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A rich young man, tired of a mon-
otonous life, goes ‘to work in"a New
Work iron foundry, -which hé dis-
wovers to be his own property. He
fives in the East Side, meets many
surprising characters, and has a var-
iety of adventures. His social stud-
ies are interwoven with his relations
R to three young women of diverse
= .charm, a working-girl agitator, a

girl who paints, and one who belongs
to high soeciety. Scenes of uptown
fife contrast vividly with the world

of labor. A powerful romance of
real people and things.
‘l
CHAPTER II
M U'T he was surprised and
a trifle hurt by judge-
. ment that tallied with
the attitude of the gate-

keeper and the men . a
bout h H
had doe
trine
he owned to a definite

cupoia.
held the

lor
b blood

tells ;

He
birth was
by, ¢

riority.

. modest sense of his suj
had been sure that g
distinguishable, especially
anferiors.
wires alone proclaim heritage and cul
ture? The broad brow under sandy
hair; the incurious full
raddy cheeks, artistically loose lips—
2 tightened at the thought—ought. to

ne’s

. Did not one's feat-

gray eves,

have told something. He was clever

1 witty, able to talk pn musie, wo-
men's dress, painting, cookery; had

2R an_ excellent! knowledgze of dogs, and

horses and auto hoats: danced well
and played evers shicnable g
No one, it had seemcd T

appreciate the erect [

igarette

~~—mamer of smoking a

Of ne could not display

such traits to advantage in the pres-
«ent occupation. ,'

These ideas were quickly displaced
by a sense of reminiseence that had
been stru&linz in his mind. Until
now the ecalamity of seli-and the
stress of toil had kept down all less-
er matters. The famili
“he gazed about the yard
Jow brick buildings, connected itself
for a moment with dreams and pie=
tures. Then his thoughts leaped to
the simplest explanation. It was
ineredibly absurd.

He had not noticed the name of the
firm on the application blank. There
was a placard on the nearby wall
-and he walked toward it in order to
werify fantastie suspicion.

“You greeny, quit mooning !
Come here and shovel coke.”” The
<upola boss had a peremptory voiee.

Renson had to bear suspense for
awhile. He took a tined fork, not
unlike that . which farmers use in
-pitehing hay, and joined the other la-

borer. The coke lay in a pile of sil-
very gray fragments the size of coal,
and a fork seemed a strange tool
with which to toss it on the. eleva-
tor; but it was very light and easily

eourse, «

note, as

at the

of - well padded - shoulders, the mani-
eured white hands that never g

tured, the smilé on smooth, ample
%ips, the low-pitched voice, the bored)

droop of the eyelashes, and even the!
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feame out holding a red object with
ta  pair of tongs; leaning back, he
|dropped the thirg in a water tank,
when there was a voleanjé explosion
and the water flew a dozen feet

Rensen found time to read the pla-
card only when the whistle blew the
end of the day's work.

He was hugely de!
laughed. What a sstory
vedere Club tonight!
would be skepties rash en
ger it -an invention; that would. add
to the A bath, a change of
linen, canvasback, a salid, a
bottle
the
then a luxurious sleep

“Sa well for
hand
proaching
willing.”

“Thanks:

“You'll do
wants vou inside to-me
to Day.”
Rensen  was struek by the id
depended There
friendly and heart-warm
he

ghted. He

the Bel-
aps there
to wa

for

sport.
some
of Lalfitte, cigars and coffee—
encounter with the skepties-and
done

¥y, you a

You're ignorant, but
That's very kipd—"
n. The *foreman

You'll

rrow

report Johr

a - of

being upon. was
something
these ‘men.  “Moreover
a hittle cu

whi

ing about
ious about the work
1 the afternoon’s toil
detail. - And now
to think-of it. five
o he was considering ways
means. . . What then ? "Where

as he had been restored to sane vig

i of

was evidently a
that cone eame

t
n

and

or. > He wondered whether he ought
to be grateful to anyone or any
thing.

At" any it would be worth .
while t on the adventure for
another day His brows knit He
ointed the hurrying, noisy procession
of men and boys who sw Y
dinner pails and “put. on tl «
as they passed the arched g

A few bloeks away in Se i
street which was narrow Y
quiet and fronted with a better sort
f tenements, - Renden found an. eat

:ir: place It bore the name Fureka
restaun , had elean windows, and

ed

the first floor of a three
house. Tke proprietor said
he had a good custom, mer-

and clerks who did not live
in the neighborhood. The choicest
thing the bill of fare.this
ing was bean

chants

on even-

soup, made by the pro-

prietor's  wife. Rensen ate two

large plates oup and a half loaf
of bread; nor did he regret the ecan
vasbhack and Lafitte.

“Where __you working?'’' gsked the
German as he paid at the desk.

“At the foundry."”

“Se. Maybe you pnew mans. |

rent you room upstairs.”’
“T want a room for the night
least. Is there a bath?”’
“Bath? My gracious. 1 tell vou,
wé make a baths, mit pails of vater
hein!”’
“All right.
The room was at the rear of the
top floor. It was square, papered in
pink flowers and earpeted with worn
brussels; it had a small toal, stove,
a bed with two feather ticks, a wash
stand, a little table and two chairs.
The guest being left alone with a
candle—since too many people now-
adays selbstmordern, so the gas was

at

Let me see it.”

“handled, and it tinkled lly as
it fell. By the time he had pitched
«<nough coke and helped load another
«ar of pig, he had almost forgotten
o look at the placard.
~ There was a new interest, too, in
—the Advancing operations, the greater
activity and bustle of the men, out-
“wide and in. Being sent up to the
~wharging platform of the cupola, he
had a look at the interior of the
monster that devoured so much coal,
- irom, oyster shells, ¢oke and lime-
stone. The cavernous stomach pipe,
- lined with bricks and clay, was filled
~  with airy sheets of flame, blue and
rose and violet mingling kaleidoseop-
dcally. The eager clouds of radiance
were torn and scittered upward ip a
+shapes of fantasy.

Seon. a humming roar proceeded
“from the eupola, as if the monster
‘had become voeal in a new-found zest
of appetite; sparks and flame sheets
M‘n to fly from the stack to the
“eveiing sky. A furnace spout, waist
“high, vented a black, viscous stream
spread into a glistening cake
“hardened. The windows of the
on the right gave ruddy
‘There was a creaking - of
ry and shouts of men. The
-at the stack da higher;
like CII‘_ petals of an angry
A '!hy threatened the roofs and

ldin
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This represents a fair ra-
tion for a man for a year.
means a defective digestion
and unsuitable food. Alarge
size bottle of

Scott’s Emulsion
equals in nourishing proper-
ties ten pounds of meat.
Your physician can tell you
how it does it. o
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green |
°, remarked the eupola boss, ap-1

turned off—tilted his chair, feet on
window sill,” and lit a cigarette.
Some - distance away there was a
truck vard; men with whips and lan-
terns stamping about; shaggy big
limbed horses gingerly descending an
incline to their cellar stable. On the
left the rows of tenement windows
gave a clear idea of domestie opera-
tions in a dozen houséholds.
At one window that had lace
tains and green shades sat a young
girl working at a sewing machine.
The light shone on her glossy black
curls smoothly parted, and brought
out a profile comely vet strong. The
hent head never changed position, ex-
cept onee when she rose to get somre

cur

white material; and the observer no-
iced the shapliness of her short fig-
On  the wall were
pictures,. and shelves of books,
Rensen, starting teo turn in be-
tween the two feather beds, surpris-
ed himself with laugh. The
climax of the eventful day, the scene

ure. opposite

a hearty

at the placard. was worthy a histor-
ical pain It could be entitled,
The New Cor or. a Laborer Dis-
covering th »is His Own Em-

he had ¢ «

red the Atlantie

i baek,

Foundry, Rensen & Sons. propriet
ors, merely as ofit of several proper-
ties that vielded a steady income and

se mapagement did not interest
him. Years since his father had ta-
ken - him - through the works.  Sinee
jthen ali he knew about them was
fr--mgv.' «d in the annual statement of

the long-trusted superintendent, a

2t 1 S business-like
2t b snded and
Y ey
s Ther
vt r twelie ane zhteer per eent. | .
It was as eonvemient as ecoupon |
bhonds.
CHAPTER II1
“Williams,; s~ my —bath —ready ?
Y esterda it was too hot. You're
getting  careless — unreliable. Who
entioned  pails  of water T ‘say,
have that noise stopped.”
Renson woke with a staft. The
foundry whistle was blowing: fifteen

minutes after seven, and he must be
at He threw on his clothes,
took a swallow of Eureka eoffee, puJ
a roll in his  pocket, and ran-down
the street. This running developed
the stiff soreness in arms, legs and
but the joints soon limbered
and he had an exhilarating sense of
vigor. A handicap to speed
was the tightness of the borrowed
overalls over elegantly eut trousers,
not to mention the toe-pinching of
his patent leathers.

The morning air smelled good,
bearing a whiff of the Over
the roofs between synagogue towers
on this side the river and faetory
chimneys on the other, dawn was
painting the leaden sky. A horse-
car, picturesque relie, jangled the
Grand street. Farmers returning
irom early market drove hooded
wagons toward the ferry.
aHe passed the arched gate in the
tail of the proeession of workers as a
bell was tolling notes of grace. A
moment later and he would have
been docked half an hour’s pa-. I
entered the foundry, asked “or John
Day, and was sent to 3 sh.it man
with chubby red cheeks and grey har
who stood in the middle of the floor

work.

real

studying somz varnished pieces ol
wood.
“New handy man,+ eh? What's

your name son?”’ inquired the veter-
an_moulder cheerfully.

“Otis,” —recollecting the. appliea
tion blank. Tt was in fact his first
name.

“What do you know, Otis?”

“Nothing, I'm- afraid.”

“That’s all right, you're young—"'

“I am thirty years old.””

“Just the right age to learn,~ Tm
sixty.. This is your first duty, son,
he went on, pLacing a shovel in Ren-

sen’s hand. “Keep an eve on this
all day. DPon't-give it up. After-
ward T'll shéw you where I hide it

at nigl{@."

John Day left him to eonsult the
foreman about a pattern.

The first view of the foundry was
rather confusing. A long gloomy
hall, lighted by wire-net windows,

|dusty enough and several broken.

Shadowy hlack rafters eriss-crossing
the high places above. At equal
distances across the hall two eranes
triangles of massive timber, stood

yvered with black sand{
cluttered with sections of iron |
rvlinders, like those in the|
vard, queer shaped patterns, tools
and  what not An odor of burnt |
sand, machine oil and damp earth.
Many men were doing things all over
the place—one delving in a pit, an
other perched on a sand pile, with
outseeming to mind the disorfler.
Rensen recalled the hasty visit to
this place years ago with his father.

boxes

He had found nothing to interest !
himy. —— These toilers seemed scareely
human . As a dilettante in land-

seapes, one had been repelled by the
shut-in ugliness. Machinery and .all
the processes of industry one had de-
tested, taking credit to himself for a
poetie, eultured .taste. It came to
him now that machinery might have
some ‘interest as the embodiment “of

thought, as - the voke-fellow. of hu-
man labor.
Also he wondered, not without a

flush, how many backs had been bent
how many drops of 'sweat had fallen
here in the last decade, to realize for
a cultured taste an income of twélve
to eighteen per cent. :

“Let’s have that shovel, it’s mine,
said a handsome well-formed

yvoung
molder who eame strolling up.
“l was tol to keep it. But, of

course, if it’s yours—"" Rensoh, ad-
miring the features and stalwart fig-
ure, saw. in time the deceptive glint
in the dark Celtie eyves.

“Sure it’s mine. =~ Why don’t vou
give it to me? Just tell the old
man, Tom Locker took it."”

“I'm sorry, Mr. Loeker—

“Go to hell,” grumbled the, shovel |
seeker in a tone of child-like disap- |
pointment. He walked awav.

Rensen became interested in the do-
ings of the cupola boss at the end of |
the He was - raking emnders
from furnace, standing in a pit

shop.
his
under the open trap door; only his
long Tegs showed. He stooped down,
kneaded balls of elay: and again
went out of sight, exeept his legs.
A wizened-faced boy with a shrill
voiece ran up.
“John Day
yvoung feller.” A
This - time the precious tool was
A moment later John

wants the shovel,

ed.

rned.
littlé raseal, Ohio
triek)” was the comment
port.
t duty.”
al one?”” asked the cha

Jimmy

on

yvou've failed

1 your
“Shall I-s

grined helper.
“Well, “1 doubt

with a twinkling blue eye.
Equipped with another

fruit of politeness rather

you'd succeed,”’— |

shovel, - the
than-eraft
tensen began to clear a space where
the burnt sand from yesterday’s east |
lay in ‘erisp hummoeks. Bending low
to the task. with heed to a suggest
ion on leverage, ‘he scooped the black

sand to one side. A layer of eoarse

einders  was put. down. Now the
bottom flask, twelve feet long and
half as wide, was swung by the
erane and laid in the cleared space.

This box without top or bettom, en-
Iy sides and edge-up boards cut to fit
the pattern, had to be adjusted care-
fully by the spirit level. Next Ren-
sen took turns with Day at shovel-
ling a round seive—the
riddle—and shaking it. The sifting
keept out stray nails, lumps; pebbles

sand into

and bugs—iron droppings. Mixing
was a further important operatidn,
the sand being combined with fresh
yellow loam. After this the mixed
sand was riddled into the flask un-
til the traverse boards were well
hid.

The two men took the pattern, a
pine model of an engine bed plate,
and laid it in the sand. It was

hammered- down with a mallet and
proved by the spirit level. Rensen,
tired”of shovel and riddle, gladly ac-
cepted an invitation to get on his
knees and help press the sand around
the sides of the pattern. But soon
he had to be up and shovelling while
Day alternately shook ithe sjeve,
walking backward oveér the box, and
wielded a rammer. At length, the
model being half buried, the rammed
earth was levelled with a stick and
smoothed with a trowel. . Some fine
white sand was sprinkléd over all.

“Have we [inished it?"’ asked Ren-
sen, not sweatless:

“My son—I "was going to say,
don’t  belike Lot’s wife. Never
mind. Feteh me the windbags.”

“But  why,” persisted the helper,
returning with a pair of bellows,.do
you take such pains with the level
and all that?”’

“Otis,”” said the old man, blowing
the sand from interstices in the pat-
tern; ‘T like yous spirit, so I'll tell
vou.  Me'ted iron is like a woman.
She's egentle, delicate, obliging, if
you treat her decent. Otherwise she
may fuss and-explode.”

Another flask was shifted by the
Lerane and placed on top, pins fitting
inta, holes in the lower box.

“Sun about,” said Day,

which
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The Kind Yca Have Always Bought, aad vwaich has been
in use for over CO ycars, has borno {33 signature of
and has Deen nado under his per-
sonal on ninee its infancy.
. * Allow no caotodeceivo youin this,

All Counterfeits, Imitations and <¢ =-good?’ are but
Experiments that triflo with a1end or the heaith of
Infants and Children—Expericnce 2 t Experiment.

What is CASTORIA

Castoria is a harmless substi‘ule for Castor Oil, Pare-
gorie, Drops and Soothing & s. It is Pleasant. It
contains neither Oplum, I 10 nor other Narcotie
substance. Its azeis ils ¢ tec, It destroys Worms /
and allays Foverishness, . ¢:oos Diarrhosa anl Wind
Colie. It relicves Teeth “roudbles, cures Constipation
and_Flatulency, It as s the INood, regulates the
Stomach and Bowcels, g o y aisd ngtural sleep.

The Children’s Panacea—The Mother’s Friend.
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The Kind You Have Always Bought
In Use For Over 30 Years.
THE CENTAUR COMPANY, 7T MURAAY STREET, NEW YORK OITV. \
s !
meant that both men, balancing the b R
boX on its handles, should push from '
right to left. This'operation, to be
repeated afterwards, would insure a
fit, despite the chance of loose pins. 'y
A layer of - fine sand was sifted ; ]
through the upper box. Rensen :
fetched a° pail of orange-hued clay-
water. in which son iron h

were dipped.
at

placed upright

interval the cross boards !

The hooks, Day said, were to hold | 4
the sand together when the 'upper

tflask ‘was lifted; in fact. both eross|

{boards and hooks served no ”“lml «
| purpose than to solidify the tons

weight of sand; ‘twas like the bony

framework of law stiffening unstable B (
flesh-—and  blood There was more All Socialists may not agree that
shoveling by the assistant and ram- there is money in econ in all

ming by the meolder. which seemed things, but they certainly must ad- + B
the easiest work; but evidently the mit that there is Economy in using 1
latter require some peeuliar skill. Cotton’s as a means of propaganda.

When the sand reached the top of: For $1.00, Cotton’s will be sent to 4

the box, Rensen felt he had never two addresses for a year; four ad-
worked so hard in hislife. His hands dresses fpr six months, or ten ad-

dresses for three months.
Fifty cents will pay for one yearly
sub, two half yearly subs or five

blistered, the ¢ords hehind. the
knees, the arm muscles. the leg mus-|
cles from heel to thigh, ached terrib-

were

ly; his back seemed to be crippled. |trial subs for three months.

A suspicion that the joke had gone | A bundle of ten for three months d
far enough, that one ought not, to costs only $1.00.

risk health " in brutish violence of A bundle of twenty-five for three
toil, urged him momentarily to re- months costs only $2.50. :
bellion. .. . .Would it not be wiser! Surely COTTON’Sis an economi-

rropaganda paper. Get busy and
spread it abroad, thereby helping ‘in

to take moderate, clean exercise at

goli or polo? Gentle exercise in the

open air? the world-wide agitation for So-
“] guess you're tired, son,” said ecialism.

John Day, easually.
“No—oh no,” declared Rensen,

startled, with a flush. ‘“‘Just get

60 YEARS®
ting my second wind.” EXPERIENCE
“Don’t feel soft anvwhere?”’
“Why should I?"" retorted the in-
dignant helper, clinching his lips.

(To be continued)
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Scientific American,
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that is in him:"  Capitalism stands
for giving a4 few rich persons and a
few . unserupulous devils a chanee to
develop the best and the worst that
is in them at the expense of every-
body else.
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