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CHAPTÊR XV.—(Continued.)

A Strike.

There was an instant of breath
less silence, followed by a roar like 
that of a thousand savage beasts, 
as the strikers saw that new men 
were running the car, and that it 
carried half a score of policemen, 
armed to the teeth.

As it approached the barricade 
some of the officers sprang off and 
began to throw down the obstruc
tions, the others standing ready to 
fire upon the mob if necessary. The 
crowd showered bitter words and 
taunts upon the officers, but did not 
venture to molest them. The motor- 
man stood with his hand on the lever, 
ready to start the car the moment 
the track should be clear. Carrots, 
with a pack of street arabs at his 
heels, jeered at the new motorman, 
climbing up on the car and taunting 

' him, until, at last, his patience was 
exhausted, and he suddenly lifted his 
foot and kicked one of the boys off 
the car. The boy fell heavily to the. 
ground, and instantly the shrill voice 
of Carrots was uplifted, crying franti
cally.
/‘He’s killed Billy Green! He’s kill

ed Billy Green! Pitch ’in to him, 
fooys! Pitch intb him !"

Bill Green was already picking him
self up, with no worse injury than a 
cut in his cheek, but the mob took 
up the cry, and,

‘‘Pitch into him! Pitch into him! 
Kill him ! Kill him!” was shouted 
by hundreds of savage Voices as the 
crowd pressed about the car. They 
tried to drag the motorman off, in 
spite of the guards, they smashed 
the car windows, they tore out the

cushions, they beat the policemen, and 
wrençhed their clubs out of their 
hands. Finally several of the officers 
drew their pistols and fired into the 
air.

At this the crowd fell back for a 
second, and the turmoil of shouts and 
cries that had been deafening a mo
ment before, died away in sudden 
silence—a threatening, dangerous 
silence as of a wild beast about to 
spring.

Into this instant of silence broke 
a new cry from the outskirts of the 
crowd. f

“It’s the mayor. Make way for the 
mayor !"

“No, it’s the Bishop. Make .way 
for the Bishop ! Stand’back! Stand 
back!”

At this cry, Theodore turned like a 
flash and gazed in thé direction in 
which all eyes were turning. There 
was no mistake. The bishop was sure
ly one of the occupants of a car
riage that was slowly forcing its way 
through the throng.

With his heart beating with a wild 
joy; his eyes glowing; the colour com
ing and going in his cheeks, Theodore 
stood still until the carriage stopped. 
Then sliding through the smallest 
spaces, darting between feet, this 
way and that, the boy managed some
how to reach the side of the car
riage, where he stood with his hand 
on one of the wheels, his eager, 
burning gaze fastened on the face 
he loved so well. Instinctively he 
pulled off his cap, but he made no at
tempt to attract the attention of the 
bishop. He uttered no word or sound. 
He only stood with all his loving 
heart in his eyes, and looked.

The bishop’s expression was very 
grave, as he gazed over that vast sea 
of faces. He turned to speak to the 
gentleman who sat beside him, and as 
he did so, his eyes fell on Theodore’s 
eloquent upturned countenance. A 
quick, bright smile flashed across his 
face, and reaching down, he laid his 
hand for a moment gently upon the 
boy’s bared head.

Before he could speak the silence 
was again broken by a cry from many
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a-going through, bishop or no bishop ! ”
Tho cPir wa,s ,already in motion, 
ihe crowd pushed and struggled and 
tried to fall back and let the carriage the track, but it was Ï 
possible, so closely were the people 
packed together there.

tj?e car came, while for an in- 
stant the crowd waited with tense 
breath for what should follow.

Loyal unto death.?’ The words 
rang through Theodore’s brain, as in 
tnat instant he sprang swiftly for
ward and flung himself across the 
track directly in front of the slowly 
moving car. A cry of horror broke 
from the throng and a score of hands 
were stretched forth to draw the boy 
from his dangerous position, but he 
clung to the fender and would not 
be removed.

“Stop the car!” he pleaded. “Oh 
<ar or the bishop will be

killed!”
, Hover a thought of his own danger 
had the boy—for he would have given 
his young life freely and joyfully for 
his bishop, but the sacrifice was not 
needed. The police, now seeing the 
danger, forced the furious motorman 
to stop the car until the crowd had 
had time to fall back and the carriage 
had safely crossed the track. Then the 
car passed on, followed by threaten- 
mg glances and menacing words from 
the angry throng.

But now the bishop arose in the 
carnage, and as he stood in the • 
majesty of his great height with the 
light of pure heart and a holy life il
lumining his face—^once again a hush 
fell upon that vast gathering, and 
when the rich voice rolled out upon 
the still ai*;, uttering its message of 
heavenly love, and strong, sweet coun- I 
sels of peace and justice, the hearts of 
the people were, melted within them. 
Hard, brutal men and rude street 
boys listened, feeling a strange power 
that they could not understand, thrill
ing their souls, and compelling them, 
in spite of their own wills, to follow 
the counsels of this servant of God.

No other man in that great city was 
honoured and loved by rich and nocr 
alike, as was the bishop. To no other 
would such a crowd in such a mood 
have hearkened, but they stood in sil
ence and listened breathlessly as if 
they feared to lose a single word. 
They listened as if they Knew that 
never again would such a message 
come to them from those lips. Stern, 
bitter faces softened, and hard eyes 
dimmed with tears as the burning, 
melting words fell on the listening 
ears. Women wept, and men forgot 
their hatreds and their grievances. 
Only here and there an evil face grew 
more evil as the bishop’s words work
ed upon the hearts and consciences of 
that vast throng.

Tom Steel dropped his mask of 
careless indifference, as he tried to 
stem the tide by whispering sneers 
and taunts to one and another, but 
they would have none of his counsels 
now, and after a while he slunk away 
with a black scowl on his face and 
evil words on his lips, and still beside 
him slouched .the gaunt, ragged figure 
with its crown of rough red hair;

and no one bade them stay; no one 
listened to their wicked whispers, for 
the bishop’s words were filling every 
ear and every heart.

At last the bishop stretched forth 
his hands and pronounced a tender 
blessing upon them all, and then he 
drove slowly away, and when he was 
gone rough men looked into each 
other’s faces, half wondering, half 
ashamed, as they moved away. They 
had no desire now for rioting and 
lawlessness—for deeds of blood and 
violence. The Spirit of God had 
touched their hearts. The atmos
phere in which the bishop lived and 
moved and had his being Rad for the 
time enveloped even these. No won
der then, that it had wrought such 
a transformation in the heart and life 
of one little street boy.

That same night two hundred of 
the city clergymen united in an ap
peal to the company to submit the 
troubles to arbitration, and to this 
both the company and the strikers 
agreed. The result was that although 
all that the men asked was not 
granted, yet their hours were short
ened, and an increase of pay promised 
at the beginning of the year.

CHAPTER XVI.

Called to Go Up Higher.

A8S for Theodore—when the bishop’s 
carriage had driven away he 
went home in a state of joyous, 

expectation. He thought how he 
would go, on the morrow, to the 
bishop’s house, and of the long talk 
they two would have together, when 
he would tell his friend all that he
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