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The Conscience of Mderman McGinnis

Bily Hunter came  back from the
moeting «t alinost 12 o'clock, dead thed,
His wife had the cofree hot for him,
and brought him In a steaming cup
without asking a question, Judith
Hunter haa been out at service boefore
she married Bly, and she had learned
R/ good mary things besldes cooking
beot to a turn.

Billy sat with his legs cut and his
head sagging on his breast, It was a
spring day, but Iowa saprings have
<hilly nights following sunny days, and
the warmth of the fire In the atr-tight
stove was grateful to him, To another
obscrver it might seem & plain little
parlour, and he might smile over the

of the that
came Wwith thelr garden seeds (neatly
framed in brown paper), and two or
three photographs of famous pictures
But to Billy the fresh paint and bright
paper, the ribbon and lace tidles, the
one plush easy chalr and the glistening
cabinet organ, made it a dream of lux-
ury. They had eight rooms in the
suse, {f you include the Jean-to, which
was such a comfortable laundry and
summer kitchen for Judith. It was a
very good house, indeed, and the gar-
den was S0 'arge that Judith kept a
tiny poultry yard. Jn the sunmer it
was beautiful to sit or thelr own plaz-
za and be shided by their tree (veally
a tree large enough to shade), and to
look at the honeysuckle and geranjums
and the green rows of onlous and pars-
ley. No landowner in town could be
prouder thun Bllly had been -yesterday
of hlu.llwx. domaln, Now his hand-
some brow fvrinkled sullenly above his
hlack eyes, and he gazed about him in
a dreary stare, seeing and not seeing,
ke & man taking farewcll. Ho sighed
before he drank his coffee. His wife,
ati)l saying no word, smoothed the
short curls which his hat had atted
on his forehead. He patted her hand.
She was a tall woman, as tall as he,
and of a fine, supple figure. Her eyes
were very bright, and her skin very
clear, and she had delicate, irregular
features, which changed so prettily
when she talked that no one ever found
fault with thelr irregularity.

“Jt's you that I'm thinking about,
Judith, you and the kid," sald Hunter.
He nodded his head towards the open
door, through which one could see &
cradle-racker,

“we'll do, Billy,” sald Judith,
“ Come, now, you eat a plece of plo; it'lt
do you more good now than for break-
fast, and I'll get your plpe. Are they
going to strike, then ?"

* Well, ax bad. They voted to send
& committee to Holllster and ask him
to submit thelr differences to an arbi~
tration committee or they'it strike
Monday. Holliday won't listen to
them. Not to anybody, I guess, and not
10 Robb and Luke Wigger, anyhow.
He sent Luke off & week ago, snd the
other man is Johnny Mellin, who is as
milq as skiin milk and was put on to
represent us. He'll sct there and get
red In the face and say ‘That's right”
to whoever speaks last.”

“ put did you speak to them, Billy ?
Dld you say the things you were go-

Bllly's tace grew red.

“Yes, I did, and I wish I hadn't; I
never mede & speech before, but I felt
sc worked up about this I thought I
could talk to the boys, jest to glve ‘em
plain sense how this here strike aln't
ot a show on God's earth of succeed-
ing; but—you'll say you got a fuol for
a husbang, Judy—1 got up on my legs
and 1 got scared; I was jost as scared
as I used to be when I'd play hookey
when I was & kid and met Father
Mahan, and he'd be saying, “Is your
mother sick, Bllls* Hunter, that you're
out of school ¥ I could feel my volce
wabbling under me, and all I could get
ovut was some fool things about & atrike
that falled was worse than no strike,
and then Robb he got up, #o slick and
with such @ fine lot of words about or-
ganized labour and the great union be-
hind us, and capital alveady on the run,
and he worked *em up about these new
fellers (and they are a dlsgrace; they
can't munage thelr blast nohow, and
they inay be killing somebody any
day !) and he got the boys fighting
mad, and he called me his cautlous
friend--like I was & coward! And
then they all hollered. You see, he's
got such a way with him, a little, smil-
ing, white-tecthed feller, and smant as
4 steel trap, and there ain’t anything
on earth we workingmen like like a
feller who can talk.”

*Can't he see himsclf it's craxy 7"

“* He aces we've got $2,000 in the trea-
sury, and how -ve've been cut down
and cut down this winter, and he sces
Hollister’s got some big orders on now,
and that's ail he does see. If you tell
‘him Hollister's obstinate’s the devil, he
Jest laughs and says he's heard folks
threaten to-blte off their noses to spite
thelr faces before, but they don't do it,
all the same, and Holllster caa't bluft
‘im. T don't think Holllster's so bad
as they make him out. But he's got
the devil's own *temper when you git
hie mad up. They'd have struck this
. very same night If it hadn't been for
young Fitsmaurice.”

“*But he don't belonk to the unlon,”
said Judith, who was now seated by her
Juaband, lstes 1g with absorbing in-
terest; ‘“how'd ae get in 7

“ Well, we'te had him for a lawyer,
teauno he, worked for nothing, and he
WaS & Door hoy thas wol;lgeq 11(-. and
e certalnly hax dm well by us. Well,
e camie In, in time to aée. Robb wipe
up the flour with me, and he made &
spaech; 3aid he'd Just got back to town
this th Al McGine

cawic and a Aghting ¢hance o win, 8o
he got them 1o appolnt Lhe commlttes,
thir was the best he could do. Fitx
Ix a good man, Lut he can't stop the
boys. ‘They've got a head of steam on
and they're bound to let her whiz. It's
a KIna of erazy fover. They're mad at
me—boys I helped many a time. Now
they're mag !

His wife looked at him wisttwlly, “1f
they strike, will 1t be a long strike,
By 2

“God knows ! I went to see Harry
Lossing, and says he :-- Don't let the
hotheads fool you. Hollister’s got his
mAd up--he's golng to run lus busi-
ress or quit, He knows where he can
Ret sowe new men, and if you strike
he’ll get them.  You boys will maybo
fikht a week, & month, two months, and
then you will have to go back on his
terms or you won't have the chance to
g0 back at al."”

Judith clapsed her hands  together
involuntarliy.  “ But it you strike how
will we pay for the house 2"

“We can't pay for the house.
e pm—'?

He hesltated, and she completed the
word for him :-~ Nout unless my bio-
ther could pay you back what you
lent him. - But he'll be out of a job,
teo ™

“That's it. And wo got to live,
too. And if the stores trust us they'lt
have to be pald, Mr. Lossing he was
awfully kind and sald, ‘ You tell Judy
not to worry, she shan't tose her house,"
but we can't lay right down on him.
I don't see how a man, jest to get
Mmself talked about, jest to make a
name In the newspapers, and have
folks say whai a blg man he Is—J
don't see how he can be bringing other
men to ruln that way. Josh felt awful
‘bout it; he got up and sald how te
was situated, and how, after being
sick s¢ much and his family sick, he
was jest gettin' on his feet, and this
would knock him fiat again. He 'most
crled he felt so bad. But it dldn't
do no good. They're cragy

Judith found no word of cheer, but
she did not ask him whether he could
rot keep at work whatever the others
did. The workingman's wife recognizes
the workingman's code of honour as
well 68 he, “ There's only one man,”
sald Billy, “who can do anything;
that's Alderman McGinnis—"

“Oh, Bllly, won't he? But they
say he's & bad man, and you got some
of the boys to vote agalnst him.”

“I don't know; that's what Mr.
Lossing sald, and young Harry, and
you living so long In thelr family, and
they giving us such nice presents, of
course I wanted to work itke he ask-
ed, and 1 didn't think it was righr
&1 enGing 80 much money on the streets
—though I may be glad enough to come
to a street job muyself, little as I ever
thought it1” he added, with a groan.
“T wish I hadn't gone against him
now, for I got to go to see him with
Fitzniaurice and young Lossing to-
morrow."

“WIill he help you, do you think,
Bly ?7*

“Y ain’t much hope. You see he's
sfter ar oll or lard or gome kind of
insg ectorship, good pay and awful 1it-
tle work, and Timbetly can git it for
him, and Timberly's for the strike, and
I bet he won't mad Timberly and the
boys, too.”

“But why 18 Mr. Timberly for strik-

ing ? Don't he know—"
“Hc don't care, Judy He's running
for the Legisiature, and he wants the
labour vote, 80 he's making a  hig
splurge.”

“How smart you are, Billy, about
such things,” said the wife, vroudly.

But the unfelgned praise only
brought a dark clo'd to the man's
brow. “1I1 was forgetting another bad
thing,” sald he. * Morris, the fore-
man, he's going to Illinois to his wife's
folks—he's got a job there, and he told
me to-day he recommended me to the
boss, an@ he as much as said he’d
speak about me to Hulllster——*

“Oh, Billy, do you call that bad
news ? It would be fifteen dollars a
mnonth more—it would pay the pay-
ments on the house "

“And do you think,” sald Billy, bit.
terly, “do you think that they'll be
making a striker a foreman ? No;
they'll bring a strange fellow, and r.ut
hira over us 1*

He got up; he began to walk tha
floor fn strong agitation. ‘*Then I}
ain’t all that—it's more; 1've worked
at the Hollister, man and boy, for al-
most fifteen years, Well I remember
my poor mother fetching me to Moore,
who was foreman then, and his promis.
ing me a job, 1 began at a dollar and
fifty cents a week, and I wan that
proud—ch, Judy, I'l be lost without
the shop! One day Hollister, the old
man himself, went through and seen
me at a casting. *That's a good job
you'te making, Hunter,’ says he, He
remembered my name. He knows a
g00d §0b Wheh He sces one. Theie's
good things about the old man, it he s
pig-headed.”

“I can't but think It'll come right,”
urged Judith. £ho comforted him, un-
reasonably, but just as efficlently as
wives do comfort thelr -husbands,
whatever their class, I may say, what-

Not

a contiaean), she whispered how he
1d junketlag parties of aldermen on
vistte to cther eftfen at the expens
of rival rallways, heping te huud rlval

brickmakers' brick, and how (bey w1
truk freely of hoapitality, both solld
and laquid, fminished them, somchov,

she declared aloud, he waz In evers
“Job ™ ever passed by the Clty Coun-
eii  But the Eighth ward, after overy
explosion of vihrtue on the part of his
fellow-ehtizens outslide, gatned and 1e-
ciceted Alderman MeGinnin

It was In the Jatest unruceessful ax-
srult that young Harry Lossing had
locked hoins with the poputar Alder-
man—and been defeated,  Harry at
this 4ime bad just been taken irta
buginess with his father; he was fust
beglnning to feel the exhllarating pres-
sure of largo aftalrs on shoulders so
young and strong that they welcomed
tather than flinched from burdens, and
ho was in tho fist nlaze of a young
man’s enthuslasn for municipal re-
form.  He had spent days  ranning
ahout the town, marshaling the lan-
quid and reluctaut forces of the “de-
cent citizens " aganst a certain pav-
ing contiact of the Alderman’s, and
when the Alderman was too strong
for hira tn the Councll, had defled him
in hix own wasd

Thercfore, McGinnis had been elected
by rather more than the usual ina-
jority, and that was how it came to
pass that poor Billy Hunter ail night
was haunted by snatches of his own
speeches against the arbiter of the
Efghth ward, and tortutéd his brain
trying (In the clumsy fashlon of a. man
used to express himselt by action
only) to explain those fatal jokes and
criticiame.

Befcre Hatry had finished his break-
fart next morning the workingman
-.a8 at the house, and the young re-
fermer did not keep him walting, It
was barely half-past eight that Sunday
meorrdng when Harry was seen by the
neighbours driving his fatiher's lght
surrey and the fast gray horses (with
Bilty Hunter on the back seal) at a
rattling pace down the Ml

They went first to Tommy Fitzmau-
rice's. Tommy (at the period of which
I am writing) was a ward politician,
and in spite of Harry's flery eloguence
and hls own affection for Hatry, quite
content with his moral lot. Now, al-
though he jolned the two’at once, he
save Harry the corner of a wot blan-
ket L hig greeting.

“I'll well you,” safd he, with rather a
shamefaced expression, "1 don’t know
which way Mac Is golng. I hope he
looks at the atrike the way 1 do, and
that's the way you do, hut I'm under
too big obligations to Mac to fight him
in this and risk his job, and that's the
truth.”

* But have you considered what mis-
chlef a hopeless strike lke this will
work 7' began Harry, eagerly.

“ T haven't slept two winks this night,
consldering nothing else,” growled
Tommy, ** but I ain’t fixed to fight Mac,
and I don't wgnt to, either'

“And what will Mac do 7** said Har-
ry, blting off a useless argument at
hin cigar end, biting it ha:d.

“That I can't say,” Tommy answer-
ed. “1 was there right after the meet-
ing last night. He wasn't home. Ileft
word that I'd be over thix morning, but
when I went over before breakfast he
war gene, I sat down and wrote him
all anout the thing, and told him I was

on the chare ufter him, and if I dida't |

catch him would he come over to pa's
for a talk ¥ I guess he will, but we'll
try running him down first, because
the committee may do more mischief
than even Mac can undo If we walt.
They safd he had gone to Meyers'. The
son w=as after him with a etory of his
mother being dead—and 1 guess,” added
Tommy, meditatively,  that the Ald-
crman s about the only person in the
world who ever glves them a civil
word, and he does 1t from hablt, with-
out knowing."”

It was a relief to be diverted by the
Meyers' house, the scolding stock of
the war?. a lean and livid two-storey
tenement, where, plainly, tonants did
thelr own repairs, and patched the
rickety ontside staircase and mended
the crooked windows from the Mey-
ers' junk heap,

* ffello, Moyers !" halled Tommy.

The father came out, hearing them,
fellowed in a moment by the son. The
old man had & patriarchal white beard,
a shining, bald head, and a forehead
scored by innumerable wrinkles. -He
fastened a dim cye on the visitors, the
only sign of iife that he gave. *“He
can't spik on Englls,” explained the
Young man, who was short and bent
end hollow-cheeked, and coughed ay
he talked.

“You have a b1d cold,” said Harry,
with his veady Interest.

*Oh, it notin’, notin’, only lke it
make me set down 0 often—when I git
the bag tull” He added :—" Mister
A glve me
Taked It out of his

A full bottie.
pockel.”

“Isn't he here 2"

* No, he gone” to next street;’ Waln-
neys der name. Say, he's a good man !"*
He spoke rapidly to his father In his
own tongue, and, as if in answer, the
old man nodded seyeral times and
litted hls trembling hands,

“He prays for him, he is so good,”
the son, with & revetent air;

ever their intell un-
der the spell of her pretended hope-
tulness and her real tenderness, his
heavy heart lightened, and his sore
vanity and goother. But it was late
in the morning before he fell asleep,
Porhaps it was later Lefore the wite,
who had scemed 0 peacefully slumber-
ing, drifted beyond the Teach of her
cwn foreboding.

Ald, tard

‘niss, and he waan't prepared to speak,
Hut he hoped thc.v ‘would give them
welves time-to se¢ things clear, Two
thlnu wAs nooesllry. Yo !-lve L3 good,

.ged her tongue, and shook.her head

-to hold the- Elttﬂh “ward in
the holiow of his hand. Rumoui wag-

over the Aldorman’s.paving contracts
his m: vﬂubo u.voe.tlon wu that of

““he scen about my mother's coMn—
everything. He lend me all do money
and he git a friend take my junk 0 I
can pay; he's good—you bet "

*LIC he 1s 30 govd he can’t want the
atrike to xo on,” thought Billy, as they
drove on to the Whinneya. Harry,in
front, aud not a yrord; what he thought
of Al he
| kept to himself. Neither Hd Fitzmau-

rlve wptak. untl they were reining up {.

berore “Whinneys' white picket fence,

Iargest family in the ward; four votes

in‘it. Mrs. Whinnm Iy vMow and.

an awtul hud \\onm, tut the boys
are wild”

The Whinueys hadd a teaspoon of o
grden aund a smalt poreh, on which

e thive of the wild boyd, smoking, in
thelr Sunday (1othes,  They sald that
the Adennan had gone o the Widow
Totman's

* You are all well 2° asked ‘Tommy.

* Well, yes, but Jimmy's In trouble.”
This fiom the elicst, the others mute-
Iy asrenting,

* What's the mutter with Jimmy

“Ficht, Tony Becker  And he hit
alm harder'n he weant,”

* Elther of them diunk

*© Both,” «rld the brother, senteatious-
Iy

“Well, now, that's  too bad,”  sald
omrmy, svmpathetically, as if he had
been told that they weie both eripples,
and he cticked his tongue against his
testh,

* Ma’s dreadful upset by 1t,” sald the
youngest brother.

Ot course  Say, how about bail **

“Oh, M. McGinnls scen about that.
That'll be all right,”

‘“Got Into the papers 7

‘Nu, slr. Mr. MeGiunis seen a ve-
porter. Maybe he can keep It out.”

‘“ There's a an to tie to ' exclaim-
ed ‘Tonuny, warmly.

That’s right !* cried all the Whin-
neys boys in concert,

Then Harry drove on to the Widow
Hoftman's  The widow was slowly dy-
ine of an mcurable disease. She had
heen a women of mark in the ward,
rearing five avphan children with never
& cent from her husband, nor 8o much
as a lump cf coal from the poor over-
seer, and vet of no one in the ward
were there recorded more acts of kind-
ness, small and great. The widow's
Suuduy cap showed at the window. Bhe
was & large-featured, grey-haired wo-
man, who smilsd with her eyes oftener
than with her lips, a woman that
strangers called plaiy, but it wouldn't
be well for one to use that word In
speakung of her in the BElghth ward.
No less than three nosegays and a
loose bunch of hothouse roses bright-
etied the tabls before her. She beck-
oned with her hand, and Tommy led
the way into the house, the door of
which was opened by her daughter.
The Aldermian had gone on, the girl
explained; he only.stopped to bring her
mother some roses, but wouldn't the
gontlemen step in—her mother was
wanting to speak with Mr. Lossing.

“1 was wanting to ask you, knowing
you knew Mr. sollister; will they strike
at the Hollister 7' the widow asked,
an eager tremor in her tones.

*“1 hope not; I don't know,” answered
H ry, whom Tommy in his young
da,s had often brought to see the
widow. We are looking for McGin-
nis, in hopes he can do something (o
stop {t.

“That he can aud that he will,” de-
clured the widow, earnestly; “he is
a geed man, Michael McGinnis. And
the Influence he has is wonderful.
Though why shouldnms he have, when
Le's always helping somebody 2 Bat
I Leard yesterday the men was ter-
ribly stirred up, and I've been that
distressed I can't quiet my mind at
an”

“But," sald Harry, rather stupldly,
“I thought your sons weren't In the
Holllcter 7

The widow looked surprised. * No,
to be sure, sir; God be thanked! Did
you think it was for myself I was
scared ?  Oh, it ain't for me and
mire; it's for all the sore hearts
there'll be in this nelghbourhood. Poor
Mrs. Whinneys, she was crying over
it this very morning. °The boys'll be
on the street from morning till night,’
says she, ‘and God knows what'll hap-
pen!  You've heard of her troubls?
"Twas the-strike made-the fight. And
Molly Alken, the dressmaker, she was
worrying how. she wouldn't have no
work—or, there's more misery than
ust losing wages comes from a strike,
and 80 I told the Alderman.”

*“1 hope he agreed with you, Mrs.
Hcffman” Bllly spoke out of hia
anxiety, meeting her ove at that sec-
ond.

“He says, ‘Don't you fret, Mrs.
Huftman; i1l all come right in the
wash ! You know his joking way.
And I'm hoping more now.”

Billy's own hopes began to warm
his heart again. He left the widow's
comfcrted. Mut Harry Lossing frown-
ed. Tommy's handsome Irfsh face
was as inpassive as a mask.

‘They drove to many places after the
Alderman. They heard of more than
one saying and doing of his. Here It
was a joke, and therd a shrewd bar-
saln, and nwost often a trivial, good-
natured kindness.  But they did aot
find him. And presently Fitzmaurice,
who had grown thoughdful, spoke test-
iy i—

“1 hope to the Lord that Mac ain't
Iying low, waliting for the cat to jump
beforc  he commits himseit. But it
looks llke it. If he is, 1t's all up with
heading off the strike.”

* Maybe he's in Moseley's,” suggest-
ed Billy; *he goes there sometimes, or
maybe home.”

“ile Isn't home. Did you see that
boy triking to me at the last lace
we stopped ? I sent hlin to Mac’s, and

‘| he'a just got back. Mac hadn't been

home, and he'd sent word he wouldn't
be home for dinner. 1 don't llke the
way things look. But we can try
Moseley's, No harm in trying, as the
bursiar sald tu the latch-Key."

Moseley kept the corner grocery., He
‘was sunning himself on his store steps,
smoking one of his. own “eclegant
cigars,” which he Muled at & nickel
aplece.

*"Mac Y’ he said. * Why, certainly.
1 seen~him not two hours ago; he was
deiving by with Captain Wimberly.”
““Much obliged,” sald ‘Tommy.
Harry's jow > B

“ Eay, thay're golog to have a strike

wlile the two young men stood uncer-
taln. 1 hope not.  Swrike’s a fearful
bad 1bing for business; fearful 1 got
a lot of Hollister tien on wy hooks.
‘They're good pay, there ain't no but-
ter jay than workin' people, but when
you ain't got the mom y—~where are
you 7

“That's rlght” gald Tonuny; * good
morning,”  He  looked at  Harry.
Hairy was driving very fast, “ What's
yeur next move * satd he.

“I'm going to Hollister himself,”
sald Harry * McGinnis doesn’t mean
to risk his popuiarity or hig job. He
has no more conscience than a saloon
sign. I drop you whercver you
say, and Hunter and I will go to Hol-
lister—I Know he's at the office this
motning—and we'll talk to him as two
honest men to a third, and we may
do something,”

“1 may not be an honest man,” sald
Tommy, quietly; “but if you let me,
)l go with you I can’t help it it I
dldn’t ind Mae.”

Harry gave his frlend a gleam ot
nis blue eyes, which missed fire, how-
ever, tor Tommy was scowling at the
oft horse’s head. They drove along
ihe wide street lined on either side by
one and two-storey houscs, many of
them freshly painted, all with thelr
littlte gardens. The windows In gen-
eral had whito laco curtaing to one
side. You could sce that the familles
in the Rlghth ward kept a parlour.
‘There were few people on the streets.
The plain church, with the gleaming
red walls and white spire that bore
aloft the symbol of sacrifice and peace,
sert forth a »ingle peal of Dbells,
Tommy, half unconsclously, bent his
head and crogsed himself, He looked
up and 88w the grim walls of the great
foundry v here Hollister meant to run
his own businzss. The smallest of the
doors cpened, through which four men
emerged in o huddle. One of them
swung the door half open dgaln for a
parting speech. He was a portly man,
still young, with black curls that
el (ne in the sun. He wore a dagxling
spring sult of gray flannel and a scar-
let tle. and onc large white hand
swung a gold-headéd cane,

It there isn't Mac himselt!” ex-
clalmed Tommy.

“And Robb and Johuny and T.uke
with him ! gasped Hurter.

The three.men looked up and nodded.
Johnny Mellin beatowed a turtive wink
and umile on the astonished Hunter,
who barely noticed him, for Fitz-
rianrice had asked :—

“How about the strike 7’ And the
Aldaman had answered :—“ Ol the
strike's off, I guess. Good morning,
Mr. Lossing. While you're talking to
Mr. Holllster, I want a word with Mr.
Fitzmaurice and Mr. Hunter; I guess
he and I will agree on this business,
though we don't always. Hey, Mr.
Hunter 7

Billy coloursd and choked. But he
was spared necessity for reply since
the Alderman (towards whom he now
felt a veneration similar to that ex-
pressed by the young Russlan) had
tested one foot on the hub of the

(@ true pisdiction), and I don't see that
he stands to gain a thing esxcept tha
consclouwsness that he's been decent 1
With these words puzzilng him, Rarny
went stralght at the fonee

“1 wasn't sure how you woeuld feel,
My, McGinnls,” says he,

*You ever seen u big strike, young
man ?"

‘ Yes, I know what it Is .

* Well, now, take it in. This is the
watd that I represent to the b it of
ay humble ability  As long as I'm rep-
resenting it, 1 go for what will help,
and for—agalnst what wil  hurt it
Every time. Jwook at thowe fellera !
They couldn’t win that striko. Hole
anter's hard some ways, anu desperatos
ly aggravating, but he's honest, and he
does & good many falr things, Strikers
have got to have a howling grievance
to win the public sympathy, and they
ain’t got it. They couldn't get sym-
pathy or contrfbutions, or pressure, or
nothing! Then what would happen ?
A strike 1s the devil! 1t stirs up bad
blood all over. It ain’t only losing the
wages, there's the hard feelings, and
the boys Idling on the streets, and
drinking, and the fights, and the wo-
men crying at home. and the store-
keepera losing money, and the littl- bits
of turniture gotng to the auctlon-room,
and quarrels between friends—it’s the
very devil!”

“ But Timerbly ?° Tommy said this,

“ Timbenly be hanged!” sal
alderman, with deliberation,

“You haven’t broken with
crled Tommy.

“1 just have, then,” sald the Alder-
man, “ between Mike MoGinnls gitting
an office, no matter how good, and the
Eighth ward golng without meat for
supper, and having to sell its cabinet
organs and sewing machines, and los-
ing the little houses that ain't quite
peid for—the offlice ain’t In it; that's
all I got to say !"

“Good leather!! shouted Tommy,
nnd he wrung the Alderman’'s hand.
Billy, blushing violently, held out hiv
own.

“You talk God's truth, Alderman,”
cried he, “and it you'll run for sey.
thing, from Presldent down, I'll feel
honured to work for you. And Mr. Los«
sing can't blame me."

‘Harry laughed, and sald something
about being glad to work with Mc-
Ginnis that day himself, and pald him
a neat with an
flush on his own young cheeks. Then,
in turn, he held out his hand.

' Oh, that's all right,” sald McGine
nis, looking rather surprised. It wan
several years before he understood ene
tirely all that simple gesturs meant
from young Lossirg, *Well, I.see
Father Mehan down the street, and I
must git him ayfter the boys. See you
later, gentlemen.”

Billy’s eyes followed him aoross ‘the
macadam, ‘ He's a good :an 1" sighed
}B;uly. from the depth of a gratefut

Tim 7"

“1 think myself the recoring angel
can afford to do considerable blotting
for Michasl McGinnid on sccount of
ithia day's work,” says Harry, *“He

wheel, end was the
eVents to Tommy Fitzmaurice
nuch relish,

“1 heard something down town last
right that made me open my eyes. The
1dea of their cooking up such a thing
when my back was turned! Wel), I
dldn't lose no time. I went straight
to Hollister, and saw how he felt; he
krew 1 would glve him straight goods
and treated me nice, and 1 got him
to promise to see the committee, Robb
and all"—he winked the eye furthest
from Billy slowly at the young man on
the front seat, and Tomm y nodded

with

has a er all. And, Tom,

atte
T've been thinking this morning. Ibee

gin to see why Mac is so popular, "If.
we fellows would study some of the
muchlne methods, without dropping
*any of our principles elther, we 'might
o't find election such a blamed cold
day.”

Tommy did not return the expected
smile.

“I've been thinking, too,” saild
‘Thomas Fitzmaurice, * i it's right for
him to sacrifice his own interests and
risk his popularity for the good of the
ward, why fsn't it right to do as much

gravely, to Imply that he
how far gratified vanity might work
with a young labour leader—'then I
saw Wigger "—this time Bllly was in-
cluded in the wink, and the elvow on
the cushion rall moved a hand sug-
gestively in the moulder's direction—
“1 guess we all understand what Luke
wants; he wants to be greamed! And
I guess, If the truth was known, he's
pretty near the bottom of this trouble.
Robb ‘s ambitious and young, and
wantsto make a name for himself, and
goes off at half-cock, but he’s honest
as the sun. But Luke Wigger went
into this hoping to git his job back—
that's Luke—or to git money it he
couldn't You got to bluft him, or you
got to buy him. Hollister wouldn't
buy himg-so,-seeing I know athing or
two about brother Wigger, I bluffed
him. Never mind how! His only
chance to git any kind of a job ts from,
us, and we've got him. Then I told
‘Hobb, Johnny Mellin, and I, or you can
put it Johnny told Robb and I, the
real state of things, and T added a lit-
tle, and we went to the office. The
old man saw us. Whenever there was
any hitch, I teld 'em a story, and—
well, before we went the old man had
his clgars out, and I guess Robb knows
iv's better sometimes to settle & strike
than to let her filcker.

** He's after a reputation as a peace-
maker with honour now. But we got
to bt\stle thls ‘nemoon, all of us, and
glt our men togetlier, and then Robh
will give ’em uﬂy‘ and Hollister has
promised a little bit, and we'll have
the meeting and settle the strike flat!
Sea ?°

They were all there (fon Billy was
flattered deeply by the way the alder-
man asked hls opinion on subdjects of
which a good deal)
how to see the modt men, and do the
most In the shorteat time, when Harry
Lossing returned. Some of-Holllater's
speeches were sticking In his brain,

“Look here, Lossing, you miy say

1

ar.d the & of the ward,
too, it necentary, for ¢he good of the
whole town 7

“ But that's municipal good governe
nert. That's reform 1"

“Oh, Lord! I guess I'll have, to
8o for ft!" groaned Tommy.

And tbus in one Sunday morning
(Id Alderman Michael McUinnis iose

o good office, avrrt a strike, und un-
ccneciously plant the seed that was
to convert ‘the brightest of his ma-
chine politicians slowly but surely nto
& refcrmer~Me('lure's Magazine, -
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18 THF JEW DEGENBERATING ?

The degeneracy of the Jews as an
athletic nation has attracted the ate
tention of S8andow, * the strong man,”
who has been contlding his views on
the subject to a representative of the
Jowish Chronicle. Incidentailly he gives
us his oplnfon of the banetul eitects of -
the conditions of city life on the human
frame. “If you ask my candid opinion
(sald Sandow) what 18 tho athletic po-
sltion of the Jewish race In compari-
son With others of the world, I showld
answer regretfully ‘hat it is the lowe
«t. The Jews require physical educa~
tion more than any other nation. This
18 all the more remarkable when you
come 10 remember that their ancestors
Wwere those splendld  warrlors of the
Bible, and the comparison of the mus-
culatity of the anclent Hebrews. with
the modern is none too flattering. The
reason is easy to find. The anclent
Hebrews were brought up to lve iu
the open, and wers trained to all athe
letle and warllke exercise, but lattere
day Jews have devoted thelr minds
so%ly to Imskwu. 1t has been sl head-
work with them. wnd the tax on the
brain without tte ‘Gulture of the body
nust produce fnjurious results.”

—te

Mrs. Celeste Coon, Syrm. NY,

what you please, that hos

_something more than boodle jn him "~

this was one of them—'ithe way he
managed those fellowd, and.by-, the.
way-he mianaged.me was immenso!
And I'm. ‘hanged:it 1 don't belleve<he

i -was=dlsinterasted- In_the-affalr, ‘He'll
at Hollister's,” thé grocer continued,.
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