
TO SLAY
TIRE COURIER.

AND TO SPA-RE
The Bank Cou ldn'i Carry Botb the Man from Brunton and the Man from Shapworih

O Nadistant continent, six tousand miles
away across tbe seas, two giant-cubs ot
nations were battllng for mastemy.

The Great Powers held sevemely aloof.
The lesson 0f the Balkan blaze had been branded
Into thein. Eaoh would have liked te grab at the
spoils cf victory, but dared inot. They trumpeted
their neutrality, proclaimlng,- "See how nobly im-
partial are We.' Yet, such îs the interwoven web
o! 11f e on this planet, the misery a! war eddied out
ta the continent o! Europe, breaking tbe Ilves o! men
and women who had no a-ay and no sentiment I the
stmuggle. The everberatian was named a Trade
Crisis, -and its taleo e! laughter in a score o! districts
living by manufacture and expomtlng their products
ta the two young nations was recorded In the news
columus of the papers sIde by side with the lurid
sensations o! war.

This stary telisof oue smal eddy.

IN the e.ntrails of England's inanufacturing. area
are two towns four miles apart centre ta centre,
joined like Siamnese twins by connective tissue

of textile milîs, each wlth its feudal group o! squat,
harsb, grey-stoiie operatIves' cottages and petty
shope, misesion halls and cinema shows. Only a
borough officiai could epecify where Brunton ends
and Shapworth begins. Their 11f e-blood fiows lu
common. They manufacture the samne class of tex-
tile goode, and they.are dependent on the sanie
world-factors (W commerce. The 'war in South Arn-
erica was forcing the mIlls o! bath towns ta eut down
running-time, disiis eperatives, pare profits ta the
quick, and clencli tiglit on aIl runuing channels o!
trade. Rumours o! pendinýg feilures hung like the
nilasma of grey sioke over the hideous spawu o!
factory cettage-barmacks and blowsy shape.

Brunton and Shapworth glary In a meaninigles
rival-ry, They exuit over addlng a thousaud mere
stunted seuls ta their respective tale :of population;
over football tmlumphs; over the tax-rate; over
dilmate even, claiming for eacb that the polluted air
Is sweetem, the grlmed sunehine more abundant. To
the native, theme le somethlng cf majesty in the mere
name of Brunton or of Shapworth.

Sir James Langley, chair-man e! the Brunton and
Shapwomth Bank, bhad been sumnioned f rom London
te decide a questien that mattered vitally ta the twiu
towns. .Two of the largest mille were deep in the
finauciai quagimie; the bank had called la Ite lbans;
they could nat meet the obligations; eue ill muet
be closed out, or bath, and it was is duty by the
shareboldere of the ýbank ýta slay or ta spare, accord-
lng ta the cold dictates of commercial expediency,
and regardlese e! the mnisery it ýwould entail on the
thousande o! operatives, clerks and petty traders
whese livelihaad depended ou the running of the
twa mille.

Sir James was net in humsef a bard man. His
!amuly knew him as a good husband, and an Indulgent
father. Charitable organizations claseed him iu their
private lists amongst the "fair ta liberaL" Nom was
hie a man of narrow outloak. H-e dlvided contra in
several large business undertakings, and was known
by his colleagues as far-seeing and broad-minded.
Hie dutyto-,day wae a painful one; but he kuew that
the 'origin o! it did net lie wlth bhinself-the cause
was acrass the seas, six thousand miles away.

Rhead, general manager af the Bank, met hlm in
the earlyaftertoon at tlie Brunten station, and 8ped

By MAX RITTENBER G

"Great Victory! Ten thouaand killed!i"

thoughts frein wishes."
"-and cloelng out the mille would mean a, great

blow te the district-winter is coming on-I have ta
live here."

There was a whole volume of meaning compreseed
into those two last simnple statements.

S JR JAMES uodded a sober understanding, and
answered generously: "The responsibility will
*be entirely mnife. You can let that be k.nown.»

In th~e fashion of the North, no open word of thanks
was mnade, but the mana>ger's relief was manifest
ln his features. It would not be pleasant ta have tu
live amongst ruined mlll-owners and starving opera-
tives, who miglit accuse him of bring'lng about their
misery. For Sir James, residlng Ia London, the mat-
ter was on a different footing-the footing of cold,
impersonal coinmercialism. Hie decision ýonce mnade,
he could return ta his home and shut hb1s ears to the
human consequences.

Beveral hours were spent in a concentrated ex-
amnation of the papers prepared by the general man-
ager relative ta the affaire of John Owtrama and Son,
the Owtrami Mill, Brunton, and David Glenn & Ca.,
the Brookside Mill, Shapworth.

At length the Chairman straightened hinseif
wearily. "Botih ouglit to go," he said.

Rhead cauglit at the conditional "Ought to go---
yes, in strict business. But that wauld bit the towns
very bard. And winter comrxng on-if you could spare
one of theni? The war can't last far ever. Too flerce
ta last long. Afterwards-'

"Spare w'hlch?"
"Glenn, I think."

"Well, l'mn a Shapworth man myseif."l

"He's a decent fellow."
"And Owtram?"
"I've nothlng particular against Owtram. He's

bard, of course, but a man of bis word. And bels
done a good deal for his worivpeople-the Owtrain
model village and all that.!'

"Drive me round ta the twa milîs."
"«Shall I telephone to say yau're caming?"
"No-I shall not go -inside."
The manager called foer bis car, and iu tbe 9

of the late afternoon they drove through the t'
towns. Opposite the ba .nk preniises was the Bru"
Town Hall, a gloomy building, almost dead-bl
with accumulation of soa)t. Corintihian in its for]
design, but entirely laçking lu, the Greek grace
ness, as though the atinos>ph'ere of commercialt
had coarsened it and killed the spirit o! the orîgl
thought. At the base -of the building 'were1
marble lions receutly washled -vbite, and loaltiui
contrast alnost rldiculously meek.

The mercantile centre of the îtowu, gloomY
substantial, was quickly left behind, and they 'w
lui the region of tbe factories, and rçiws of l
dweflings, hopeles-siy alike, and criss-crossing ral,
lnes, thrusting out tentacl <es et track ta grasP
trade o! works and coal-yards. Tile street hun'
over a narrow canal -of dead water, greasy, lildesc
water, fianked by a vista of square-cut cbunCs
factory-buildings witb innumerable windows, s(
yellow with lights, others black and Ulfelese.

Rbead poiuted along the vista. "lTwo years
there were liglits lu every window, and smoke f
every ci1mney," hie said.

"Boom-timne and slump," commented the Gbairri
"Why dan't men learu the lessons 0f the past?"

T HE street became a road bordered by oddmetý
fields wiltb dleplrited grass and better el
dwellings struggling bravely ta rear gardern

tbe atinosphere a! miasma. Presently a huge-sque
building loomed through the twilight, grey, its
monster chimneys striking strangeiy enougli, the
note of attistry in the splayed hideousness of the
grimage. Sir James had the car siawed to a waib
pace.

"The Owtram model village ?" he asked.
"Just beyand the mill."1
Tbey aecended a sligbt, Incline into a regiofl

grey-stone, grey-tiled cottages, fiank ta flank lu
after row, their square fronts flush to the paverri
eacli with its two steps leadIng ta the entrance2 d
and its one parlour wlndow on the ground-fioar
filled wlth geraniuni or sombre aspidestra. TI~
villas were cleaner than the workmen's dwellijlgI
the more cenýtral part of tbe town, but otheri
there was Uitile ta dietinguish theni.

"Why caîl it a mode]. village?" ýaeked Sir Jamne
"ItIs well regulated. Gwtram has a long sel

ruleit for the tenante, and keeps them. strietlY
Ue . . . And that's the Helen Owtmam meuno
hall, bulît ln unemery o! hie wi!e."

The hall was conceived by the same mmnd that
designed the cottages. It wae Plain, substan
bopelessly unlnsplred and uninspiring.

"Drive on," said Sir James.
The roaçi plunged inte brie! country, and t

quickly revertad to a narrow, higb street of ano1

manufactur4ng village. And se they passed, by
connective tissue of milI snd womkmen's, cottages
petty shaps, Into the twin town of Shapworth.

"lThat's Brookoide Mill," poiinted out Rhead.
Another huge prison-lieuse loomed out of the nl

Around It weme rows of huddled cottages, thîs t
in med brick, red-tiled.

"A shade less hopeless,'e mused Sir James.
"There's the recreatien park. Glenn estarted

Idea, and raised suliscriptions for lt."
The dark trees of the park were silently shedÉ

their leaves ta a sluggish, tired breaze.
A factomy heoter boomed aut the note of ever

release, and a mo-
ment later, it seeni- ~
ed, a scurrying crowd
of men and women
were gorglng the
streets, the noise of
their dloge waklng a
myriad celioes.

"All those," eald
Rhead. "And the
winter coming on!

Sir James' mauth
was a straight line.
He gave no answer.

The two men dlned i
soberly at the bousef
of the manager and
hie 'wife. No word
o! business passed
durlng the meal.
Afterwards t h e y
smoked lu silence,

ý and retumned by car
ta t he shuttered
bank premses at îBunton.

men elane," sald Sir
(Conéluded on P. 16.) David Glenn, of Shapwor,


