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A MASTER OF MEN

By E. P. OPPENHEIM

; | ’ !
\ | ers, even of parts, are a grade at leut1 “We ghall not need it,” she remarked,hhrined him. No wonder that he. felt the |

Inglmr than the operator on a machine.} the little man has run away. 1 am afraid| life stirring once more in his veins. :

Watch ‘em stream out of the great fac-| this is going to hurt you, but it must be! He no more of her that afternoon.

w

| tories in Giascester—a brutal mob of dirty, done.” 5 lOn]y\ﬁv\ it of the open window he
' unsexed-looking creatures, with dull eyes 1t hurt so much that he fainted. She|peard occasionally the sound of her voice,
and low forcheads. It's the brainless, e tore up a handkerchief and bound his! gnea or twice Ber lazy, musical ]augh——-i
f;hanical work which had dulled the man| wound skilfully.  Then she forced some‘more indicative ok con.tempt than merri- |
in them. Machinery’s made units of them, | whisky between his teeth. His color be-| ment—came traveling. out to him. Strome|
crushed their individuality. KEvery gen-|came more natural, and in a moment or'l waited in an agony of impatience for her|

e —=>

CHAPTER XII—(Continued.)

He raised her gently. He was very 'sorry
for her indeed, and his tone was almost
tender.

“My dear girl,” he said, “please listen to
me. So long as I am here you can come
out, every Saturday if you like, if it really
helps you. I may be going away soon, but
not just yet at any rate.” ¢

She was comforted, but his unresponsive-
pess vexed her.. She was aching for his
caresses, for a single note of endearment
in his tone. He could have beaten her
afterwards if only he would have smoothed
her hair, kissed her omce, passed his arm
around her waist. But Strone did none of
these things, though the light in her ' eyes
was very eloquent. She was pretty enough,
and his lonely life had made him to a cer-
tain extent susceptible to the charm of
her close presence and half-shy endear-
ments. ' But with his return to mundane
things the old madness was singing once
more in his heart and through his blood.
He drew away from her quietly.

«] wish,” he said, “I could help you
more permanently. I can’t. You've got
your work to do in life, and I've got mine.
You've got, as you said just now, to keep
straight. It's hard work, but you'll do it.
Life’s an ugly sort of thing when we're
on the downward slope. Come into the
wood and I’ll show you a wren’s nest. Then
you must be off. I've more work to do.”
" Bhe followed him with dull footsteps.
| «Yife’s a cold sort of place when there's
no one cares a snap of the fingers for you,”
she said. “I don’t see as it matters muc
what becomes of me.”

“Jife seems very hard to all of us now
iand then,” he answered evasively. “We
all have our bad streaks. You're in one
'mow. Never mind! I always believe that
|Bfe’s arranged on the balancing system.
:Nou’ll have your good time some day.
There! Put your hand in and feel.”

“Why, I can’t get more than & finger in,”

e exclaimed. \

“It’s a tiny nest, isn’t it?” he answered.
*The young ’uns only flew a week or so
@go. Listen.”

A bird’s long, sweetly  drawn-out note

softly through the silent wood. They
their breaths. Strone raised his fin-

“A nightingale,” he murmured. “Lean
mgainst the gate.”

A nightingale sang to them, and the man

woman stood side by side. Around
them, save for that sweet, sad song, was
an unbroken silence. - She crept. closer- to
'bim. Her eyes were beautifully eloquent.
fn the half lights the poorness of her ill-
made clothes, her pitiful little attempts at
attractiveness, seemed to fade away. Only
the girl herself, with ber pale, passionate
face, crept closer and closer to him. He
was her one hope, her single chance of de-
liverance. If only she could penetrate for
one moment the mask of his kindly indif-
ference. Her eyes sought for his wist-
fully. Speechless, she still pleaded with
him; the song of the bird was hers. She,
too, was lonely, heartweary.

She began to cry softly. He felt a little
cold hand creep into his. She stole closer
to him, and her head dropped upon his
shoulder. He turned round with a start,
and her heart sank like lead. There was
no possibility of mistaking what she read
in his face. She knew that his thoughts
had been far away.

“T am going!” she faltered, and would
have hastened away, but that he caught
her by the arm. : s

“Don’t hurry.” he said. “There will be
a moon presently. Besides, you must have
scme supver,” F

“I don’t want any supper,” she answer-
ed, struggling with a great lump in her
throat.”” *‘I want to go away—at once. Let
me go!”’ | i L

“But, my dear child, why do you look
at me like that?” he exclaimed. ‘“What
have I done to vex you?”’

She broke away and hurried towards tha
cottage. He followed, but kept up with
her with difficulty. :

“Tt ig getting dark,” he said. “Wonld

t *  you like me to ride some of the way with

you?”’

“No! Give me my bicycle please.”

He frowned at her.

“Don’t be a silly child,” he said. “What
have I done to offend you?”’

“Nothing!”’

«“When will you come out and see me
again, then?”

She broke down. A flood of tears

{ gtreamed down her face. Her slight frame

was shaken with sobs. She dabbed her
eyes with a worn and wholly inefficient
pocket-handkerchief. Strome etood by
awkward and perplexed. -

“Won’t you tell me what is the matter,
Milly?” he asked. “Is there any fresh
trouble you haven’t told me of ?”

b, She straightened herself, and looked at

him with eyes dilated—pale and ghost-like.
“No! Only I'm not coming here again.

Wou don’t want me. I'm only in the way |
of your thoughts about somebody or some-

thing else. 1 have been very foolish to
come at all.”

“You are -foolish now to go away like
this,” he said.

“You don’t care!”

“Of course 1 do!”

She clung hard even to a forlorn hope.

‘i eration will be worse. We shall end with | two he opened his eyes. The touch of her | visitor to go—and waited in vain. She did
: @ race of parasites little better than a cool fingers was delicious. lnot reappear that afternoon, and her visit-
Strone lingered by the gate, and present- | horde of monkeys. God! T believe I'd do “You are better,” she said quietly. I | ors. Colonel Devenhill and his sister, re- |
ly the nightingale sang to him. | well to smash my machine into a thous- | can hear my man coming now ” \mained to dinner. Strone, who was to|
{ and pieces!” She drew a silver whistle from her pock: . have spent the evening downstairs, sent a |
] t"lou 5()rget,;" Mar:(i]nghoe i?id, a li;t]e! et and blew it. The groom, who saw signs| message of excuse. J
v o : staggere at this sudden outburst, _“ at!| of something unusual from the lane, drop-| Later on Martinghoe came up and sat:
wu'l;;}:iee;h{)icn Zx}mler;usa:t Osllgic :zaﬂlﬂ(\;lrggﬁrﬁ: | machlmcx:y:‘has c-healpcned_the pro‘ductmn (l,f“ ped from !ﬂs lame horse and came run-|with him. They pulled their chairs up to
There was Syd King, a ranting I"ot-l’muﬁe1 :fmidy L‘Lrythm'alpe ﬁnrmf:]o-h '1"11(: whoel L l_m' S-h < st'rolled over to where_ Dob- | the open W}ndow,' and Strone smoked his
orator, Haynes, and Ijobson, a heavy-brOW-‘i ?:r“,l;:;{’; ” l‘szigﬁet oanz“x_x:!:ed “Thel‘ 'h(::, was still lying, and stood looking at ! ﬁr‘s t{wclg;l\li iltr-lcehhm ’cogltvalescensiz kg

’ r A g ¢ B i . g ! i | “Mr. Martinghoe,’ strone said, “do
ed thick-netked mechanic. The landlord: world’s flooded with cheap, ugly things,| I think this brute is going to die,” she!know that I (?we ’my life to your sist!:e?‘?

CHAPTER XIIL

didn’t like the look of them, and his other| which debauch our taste, and are gener- remarked carelessly. ““Wildfire kicked Those blackguards meant to kill me.”

‘1‘;'8:03‘8” gccml?%f to ll‘:m‘fe‘(‘i a ‘_i"ft;"“t s'ea‘t, \ ally useless. Tables and chairs, with legs| bim in the side.” Martinghoe nodded.

tl:le h]:l}i sl:r:zhei;ee 3es:‘1r‘mcp:‘ma‘:rd“h:t-’ that tumble off, cheap and pretentious;| Strone was past speech. The groom ar- «I am afraid they did, Strome. I must
ha{len ('1 Vet th Phess € 1‘ °t .un | boots made of brown paper, and clothes  rived breathless. |say I am rather proud of Beatrice. She

= The E?térnwexl wloex:‘; \.«etre :“_‘ :,8 y '.{ll(x) which fall into rags after an honest day’s| “John,” she said, “you are to wait here | was always plucky though.”

b i Basple fanh oan‘:)bso‘i‘,;“%;w e:; work. T'hese things are cheap enough in! till I can send a carriage for Mr. Strone.| “She won’t let me thank her,” Strone
agly glare in 8y 3 Cings tye Ha’ a5 money, but the sou]s of millions of .om“lt that man there tries to get away or‘lcontinued. “I must speak of it to some
£ BSi his olaws unstesdily . i fc]lf>w~creutures are in the balance against  moves, shoot him. Here is the revolver.|one. I shall never forget it, Mr. Marting-

B “Enough bogu” he ::ried )"‘To e their cheapness. I tell you _that if my| 1t Mr. Strone comes to, make him drink | hoe, as long as I live.”

They el aini passed u;xregrettedo m‘,tq invention were not pure _engineering, T'd eome more whisky. Hold my stirrup.” Martinghoe nodded kindly. Then he no-
o the cool wwaet evenin Svd Kin i break it up this moment. I The groom obeyed. 'ticed the flush on the other’s face.
stood blinlaing, 5 everal mgo.me:\'ts Huf‘ :;Ylartl.nghoe rose reluctantly. | “Yes, my lady.” | “It is one of the subjects,” he - said,
es Was trying t6 light & cigar itk 3'& : ‘Xou‘re a queer chap,” he declared.| “There’s another of these creatures in| “which the doctor eays we must leave
match held several inches away from thel‘ Come and smoke a pipe with me tomor-'the wpod,” she said, swinging lightly into|alone till you are stronger. Dobson is in

; y [ row. 1 must be off now. By the bye, | the saddle. “I don’t think he'll come | the hospital, as you know, and I doubt

end. Th limbed i i i , : ol i

and Dob:gncsle!inze(eld tﬁgt:;}ilttl&]ﬁ;ﬂz g::_gél Jou ‘lmven_t seen my ’slst?r, have you?’ |back, but vou'd better not leave Mr.| whether he will ever come out; the other

of foul language they diove off. The place% : l\lot *(-lhla evening,” Strone 8n5\\'ered~i Strone.” | two men got away. Listen, Beatrice is go-
Sl # 0 ‘{s she driving?’ “Very good, my lady.” |ing to sing.”

seemed purer for their going. “Riding. It’s late for her, but she’s| She turned and cantered off, a canter| Strone talked no more that night. To

w » 5 ; : ; ki b ik
,eﬁxg fr'ﬁ:;;h;‘tfzm;h';hc:;ait:nf::; w::j! been a long way, and.she’s certain to have which soon became a gallop. In less than/ kim it seemed as though life itseli were
began o oiinb a steep country lane ’ t company. Good-night, Strone. See you | twenty minutes she was at the vicarage. suddenly set to music. s

j < tomorrow, I hope.” | Her brother met her at the door. | Meanwhile that great change in Strone’s

“Wot I t i is,” : : | .

be “}\Iwm to know is this, Dol?son, He passed briskly away, mounted his| ‘‘You are late Beatrice,” he exchximed.’tcmpm‘ﬂ‘ fortunes, which as yet he had

gan. ow far are you chaps going?| .. . X 5 : i ’ | : i

He'll be awkward.” bgcgcle, and rode off. Strone returned to|*‘l was getting nervous.” only dreamed of, had actually come to
g his cottage—to find the door of his* shed! *“Oh, you musn’t scold,” she answered. | Pa=s. Mr. Dobell. was a constant visitor,

ofli“gﬂgr::; i P's breath with the lnssl open, and the shadow of a man lurking “John, I'm a heroine—really. 1 have saved | and every day he brought fresh mnews.
“There’s pienfty of us. eh? he. asked.| behind it. He advanced quickly. As helthe Miracle Crane and Robinson (‘rllsoe'ﬁ1Stmne’*‘ model had been rescued, and it
“1'd tréat Him as Pinrd's bé)y i Daee passed the angle of the cottage, Syd King, | life. 1 don’t understand what it was anisvok,e for itself. Patents had been applied

with parted teeth and the grin of a wild- al-out, but I believe Wildfire and I be- | for in every country o: the world. Al-

Hare. That’ . : i {
b That's the way to eettle such as cat, leaped stealthily out. Something dull| tween us have killed one man and lamed | rcady an offer was forthcoming for the

’im. Once f 1 i : i i f i
or all, T eay and black sang through the air—a sicken-| another. Please to order the broughamiAmerican rights, the amount of which

There w: i i } , dn; 18 : .
thice o gg:t; :h:h;:!t],yg: n‘:ils;]tet;)cr%keTil;izl ing crash. With uplifted arms and a loud | to go and fetch Mr. Strone at once.” :50‘““(3*‘(1 to Strone like a fairy tale.
a shambling trot. Dobson pointed with cry, Strone reeled and fell backwards.| Martinghoe stared at her in blanl;! ‘It’s a hundred thoucand pounds,” Mr.
his whiip : » The three men bent over him, Haynes) amazement. . | Dobell said, “and the ?i"“d“‘“te will resell
o5 ¢ 3 5 | trembling violently the other two with| *“What on earth are y talki bout, for 2 quarter of a million at least. But
1t » .« 5 a earth are you ing about, 1or @
spott!:):“l;lgd :l?o:fthi}i’re he;iﬁ_;,nq‘{;:t?;; black, murderous looks. Beatrice?” he exclaimed. “I was wiﬂ;_ it will be cash, a.n'(,l we want the money.
s & heir Bim myuesl if wo be as ‘sl “youwve killed him,” the former mur-| Strone an hour ago, and he was all right.’ ‘[\V_“'Iat] do you & & el
troiblesome. Hand e a jimmy, King. mured. “Well, I was with him twenty minutesl1 . \'oueat\lfin‘\: l::;t."?u’ Strone said. “Do
|as ) .
i

We'll take one apiece afore we forget.”

“Good job, too,” Dobson muttered. ago,” she answered, “‘and he's got con- Mr, Dobell dded i 1
King handled his own lovingl - | cussion of the brain pretty badly I think.! 7¥T. 208G nodded¢ and drew a parce
murd:rona-looking Sreapois gly, an ugly CHAPTER XIV. * bound his head up as well as I could.| f’?]“ his pocket. - -

P : % Send the brougham, John, and Tl | “Of course, I don’t know exactly how
“Bettern | shooters,” he murmured A blow which would have killed a : £ 1 e ituated, -Strone,” 1 d;
Eibn auit e and Y ' moite. B .| A b b a 1 man gnd change. You'll hear all about it at|Youw 8rc, & uated, “idtrone,” e Bald; but
) q '.,',',“ yer can’t miss. How | of ordinary strengt 'kept Strone sense-! dinner time. And, oh, youd better send | We are both business men, and there need
m“l‘c}:& :?r:hexj,l J”OD . ' o ! less for about ten minutes. At the end {he boy on your bicycle to the police stu-:bﬂ no false modesty about finance so far
: mile,” Dobson answered. \Ve»ll of that time he sat up and gasped. Recol- | tion. There’s the creature I nearly kil'ed| 88 We are concerned. I have opened a
hitech the pony to the gate up on the hill | lection came to him but slowly. Some- | lying there still.” | private account for you at the Gascester

there. Let's ’ope he’s got some liquor in | thing had happened. Then Haynes and| ~ «jior Heaven’s sake, Beatrice, what does | Bank, and I've brought you a cheque book. !

the ’ouse. It'll be dry work arguing.” Dobson staggered out of the sled carrying| ; 9 : . S th t hip deeds, t: ¢

i Al e , A ing | i: all mean?” Martinghoe exclaimed, ring: ere are the partnersuip Gegll, 100, 08
¢ ihut up, now, ’,ng growlcd,. ‘It’s | something, which they set down heavily. | ins the 'stable bell vic?lently. “Do bemloﬁ.-‘i must 1Q0k them t.hroggh' at your leisure.’
50 looming quiet ’ere, yer can ‘ear for!| It was his model. explicit.” | " “You're very kind,” Strone answered.
miles. We ain’t none so far off, either.” “Let that be!” he called out. : d Mr. Dobell laughed.

The little trap crept up the steep hill,| - He was surprised at the weakness of his| :\.he sighed and looked back upon thev “The Miracle Crane is going to make
| stairs.

the harness creaking, the pony distressed. ' own voice. It seemed to him to come from | .y, » ghe said. “T thought that T ! both our fortunes, Strone,” he said. “Look
Haynes lit a pipe with trembling fingers, ' a great distance. It had a surprising eﬁt:ct‘I h St ok S'l."" 1f o&xgl 1at 11 harp and get well. We want you at the
and Dobson picked a handful of bracken upon the two men, however, who, dropped ad madi.“t 89 Ck“”'b. e ,_“mc r‘nen works.”
and waved it to keep off the flies. An their burden and faced him hurriedly. Dob-,t{;‘f}"g to kill poog Ro msog Urusoe, a.nd; He drove off in his dogcart and Strone
ominous silence had fallen upon them.|son advanced a step or two. Iy ildfire and 1 rode them dowi. l{?b"""u did the parcel, looked wonderingly at
The end of their journey was at hand. | “What, ain’t you had enotgh?’ he ex- 5" Crusoe is badly hurt, so I suppose he 4} o hequebook, and staried with surprise
* v b b * s clainied savagely. “T'll soon settle you émust, ooty hfere,—anfl I really think the ;¢ the amount in the bank-book. For the
Strone lay on the short turf, smoking Strone struggled to rise—unsuccessfully. man 1 l\n.ocke(%'“d(évmf w'ln, dle'mb“t' the st time he realized in some measure
quietly, looking out upon the glimmering The trees and his cottage scemed spinning ‘;Ohcj. smt.“f"‘ “i A 0“ orlf"& fease Or" his altered position in life. A golden key
world with new eyes. Sphinx-like he gaz- round, the earth gave way under his feet. ©°% inney ;L fha ORY 9Rs Gl min-! ad come into his hands, many doors in
ed with an impassivity somewhat to be Dobson bent over him, his face aflame, Ut and I am very hungry. Don't forget the pleasure-house of the world would fly,
wondered at, for an hour ago he had finish- | murder in his eyes. i"°“l°t the boy fetch the doctor. open now at his touch. Pictures, statuary,
ed his task. Those silent days, those long/ “We'd better settle “im, you chaps. We | “B“t’ Beatrice — - la library, travel, these things for which
spells of work when day had become fused can’t have him coming round and peach-| . I decline to offer any further explana-'he had always craved were now within
into the night and night into day, had left ing on us. Ah, would you?” .. until dinner time, but you can order his reach. It had come with a magical sud-
their mark upon him. His fi¢s waa thin-,  Dobion dodged a weak blow which ' up_some chnmpx}fgne for me. I am really denness—it was hard even now to realise.
ner, his eyes almost brilliant, a slight Strone aimed at him, and raised his hand quite e?‘haﬂﬂted_- s | Where was he to draw the line? Where
feverishness had® flushed his cheeks. The 0 strike. .Then the ground seemed sud-! _Martinghoe dispatched the carriage. His' were the limits of the things which he
man’s sense of power had grown and deep- denly to shake with the thunder of a gister was invisible for half an hour, and might set ‘himself to win? Then the four
ened. For he had faced great problems, horse’s hoofs. Lady Malingcourt reined in the door of her room was locked even u‘p-|wa\ls of his room fell away. He stretch-
he had bent great foices to his will. He her great bay a few paces off. ‘on her maid. \?\’hc{l‘.:she appeared for din-ied out his arms, his eyes kindled, he tore
had succeeded where other men had fail-| “What is the matter, Mr. Strone?” she ner there was an odd flush upon her away the bandage from before them. No
ed. asked in a clear tone. “Are these men cheeks, and a strange look about her eyes. | more hypocrisy! The madness which had
He looked out into the world and tried | Tobbing you?” . |She drank a full glass of wine before she | become the joy of his life- was stealing
to apprise himself rightly. He vanted to! Her tone was like an electric thrill to | touched anyt.hmg to eat. Mhroqgh all his veins, his heart beat fierce-
know where he stood. There was a place Strone. He turned and faced her with “Poor Robinson Crusoe,” she murmured. | ly with the delight of it. He pitted his
which he could claim. . Where? How high blank white face, She sat easily on her “What a head he will have. Now I will | common sense against what he had deen-
up, how low down? How far could wealth horse, unmoved, but with a curious little | tell you all about it, John.” l?d a fantasy, and his common sense van-
take him? Where was the value of his flash in her eyes. . ished like smoke, and the fantasy became

brains in the world’s esteem? He 'tried | “Never mind—me, Lady Malingcourt,"] a.rcal living thing. She was as far above
to reckon these things up, and he found he faltered. “Please get away—quickly. | him as the stars—a delicately nurtured
woman, with all the grace and beauty of

it_difficult. It was a kaleidoscopic, migty‘They're mad—or drunk-'—o'r”both. Send—l Strone had concussion of the brain—a he der—he was hanic of humbl
;‘r"l\l'(il:;nt(:;sd :;\]tr:‘:!t/}l‘nlcll;s lg:tlookfed. He Efaﬂ,sog}:’eo?:céi: vg‘o{)iglf“ b | fever followed. A weaker man would cer- ‘,‘;.,rglgf ;l;m:nt“g'f {;lem‘s.j,;,‘:;cf ﬂer ‘\:'lonrlde,
K v point of view, an(;“feeltr(:rfr; :u‘:}l! “You were going to strike him.” l;he:tainly have su.ccumbcd. His sober life, of the world to whichq she must for ever
at sea. ! said. “You great coward.” however, and his fine physique came to his belong. What matter? He was a man,
Those moments of introspective thought| The men, stricken dumb by the sudden-‘ rescue. In a fortnight he was convales- p.f'ter ;n’ a’ig shi Nk ;l w?ma.n ———}?_ndhzh%rfe
lwcu_mo moments of self-confession. He mness of her coming, bugan to recover. Syd cent. : Ui . }c] &0 enh e ,t b n; 13 - }? =
rcuhzo:l and admitted the change in him- Kiog picked up something from the ground . Those were wonderful days. Martinghoe m&d :’ 2 ;n (lz"e.tum\ c;set & 'e\'re;- “,9.‘;‘}11
elf. The old ideals were unshaken, but and sidled towards her. | would not hear of his removal, and Lady ‘}1\ -2 ::,se]i aq ;‘m hlu‘li)ohe;:dpg\? exrs“. -
they no longer held paramount sway. The! “Coward am 17 Dobson muttered thick-' Malingcourt, in a mild sort of way, actualt ]e{f (-:n r!(.stp;mdeh-lilf in eamca:r h(-: T(,lgf
gift of his brains to humanity, the better-'ly. “Let him get up and fight like a man ly helped to nurse him. They were days al:ion of] it His ot B taacked ab
ment of his fellows, the inauguration of | then.” the effect of which remained with him jjn  but ‘the madness was thcrg like a
cortain carefully conceived labor schemes!: BShe laughed scornfully. oIl his life, which went far, indeed, to- thrall. So when he “heard her earriage
"{" longeg appealed to him with that won-| ‘Likely enough, when you strike him!wards the fashioning of his future. He gtop, and the trailing of her skirt as she
¢ T(-rful enthusiasm which eeemed to have | from behind,” she said. ‘“Let him alone,, came back to his senses, thrilled into very erossed the lawn, he rose up and went to
e&fnns:‘os:;x}ctlﬁeﬁi his work. They were still | and be off. : | vivid life by the thought of that wonder- | mpeet her. ’
t‘cc:;rl eﬂ'ourt‘:’ ttm': :ﬁd and aim oi1 his prac- | I‘)obeoyi staggered toward her with an ful episode. He owed his life to her, to! Full of his purpose, on fire with eager-
St rulling - nc“(;y t:ere l}‘lo A onger all- ug“y{vsrymhe. Vi of b !the almost reckless bravery with which | ness and very mervous, he failed to notice
5 s lew emotion an e e to with ﬁ.v" 9 ‘(‘ 9 1 :slgeﬁs to_settle first | ghe had elected to defend him. The mem- a certain change in her manner which at
S Siliioust He ', quxc]emng, irresisti- | b,“‘l»_ oy ane ady,  he said. “We've ory of it left him tongue-tied. Day after any other time would instantly have- de-
15 A l.limsclf“—as nt" onger complete- E" °1 B’EC ‘i?“ to your staying though—we’ll day passed, and his pent-up gratitude re-| pressed him. Her eyes had lost a certain
Tt s Louit thumpiz o rfgufﬁmmt{ cm}:ld 1::15? \N(f)ha‘{ogr coneny by “(‘;d l*;ye,‘ 5?? { mained unspoken. It found at last some . kindly light with which she had lately re-
s e g, SCAUSET ois, b 0 you say, Iy €eur: W 1!fah.ermg expression, which she checked at | garded him, her tolerant good-humor had
ughts to the four }vmds of heaven. A !you get down and spend a bit o’ time with | onee -ven place to an aloofness which was al-
touch of madness this, yet sweeter even Us, eh? There’s a drop of Strone’s whis- | I did hope,” she gaid, stifli - il g F dity. - Yet I fed. his
than his sense of triumph. Such madness, Ky left. Come on King. We'll have her| phat ks i P v s Apdity. Yet BE L T
too! What had he, Enoch Strone, to dé‘ down.” ! that you were going to show your com- fate.
% 9 ' mon sonse by avoiding that subject. It is «“\ill you sit down:for a few minutes,”

CHAPTER XV.

lwns transfiguring—omnipotent. The words

with fair women and white roses, though| They made a clumsy rush toward. her— idi S i < “There i i
it Yoma 8wt o | ey s ey b b o s, b Sl et T
:nm, ml\)d the perfume of the roses still | court’s spur and whip, freely used, con-!j.red by those madmen. If you want tol She 1)au§ed..
jung about his little room. Yet——wea.lt.h.;':;t;g r:dhl\lg)}l"z ?;’;‘;ng ix:dn::e:ttﬁ% goé’g'tthank anyone, thank Wildfire. It was his| “I am a little tired,” she said. “Will
- . . ; . . . 5 € he 4 : t t do?”
w(:]:(‘;i‘ nhe: own. And in his hand was the|rode at them like a whirlwind. Dobson,,f::::ls szh::;uzehtttl;t:tetl\cmxé\:;tﬁr. You look an‘?\l\oe 5 }t?ean:)wered “I am going away
cev. o i Z . - ’ o5 ot "
. Marting{loe passed by, clanging his bi- ‘twl'\}éo f‘;zggh:nst a}.;exileu;l(]':zlzl(;e ;;]t:‘u :(l)id:-c Il;(;::| “I am almost myself again,”’ he answer- early tomorrowi andd your brother tells me
ed by, ; . b e : ; re fri i i "
cycle bell, saw him from the road, and | down. King was kicked in the chest in a ! ed. ‘“Tomorrow I shall be well enough to th.:tl: (}l:,ulgty‘v;d r}t?::x s\‘ﬁg}?gsg zzsé:gx‘ftntn
pr‘r‘m’\ptly dx.mno?mtcd. . !sudden backward plunge, and lay on the | the.ceat under the cedar tree She leaned
I’m coming in for a drink, Strone,” he' ground moaning. Haynes turned and ran | ¢ |

go away.”
She laughed softly.

. whether that difference must be for ever.”

| e

1 John Flewelling, Ormond Wetmore, James

Ehe leaned ‘over her bicyele.  Her face|called out. “This hi :
softened, her eyes besought him. age i8 :;pon m‘__.ffs hill gets ”teef’e(’" or old
“You don’t mean it. You were think-| Strone walked to meet him.

for his life to the road. All the time she “f faney fhnt the doclor W@ Ak Wewre

sat her horse with perfect confidence, her thing to say about that,"’ she remarked. .
i cheeks pale, her lips indrawn, but’per-| “Besides, it is foolish. We have plenty of |

back and half closed her eyes. She was
certainly a little pale,

“Well?”

«Mr. Dobell has been here.”

jng just then of eome oue else. You
startled when I spoke to you.”

He told a white lie, impelled to it by
the pity which was in his heart, “For a
week,” he said, “I have been working

ractically day and night. Only a few
Flours ago I found what I wanted. Can
vou wonder that I am scarcely master of
my thoughts?”

She was only half-convinced,” but she
was very willing to berieve him.

“But you don’t care—a little bit—about
me!” she said softly. “You can’t.”

“Why not?”’

She held up her face to him. Her lips
secmed to seek his, her eyes were faint
with the desire for even a single tender
word.

“1f you cared,” she said breathlessly,
“vou would kiss me.”

He touched her very gently, and, stoop-
ing down, kissed her forehead.

“Milly.” he raid, “if you mean care for
you—in that way—you are quite right, I
want to be vour friend, and belp you all
T can. But you must not expect from me
wmore than I have to giye.”

&he shivered a little, as though with the
cold. The tears seemed dried in her eyes.
Blowly she withdrew. her hands.

“Now come in and have some supper,”
he said. 1 will light a fire, and ride

home with you afterwards.”
“] am going,” she said. “Good-bye!”
“Milly! You are unreasonable!” he pro-
tested. .

Qhe looked at him with a wan little
smile. Then she pushed through the gate,
ot her lips tightly, and jumped on to her
bicycle.

“Giood-bye!” she eard.

He let her go—it was best. She rode
away, & dim, pitiful figure, into the deep
shadows of the overhanging trees. Her
head was bent; she did not look round.
what you like that the workmen who toil

“The wind is against you,” he said.|fectly cool. The animal plunged and kick- | "°°™ here——or'mthcr John has-end I} rer?”’
"("ome in!” ed for several moments. Elfc patted his k"‘,’W ?‘hat he h_kes to have you.” “g:;:r mpl]t:\y&z. he \;'ns my employer.
They sat together for a few moments, | neck and spoke soothingly to him.. Pres- “It is very kind of you both,” he mur- He is i.o be my partner.” 4 g
and Martinghoe lit a pipe whilst he sipped ently he was quiet, although he still tremb- mured. She opened hyerpe es and looked at him
his whisky and water. |led, and his satin-like sides heaved. She| She shrugged her shoulders. i w;{’h languid Zuriosit"’

“You are idle tonight,”- he remarked, rode over to Strone. “John leads a lonely life out here,” she| " «fg ¢hat x;otg: ther a sug(io rise in tl
looking around. “No books, no model- “Are you badly hurt?’ she asked. said. “I hope you will remember that, and | or)q9” g} lfrd arel l'“ .
1m5," f “What is it all about?” come and sze him often when I am gone.” sl e AL o
‘b}’fﬁg?’ tg):kanﬁsn:’(‘px%e ir;)m his mouth. Strone was an ugly sight, for the blood | }({e tIOOkeg ;’lp fat her quickiy, his heart
! done’” red, “because my work | was streaming down from a wound in his o OPpe L. o g

lone. : temple. ‘Are you going away? he asked.

Martinghoe nodded ~quickly, looked a| “I shall be all right—directly,” he said. She smiled. .
question which Strone answered. “It’s the Miracle Crane they came to “Don’t you think that I have paid rather | ;. great fortune in it.”

“Behind there,” he said, jerking his head | smash—and me too.” a long visit as it is?” she asked. “I have sShgrlooked at L}n:: ivith wide-open eyes
towards the shed, “is the fulfilment ot| He pointed to the model which remained A h({uses of my own I am SUPPOSCd 0 eyes full of an expression Wlij(‘ll)l bat.ﬂe-(i
many years’ work. 1 bave committed a untouched. She nodded with quick appre-, look after, and I had no end of engage-|jim which, if he had been a wiser man
sin. 1 am an inventor. Martinghoe, lis-| hension. wents for last month and this. Asa mat'iand’morc versed in woman’s ways, should
ten! 1 have made the Miracle Crane. It “I want to bathe your forehead,” she %’ of fact this is the longest visit 1 have‘ulso have been a warning to him.
will do the work of a hundred—ay, of a|said. “I.will first see that they are mot|C®Ver paid here in my life.” i congmh'xlate vou,” she said quietly
thousand men—all the lifting machinery | likely to do any further mischief.” He raised himself upon his elbow. “You are \\'onder.t'ull;' iortum\te o be
of the world will be affected. 1t is the| She backed her horse a few steps and “The longest visit you have ever p"id'fome rich so suddenly, at your age.”
triumph of man’s ingenuity over matter.” | looked down at Dobson. He was breath- here?” he repcated.’ “Perhaps that is be- Her & AL v‘t’h tonlen .]

He broke off silently. Martinghoe was| ing heavily and was guite unconscious. |¢ause you have had more friends staying 5 'k“f(mSh“?: c;g,t ;r‘vcmotwr;)e:f, er
fascinated by the simple directness of his| Across his face was a livid mark where near?”’ l 8d( i){eex\:;amI:};] doo i){e" ll?:csux:e : b
speech. | she had struck him. King, too, was lyingi She looked into his eyes and laughed:L Yo ]‘,nz“l,) 1"1,3 .it it the mirvousl.

“Bravo!” he exclaimed. “I congratulate| on his back groaning, but be tried to get | softly. Strone felt the hot color burn his| oo about,” he said. “You o;r'elfn;y Y
you. You are one of the world’s bene. UP when she approached. She drew a few | cheeks. Something had heppened! She | g1 caps admitted that to beya :o“'erm‘i:
factors.” yards away. was changad. The tired woman of thelpo :\'mirld wealth is ‘a neceqsit\'l 1 only

Strone’s face darkened. “That little ereature isn’t much hurt,”|world had gone. She was not bored, she! .are for money for what it v bring me

“I don’t believe that,” he said shortly.|she said carelessly. “Perhaps 1 had bet-| was not listless any longer. She was look-| you once said that tl;e mil]inzaire 1% Al
“It’s an odd thing. Nature has made me ter not dismount. My groom must be up ing at him very Lindly, and her eyes were powerfui."
an inventor against yy own convictions. | in a minute or two. - His horse went lame,tv\'lmdt‘rf"“)' soft. “Did 1?7 she answered. ‘That, of
1 hate machinery.” so I rode on.” | “perhaps I have found one more,” she | course, was an exaggeration » i
~ Martinghoe looked up puzzled, waiting “There is a revolver on my shelf—if 1 &aid, smiling, “and have been content to He rose suddeniy to his feet, a flush in
for an explanation. could only get up,” Strone muttered. be without the others. Let go my hands, | his cheeks, his tone husky. H(-, stood over

“Sometimes I believe that machinery| e made an effort, and fell back, Shﬂ-‘t',ﬁif, at once, and remember you are on no | her, his hand on the back of her seat, his
has been the greatest curse ever let loose ly pale. account to sit up.” eyes seeking to penetrate the gruéoful

“Tt is very sudden,” he answered. “It
is the Miracle Crane. Mr. Dobell has had
it patented, and we have been offered one
hundred thousand pounds for the American
rights alone. Mr. Dobell says that there

upon the class to whichi I belong,” he con-| “ls it loaded?” she asked. She drew a little away from him. His nonchalince of her tone and manner.

““um_ 1t sounds rot, but it isn’t. Ma- “Yes.” lbruin was in a,whirl. He was scarcely| “Lady Malingcourt,” he said, ““for wealth
chinery has done away with the craits-| ‘“Tell me exactly where it is.” sure of his sanity. Then a maid an- and even for power I have but small am-
man; it has made a brainless parasite of! “On the second shelf—over the fire- | nounced some callers and with a little nod | bition. A pittance and a cottage would

the wo;king:—}mm. It's right enough! 1! place.” iund an admonition to go to sleep, she left | content me. But there is omne thing in
meant it. There are a few trades yet| She rode to the door and dismounted. him. Sleep! What chance of that for him? | the world—perhaps I am mad to dream of

where machinery isn’t employed. I'll wager | Syd King, who had boen shamming, slunk | Her hand had lain for a moment in hig—]it—I know I am, but if ever I had the
with their hands, and are direct produc- off. She fetched the revolver and a basin. the touch of her slim, soft fingers gtill ' smallest chance of gaining it, there is

nothing T would not attempt, nothing 1 ”
would not do.” "
There was a sharp break in his voice, o | .

mist before his eyes. Lady Malingcourt
was studying the pattern of her lace para-

sol. Suddenly she closed it and looked | 0
up at him. }
“Don’t you think you had better post-

pone the rest—until after dinner?” she
gaid quietly. ; S
“No,” he answered. “You and your

brother, Lady Malingcourt, have been very | Some |nteresting and Pert]_

kind to me. You have made me sometimes |

almost forget the difference between a nent Remarks Relative to

mechanic such as I am and gentlepeople

such as you. So I have dared to wonder the AttltUde of the Chair-
" man of the Trustees.

El

(1o be continued.)

Sir,—As a former teacher, I am inter

ANOTHER KENNEBECCAS|S To the Editor of The Telegraph:
FERRY SEEMS LIKELY -A
ested in the discussion now going on as te
teachers’ salaries and have rcad the con-

Steam Service Proposed from Rothe- vincing and _ unvarnished letter of

- 8

say to Reed’s Point and lntermed- “Teacher,” the pointed and vigorous ar-
iate Stops—-Other News of Inter- ticles of the press in support of the

same, and with some surprise the re-
est, marks of the chairman of the board, who

- is reported as follows:
Rothesay, Jan. 18—The Kingston-Clifton| ]
i ik l 1 k A communication from the St. John
Agricultural Society is receiving its annuall,, : it ; 2
! s | 4 U8 ‘leachers’ Association asking for an 1n-
| large supply of fertilizer, which comes by ! i i
- | crease of $50 in the salary of every female
car loads to Rothesay station. Many teams
5 i | teacher and subsequently $25 a year, was
are busy now hauling the shipment to, g < :
Clifton, where it will be distributed among | et ed and referred to the teachers’ com-
| the members of the society. As much as; mittee. :
15(\'enty tons has been hauled since spring.| “The chairman said that the association
Th> society srie ic officers i i : ey
| Lh= society has energetic officers in 0. W.| waq under a misapprehension in present-
‘\\ ctmore, the secretary, and Leonard| . ) licati hae Tl
| Crawford, president. Their socials every | 78 the application to the board. 19

| winter are looked forward to and Wield 45| ity council was the body to petition.
| they are in different placzs in the district) The board had always been willing to en-
i . | courage any movement towards higher

| at _ different times, they afford much en- calaiies

joyment to ‘the people. It was intended | " g i
| to have the first g((;cilal meeting at an early “He referred to the letter, signed Teach-
{date, but owing to the death of the daugh- sr,y.publyshed in the press a few days ago,
lter of the president, there will be some }a)mg it was not broad enough. All
i delay. \ emale labor was poorly paid. He had
! i made inquiries about town and found that

| Very general regret was felt at this, the| ladi ¢ :
e ; bt § ¢ ils in the | Jadies employed in offices were paid from
| death of one of the brightes pupils in the % to $7 h week, and worked fifty-two

Macdonald school, Frances Crawford. Shel . P : 4 il
{ was fifteen years of age and had done ex- \\%%ks in the e Weacers gep THOM:
| cellent work, a specimen of which was re- $3..“t,° %O?laicaf‘,for ]:orty weeks’ work.
| cently presented to the Natural History | .- r. Bullock said that he ‘had never
et e S B i i ity
Crawford’s friends will sympathize deeply E:ard, when it increased salaries, by mem-
ith hem i their Toas. rs of tbgcgunC{l, but that he had heard
\l Decided action was taken by a number st'rong cnt:cxs‘m.tor expense in connection
L of vosidents of Kingston i Rothesy with the building of elaborate school
| parishes last evening looking to the estab-
lishment of a steam ferry to ply between
! Clitton, Gondola Point and Reed’s Point,
|as well as make morning and evening trips
|to Rothesay to accommodate suburban
trafic. E. S. Carier was in the chair, and

houses.”

When the chairman rates the work of
the teacher with that of the typewriter
in importance, he evidently considers he
is giving expression to the “broad”’ view.
He should have gone a little further and
compared teachers’ pay with that of those
engaged in domestic service and char-
women generally. In such a comparison
the remuneration of the teachers com-
{)aratic\lrely would have appeared at even
| 1t was resolvel to take advantage of thet 200 aniees - k .
subsidy offered by the government for such | er:t.‘ ‘B)ohnﬁ:sr:pl‘l);:a 0: !yeii:i:e class 1t eac.h:
ia service, and a committee consisting of | coi;’e B 98 to $‘7 pzx? week"rs ]g:ei t)]:e
l\“ S. (13”']"’ (h"r}\? IIJt)tlckstgl']bO;m:Hg chairman only pay his own typewriter that

¥ e"m‘“\ig James Mullitt, Gilbert and . ,,oun¢? 1t is believed that at least one
Stanley Wetmore and Henry Gilbert, Wete: gor,p typewriter in the employ of the
‘appointed to get such information as was | governmcnxt) receives from he:l-) vy:rork $1,-
| necessary and work out the details as faviggn o Coo o1d that she h - :1
as possible. The meeting was enthusiastic| better;e oéers Is th:re sl: :s rzcene -
over. the prospects of a suitable boat that| gaged in téaéhin N t'he a*o“y;"n onzhnt en-
i‘will accommodate many more people than Ghuad Half thatgsum" PLOVIES Lidl B
| the scows do at present. k P ¢
g will st from 3 s Seaha 5. e e
;Reed's Point and calling at Clifton and | at the salary given by his board to earn
! Flewellings, leave with train Dassengers| o g7 ner week, beside that, as “Teacher”
' for Rothesay, touching at the head of Ken-i points out she’wili il uire’ ol do 'otc ‘ll
| nebeccasis 1sland for passengers an.d tea.ms.l hek Gime l;p i sevcnté%n yca:s of‘ a; am
| The return trip from Rothesay will afford, prenaration for her work and then spend|
! 2 chance for city outing partie3 t.o go to! probably two years at Normal kool e
Clifton or other points along the river and| fore she can become qualified for first
return in time for the evening train. . | class and a salary of $200 per year!

James §. Kierstcad is celebrating his| yyjth the typewriter it is far otherwise
cighty-first_birthday today. Tt is marred“ and while I do not wish to minimize the
snmgwhn;_ by the death' of his sister, ]\Il:ﬁ.[ impgrtance of any honest work, the type-
Louisa Vincent, who died suddenly in St.| ’ ¥

; : i OU-| writer does not necessarily require either
{ John early Thursday morning. Mrs. Vin-| the scholarship or the training of a first

cant had many friends in Rothesay, where' .os teacher. Not long ago E
she lived more than seventy years. SPE advertisement in the citfr pipegs B:tf?;ri:‘;
leaves three sons, Edgar, residing in ht'ito prepare women for the work of 3
John, and Frank and Chester, living here.! ¢vpewriter .in three months .
Mrs.. 0. Marr is a daughter. The funeral| “w“pyut > says the chainnax; “they work
will lsave St. John Saturday morning at| {1 wiw]e year.” Have ’teachei{s any-
10 o'clock, and interment will be made i thing to do with the length of time the)
the .Baptist burial ground at Gondola| ork? Is not that regulzgted for- them bi'f
Point. . citizens and the school board? It hag
The boys of Rothesay school were de-{ not been very long since that the St
lighted with the visit of Oswin Bull, thel john board objected to teachers engag;né
Cambridge graduate who ‘held a service in|in other employment while in its service
the chapzl Sunday morning and paid the| How long since the St. John boani I
school anoaher visit Monday morning. Mr.! apdicated “its powers to the council? Did
Bull held other services in the parish dur-| it consult the council when .it’ inc-reased
ing the day. 0 . | the salaries of the male teachers? When
Among the \'1'sxto‘r.ﬁ. to Rothesay, this! pew buildings "have been required? No
week were J. N. Spicer, of Spencer’s Is-! one knows better than the chairman that
land, and Frank Gaskill, of Grand Manan.| peither by law mnor precedent has the
Both are old graduates of Rothesay Col-| council to be consulted, so long as the pre-
lege, and the former is now attending the! geribed amount of assessment for schools
U. N. B. at Fredericton, while Mr. Gaskill| in the city of St. John has not been over-
is a divinity student in Windsor (N. 8.) passed. And this limit, I understand, has
Otner students the boys are talkingl Jately been largely increased. ;
about now are Douglas Adams, a son of| At one time it is that the application
Mrs. Herbert (‘(_)Wan,""h‘;‘.haﬂ won ‘}0“0“’ of the teachers is mot in in time; again
in an examination in Kingston Military| that there are no funds, and now that
College, and been appointed to a position! the board has nothing to do with it. i
upon the topographical survey in Quebec)  All honor to Ald. Bullock, the finance
for mext summier. Iis brother, James,| minister of the city, for his manly and
who used to attend Rothesay. is returning | gtraightforward statement.
in a few days to compla%e his fitting for! 1f the council has all to do with the
Kingston. Edwayd Domville, son of Sena-' matter, why was the increased salary ques-
tor Domville, will also go to the same|tion referred to the teachers’ committee?
college, and Master Malcolm MeAvity S| Tt looks as if this body might be as de-
taking a similar course with the same end| |jberative at present as it has been in
(in view. the past, and that the teachers may have
some time to wait and the same procedure
MONTREAL COM PANY be gone over another year.
SUES ALDERMAN evasive methods, but surely the teachers
i can not longer be! ,
FOR ALLEGED LIBEL Yo, e,
Mg s X-TEACHER.

St. John, Jan, 19, 1907.

Mullitt, Adino Wetmore, Gilbert Wet-
more, A. M. Saunders and others took an
active part in the discussion of the propo-
gition.

The public may be deceived by thess

Asks $25,000 Damage for State-
~ment That They Offered a Bribe.

PRS-

Montreal, Jan. 18—The Montreal Light,
Heat and Power Company today entered
action against Ald. Clerihue, of St. Law-
rence ward, for $25,000. At Monday’s
meeting of the city council the alderman
was reported to have said that he was|
once offered $3,000 by the company to‘
promote its interests in the council.

The company demanded a retraction,a.ndl
in failing to secure this, action followed. :

l

BRITISH RECRUITS |
ARRIVE TO JOIN |
HALIFAX GARRISON'

Halifax, N. 8., Jun. 20—The strength of|
’the garrison at Halifax is down to about |
| half its proper strength. It seems impos-| We
| sible to keep the establishment up by re-| a
cruiting from Canada. To me2t the emerg-| ;%?,m
ency large idrafts are being made from! and voste
! England. | paid this
| ing, : 5 5 eautifull
| Among the passengers by the mail steam-| stamped 18-inoh
{ er Tunisian today were 160 members of the| Colonial Art Cé

| disbanded Manchzster regiment,. who came VIOLETS or

to join the Royal Canadian Regiment. : sl
| They were in charge’ of Col. G. Watkins, | g:":."::::{‘ :::‘ .u':: ‘25
Major Barlow and Lieut. V. Campbell, R.| e e = e

N. A company of the R. C. R. accompani- Thisis the biggest offer w
ed by the regimental band, were atp the! agﬁ;‘:{fgﬁ&?"“&:’f
pier to meet the newcomers. They formed | in Canada, cort&ining Health
up with the Manchester men and marched | mrmor ‘Fnshlon Nou':. lmmﬂnlm:'hﬁlh::‘
to Wellington barracks. They are a voung' Gerial and Short Stories and Latest Patterns. .
class of men and presented an excellent| Send 2% cents for one year'ssubscription to
appearance. Col. G. W. Atkins, Major Bar-i the Home Journal and the centrepiece.

low and Licut. Campbell, return on the Addres CIRCULATION DEPARTMENT, 17

Tunisi i will bring out 200 TORONT!
Fln i vit b o 20w 0| Home: Journal g™




