-pits, from the Heartsease Mine,
m the Dodd Mills, from the Lever-
jrth Smelters, the workmen came
ooping, each with his fox-terrier ‘or
‘fis lurcher at his heels. Warped with

bor and twisted by toll, bent double
by week-long work in the cramped
coal galleries, or half-blinded with
¥years spent in front of white-hot fluid
metal, these men still gilded their harsh
and hopeless lives by their devotion to
sport. It was their one relief, the only
thing which could distract their mind
!from sordid surroundings, and give
/them an interest beyond the blackened
circle which inclosed them. Litera-
| ture, art, science, all these things were
beyond their horizon; but the race,
ithe football match, the cricket, the
'ﬂ[ht. these were things which they
could understand, which they could
speculate upon in advance and com=-
ment upon afterwards. Sometimes
{ brutal, sometimes grotesque, the love
{ of sport is still one of the great agen-
{ eles which make for the happiness of
! pur people, It lies very deeply in the
| springs of our nature, and when it has
| been educated out, a higher, more re-
! fined nature may be left, but it will not
| be of that robust British type which
{ has left its mark so deeply on the
| world. Every one of these ruddled
! workers, slouching with his dog at his
| heels to see something of the fight, was
{ & true unit of his race.

It was a squally May day, with
| bright sunbursts and driving showers.
{ Montgomery worked all morning in the
{ gurgery getting his medicine made up.

“The weather seems so ‘very unset-

tled, Mr, Montgomery,” remarked the
' doctor, “that I am inclined to think
that you had better postpone your lit-

tle country excursion until a later

date.”

“] am afraid that I must go today,
®ir.”

“T have just had an intimation that
Mrs. Potter, at the other side of An-
gleton, wishes to see me. It is probable
that I shall be there all day. It will be
extremely  Inconvenient to leave the
house empty so long.

“I am very sorry, sir, but I must go,”
said the assistant doggedly.

The doctor saw that it would be use-
less to argue, and departed in the worst
of bad tempers upon his mission. Mont-
gomery felt easier now that he was
gone. He went up to his room, and
packed his running shoes, his fighting
drawers, and his cricket sash into a
hand-bag. When he came jdown Mr.
‘Wilson was waiting for him n the sur-
gery.

“I hear the doctor has gone.”

“Yes, he is likely to be away all day.”

“I dém’t see that it matters much.
It's bound to come to his ears by to-
night.”

“Yes, it’s serlous with me, Mr, Wil-
gon. If T win, it’s all right. I don't
mind telling you that the hundred
pounds will make all the difference to
me. But if I lose, I'll lose my situa-
tion, for, as you say, I can't keep it
secret.”

“Never mind. We'll seé you through
among us. I only wonder the doctor
has not heard already, for it's all over
the country that you are to fight the
Croxley Champion. We've had Armit-
age up about it already. He's the
Master’'s backer, you know. He wasn’t
sure you were eligible, The Master
said he wanted you whether you were
eligible or not. Armitage has money
on, and would have made trouble. if he
could. But I showed him that you
came within the conditions of the chal-
lenge, and he agreed that it was all
right. They think they have a soft
thing on.”

“Well, I can only do my best,” said
Montgomery.

They lunched together, a silent and
rather nervous repast, for Montgom-
ery’s mind was full of what was before
him, and Wilson had himself more
money at stake than he cared to lose.

Wilson's carriage and pair were at
the door, the horses with blue and
white rosettes at their ears, which were
the colors of the Wilson Coalpits, well
known on many a football field. At the
avenue gate a crowd of some hundred
pit men and their wives gave a cheer
rs the carriage passed. Teo the assist-
ant it all seemed dream-like and extra-
ordinary—the strangest experience of
his life, but with a thrill of human ac-
tion and interest in it which made it
passionately absorbing. He lay back
in the open carriage and saw the flut-
tering handkerchlefs from the doors
and windows of the miners’ cottages.
‘Wilson had pinned a blue and white
rosette upon his coat, and everyone
knew him es their champion. “Good
luck, sir; good luck to thee!” they
shouted from the roadside, He felt
that it was like some unromantic
knight riding down to sordid lists, but
there was something of chivalry in it
all the same. He fought for others as
well as for himself. He might fail from
want of skill or strength, but deep in
his sombre soul he vowed that it should
never be for want of heart.

Mr, Fawcett was just mounting into
his high-wheeled spidery dog-cart, with
his little bit of blood between the
shafts. He waved his whip and fell in
behind the carriage. They overtook
Purvis, the tomato-faced publican, up-
on the road, with his wife in her Sun-
day bonnet. They also dropped into
the procession, and then, as they trav-
ersed the seven miles of the high road
to Croxley, their two-horsed rosetted
carriage became gradually the nucleus
of a comet with a loosely radiating tail.
From every side road came the miners’
carts, the humble, ramshackle traps,
black and bulging, with their loads of
noisy, foul-tongued, open-hearted par-
tisans. They trafled for & long quarter
of a mile' behind them—cracking, whip-
ping, shouting, galloping, swearing.
Horsemen and runners were mixed with
wvehicles. And then suddenly a squad
of the Sheffield Yeomanry, who were
having their annual training in those
parts, clattered and jingled out of a
fleld, and rode as an escort to the car-
riage. Thtough the dust-clouds round
him Montgomery saw the gleaming
brass helmets, the bright coats, and

‘the tossing heads of the chargers, the
“delighted brown faces of the troopers.

- It was more dream-like than ever,

And then as they approached the
monstrous uncouth line of bottle-
shaped bulldings which marked the
smelting works of Croxley, their long,

t'hearse for to
“Where's t'owd K-legs?"
thy took—"
thee of what thou used to look.”
fight?—he’s now't but a half-
doctor!” “Happen he'll doctor
Croxley Champion afore he's
wi't."”
8o they flashed at each other as the
one side waited and the other passed.
Then there came & rolling murmur
swelling into a shout, and a great break
with four horses came clattering along,
all streaming with salmon-pink ribbons.
The driver wore a white hat with pink
rosette, and beside him on the high
seat were a man and & woman, she
with her arm around his waist. Mont-
gomery had one glimpse of them as
they flashed past; he with a furry cap
drawn low over his brow, a freat friese
coat, and & pink comforter round his
throat. She bragen, redheaded, bright
colored, laughing excitedly. The mast-
er, for it was he, turned as he passed,
gazed hird at Montgomery, and gave
him & menacing gap-tdothed grin, It
was a hatd, wicked face, biue-jowled
and craggy, with long, obstinate cheeks
and inexorable eyes. The break behind
was full of patrons of the sport, flush-
ed iron foremen, heads of departments,
mana, One was drinking from &
metal flask, and raised it to Montgom-
ers as he passed, and then the crowd
thinned, and the Wilson cortege with
thelr dragoons swept in at the rear of
the others, d

The road led away from Croxley, be-
tween curving green hills, gashed and
polluted by the searchers for coal and
fron. The whole country had been
gutted, and vast piles of refuse and

ins of slag {3 d the mighty
chambers which the labor 'of man had
turrowed benedath. On the left the road
curved up to where a huge bullding,
roofless and dismantled, stood crumb-
ling and forlorn, with the light shining
through the windowless squares.

“That’s the old Arrowsmith’s factory.
That's where the fight is to be,” said
Wilson. *“How are you feeling now?"

“Thank you, I was never better in
my life,”” Montgomery answered.

“By Gad, I llke your nerve!” sald
Wilson, who was himselt flushed and
uneasy. “You'll give us a t for our
money, come what may. at place
on the right is the office, and that has
been set aside as the dresaing and
weighing room.”

The carriage drove up to it, amidst
the shouts of the folk upon
the hill-side. Lines of empty
carriages and traps curved down
upon the winding road, and a black
crowd surged round the door of the
ruined factory. The seats, as & huge
placard announced, were flve shillings,
three shillings, and a shilling, with
half-price for dogs. The takings, de-
ducting expenses, were to go to the
winner, and it was already evident that.
a larger stake than a hundred pounds
was in question. A babel of voices rose
from the door. The workers wished to
bring their dogs in free. The men scuf-
fled. The dogs barked. The crowd was
a whirling, eddying pool surging with
a roar up to the narrow cleft which was
its only outlet,

The break, with its salmon-colored
streamers and four sreeking horses,
stood empty before the door of the of-
fice; Wilson, Purvis, Fawcett and
Montgomery passed in.

There was a large, bare room inside,
with square, clean patches upon the
grimy walls, where pictures and alma-
nacs had once hung. Worn linoleum
covered the floor, but there was no fur-
niture, save some benches with a deal
table with a ewer and a basin upon it.
Two of the corners were curtained off.
. In the middle of the room was a weigh-
| ing machine. A hugely fat man with
| a salmon tie ‘and a blue walstcoat
‘ with birds'-eye spots came bustling up
' to them. It was Armitage, the butch-
! er and grazier, well known for miles
{ around as & warm man, and the most
liberal patron of sport in the Riding.

“Well, well,” he grunted, in a thick,
ifuaay. wheezy voice, “you have come,
| then. Got your man? Got your man?”

“Here he is, it and well. Mr. Mont-
gomery, let me present you to Mr. Ar-
mitage.”

“Glad to meet you, sir. Happy to
make your acquaintance. I make bold
to say, sir, that we of Croxley admire
your courage, Mr. Montgomery, and
that our only hope is a fair fight and
no favor and the best man win.
That's our sentiment at Croxley.”

“And it is my sentiment also,” sald
the assistant.

“Well, you can't say fairer than that,
Mr, Montgomery. You've taken a large
contrac’ in hand, but a large contrac’
may be carried through, sir, as any-
one that knows my dealings could tes-
tify. The Master is ready to welgh
in.”

“So am L”

“You must weigh in the buff.”

A y looked ask: at the
tall, red-headed woman who was stand-
ing gazing out of the window.

“That’s all right,”” sald Wilson. “Get
behind the curtain and put on your
fighting kit.”

He did so, and came out the picture
of an athlete, in white loose drawers,
canvas shoes, and the sash of a well-
known cricket club round his waist.
He was trained to a halr, his skin
gleaming like silk, and every muscle
rippling down his broad shoulders
and along his beautiful arms as he
moved tMem. They bunched into iv-
ory knobs, or slid into long, si

“How do you do?"
“How do?"

“That's the good feelin' I like,” whee-
zed the fat butcher. “Good lads both
of them—prime lads—hard meat an'
good bome. There's no {ll-feelln'.”

“If he downs me, Gawd bless him,”
said the Master,

“An' if we down him, Gawd help
him,” interrupted the woman.

“Haud thy tongue, wench,” sald the
Master, impatiently. “Who art thou
to put in thy word? Happen I might
draw my hand across thy face.”

The woman did not take the threat
amins, -~ ~

“Wiit have enough for thy hand to
do, Jock,” sald she. “Get quit o’ this
gradely man afore thou tufn on me.”

The lover's quarrel was interrupted
by the entrance of a new-comer, a gen-
tleman with a fur-collared overcoat,
and a very shiny top-hat—a top-hat of
a degree of glossi: which 1s seld

Bveryone has heard of “Beaver” flour,
and many know it by its superior products
after it has paszed through the hands of
the housewife, but not many have had
an opportunity of visiting the place where
it 1s made or watching the process of

has been blended through the use of do-
licate scales and proper mixing appar-
atus, untfl the finlshed product.is packed
in the spotlassly clean packing room.
"he amount of machinery and the outlay
and expense necessary to perfect a plant
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of this and 3 are
truly astounding. A mill that has all
the modern dust-proof appliances, as
woll as & complote equipment of all the
Jatest inventions for converting grain into
flour and feedstuffs, 1s a sight well worth
remembering.

The new mill, which was bufit within
the year, and represents a heavy Invest-
ment of capital, has been built with a
view to permanency, convenience and

, and has not been spar-

seen flve miles from Hyde Park. This
hat he wore at the extreme back of his
head, 80 that the lower surface of the
brim made a kind of a frame for his
high bald fore-head, his keen eyes, his
rugged and yet kindly face. He bustl-
ed in with the quiet air of possession
with which the ring-master enters a
eir¢us,

“It's Mr. Stapleton, the referes from
London,” sald Wilson.

“How do you do, Mr. Stapleton? I
was introduced to you at the big fight
at the Corinthian Club, in Piccadilly.”

“Ah, I daresay,” said the other,
shaking hands. “Fact is, I'm introduc-
ed to so many that I can't undertake
to carry their names. Wilson, is it?
Well, Mr. Wilson, glad to see you.
Oouldn't get a fly at the station, and
that's why I'm late.”

“I'm sure, sir,” sald Armitage, “we
should be proud that any one so well
known 'in the boxing world should
come ddown to our little exhibition.”

“Not at all. Not at all. Anything
in the interests of boxin'.All ready?
Men welighed ?"

“Weighing now, eir.”

“Ah, just as well I should see it done.
Baon you before, Craggs. Baw you
fight your second battle with Willox.
You had beaten him once, but he came
back on you, What does the indicator
say ?-—163 1bs.—~two off for the kit—161.
Now, my lad, you jump. My goodness,
what colors are you wearing?”

“The Anonymi. Cricket Club.”

“What right have you to wear them?
I belong to the club myself.”

“8o do L."

“You an amateur?”’

‘“Yes, sir.”

“And you are fighting for a money
prize?”

“Yes”

“I suppose you know what you are
doing? You realize that you are a pro-
fessional pug from this onwards, and
that if ever you fight again—"

“I'll never fight again.”

“Happen you won't,” said the woman,
and the Master turned a terrible eye
upon her,

“Well, I suppose you know your own
business best. Up you jump. One
hundred and forty-nine, twelve pounds
hunder and gorty-nine, twelve pounds
difference, but youth and condition on
the other scale. Well, the sooner we
get to work the better, for I wish to
catch the seven o'clock express at
Hellifield. Twenty three-minute
rounds with one minute intervals, and
Queensberry rules. ‘Those are the
conditions, are they not?”

“Yes, sir”

‘“Very good, then, we may go across.”

The two combatants had overcoats
thrown over their shoulders, and the
whole party, back fighters, d
and the referee, filed out of the room.
A police inspector was -waiting for
them in the road. He Had a note-book
In his hand—that terrible weapon which
awes even the London cabman,

“I must take your names, gentle-
men, in case it should be necessary to
proced for breach of peace.”

“You don't mean to stop the fight?"
cried Armitage, in a passion of indigna-
tion. “I'm Mr, Armitage of Croxley,
and this is Mr. Wilson, and we'll be
responsible that all is fair and as it
should be.,”

“I'll take the names in case it should
be necessary to proceed,” said the in-
spector impassively. ’

“But you know me well."”

“If you was a dook or even a judge
it would be all the same,” said the in-
spector. “It's the law, and there's an
end. I'll not take upon myself to stop
the fight, seeing that gloves are to be
uged, but I'll take the names of all
concerned. S8ilas Craggs, Robert Mont-
gomery, Bdward Barton, James Staple-
ton, otr!.andon. Who seconds Silas

“I do,” sald the woman. “Yes, you
can stare, but it's my job, and no one
else’s. Anastasia’s the name—four
a's’

“Craggs?"

A Tots 1
you jug him, you can jug me.”

“Who talked of juggin', ye fool?”
growled the Master,  “Coom on, Mr.
Armitage, for I'm sick o' this lofterin’.”

curves, as he raised or lowered his
hands.

“What thinkest thou o' that?” ask-
ed Ted Barton, his second, of the wo-
man fu the window.

8She neced contemptuousiy at the
young lete.

“It's but a poor kindness thou dost
himt to put a thread-paper yoong gen-
tlext an like yon against a mon asis a
mos. Why, my Jock would throttie
hl:_vl' one hond lashed behind him.”

The D fell in with the pro-

od to assure any of these qualities. The
contract for the bullding was executed
according to plans supplied Ly one of
the largest miil-bullding companies in
America. It was under the supervision of
Mr. Gonne, and the massive and well-
built structure is a credit to the bulld-
ers. The milling machinery was selected
from the most modern designs and from
difterent firms, and the expert millwright
who installed it asserts trere is no bet-
ter mill to be found anywhero.

The mill proper is a spaclous five-
story brick structure, with a cleaning
department separated from the rest of
the mill by fireproof walls and doora-a

which adds to the beauty and cleanliness
of the bullding. The walls are plastered
and painted with a trescoed: border
throughout, which adds materially to the

spouting, trunking and elevators are
made of clear pine, planad and sand-
papersd at the mill and then shellaced
and varnished after installation. Buch
finish {s not given to mast modern dwell-
ings.

The spouts, put together with round
head serews, are lined throughout with

the ground products smooth and regular.
All the shafting I8 of rolled steel, and
the bearings are enclozed. in ring ollers,
80 as to pravent dripping of oll upon
the floors and machinery. The machin-

care in that resbect.
A technical description of the machin-
ery and manifold processes employed in

not interest the casual reader. Buffice
it to say that the main floor of the mill
proper contains the packers, boots or

Dow ¢ 1" mill # ith
an immense and solidly bullt elevator ad-
joining. They are all well lighted and
heated, and furnished with fire-fighting
and fire

The danger of dust explosion, to which
all flour mills have been formerly ex-
posed, is entirely obviated by s system
of dust collectors, which prevent the ac-
cumulation of dust in any quantity
whatever,

8o solidly is the great building con-
structed that not the least jarring jor
tremor is perceptible on any of the floors
when all the machinety is runaing. Un-
der the bullding was driven a veritable
forest of a thousand plles from thirty
to thirty-five feet long for the security
of the foundation, and after inspection
of the massive structure, filled with ma-
chinery, one can understand the sagacity
of the firm in so doiag.

All the exposed woodwork of the build-
'ng was planed, and afterwards given
‘wo coats of white magnite cold water
oint, an absoldte fire protection, and

the cleaning room and elevator, which

ping purposes. This story is eighteen
feet in height, with walls twenty-three

plofees.

bandeome appearance of the interior, The |Ing results. The cleaning room, off this

polished tin, 8o as to make the flow of | 2ffording more space below. Here is dls-

ery is olled automaticaliy, requiring littie flour bins, an Innovation from the old-
the conversion of wheat into flour would | line of rolis

of the eléevator stands, and the of the cleaning-room off this department
main driving shaft and rope drive for |gollectors, bran and sh

leaves ample space for sorting and ship- 4 square sifters,

inches thick.  Off this floor one enters |time Hexagon reele, which in their turn
the cleaning-room, in which are placed |vere followec by the round reels for bolt-
the chopper or attrition mill for custom |tho square sifter ts radically different
work, the bran and shorts packers, main [ {rom eny other sleve bolter, and while
driving shaft gnd pulleys of this depart- possessing every practical and desirable
mont. Off this you enter the massive | number of new features of value and im-
structure used as an elevator and mix- |portanceé. It has greater capacity and
1ng o fully 1 d with |occuples less floor space than any other
seales, conveyors and spouts requisite for |chanical constfuction of .these machines
the operation of the same. To the south [is of a '3 rt

of the mill-first floor—is a large and well pro; rr.::nod. neat in design and
spaclous shipping room, with tracks {jn oll, which are fed by
alongside, Off the end of this room is |and the overflow caught In an overflow
s Well-equipped tollet roofa dnd room |SUP:

fitled with Jockers for the use of em-

t  pos:
Passing upstalrs to the second floor, are | 8DV other sleve machine. With these de-
entountered the rollet mills or grinderp, |can be instantly cut off while, th 4
of thém, with a Colambla feéd “Sut-off $nabie

w’;ﬂm mt‘ a machihe desighed to

th the desired mumber of flour up to grade. This obviates entirely |

burhels per hour,
tempering machine for & the wheat,
to kill the germs and bring the wheat
to the proper tempsrature for best miil-

e steaming or

fleor, econtalns sgcouring machines, chop
rcils, dust collectors and a 1,40-bushel
scale, capable of welghing the largest
cavicad in one draft, '
On the third floor are placed the puri-
all new, and of the latest pattern,
i equipped with a parfection dust col-
lector, suspended from the celling, thus

played the millwright's expert handi-
craft—for the trunking, spouting and con-
veyors are really put together artistically,
and exhibit the highest degree of work-
manship. We also find here the metal

style, woodén, bug-breeding kind, bran
dusters, Little Wonder reels, a Jumbo

Dust Collecto hiich collects the dust
from a larg r situated above the

voying away the heat-
ed and finely réd flour dust made
from the grinde he blower also acts as
a cooling device, which every experienced
miiler knows is quite essential. The floor

contains more scour arators, dust

On the fourth floo;
nickle-plated
exposed parts, andjare made only by a
firm in Indianapclis, Ind. These are the
machines which have superseded the old-

ing or sifting the flour, In construction

Teature heretofore  used, it Involves a

sleve machine .on the market. The me-
high order. Eac!

bearings run imm

strong. 1l the ersed
ht feed ollers,

. The cut-offs as embodied in the machine
give the miller full control of thé ma-
chine, an advantage no sessed In

rtion of ‘the sleve gurface

chine is in motion. Thé cut-off énables ;
the miller to easily and quickly bring the

v Cﬁathm-w ern

b America. E 0
ey o
bnn:mup the l‘:-""l'#: ngﬁ.um 1

fice that so;

r-l to ldm a
actiities. T es

:n ly, with practically no vi

the grain to secure the best results,
flour can he reduced o any ﬂe:lﬂ': lt:h.
of fineness, and when it reaches the fi

stage not a speck of dark dust can be

heads of the elevator st g:p ime

resges one with the unique

b
Rhnnln. of the machinery, for here oi

nds the elevator stands for

t Il are on one b

l%ii‘”‘ccnltrucuun nl: nMmlh) i 3\

wer, Passing into the aning de; v
et

, one still finds cleaning

separators, cooling screens, d

ors, ete, it is remarkable Mv“r.‘( "
vle‘hsu any idea of the quan tym
Yariety of machinery a first-cldss mill.

Ing plant requires for the

found in the snowy m
powerful mlcroucopz. 4 250 Wl

The fact that all the cleaning and

“epartment cut off from the mill propes
;‘n‘-.m_l recommend itself to the eY:-nl,
2 r\:be\\lle. Whose desire {s to use nothing
mt the best and cleanest flour ob

mill should, and no doubt wi!
ahend of competitors In thl,l' :‘lsl'pl::: - \
The flnely finished woodwork, the
brightly painted fronwork ; : ]
machines, the tinted and By .Hml
and bright, afry ceéilings . altoget pre=
sent a really effective.and. éleanly lb-i
pearancé, and reflect gréat _ore on
the ‘proprietors of this up-to-ddte plant. |

In the boller room nd expense h
spared, and great card has n tné

in installing one of the most improw:
and up-to-date power plant# to be foun
in Canada. Two new 12-incH x 16 ft. lap~
welded extra heavy bollers have been ine
stalled, capable of carrying a, werking 4
pressure of 125 pounds pt steafh to the
square inch., Coupled tb these are une’
der-feed stokers, with engine and blowa |
er, which enable the firm to b the |
cheapest kind of slack with the b::t ros
sults. Thess are guaranteed to .)a" ity |
fusl, |

3
»

teen per cent. of the cost of t

while enm:;ly ellminating the smok
nuisance. They feell the bBilers autoe
matically, and the small eggine that oper«
ates the blowérs Is startpd or stopped
by an automatic device as the steam i
the bollers indicates.

The engine room wbilla delight those
who take an interest in fhachinety, for
here is installed a dem compound
‘Wheelock engine of 20 horse-power, pro=
dueing the powgr,dwhlch is conveyed b

denser of ample éapacity and pump con=
nected assist materially the compound
engine in the performance of ks daty. An
ideal high speed engine is also Inl{:llod
to drive the electfic light dynamo in case

. | the mill is stopped. .

Both the boller and engine rooms are
of lirge dimensions, and with high vault-
ed ceilings and skylights make the rooms
cool and pleasant to work In,

Ampla room through the plant still re-
mains unoccupled, for it is designed tao
permit of doubling the present capacity
of the mill, and it is the intention of the
company to install additional machinery
for a spring wheat plant as soon as the
condition of thé trade will require it.

The firm is one of the oldest in the mill«
ing business in Canada, the founder, Mr,
T. H. Taylor, having establishe
businegs in 1845. The present pany
was incorporated In 1892, the ye:
lowing the death of Mr. Taylor. Tl
company also operates the Dalsy mill, a
modern Plansifter mill, which gives ad-
ditional capacity In busy seasons. The
total capacity of the two mills will be
between eight and nine hundred barrels
per twenty-four hours.

The officers and managers of the com-
pany are :—Mr. W, H. Taylor, who looks
after the ﬁn%n al and sales department;

r. W. J. Ta¥ylor, the mechanical and
genétal supervision of the flour mllls, and
to him is @ue the credit for the arduous
and worrylng task of erecting and in-
=talling a vlant of this magnitude.

= — e |

at one corner there hung & blue and

a wooden stool.
man, both wearing °white 'wmterl.l

was & square, twenty feet each way. |

water, and sponges.

trance Montgomery was too Mlldend'

bad lingered behind, and so he looked

haunt him for a lifetime. Wooden
seats had been bullt in, sloping wup-

instead of a ceiling, a great flight of

grey cloud. Right up to the topmost
benches the folk were banked—broad
cloth in front, corduroys and fustian
behind; faces turned everywhere upon
him. The grey reek of the pipes filled
the building, and the air was pungent
with the acrid smell of cheap, strong
tobacco. Everywhere among the hu-
man faces were to be seen the heads of
dogs. They growled and yapped from
the back benches. In that dense mass
of humanity one could hardly pick out
individuals, but Montgomery's eyes
caught the brazen gleam of the hel-
mets held upon the knees of the ten
yeomen of his escort, At the very
edge of the platform sat the reporters,
five of them: three locals and two all
the way from London. But where was
the all-fruportant  referee? There
was no sign of him, unless he were in
the centre of that angry swirl of men
near the door. -

Mr. Stapleton had stopped to ex-
amine the gloves which were to be
used, and entered the bullding after the
combatants. He had started to come
down the narrow lane with the human
walls which led to the ring. But al-
ready it had gone abroad that the
‘Wilson was a and

passed through the Croxley folk. They!
would have one of their own people for.
a referes, ‘They would not have a'
stranger. His path was stopped as he
made for the ring. BExcited men flung
themslves in front of him. They waved
their fists in his face and cursed him.

i and p ded as they walked
up the hill to bargain in his official
capacity for a front seat, where he
could safeguard the interests of the
law, and in his private capacity to lay
out thirty shillings at seven to one
with Mr. Armitage. Through the door
they passed down a narrow lane walled
Wwith a dense bank of humanity, up a
wooden ladder to a platform, over a
rope which was slung walst-high from
four corner stakes, and then Mont-

pen he may not,” sald
Bar'on. ' “I have but twa pund in the
weeld, but it's on him, every penny,

realised that he was in the

¥ing in which his immediate destiny
was to be worked out, On the stake

A howlad vile names in his ear.

brella. “Co thuo back to Lunnon. We
want noan o' thee, Go thou back!”
they yelled.

Stapleton with his shiny hat cocked
backwards, and his large, Iging

brows. He was in the centre of a sav-

Adial upwards in his Ty
“In three mlnuhl.: said he, “I will

declare the fight off.

white streamer. Barton led him ac- and that aggressive top-hat irritated
ross, the overcoat dangling loosely them. Grimiy hands were ralsed. But
from his shoulders, and he sat down on it was difficult somehow to strike a
Barton and another man who was so absolutely indifferent.

stood beside him. The so-called ring off.”

At the opposite angle was the sinister breath of engry men sioked into his
figure of the Master, with his red- placid face, A gnarled, grimmy flst
headed woman and & rough-faced vibrated et the end of his nose. “We

friend to look after him. At each cor- tell thee we want:fioan o' thee, (}'et
ner were metal basins, pitchers of thou back where théu com’st from."

In the hubbub and uproar of the en- OfL."

to take things in. But now there wa"‘ conquered the sweying, mutable, pas-
a few minutes’ delay, for the referee Sionate crowd.

quietly about him. It was a sight to| there’ll be no fight after a':"

wards to the top of the walls. Above, | want the fight declared oft?”

crows passed slowly across a square of | for the Lunnon referee.”

They raged round him. His cobdl face

“In two minutes I declare the fight

They loded‘into blasphemy. The

“In one minute I declare the fight

Then the calm persistence of the man

“Let him through, mon. Happen

“Let him through.” ;
“Bill, theu loomp, let him pass. Dos't

“Make room for the réferee!—room

And half pushed, half carried, he was
! swept up to the ring. There were two
chairs by thes ide of it, one for him
and one for the timekeeper. He sat
down, his hands on his knees, his hat
at a more wonderful angle than ever,
impassive but solemn, with the adpect
of one who appreciates his responsi-
bilities.

Mr. Armitage, the portly butcher,
made his way into the ring and held
up two fat hands, sparkling with rings,
as a signal for silence.

“Gentlemen!” he yelled. And then in
a crescendo shriek, “Gentlemen!”

“aAnd ladies,” cried somebody, for in-
deed there was a fair sprinkling of
woman among the crowd. “Speak up,
owd man!” shouted another. “What
price pork chops?” cried somebody at
the back. Everbody laughed and the
dogs began to bark. Armitage waved
his hands amidst the uproar as it he
were conducting an orchestra, . At last
the babel thinped into silence.

“Gentlemen,” he yelled, “the match
is between Silas Craggs, whom we call
the Master of Croxley, and Robert
Montgomery, of the Wilson Coal-pits.
The match was to be under eleven-
eight. When they were weighed just

fhat another gentleman had been ap-  now Cragss wel

refree. suspicion Montgomery ten nine. The conditions
Dasead thr e ot of the contest are the best of twenty

three-minute rounds with two-6unce
gloves. Should the fight run to its full

ighed eleven seven, and

Somebody struck at him with an um-|

forehead swelling from under it, look- |
ed round him from under his bushy =

h it will, of course, be decided
:l?"o‘: points. Mr. Stapleton, the well-
known London referee, has kindly con-
. sented to see fair play. I wish to say
| that Mister Wilson and I, the chief
backers of the two men, have every
confidence in Mr. Stapleton, and that
| we beg that you will accept his rulings
without dispute.” .

He then turned from one combatant
to the other, with a wave of his hand.
(To be continued.)
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BASE BALL.
OLD DAYS BEST.

“They can talk about the improve-
ment of the game if they want to,” said
Jesse Burkett, “but for me, give me
the old days. To tell the truth they
have improved the game until it is not
baseball any more, and the American
is just as bad as the National League.
In fact neither can come up to the old
National League,

“Pake that team of ours in Cleveland.
Put them together again, and they |
would make these teams today look
cheap, and we only had three hitters |
'at that. We had good flelders and
pitchers though, and what counted |
more, we had nine men in every game, 'I
and never .lost a contest until three
men had been put out in the ninth in-
ning. 'That's what won games for us.

“Nowadays you do not see any |uchl
fighting for a game. The team that
has the luck wins, and that's all there |
is to it. People used to go to x:une-!
and get so excited that they whooped |
her up from start to finish. Now the
pitcher is the whole thing, and most'
of the games are like funerals. The
other day we beat Boston 5 to 1, and
so help me, you would have thought
you were in a graveyard. Neither team
made any noise, and the spectators
were like clams,

“It is not the players who are at
tault,;but it is the rulés. Give .the
player a chance and he will open’ Up,
but what's the use. The minute you
try to fight for a game, it's to the
bench with you."—Cleveland Plain-
Dealer, - e

=
BENDER A GREAT “FIND.” .

In Charles Albertus Bender, the Car-
lisle School Indian, Connie Mack, man-
ager of the Champlon Athletics, has
undoubtedly uncovered the - baseball
find of the present season. Already |
Bender has made a great record for.
himself, both personally and by his
phenomenal pitching, until today he!
promises to outrival both Lajole and
Wagner as a populat favorite in fan-
dom.

Cold as the proverblal fcéberg, with
speed liké a catapult, curves that are |
excellent, and, best of all, control of |
the ball that is perfect. Bender gives |
promise of becoming the premier slabs- |
man of the business. Nobody is more !
pleased over the Indian’s success than
Mack, for when he announced early this
season that he had signed Bender the
Philadelphia baseball populace pointed !
significantly to their heads and sighed. |
Today, however, Mack is doing the
laughing.

not 21 years old, yet he stands 6 feet
|2 inches, and axelghs 180 pounds. He
has the chest 1 lders Of & ANy

grown man. He boasts of exceptional«
1y good habits and does not know the
taste of either liquor or tobacco. His
physical development and habits are
such that good judges predict a long
future for him on the professional dla«
mond. He is not only a great pitcher,
but is an all around player of abilitya

—— et

THE RING.

0ld School Is On Top.

Tommy Ryan, in a recent talk on thd
pugilistic situation, said: “Men who ard
winning battles today are simfla$ to
the Sullivan school of scrapping, hard
hitters mainly. Ia 1892, when Sullivan
was dethroped by Corbett, the clever
boxer was the style which was pre«
eminent and which mowed down all be«
fore it. Today everything is reversed,
The man who would win a champlon4
ship must be able to hit hard. Jeffries,
Gardner, Walcctt, Gans, Corbett, Nelly
are all hard hitters, and men who ard
apt to end a battle in any round withf
a knockout punch.

“I do not mean to infer that all thesd
men are ignorant of boxing science/
Jeftries, with his crouch and youth]
has a style of his own, which has so
far proved an enigma to his opponents)
Gardner is clever and his exhibition of

| blogking in his fight with Root proved

that but few have anything on hin
‘Walcott is as clever as any man wi
has stepped into the ring, although hi;
knockout hitting ‘prevents the: pul
from enjoying his ring agllity. Ga
is active and clever, coupled with hid
hard hitting. ‘Young Corbett’ de:
pends a great deal upon his h
punching and short-arm Jjolts, but s
far his good head work has been res
ponsible for a great part of his s
cess. Neil proved that he was a wic!
ed puncher when he put Forbes awe
in two rounds.”

s B
Champion Jim Jeffries has gone tf
Los Angeles to spend‘a few weeks

his mother. From that place Jeffrl
fntends to come to New York. T
boilermaker intends to exercise dDM
in order to keep from taking on supend
flucus flesh.

Speaking of fistic affairs abroagd,
some one asked Spike Sullivan recent<
ly how George Dixon was getting on,
Splke said: “Dixon is a changed man
That is réegarding his habits. He real
izes the mistake he nidde and is takin
the best care of himself. Bt it taevl
dent that he is not the Dixon of olj
His strength s all gone, but he has n

Personally Bender is a study. He i8: forgotten his old cleveérness, and ther{

are few pugilists in England. who cat
touch him when it comes to w.ﬂ
sciantific boxing.™ -




