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THE IRON SHOVEL

-B y A. C. E.

Sbortly aftcr oîîe o1clock, one hiot Jily afternoon, a large tour-
ing car Sped away fromn the offices of the bi g chcmiiical industry at
one end( of an Eastern Ontario town. Onu the left sat a young
irnan, whose clean-cnt, set face contrasted inarkedlv with the gray
beard and white, caliin orie of the owiier.

That is the cottage, Ilenr 'v, that one ou tHe righit with the
sereen door," cried the young ian, addressing the chauffeur, as
they motored along between the two rows of cottages occupied by
the factor v cîuip]ovees at tlic fartber end of the town. The car
drew iii to -the ciurb.

I. hope we'r* before theni,' said the olcier manl, as *he hur-
riedly stepped ont onf the conecrete walk. The vounger had already
alighted.

Teyoiing foremina, Walter Hart lm uneethmg lms
of a coI]ecting crowd of mnen and chidreni fronii the other cottages,
told tlic chauffeur to pull along down -to the elnd of the narroW
street and await orders. Then, seizing the aonu of Mr. Mason, the
mnanager, hie lmrried that gentleman to the cottage doon.

Wdter Hart thnew hack the sereen door, which was unhasped,
and gave a bnisk kýnockç.

The, door opened; and instead of the expected ordinary factory
hand's xvife wvith two or three unkempt yoting eildren clinging t0
lier skirts, the manager sa-%w a decidedly attractive y'olung, womant, as
neatly aîîd tidilv dressed as she was pretty.

"This is 1frs. IByrne, Mr. Mrason, the widow of Amnos J3yrne,
who took iii and (lied so suddenl 'v when cleaning ont one of the
blIeacingi(-powder 'stills ' tbree weeks ago."


