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But as lie drew up the window and
leaued out, he gave a sigli of relief.
His room was higli up at the very top
of the great building. From lis watch
tewer lie saw a dark and erowded
eity, the streets defined by a million
twinkling lamps; a city upon the
bauiks of an iuky river, a city where
tail (chimucys rose înto a murky sky,
belehing smoke. And lie thought that
lie could hear the hum and roar of a
myriad loons--the singing of un-
unibered spîndles, the clank of the
self -cutting mules, the hîss of the
eudless leather bauds.

Yesl this was Shuttlewortli after
ail . . . Ife heard clogs rattliug over
eobble stones ou the dark mornings of
Mas youtli. The acrid odeur of yaru
came to "i nostrils, and be lad a
vision of a slim girl wîth a check
shawl over lier head coming baek
£rom the Harrop Company's Mill to
the littie house in the long mean
street after lier day's work was doue.

Pive and tweuty years gene-a
quarter of a eentury age!1

Jenny Pennistone, smail, insiguifi-
cant, b ut witli great brown cyes, lad
nothiug te say to the shy, awkward
machine minder of ulucteen. She liad
heard, had Jeuuy l>cnxistoue, that the
lad who lived four lieuses away lu
Clougli Liane, was a bit tee fond of
pigeon flyiug, and rÎsked his shillings
ou the resuits of the league matches-
Jenny came of a serions family.

How it ail came back te hlm 1
"What's wrong wi' me, Jeunyl
"rWhat's wroug YW' you, Johnuy? I

fear the devil's howdin' yen. Thou'rt
fil spken of in t' fae(,tory."

"Jeuuy listen te me."
"Nay, lad, 1 e!au have ne carnai

talk wi' you. My feyther .. ?
John Barlas shut down the wîudow

wîtli a bang. H1e saw those great
brown eyes brimming over with un-
shed eears, aud lie remembercd the
wild anger which welled up lu ls
heart and eaused hlm to say dreadful
îrreparable words - words which
Jenny Pennistone could neyer forget,
words Wh ioh had sent hlm desperately
ont of England to try his fortune.

H1e got his overcoat, put on a cap,
and passed out of the hotel. He walk-
ed down the great roaring Chureli
Street with its magnifleent shops, its
crowds of people gazing into the
gleaming windows, took a turn to the
right dowu a street of solid offices,
erossled Jubilee Square, wvhere the
famous Towu Hall raised its tower te
the sky, and cauglit a tram-an edec-
trie tram now, flot the horse-dlriveni,
reversible vehicle of lis youth-for
Clough End.

ilere lu the gzreat industrial quarter
of the city where the slaves of the
loom, the bobbin, and the spindile
lived their days, nothing was ehang..
ed. The imm~ense seven-storied mUtas
blazed wîth orange-eoloured liglit in~
their innumerable email-paned win-
dows with the rounded tops. Lorries
drawn by elephantine horses moved
ponderously lu and out of the mini
yards; the air was full of a muted
thunder and vibration as if ail the
becs lu the world were massing un-
seen for an attaek upon the sons or
men.

John Barlas sniffed at the smoky,
chemical-4aden air. His nostrils
dilated with enjoyment, he quivered
with pleasure at the music of the
looms.

"Theres neuglit amiss wl' this» lie
muttered, falling back into the speech
of his boyhood. «Happen 1'i1 spend
Christmas liere, reet amoug it ai.»1
Anud there vas a tear in bis eye as lie
turned înto, a network of small streets
te find a lodgiuig.

«Apartmets"-that mnight do. The
little bouse was lu the centre of a long
row of rabbit hutelhes similar to itself,
It was not three huindred yards away
from the lTarrop CenipaysMills . ..

The door opened and a pale girl of
nineteen or twenty -with a mass of
brown hair, stood lookiug at hlm won-
derlugly.

"You have roems to let? I -want
bedroom and a sittiug-room.»

The girl's eyes liglited up. «ICoe
in," she said. "<I hope we shall be
able te suit yen."


