he walked up to the
the questions with which the boy plied him dog, who, standing on hils hind feet, was

ready to tear bl ln hite; Kingeley, putting
out one hand with o pucifie gesture, sald
| very quletly, "You are wrong; you have
made n mistake; you must go back to your
| kennel” The dog came down to earth, but
atlll growled; Kingsley went on talking in
Cthe mrme stradn, wlvancing at the snme thne,
sep by step, and the dog step by step gave
way; with grave reasonable talk, Just us if
he were spéaking to a human bLelng, he
, rove the mastil baek to his kepnel, where
he peacelully lay down,

‘ Taylor did not forget this scene, and sey-
l'eral years alter enacted aomething very like
It In San Francisco, hlmeell; this thine the
" dog was upnchalned, and bad the wont deeided
| objection Lo leiting Taylor ring the bell of

long grade on the return teip suddenly thae

wns

ance that ever since you climboed Into this
eah 1T have been trying to think where 1 have

tho

N master's house.  Taylor started and
argued the caso with such aweet reason-
abloness that he foally let him riog, and
when ho got no answer and started Away,
the dog made friemds (o a digoificdly apolo-
gutle way.

A SHREWD OLD HORSH,

Hut if Taylor thought dog's lngulstie in-
telligetoe recelved (nadequate recognition, be
was satill more gonvinced of the gencral in-
Justice done to " harees

Mr. Tavlor, In the later years of his life,
owned an old horse which was wonderfully
smart about getting what ho wanted; age
did not wither his intellect, for he wan 40
years old whon he most distingulahed himself
in the Aeld of reason,  When, for Instance,
he lifted one box after another off a plle
unul he eame to the oats, which were In
the seventh, While be wan munching them
by cames higs master, and when the horse
tanw he was  caught he Nlled his mouth
quickly and trotted back to his stall, car-
rying st least a quart of pats with  him
More than o decnde bofore this he anapped
In play at Mr. Tavior's arm, ax he had &

“I KNOW YOU. COME HERE TO MB™

habit of dolng, anld instend of catching only
tho sleeve as usunl, roally gave the arm
a little nip; the horse scemed disiressed,
and Mr. Taylor only eald guietly, “"Nover
| do that again.” and he nover did; he dropped
[ the habit of a lfetlmo forever from that
| hour,

Mr. Taylor told with great gusto a story
of a parrot that belonged to a friend of his

n Mrs, Kirkland, who was in Chicago at
the time of the great five; the family had
to leaye the hotes in tho utmost hoste, the
red wall of flame wis moving down on them;
Miss Kirkland spw that she must choose be-
twien o certaln preclons famdly bible and
the parrot—shie could only take one of the
two In her hands; she started with the bible
| when the bird ealled loudly after hor, “Good

out by the front entrance, and the young | L6V daltvar Usi* a 4 s " :
mun walked briskly to Surbiton station. hut it was with a hippopotamus that Buyard | .‘I-“I ; I-I 1 .\‘ il ) "h'l. o ‘li.mr'?‘ I"? .' SNATES

(To Yo boitinued) Taylor had a very curlous and touching | '-" I‘F' :ll.;: ;[I:{”':I Poll gaved; who could have

BBkl 4
—————— 1 exporicnce He wawn standing by his tank

L T Y S [P o = A < Pt - et ! 2 Aunothor bird story of Mr. Taylor's wa
i ELB e AR et | In the olil Turnum'h mysonm, and he thought | ahvout tha nnT\" mino he over Nll\\"; hp wcn:
1 TAB L'"cL“!s ¥ | the pour brute looked® defected and melan- | futo the vitcant reading reom of a hotel and
vel L i | choly, for He could read exprossion evon in | took up & paper when suddenly out of the
" . tToUE  Ccounte g A oalr ercningly spolke a voleo gaying “'Gon
r An Engincer's Story of the Way He | | that manstrous '“_'”'“"“"' i itho post ad ",.‘,1_“,,‘?- ," |,..,';.u,| shout. and q.'\g:.,'f ;.,l.:hu‘.'::
i SRECIBALES FisMdoute S0 .. i, | .filrll IIli] i "il l.‘l ““..‘I]: W!.l; |=‘.>”H.- iyl to' e o black Bred, In 4 cage, was the only
o i Ielendly remark ut the “‘hipped’ Ipye ®HEd, 1 b
i -— — { L LRI, S g ',l. ) biD- | e thing at hand, still he did not con=
H S | popotanus il not even move hils oves: thenp )
5| BY JOHN HENRY MARTIN, i | Taylor went to the opposite cortee of tho | tr.; Ihli perfectly human volee with tho
L Ao i = ; Yol 'Y : o ey rd el dt revcated Its gresting—*'Good
STty - ST AT it ;| tank and sald Arable ; YON ] COme \s "
VA VNS e A S T 1k and '..: n S I know you; cotn morning,” then he wallied (o the vage and

the eréature sald: “Open the door, ploass,
and lel me out!"* “What are you!?"' ox-
clatimesd the gentlemnn {n spontaneous wons
derment.  “I'm a4 mino,”  declarsd  the

amazing atom, and the volee was oxactly the
volee of a oy of 12, Dayvard Taylor laughed
to scorn the llea that sueh apt answors ae
parrots, mino’s and the like often give wora
the result of accldent, but sald If they showed
such Intelllgence just becouse thelp throats
woro hullt so they could speak, what would
no!l dogs and horscs say to us if they too
bod simply the mechanical power of artleu=

probably Willy In

latlon.

MISPLACED CONFIDEMNCE,

St. Nicholns,
the corner orylng! What
the matter?
What ean afl my Sappy Httle, merey 1t-

can ba

(10 tn)_\' T z
Tears on  Chrisrmas morning!—tell us
whitt's the troukle,

Who hns eiused the teara that spoll oug
Hitle darling's joy?
“Grandpn's gone a-skiting with the little
tton T genve hiling
Avnty's sitting reading In the falry book
I Lought:

Mammu's p horsea with that paie
of relns t

I made to her 1 IPelday. It's meanl
bepiiuge L thoonghit—

"Nocioo!—T tThought that grandpa wons a
generots sort of grondpn,
And | thought the rest of "em would try

to e 08 Eenerowns, Vol Hes;

And after they ol hod admired the pretty
things 1 gave them,

They'd think such things more sult'ble

fur o little boy like me
PRATTLE OF THE YOUNGSTIIRS,

Teacher-—-Tommy, vhat do you mean, you
raughty boy? Tommy—I ain't doin' noth-
in', Teacher—Why, Tommy! you whistled;
I hearl you, Tommy—My motlier says you
shouldn’t belleve nll you heaor.

“Papa,’ sald Tommy, “do you think Santa
Claus would be offended If 1 put & note into
the chimney and told him in which toy
store they keep the best flrs englnes?”

Teacher—Tommy, parse digcretlon,
my (feeling hls wayl—IMacretlon—a noun—
feminine. Teacher—How do you moke It
feminine? Tommy—IU's the botter part of
valor,

Fredidle —0, Mr. Dudely, may T touch you?
Mr, Dudely—Uertainly, Froddie, but why oo
You want to touch me? Freddie—wWell, £
heard May say you were 8o soft, and 1 want
Lo seo for me'self.

My pa’s an (Md Fdllow,” boasted o little
boy. “My pa's o Free Masonp,” replied the
other, “an’ that's higher, for the hod fel-
lows walt an the marona.'

A small boy, who notieed for the first time
the gold Miing in his aunt's  teeth, ex-
clilmed, to the dismay of all at tha table,
“Oh, Aunt Mary, I wish 1 had copportoed
teeth like yours!"

Little Girl—Mamma, where docs the snow
come from?" Mamma—From heaven, 1 sup-
pose'”  Little Girl—1 gucas so. 1L eouldn't
come from the other place. I's too ecold.*

A primary teacher in a Watervliet Sunday
school took for o subjoet, “The Lord loveth
a cheerful giver.” 8She Inguired If any one
knew what it meant, whet a litle 4-year-
old Dboy sald: “Mixs Lo, I know) what that
means."  “*“Well, George Edwip, what s ity
"It menns give s whole lot and don't ery
over it"

Tom=

FIOF, ADBOTT, M. Il. DRADY,

The vear Just clossd has furnished an
alarming array of prominent men who have
died of Bright's discane of the Kidneys, The
numbar includes Professor Ausiin
the great jurist aod author of law books;
M. 0, Brady, the famous photographer; Col
Thoa, W. Knox, the author of the “‘bBoy
Travellers:"” Mark M, Pomeroy, the well
kuown editor; Mr Edwin Pardridge, the
promwdnent Chicago merchant, and ex-Goy-
oronor Ureenhalge of Masiachiusetia,

If “death loven a shinfog mark,” 1t 1s also
pertaln that Hright's dlscase fuds ita victine

nmoug the prominent as well as among the

Abbott,

COL. T. W, KNOX. M. M. POMENROY.
snffering with 1t

milllops of peaple who ari
this serlous

today, knd yel do not realla
faot,

There are men and women In every por-
tlon of America who feel oul of sorts and
who do not reallze what it s that affects
them. Thay may have peculine palus in
various parts of the body, atrange lassitude,
a bad taste In the mouth, pains In the back
and ubout the loing, and 4 genoral Irrogu-
larity of the system,

Theso thidgs mean Hrlght's Discase In
some one of lin various stages, and no wan
or woman 4s safe who hax them,

This torrible disosre was opce considered
Incurable. Ewlneot doctors so  deglared,
but constant selentifio and chemical experl-

EXAOV, GHEENITALUR,

f

AMONG THE DEAD OF THE YEAR.

These Prominent Men All Died of that Great Modern Curse—Bright’s Disease

/1

EDWIN PARDIUDGE,

74 o . "F/

ments remulted In a discovery, which 1s an
absolute cure for Dright's discaue, oven in
I advanced stugos, It In the one and only
known remody for this tarvible complaint;
I nhme Is Warner's 8afe Cure.

It Is wimply marvelous how many people
aro taday kept in perfoet houlth and strength
through 1ts use. * It hins a pleaning, soothin
and quisting effect upon the Kldneys aud al
adjacent organs. It relluves prompily, puts
tha system in a condition of health and sube-
atilutes bappinims for misery, Tosutlmonials
of Its groat power could be furnisbed by the
thousands, but all  lotelligent men aand
women, as well as the modical profession,
kuow Ite great powsr and the grand work I
Is doing In the world,
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