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Divided Devotion
When the Mill Hands Struck

By MARK ALLERTON

CNT, Jim; I can't."
"s that your last word, Peggy, lass?"

CAes' Jim." The girl raîsed bier tearful
eyes to the taîl, handsome man in working

clothes hy bier side.
He moistened bis lips, and tried to speak coax-

ingly,, althougb there was some anger in bis tone.
"You know wbat you are doing? You are taking
sîdes against our people-your people and mine-
against the good folk who have been our friends.
If tbey lose it will be starvation f or many of tbem.
Tbey have worked in Marston's Milis ail their
lives. They know no other work. Are you going
to have them turned away, left to beg on the road-
side-"ý

"But that needn't be, Jim," the girl interrupted
eagerly; "it needn't be. It is ahl so useless. What
quarrel have they wîth the milis? What quarrel
have you with the milîs, Jim? Tell rne that. Tbey
have been a good friend to you. Why, Mr. Brank-
some-"

"I have no quarrel with Mr. Branksome, Peggy.
I have told you that time and again. He's a good
sort, is Branksome, and I own he's been a good
friend to me; but it's the principle. The workers
mnust stand together. If Marston's Milis are ail
right, there are others where cruel injustice is
being done, and we mnust stand by our pals. They
need our help."

"'And you know, Jim, I'd help thein ail 1 could.
1 <o help them, you know," she added, softly, and
Jîm no(lded. "But I can help thern best if 1 amn
earning full money. Beie"seraised lirhead
proudly-"l'ni not goîng back on the milîs. fbey
need me, too. I'm not going to forget what Mr.
Branksomie did for the dad when he was too il] to
work. Fi'n not going to forget what bis good lady
did for me-and for you, too, Jim. in going to
stand by the milîs, I am; and it's more I'd like to
do for tbem-not less."

Jim Newton was silent; then, with a sudden
gesture, bie seemed to brace bimself up. "Very
good, Peggy," hie said, quietly. "It seerns queer
that you and 1, who are hoping to be wed very
soon, sbould be on opposite sides; but there it is.
I'd gîve rny left hand that this shouldn'tbe; but
I'm not going back on wbat I've said, and VUI not
desert the work folk." He broke off, and bis face
darkened. "Peggy, lass," bie asked, eagerly, "tehi
me--tell me, fair and square, you baven't been in-
fluenced by that-by Dan Gray, bave you ?"

The girl laugbed. "Not me," she cried. "If you
can't influence rne-weil, Dan can't."

"He's staying on," growled Jim. "After ail bis
boasting and big words, be's staying on. He's been
promoted to a fat job, too. The milîs are nothing
to him, neither. A new man to come în and support
the strike and then sneak another fellow's job-
ugh, the blackleg !"

J im Newton's eyes blazed. He had no love for
the man who bad deserted the cause hie espoused.
And bis dislike was intensified by the fact that Dan
bad cast adrniring eyes at Peggy-bis Peggy, the
cleverest and bonniest girl in Oldeburgb.

He bent low over the girl tilI bis lips toucbed ber
hair. "Tbis'll mean a kind of parting, Peggy, tili
the quarrel's over," bie wbispered. "You'Il neyer
forget your Jim, will you ?"

She caught bis arrn, and two blue eyes full of
love iooked into bis. "No, Jim," she said, quietly,
"I will neyer forget you-no, not as long as I live."

And so tbey parted.

Dl OWN in the valley outside Oldeburgb stood the
J-' grey walls of Marston's Milîs, with the tail

cbimney stacks standing sentinels. Year in, year
out, the old and young, men and women, boys and
girls, of Oideburgh swarmed in and out of the
big yard gates of the milis.

For Marston was a good master. Marston never
waited for legisiation, but always anticipated it.
To get a billet at Marston's meant to get a billet
for life so long as the work was weIl done. Mars-
ton's was old fasbioned. The rnanaging director,
Mr. Branksome, bated the changes of the times, and
distrusted the growing power of the trades unions
and their influence witb the management of bis milîs.

And that was bow the trouble began.
The storm broke in the neighbouring towns where

the workers bad, indeed, their grievances. And
then came the day wben an imperative dernand was

laid by the union officiais on thé desks of the
managers of aIl the milîs. Mr. Branksome put it
in bis waste-paper basket.

"If my workers have anything to say to me,"
hie said, grimly, "let them say it themselves. im
not going to recognize these people."

The quarrel progressed, as do aIl these quarrels,
but Mr. Branksorne, roused fromn his kindly toler-
ance, adopted strong measures. He did not wait
for those who disagreed front bim to strike. He
locked tbern out.

The fight bad been in progress for some weeks,
with bard and bitter feeling on botb sides. Outside
the walls of the milîs stern-faced men and sad-faced
womnen bung about idly. Inside, Mr. Branksome
went about bis work witb sterner eyes and a face
on whicb had appeared new and deep hunes.

He was going bis round one xnorning wben he
stopped to excbange a few words witb Peggy.
Peggy's father had been one of bis rnost trusted
employees, and Peggy herself was a favourite witb
ail she met.

"Everything going on ail rigbt ?" be inquired.
Peggy looked up and nodded, and Mr. Branksome

saw that ber eyes were filled witb tears.
"Wbat's the matter, Peggy, my girl ?" be asked,

dropping bis voice.
Peggy dasbed away tbe tears. "Notbing, sir,"

she said, in a low voice.
"You rnay as well tell me," bie urged. "Are tbe

folk outside annoying you ?"
"I don't beed them," she replied. "And tbey

leave me alone."
"Then wbat is it? Is it-Jim?"
Sbe nodded, and tbe tears welled up into bier eyes

afresh, "if be'd only corne back bere," she said,
"it'd be aIl rigbt. But be's firmer than ever."

"Are you so very anxious that bie sbould corne
back bere?"

"«Yes, because-because be's got that strange.
He thinks tbat 1-that 1- She stopped, cou-
fused.

"That you bave made up with someone else? Ah,
is that it? Neyer mind, Peggy, Jim will learn bis
mistake in good time. Be easy with him. I daresay
be's worrying badly about tbings." Mr. Branksome
sigbed. "He's a good fellow. He's worth heing
patient witb."

"He is that, but-but be's got-so bard aud bitter,
and he says that 1-that I arn an enemy of the
people. And it's aIl because--"-ý

"Because you are loyal to us? Neyer mind,
Peggy. This trouble will ail be forgotten soon. A
strike is a kind of war, and if we figbt bard we'll
fight fair, and the side tbat's beaten must bear no
ili wîIl. Jim'll corne round ail rigbt. D.on't worry,
my lass."

M R. BRANKSOME smiled kindly and passed
on bis way. The days were short, and when

Peggy left the milîs to go to the bouse wbere she
lived with an aiing aunt, dusk had fallen. Sbe
walked bravely between the ranks of pickets stand-
ing grim and stern, and struck the lane between
the bare bedges that led to the town.

As she burried aiong quick footsteps bebind ber
met bier car, and she beard ber namne called softly.

She turned round to meet the admiring gaze of
the newcorner, Dan Gray.

"I'rn always in a burry to get home," she replied,
shortly.

"Yes, worse luck," bie grinned. "I've tried to
get a word with you for a week, but you've been
off like a bare."

"And wbat were you wanting to say to me ?" she
asked, coldly.

"Heaps o' things. And it's not rigbt tbat a pretty
girl like you sbould be walking homne alone."

"I can look after myself, tbanks."
"But you'd be none the worse o' someone to look

after you."
Peggy did not reply, but hastened bier steps.
"You rnigbt give a feilow a chance of a word

witb you, Peggy." HIe came dloser to ber in spite
of ber efforts to draw apart. After a pause he
contiuued: "I bear that Jim Newton bas arranged
a big demonstration, in front of Mr. Branksone's
bouse. He's going to catch the old man unawares
and give bimn a f rigbt. It's a great idea."

Peggy stared at, the speaker. "I don't believe a
word of it. Jim wouid neyer do that."

What Peggy Did

"Well, it's a fact. I don't approve of it myse'
It's a cowardly sort of thing to do, I thînk. Fig
fair and square is my motto. But there you are.

"I tell you I don't believe it. Jim would nev
do a cowardly action."

"«Ail right, leave it at that. But a fellow wl
can take sides against his girl-welI-"e

"Don't say one word against Jim to me," flashi
Peggy. "Whatever hie does he does for the righl

"Oh, does bie?" sneered Dan. "Well, I could tq
you a few things you might like to hear."

"But I don't like," snapped Peggy.
Dan laughed. "You're bonnier when you're ini

temper, Peggy. Did you know that ?" He caug
bier hand and beld it, despite hier endeavours to fr,
herself. "Yes, you do. Now, look here, don't 1
hard on a fellow. One kiss now-"2

Peggy struggled violently. But the man caug
ber in a firm embrace and kissed hier on the Iif
She cried aloud, and for a moment hie released hE
She sprang back and sturnbled against a taîl figuý
that liad suddenly appeared, and that was standir
grrmly sient. "Jim!"

She rushed to lis side, clinging to hîm. E~
looked past her at the man, who was grinnir
sharnefacedly.

"Clear out 1"
The tone in which Jirn spoke was so ominoi

that Dan's grin vanisbed.
"I thougbt you two had spilt partnership loi

ago," hie blustered. "In any case-"-2
"Clear out !"
Dan hesitated. Then, "Ail right," hie snarled, ai

turned on bis heel.
"Oh, I'm soglad you appeared just now," pantc

Peggy. "But-what's the matter, Jim ?"
Jim gianced at her coldly. "You've only got you

self to blame," bie said.
"What do you mean, Jim ?"
"It's your own fault. You encouraged the cad
"Jirn! How can you say that? Encouraged hin

I haven't spoken two words to birn for weeks."
":Peggy, ýPeggy 1"
" But I baven't. Don't you believe me, Jim?"
"But tbey tell me-"'
Peggy flung back her bead. "You've been listei

ing to tales, Jim. You'd rather believe themn th.
me. If I had been f riendly with Dan: Gray it wou
be no wonder. You've neyer been near me for da,
and days. AUl your time is spent in keeping up th
wicked strike with the mills."

"Peggy-$y
"And now, when we do meet, you scold me, ai

for nothing."
The girl was distraught, and spoke unthinkingi

"You had better get back to the lazy folk you thit
so rnuch of."

"You don't mean that, Peggy."
"Oh, yes, I do. And I hear yolq're going to d

monstrate outside Mr. Branksome's house, frighteý
ing the 11f e out of his wife and children."

"We'll flot frighten them. We're only going
let thein see the faces tbey have made white ai
bhungry. er-

"Ilfpeople won't work they must expect to 1
hungry. I've no patience with them. And l'
off home."

She turned away at the words. Jim did not spea
With eyes ful of pain h e watched bier tili she di
appeared in the darkness, and then, with a heai
sigh, hie turned and went down to the gates
the f11118.

Had bie waited a moment longer he would ha,
been rejoined by Peggy, penitent and eager to ta]
back the hasty words. But be was gone, and Pegi
retraced ber steps sadly.


