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THE ZADOCPINE LABORUNIO GONE TO THE GRAVE

Burial of W. H. Gladstone, the Great 
Commoner’s Son.

The funeral of the late W. H. Gladstone 
at Hawarden on Wednesday was attended 
by the greatest simplicity. Mourning vil­
lagers of all ages lined the route of the 
procession, many of them being in tears. 
The dead man had been the kindest 
of landlords and the warmest of friends. 
The coffin was placed on a wheeled hand- 
bier and drawn from the castle through the 
park and the village street to the church, 
where the ceremony took place.

Mr. Gladstone, looking pale and 
strangely stern, followed immediately be­
hind the coffin with Mrs. Gladstone on his 
arm. The widow of the dead man walked 
next. Local, volunteers, in uniform, were 
stretched along the road. The band played 
the “Dead Mardi in Saul” as the sad little 
cortege passed along.

The church yard is a beautiful spot, full 
of flowers and shrubs, well laid out and 
cared for. It lies on high ground, overlook­
ing a magnificent countryside. Stormy- 
looking clouds obscured the sun most of the 
time during the funeral services, but no 
rain fell, and at times the sunshine burst 
through and lightened up the scene. The 
surpliced choir from the Chester Cathedral 
met the procession at the gates and pre­
ceded it to the church door, singing the 
first portion of the burial service. Mr. 
Gladstone walked bareheaded during this 
part of the service.

The Bishop of St. Asaph conducted the 
services in the church, Mr. Gladstone 
giving the responses and joining in the 
prayers with full and unshaken voice. He 
was bearing up bravely, though his wife 
sobbed continually for her lost son. But 
when the journey from the church to the 
grave was begun and the body came near 
its final resting place, the father's lips 
were seen to quiver, his eyes grew moist, 
and he faltered and seemed about to break 
down. This weakness was only temporary, 
however, and be quickly nerved himself for 
the last scene of all. As the coffin was be­
ing lowered Mrs. Gladstone burst forth in 
lamentation, and the widow of the de­
ceased also gave way to her grief, but Mr. 
Gladstone remained firm. Most of the 
mourners joined in the hymn, “Through 
the Night of Doubt and Sorrow,” and Mr. 
Gladstone bowed reverently as the bishop 
pronounced the final blessing.

The sorrowing family were attended by a 
troop of sympathizing friends back to the 
saddened home. Inquirers at the castle in 
the evening were informed that Mr. Glad­
stone was well, but quite tired and had 
gone to bed early.

and kept them, was a revelation to the 
householders of the town. He mended 
fences and roads; he cut grass and sodded 
lawns; fee put in panes of glass and white­
washed kitchons; he soldered leaky refrig- 
erators and clothes-boilers; he made paths 
and dug beds; he beat carpets and pumped 
water into garret tanks—in short, he did 
everything that a man can do with muscle 
and intelligent application. He was not 
afraid to do a thing because he had never 
done it before.

Moreover, he made his services accept­
able by doing, as a rule, more than his con- 
tract, called for. He was not above treat­
ing his employers as so many fellow human 
beings. When the doctor prescribed wild- 
cherry cordial for Mrs. Thorndyde, Zadoc 
put in a whole afternoon in scouring the 
country for wild cherries, and brought 
back a large basketful. He would take no 
pay.

"Them’s with my compliments,” he said. 
"They growed wild, and I guess they 
growed wild a-puppus. Knowed thar was 
sick folks a-needing of ’em, mebbe.”

But it was not to be all plain sailing for 
Zadoc. One evening he went home to the 
widow Dadd’s, and found the widow in 
tears and her daughter flushed and indig­
nant. They told him that a “boycott” had 
been declared against him for doing union 
men's work, and against them for harboring 
him. The butcher of the town, who was 
also the green-grocer, would sell Mrs. Dadd 
nothing more until she turned Zadoc out of 
doors. Center was the nearest town from 
which she could get supplies, and Center 
was three miles away.

Zadoc walked over to the butcher’s shop. 
The butcher was a German.

"What's this here, Schmitzer?” he de­
manded. “Ain’t my money good enough 
for you?"

"I ken't help it, Mr. Pine,” said Schmit- 
zer, sullenly. "If I don't boygott you, dem 
fellis boygott me. I got nodding against 
you, Mr. Fine, but 1 ken’t sell you no 
mead, nor Mrs. Tatt neider.”

“Running me out of town, are ye?" 
Zadoc said. “Well, we run men out what 
I come from. But we don’t run ’em out 
unless they’ve done suthing, and they don’t 
let ‘emselves be run out onless they’ve done 
suthing. I ain’t done nothing but what I 
ought, and I’m a-going ter stay here.”

He went back to the widow Dadd’s, and 
told her that he would take charge of the 
commissariat. That night he got a large 
packing-case, which Mr. Vredenburg 
was quite willing to give him, and a 
barrow-load of saw-dust from the waste- 
heap at the saw-mill. After an hour’s 
work he had a fairly good ice-box, and by 
the next night he had that box filled with 
ice from Center and with meat and vege­
tables from New York. Zadoe read the 
papers; he had seen the market reports, and 
now he was able to determine, by actual 
experiment, the difference between South 
Ridge prices and New York market prices. 
He discovered that the difference was very 
nearly forty per cent. The express 
company’s charge for transportation was 
forty cents for an ordinary flour-barrel well 
packed.

Zadoc saw a new vista opening before 
him. He called on Mr. Thorndyke, and 
proposed to do that stately person’s mar­
keting, and to divide the forty per cent, 
profit evenly between them. Mr. Thorn- 
dvke was at first doubtful and suspicious. 
He cross-examined Zadoc, and found out 
what had started the young man on this 
uew line. Then his manners changed. Mr. 
Thorndyke was not in the habit of carrying 
himself very graciously toward those whom 
ho considered his social inferiors. But 
now he grasped Zadoc’s hand and shook it 
heartily.

“I’m glad to know this, Pine,” he said. 
“If you've got the pluck to fight those cow­
ardly brutes aud their boycott, I’ll stand 
by you. You may try your hand at mar­
keting, and if you suit Mrs. Thorndyke, all 
right. If you don’t, we'll find something 
else for you to do.”

Zadoc went to town on the morrow with 
a list of Mrs. Thorndyke’s domestic needs. 
He had on his previous visit, sought out 
the venders who dealt in only one quality 
of goods, and that the best. To these, in 
his ignorance of the details of marketing, 
he thought it best to apply, although their 
higher prices diminished his profits. In 
this way he was able to send home a full 
week’s supply of the best meat and vege­
tables in the market. They proved to be 
better than Schmitzer’s best, and Mr. 
Thorndyke paid a bill smaller by one-fifth 
than he had ever received from Schmitzer. 
Zadoc was only forty-three cents to the

hie jobs away from him?” Zadoc asked, and 
answered himself: “Drunk, in Bryan’s 
back yard. Andy Conner works two days 
in the week, and I work six. I ain’t got 
no time to be sorting out Andy Conner’s 
jobs from mine.”

Then there came a dusky howl from out 
the thickest cf the crowd.

“Vell, you take away my chob, anyhow! 
You take my bissness avay —you take my 
boocher bissness."

“Ah !” said Zadoc, “that’s yon. Schmit- 
zer, is it? Yes, ye’re right. I’m taking 
yer job away—the best I know how. But 
I didn’t take it away until ye took the food 
outer my mouth—that’s what ye did, and 
no fancy talk, neither—and outer the 
mouths of two helpless women. An’ under 
them circumstances, every time. I’d take 
your job away, ef you was the President of 
the United States.”

This was a solemn asseveration for Zadoc. 
He respected the office of the President of 
the United States. But it was lost on his 
hearers. No man in the crowd respectod 
the President of the United States. There 
came a low, growling murmur from the 
group:

“Kill him i Hang the scal Kill him!” 
“Kill?”
Zadoc let out a voice that only the Ad­

irondack hills had heard before. Then he 
checked himself, and talked quietly, yet so 
that every man on the street heard him.

“I came from the North Woods,” he 
said. "They make men where I came 
from. 1 ain’t wronged no man in this 
town. I come here to make my living, and 
here I’ll stay. Ef you wanter fight, I’ll 
fight yer, one at a time, or the hull gang! 
Ye can kill me, but you've goiter kill me 
hero. And ef it comes ter killing, I can 
hold my end up. I can kill a rabbit forty 
rod, and I own my rifle yit. But I know 
ye won’t give me no fair fight; ye want to 
crawl up behind me. Well, I’m a man 
from the woods. I can hear ye a mile ofl,
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“Evening ! You've got a bad hole in 
that there path of yours.”

“Are you a road-inspector?" asked the 
man of the house, in a disagreeable tone of 
voice.

“No,” said Zadoc, “I’m a road-mender. 
You've got ter fill that hole up. S'pose I 
fill it up fer you fer fifty cents?”

“Yer ain’t going to drive out here and 
mend that walk for half -a-dollar, are you ?" 
the man asked, incredulously.

“I’m a-going to take it on my reggler 
rowt,” replied Zadoc. "Does she go?”

The man looked over the fence at the big 
hole. "She goes,” he said.

It was just one hour later, when some 
light lingered in the sky, that the house­
holder with the broken sidewalk paid Zadoc 
his fifty cents. He paid it with a dazed look 
on his face, but Zadoc was as bright and 
airy as usual as he pocketed the money and 
drove back to the quarry stables. His 
cubic yard of ashes had filled the gap and 
left a little over, with which ho had 
patched a few smaller breaks.

When Zadoc arose on the morrow and 
stepped out of doors to breathe the morning 
air, he saw the white haired widow chop­
ping kindling-wood in the shed.

"That ain't no work fer you,” ho said.
"Who’s to do it?" the widow asked; “my 

darter, her arm's lame. Sho lamed it 
snatching a child off the railroad-track in 
front of the engyne. The engyne hit her. 
It was one of them delegate's children, and 
no thanks to nobody. Who’s to chop kind­
ling it I don’t ?”

“I be, 1 reckon,” said Zadoe. He took 
the hatchet out of her hands and split up a 
week’s supply. It was sharp work on un 
empty stomach; but he took it out of the 
breakfast, a little later.

After breakfast he walked down to 
Center, the nearest large town, and spent 
an hour in a paint-shop there. Ho asked a 
great many questions, and the men in the 
shop had a good deal of fun with him. 
Zadoc knew it but he did not care. "Am- 
oozes them, don’t hurt me, and keeps the 
derned fools talking,” he said to himself.

He returned to South Ridge in time for 
dinner, and in the afternoon sallied out to 
look for a job. Remembering the Bixbys 
and the Baxters, and the fact that “Andy” 
did not care for more than two days work 
in the week, Zadoc thought he would offer 
his services to the two families. “Thar 
ain’t no room in this world,” he reflected, 
“for two day men. The six-day men has 
first call on all jobs.”

The Bix bys gave him the work, and paid 
him a dollar for the afternoon’s work; but 
he could not come to terms with the Bax­
ters. They wanted him to take fifty cents 
for half-a-day’s work.

“But you’d ’a’ had ter pay that there 
other feller a dollar,” Zadoc objected.

“But that’s different,” said Mrs. Baxter; 
“you aren’t a regular gardener, you 
know.”

“The job ain’t different,” replied Zadoc; 
“and ef Andy can get a dollar for it, I’m a- 
going to let him have it.” And he shook 
his long legs down the road.

He loomed up, long and bony, before Mr. 
Thorndyke just after dinner.

“You’ve come to cart that ash-heap 
away, I suppose?” Mr. Thorndyke said.

"That ash-heap moved out of town last 
evening. Ef you’ve got time, though, I 
want yer to step around to the back of the 
house. Got something to show yer.”

The “something” was Mr. Thorndyke’s 
barn. He kept no horse; but the small 
building that goes with every well-regulat­
ed cottage in New Jersey he utilized as a 
play-room for his children and a gymnasium 
for himself.

"That there barn,” Zadoe told him, “is 
jest a sight to lock at. It stands to the 
north of the house, and catches all the 
weather there is. The paint’s most off it. 
Look at these here big scales I I took one 
of those there fer a sample, and here’s the 
color, the way it ought to be, on this here 
bit of shingle.” Zadoc pulled the sample 

out of his pocket. “Now you wanter let 
me paint that barn for yer. I’ve figgered 
thet it’ll cost yer jest twenty-five dollars. 
Thet’s a saving fer you, and I can take my 
time about it, and put in a week on the job 
and do some other work round the town at 
the same time.”

“Have you other engagements?” Mr. 
Thorndyke asked.

"No," was Zadoc’e answer; “but I’m 
going to hev them.” *

"But do you know how to paint!”
“Anything the matter with my garden­

ing ?”
“No.”
“All right on ash-heaps, ain’t I?’
"I suppo e so.”
“Well, jst try me on paint. Same old 

terms—nr satisfaction, no pay. I can’t 
make th at there barn look wuss’n it does 
now; a ad I'm going to make it look a heap 
better "

The next afternoon Zadoc was painting 
the Thorndyke barn. He worked there 
only in the afternoons; in the mornings he 
hunted up odd jobs about the town, and 
the money he got for these he took to 
Center and invested in paints and brushes. 
Zs he paid cash, he had to buy in small
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and I can smell ye a hundred yards.”
He made an end, and stood looking at 

them. He had picked up his big jack- 
knife, and was jabbing its blade deep into 
the top rail of the fence and picking it out 
again. A silence fell upon the crowd. 
Zadoc Pine was a large man and a strong 
man. He had a knife, and in the door­
way behind him stood the widow Dadd’s 
daughter with his rifle held already for 
him.

Zadoc broke the silence.
“Boys,” he said, “I ain’t no hog. I want 

you to understand thet I’m going to earn 
my own living my own way. I take what 
work I can get; and ef other folks are 
shiftless enough ter leave their work for me 
ter do, that’s their business. I’ve took one 
man’s job away from him fer cause. But I 
ain’t got no spite agin him. He’s only a 
fool-furriner. Thet’s you, Schmitzer. And 
to show you that I ain’t got no spite agin 
yer, I’m a-going to make you an offer. I’ll 
take yer inter partnership.”

There was a derisive laugh at this from 
the whole delegation, but Zadoc checked it.

"Schmitzer," he said, “you come inside 
here and talk it over with me. I ain't 
going to hurt ye, and yer friends here’ll go 
down street to Bryan's and take a drink. 
They’ve been a-talking, and I guess they’re 
thirsty.”

After a moment of irresolute hesitation 
the delegation moved off. The men were 
puzzled. The exiling of Zadoc Pine seemed 
no longer a simple matter, and they felt the 
need of discussing a new situation. Zadoc 
and Schmitzer were left together in the 
little stone house.

“Schmitzer,” said Zadoc, “I’m making 
most as much clean profit outer my ten 
families ez you’re making out of yer whole 
business, and I don't have no rent to pay. 
Here’s my figgers—look them over. Now, 
Schmitzer, that’s no end of business here­
abouts thet you ain't worked up. These 
farmers all around about are living on salt 
pork, and eating butchers’ meat wunst a 
week. We’ve gotter get their trade and 
teach them Christian living. These here 
quarrymen ain’t eating meat like they 
oughter. Suppose we show them what 
they can get for a dollar ?”

Schmitzer looked carefully over Zadoc’s 
figures. He knew the risks of carrying 
perishable stock. He saw that people 
bought more when the opportunities of the 
great markets were offered to them. Before 
he left the house he had agreed to work 
with Zadoc, and to follow his leader in the 
now scheme for supplying South Ridge with 
meat and vegetables.

“And what’ll yer friends down street 
say ?” queried Zadoc.

“I don’t care vot dey say," responded 
Schmitzer; “dose fellus ain’t no good. I got 
better bissness now. If they don’t like it, 
dey go down to Center and bring deir meat 
home demselfs.”

Want a Piano, an Organ, or any other kind of Musical Instrument? 
Money can be saved by dealing at C. P. M. H., 171 Dundas street, 
London, I have a nice new stock at greatly reduced prices and on 
easy terms. Also Band Instruments, Strings, Fittings, Music Books 
and White Sewing Machines. Call or write; your orders will be 
promptly attended to. A lot of good second-hand Organa and 
Pianos at less than half price. Buy now!

Chas. F. Colwell, Issuer of Marriage Licenses.
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A Complete Collapse
Is occasioned in our feelings by derange­
ments of the liver, stomach and bowels. 
Dr. Pierce’s Pleasant Pellets cure sick and 
bilious headache, bowel complainte, in­
ternal fever and costiveness. They re­
move all waste matter, and restore health 
to body and mind. A dose, as a laxative, 
consists of one tiny, sugar-coated Pellet, 
cheapest and easiest to take. By drug­
gists, 25 cents a vial.

Algie —What an unromantic girl Misa 
Choteau is! She shocked me terribly last 
night. Charlie—Indeed ! How was that? 
Algie—At parting I asked her for a little 
kiss, and she said that she came from St. 
Louis, and her moutli wasn’t built for little 
kisses.

Mr. J. R. Allen, upholsterer, Toronto, 
sends us the following: “For six or seven 
years my wife suffered with Dyspepsia, 
Costiveness, Inward Piles and Kidney Com­
plaint. We tried two physicians and any 
number of medicines without getting any 
relief, until wo got a bottle of Northrop & 
Lyman's Vegetable Discovery. This was 
the first relief she got, and before one bottle 
was used the benefit she derived from it 
was beyond our expectation.”

He Was a Specialist. — Miss Mabel (to 
young M.D.)—And what particular branch 
of the profession do you practice chiefly, 
Dr. Shinyseam? Dr. Shinyseam (a little 
sadly)—At present, Miss Mabel, I am mak­
ing a specialty of vaccination cases.

"How to Cure Ail Skin Diseases.”
Simply apply "SWAYNE’S OINTMENT." 

No internal medicine required. Cures tetter, 
eczema, itch, all eruptions on the face, 
hands, nose, etc., leaving the skin clear, 
white and healthy. Its great healing and 
curative powers are possessed by no other 
remedy. Ask your druggist for SWAYNE’S 
OINTMENT. Lyman, Sons & Co., Montreal,
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McColl’s Lardine Machine Oil, 
Which as a Lubricant Has Never Been Excelled.

Their CYLINDER OIL is acknowledged to be the purest in the Dominion 
Manufactured by McCOLL BROS. & CO., Toronto, Ont. For sale by all lead, 
ng dealers. _____________yt

Smoke Blossoms.
“Did you ever see a smoke blossom?" Well, the way to 

make them is this: Buy one of the latest new CAT CIGARS 
Light it and blow a ring in a still atmosphere, and then water 
it. The smoke making the ring revolves towards the cente. 

‘as you look towards it While it is floating away a part 01 
the ring shoots slowly away from the rest forming a loop 
When the two sides of the loop come almost together the 
loop seems to burst at its apex and a lily-shaped blossom ap­
pears thereon. Try it Manufactured by

RENER BRO .
wholesale agents. ywt

Contributor (handing in a batch of manu- 
script)—I think there’s some stuff, in this 
lot, Mr. Sheers. Editor (glancing over it 
hastily)—It looks as if it was all stuff, Mr. 
Quille. Good morning.

good; but he had made his point. Within 
one month he was buying for ten families, 
and receiving the blessing of ten weary 
housewives, who found it easier to sit down 
of a Friday night, lay out a bill of fare for 
a week, and hand it to Zadoc Pine with a 
tranquil dismissal of all further care, than 
it had been to meet every recurring morn­
ing the old, old question, “What shall we 
have for dinner to-day?” And Zadoc found 
his profit therein.

One warm evening in September, Zadoc 
Pine sat in the front yard of the widow 
Dadd's house, whittling a plug for the 
cider-barrel. He looked up from his 
whittling and saw a party of a dozen men 
come up the road and stop at the gate. He 
arose and went forward to meet them.

“Good evening, friends!” he said, driving 
his jackknife into the top rail of the 
fence and leaning over the pickets: “Want 
to see me, I suppose? What can 1 do fer 
ye ?”

One man came forward and put himself 
at the head of the party. Zadoc knew him 
by sight. It was McCuskey, the “walking- 
delegate.”

3
Zadoc retains his share in the Pino & 

Schmitzer Supply Company; but after he 
had drummed up the local trade on the 
new basis, and broken Schmitzer into the 
routine work, he branched off for himself in 
a new line.

He had found an amateur electrican 
among his customers, and with this gentle­
man’s aid he organized the South Ridge 
Fire Department and Protective Associa­
tion. Thirty-six householders paid him 
ten dollars for the plant and ten dollars for 
yearly service; and he connected their 
houses in an electric circuit, of which his 
own bedroom was the central station. In 
each house was a combined bell and alarm; 
and if a citizen awoke at night to find his 
chimney on fire or to hear a stranger within 
his chicken-house, he rang a wild tocsin in 
thirty-five other houses, and then sounded 
a signal-letter by dot and dash to proclaim 
his identity. Then the whole town turned| 
out, and Zadoc drove a small chemical en­
gine behind Schmitzer’s horse. If the 
cause of the disturbance was a chicken- 
thief, and the cause was caught, Zadoc 
played upon him.

"Can’t bring out that engyne fei noth­
ing,” he said; "she’s gotter serve a moral 
purpose somehow.”

Two years and a half have passed since 
Zadoc left the North Woods. He is an em­
ployer now, and an owner of real-estate, in 
a small way, and he still has South Ridge 
under his protecting wing, and keeps her 
yards clean and lier lawns trim—or his men 
do. Moreover, he is the husband of the 
girl whose smile first welcomed him to the 
Ridge.

“Man must earn his bread in the sweat 
of his brow,” he has said; “but some men 
sweat inside of their heads and some out­
side. I’m working my brain. 1 could have 
done more with it ef I’d have had an edica- 
tion. When that boy of mine gets a few 
years on top of the six weeks he's got now, 
I'll give him all he wants, and lie can do 
the ewaller-tail business ef be wants to. 
Thet goes with edication.”

‘You have done much for the town, Mr. 
Pine,” the Dominie once said to him, “and 
I am glad to say that your success has been 
due to the application of sound principles- 
those principles on which true success bas 
over been founded.”

"Yaas," said Zadoc, meditatively, ‘and 
then—I’m an Amerikin, and I guess thet 
goes fer suthin’.” ________ _

Give Holloway’s Corn Cure a trial. It re­
moved ten corna from one pair of feet with­
out any pain. What it has done once it will 
do again.

Ellen Terry has refused to take up Ibsen’s 
plays.
Minard’s Liniment cures Garget in Cows,

182-190 Horton Street, London, Ont. zb
When Baby was sick, we gave her Castorfa.
When she was a Child, she cried for Castoria.

When she became Miss, she clung to Castoria.
When she had Children, she gave them Castorin ious Constituents of Prime BeeAllthe

JOHNSTONS 
FLUID BEEF 
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“Miss Amanda, I am over my ears in love 

with you!” “Then I can certainly believe 
in the size of your love !”

Worms cause feverishness, moaning and 
restlessness during sleep. Mother Graves’ 
Worm Exterminator is pleasant, sure and 
effectual. If your druggist has none in 
stock, get him to procure it for you.

preservedquantities; but when the barn was painted 
—and it was painted to Mr. Thorndyke’s 

- satisfaction—Zadoc found himself some­
thing more like a capitalist than he had ever 
been in hie life.

But there was one unpleasant incident 
connected with this job. He was sitting 
one afternoon in the children’s swing, 
which he had borrowed to use in painting 
those parts of the barn which he could not 
reach with a ladder; he tied the ends of the 
ropee around the cupola, twieted himself up 
to the ridge-pole, and untwisted himself as 
he painted downward. He was slathering 
away on his second coat, whistling cheerily 
to himself, when a man in overalls and a 
painty jacket came up and made some re­
marks about the weather. Zadoc told him 
that the weather was a good thing to take 
as it came; and then the man inquired:

"Do you belong to the union?"
“What union ?" asked Zadoc; “I ain't no 

Canuck, ef thet’s what yer mean.”
“The house-painters’ union,” said the 

man.
“Well, no,” eaid Zadoc, still slathering 

away, with his head on one side. "Guess 
I’m union enough, all by myself. I’m per­
fectly united, I am—all harmonious and 
unanimous and comfortable.”

“What are you painting for, then ?” de­
manded the stranger.

‘Fer money,” said Zadoc. "What are 
you a-fooling around here for ?”

“Have you ever served an apprenticeship 
to this business ?” the man asked.

"Hev you ever served an apprenticeship 
ter rolling off a log ?" Zadoc asked by way 
of answer.

The man muttered something and moved 
away. Zadoe communed with himself.

“Ap prenticeship ter slopping paint I 
Well, I be derned ! Why, fool-work like 
thet’s born in a man, same's swimming."

As Zadoc became known to the commun­
ity he found that work camo right to his 
hand. The laboring native of South Ridge 
was the sort of a man who said, when a job 
was offered to him, “Well, I guess I’ll take

in
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CAMP BEDS,“You can get out of this town,” said Mc- 
Cuskey, "as fast as you know how to. We 
will give you ten hours."

“That’s friendly-like," said Zadoc. “I 
ain’t had a present of ten hours’ free 
time made me since I wuz a boy at school."

“Well,” McCuskey broke in, annoyed at 
some suppressed laughter in his rear, “you 
can take them ten hours and use them to 
get out of South Ridge.”

“Ken, eh ?" said Zadoc. “Well, now, ef 
I’ve gotter go, I’ve gotter go. I ain’t got 
no objection. But I jest wanter know 
what I’ve gotter go fer. Then maybe I’ll 
see if I'll go or not."

“You have got to go,” McCuskey began, 
"because you have interfered with the in­
alienable rights of labor; because you have 
taken the bread out of the mouths of honest 
toilers---- ”

“Sho !” Zadoc interrupted him, “don’t 
talk no sech fool-talk ez that! I ain't 
taken no bread outer no man’s mouth. I 
ain’t got down to that yet. Suppose you 
tell me in plain English what I’ve done to 
be run outer town fer!”

There was more hushed laughter in the 
spokesman’s rear, and he set his teeth 
angrily before he opened his lips again.

You have no trade, and you have taken 
job* away from mon who have trades. You 
took away a painter's job when you painted 
that barn on the hill.”

“I didn’t take away no painter’s job. It 
wasn t nobody's job—it wasn't no job at all 
until I made a job of it. Ef the painter 
wanted it, why didn't he go and get it?"

"Y ou've took away Andy Conner’s gar- 
dening-work all around the town."
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