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Synopsis of Previous Chapter.

A
rostrated wife, one of America’s great
8 benutics, dies. At her death Prof. Stilliter, an

ent of the the i
three-year-pld baby girl and brings her up
in a paradise where she sees mo man, but
thinks she is taught by angels, who instract
her for her mission to reform the worl At
the © of eighteen she is suddeni Tus
into the world where agents of the interests
are ready to pretend to find her.

The one to feel the loms of the little Amen-
Bury girl most, after she had been spirited
away, was Tommy Barelay.

Fifteen years later, while in the Adiron-
dacks, Tommy is the first to meet Celestin
@s she comes from her paradise. Nelther
wecognises the other.

Tommy A
They hide in the Later
&ets Celestin back, and taking her to New
York plnces her in Belleview Hospital, where
her sanity proven. Returning to get her,
he finds ahe has left with Tommy, who loses
her New York, but finds her mext day
living with the Dougins family., He follows
Celestia to a factory where she addresses
the workers.
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blage of prominent men which Bar-
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speech in which their policies are strongly
brought out. The effect upon the assemblage
fa gratifying to both Barclay and Stilliter,

CHAPTER VIIL

That so great and conservative a man a
Barclay should lend the promise of his bnckln:
to the doctrines and tenets of Celestia aroused
gxtraordinary. interest all over the country, and
even in England and.on the continent.

In New York, Bartlay was not only a flnan-
eial, but a social, leader. Once a year he gave a
great ball, to which everybody who was invited
Went, unless sickness or some other major cause
had laid them by the heels. But it is not here a
question of Barclay's great ball. Those who
looked levelly at him or up to him in a social
way felt that he had set the stamp of approval
(l)‘nrlhe girl from Heaven, and burned to Know
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Celestia was showered with invitations, most
.ot which she declined. But she did not decline
A hem all. It was her duty, she felt, to convert

0 her cause, all sorts and conditions of men and

Ales and Stout, Imported an ¢ 'women, the man who had been born with a

¢ Cigars. olden &poon in his mouth and the man who had
een raised with a revolver in his hip-pocket.

{ and 15 Water Street. Now, although Celestia moved on a calm level

ne 678. of democracy, loving almost all men alike, she

found in the ways and houses of the rich more
opportunities to be amused and joyous than in
the houses of the poor. If the rich were worth-
less as a class, she had to admit their clever-
ness in concealing it. And many of them she
could not but believe were in love with righteous-
ness. They feted her and made much of her,
She was asked to speak in the ballroom of a
great house overlooking Central Park. The invi-
i tation to do so was instigated by Mary Black-
stone, but Celestia did not know this, and the
name signed to the note of invitation was one
which tempted her to accept. It was a name
which above all others stood, in the opinion of
the man in the street, for all that is richest and
most foolish.
To this function, Tommy Barclay was among
INION FOUNDRY & those invited (all part of Mary Blackstona's
plan), but, though he yearned to be wherever
~ Celestia was, in spite of their latest quarrel, he
AAVHINE woRKs’ LTD_ | was too busy tramping the streets oqu»w York
t hg search of r’: Job to ‘l:,ccepn M:\t:ﬂy had ‘hnp‘ed
NEE! A that among those to the manner born, Celestia,
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voice would appear insignificant if not impos-
FRED WILLIAMSON

sible. She was doomed to disappointment.
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Celestia, abandoning for the occasion her
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graceful flowing white garment in which she
was first seen (outside of Heaven) not only set
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fashion in dress, and a kettleful of jealousy
among the women.
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At one end of the long ballroom—a great
gpace of mirrors, and silk, brocaded with gar-
lands, flowers overflowing baskets and cupids—

);m.n a platform for musiclans. Upon this, to a
e

reat assemblage of fashionable men and wom-
n all talking at once, Celestia appeared sud-
‘denly—and there was sflence.

The lovely low-browed face crowned with the
strong dark hair, the steady, kind, unfathomable
eyes were like a command that had to be

eyed.

Celestia_never began at the beginning of a
speech. e never started by expressing sur-
2”“ at being asked to speak, or astonishment

Work guaranteed. | t perceiving s0 many upturned fa Nor did
= she start by saying what she was ing to talk
about when she really did get starfed. At the

PATENTS. ! int where Celestia began, another would have

= o 1 th hz;lfhthrouxh.h She pluylxﬁed 1-igmt into 1h;
v eart of things with a compelling sweetness an
IENTS ‘n: Tr‘q&ml pro- i seriousness that were irresistible.

Styersion a“‘h.. Co, Pal- Gestures as a rule are not to {lluminate what
ilding, St. John.". §s being said, but either to draw attention from
the awkwardness and lack of rxoise of the
gpeaker, or as an outlet to a superfluous energy
for which there is no room in the channels of
speech.

For the most part Celestia stood with her
hands lightly clasped behind her back. She
parely made a gesture of any sort, and mever a
esture which for one moment drew attention

m her words, her voice or indeed her beauty.

In that crowd of gilded listeners only one
pdney Stri heart and understanding were unmoved,

Mary Blackstone had an inkling of the
pecrets concerning Celestia. She knew that her
own father would not profess to believe a voice
that had suddenly risen among the people un-

ENGRAVERS" {' fess it was to his interest to do so. And, when

WESLE CO. ot only her father professed belief, but the man
. 9. X ‘ ;‘o whom she was apnxx\g»d and such colossi of
, Engravers and Electrotypers,

3 the business world as Barclay and Stur‘tevant.
Nater Street, St John, N. B | Mary, in the telling American phrase ‘“began
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al Instruments Repaired
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SYDNEY GIBBS,

to smell a rat.
) 1If it was to their advantage to believe it was
! also to hers, Nevertheless, Celestia's arguments
and magnetism only served to stiffen Mary's
WATCHE& understanding into opposition. For it is almost
i en axiom that to thgse whom we hate we are
e mever of easy persuasion.
ine of Bracelet and other stylefe® But the other Hearts in that audience went out
lowest pricea to Celestia. She gathered hearts as Ellen Terry
sed to, as Madame Duse. And as for the minds
ERNEST LAWY,
uer of Marriage Licenses
3 Coburg Street,
ou are Invited to Inspect

s
in that audience, for there actually were minds,
and sound ones, these felt the privilege of hav-
GUILDER HOLLOW WALL
DWELLING

ng been among the first to realize that a new
iit like a Thermbs . Bottle.)

A my
day might very well be about to dawn upon a
dark world. len and women there were present
Being Constfucted by Us on
Lancaster Avenue.

who highly resolved that rever, never would
so and so again. - Some kept their reso-
GANDY & ALLISON,
- Builders’ Supp!
« k. ¥ o

ey do
ﬁl‘tionn for several days; others for long periods
Merely the intention of living more
wisely and more righteously is not perhaps
enough, but God knows it is something.

She finished speaking, her hands dropped to
per sides, and her eyes, well, though they had
rean open all along, t! semed to oed.

ooked almost frightened and pusal
f applause rose, and in the back of the room,
gmtu-ot Stilliter, who had bhu‘:n under a great

firain wiped the t from his brow.
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Celestia

Celestia came down from the platform, very
shyly and the men began to crowd about her,
and to shake her hand. They crowded about
to tell her that they believed her, that hér
cause was theirs, that when the time came she

could count upon them for money and for
service.
“But it won't be easy,”” she smiled. “It's a

greater house than this that we have to clean,
A hundred years of mistaken laws and customs
are not Lo be swept aside in a day. 8o, indeed,
I shall need your service, and your backing,
and your votes.”

Celestia's hostess took possession of her and
women forced their way among the men, in
order to look closer at that simple Greek dress
which, worn as Celestia wore it, S0 put to shame
their own bare arms and shoulders and lizar-
dish costumes. Few men are good witnesses of
anything, but many women with the tail of an
eye can take away with them not only the ma-
terial and effect of a costume, but the way it
was made. Among the women present, Celestia
was being copied right and left.

Unfortunately, it had been decreed hf' an
elusive providence that some women shall be
shaped like May poles and others like butts ot
Malmsey, still others are shaped like pretzels or
question marks and upon none of these is the
costume of the ancient Greeks a thing of beauty.
To be tolerable in. Greek dress a woman must
have a noble look. To look beautiful in it she
must also be beautiful.

Most of the women who copied Celestia made
themselves ridiculous, others carried it off rather
well, and still others looked stunning. This may
be maid of every fashion that has ever inflicted
itself upon the world, and is a truth which, if
better realized by woman in general, would be
of immense financial service to man in particu-
lar.

Among the poor, when she said that she came
from Heaven, among the unfortunate and the
down-trodden, Celestia was taken literally by
#0 many that its staggers belief. We have only
to remember that less gifted prophets have suc-
ceeded in imposing their divinity on multitudes.
About Celestia there was nothing that rang
false. She was goodness and sincerity personi-
fled.

Among the more sophisticated, the statement
of her origin was taken as a figure of speech;
not by all of course, but by a vast majority.
“Anything or anyone that is really good for
us may be said to have been sert by Heaven,”
these explained. ‘“She doesn't of course mean
to imply that she stepped mto a flery eight-
cylinder limousine that was waiting for her
at Heaven's gate, and came down through space
in deflance of all speed laws. But, anyway it
doesn’t matter. She's inspired. That's the main
thing. Did anyone ever see such eyes, or hear
such a volce? It.will be interesting to see what
she will do when she has to go against the
politicians,” etc., etc.

To pave the way for thelr ultimate coup
d’etat it was part of the triumverate's plan to
allay some or that bitterness which so many
of the r entertain for so many of the rich.
So Professor Stilliter, making use of those
means which we have so often explained, put it
into Celestia’'s head to go about a good deal
among fashionable peoPIe,

To the simple-minded, newspaper-read Doug-
las family it was all but inconceivable that
there should be any such qualities as kindness,
simplicity and virtue (except, perhaps amon
the servants) in a Fifth avenue mansion. An
they were among Celestia’'s first converts to a
contrary opinion. :

“And where are you going tonight, my dear?
asked Mvs. Douglas. “And where did you get
such a wonderful cloak? And you've done your
halr differently. . . ."

rs. Douglas and her husband, sitting side
by side (they had been holding hands) gazed at
Celestia in astonishment. Nellle, who had en-
tered the room just behind Celestia was flushed
with excitement and mystery.

“My dears,” saild Celestia, “it's a very long
story. But first of all jmu must know that I
am going to a ball. And Freddle is going with
TRA

“Just wait till you see Freddle,” exclaimed
the Ferret's sister.

But old Mr. Douglas looked troubled and
anxious.

“There’s no harm in Freddie” he said pre-

sently. “But it's pretty certain that he will
mlnﬁ away something that doesn’t belong to

m.

“Oh " exclaimed Celestia, “How unjust. Has
F'reddie taken nn‘thlng that wasn’t his since
I've lived In_this house?”

“That he hasn't!" said'Mrs. Douglas. “And
it's all your doing.

“Freddie is a good boy,"” said Celestia; “and

going to be & good mad."

the great

“He's got s0,” sald the honest
he don’
corner.”

“This cloak,” said Celestia” (Isn
isn't mine,

light a cigarette till he gets round tl

It was loaned to me by

Nellie, “that

't it lovely )
a very

heaull!,x:\l lady. And so was everything else I've

got_on

ot_on.
With heighteried color, she threw the cloak

back from her shoulder:
exquisitely simple gown of mau
dazzling arms and neck.

“It's mufti,” cried Celestia, and
look so much like a reforming an
lighted child.

“Mufti?”

“Perhaps I don't mean mufti.
Nobody is to know who I am

I'm to look, learn and listen. . . .
At Yhe expression on the old p
she broke off short and then went
passionate voice.
“Oh, my dears,
shocked, as if you
there’s nothing ‘wrong.

look

you as

Nobody

It's a_disguls
And so I have
look just the way the other pz-olele do. «

were afraid for me.
will hurt

and showed above a

ve tulle, her

she did not
gel as a de

eople's faces
on in a com

if

you v

me

And besides I'm tired of preaching and preac!

ing

ng and preaching. And I think it
un !

will be suc/

Just then Freddie came in, resplendent in fu
ha

avening dress. d slicked his

hair straight

back and flat to his head and he had borrowed

a gold (at least it was yellow

and shining)

watch chain to go across his walstcoat.
P’erceiving the state of wonderment into which

his reéspectable parents were

thrown

by the

wonder of his attire, Freddie hummed the opcri-

ing bars of a delightful maxixe

and gave

infmitably grave and graceful exhibition of t!

steps that went with them.
the Ferret and
n
“Celestia,”” he said: “says she's
look on. But I'm goin' to dance,

A born dancer w
like many another unba
he had an exquisite ear for music.

lanc

Just goin' to
These up-to-

date dances were danced on the Bowery moren

a hundred years ago.
do_'em better than me."”

If Celestia really thought that
be recognized, she made a great
would have taken more than a
ball-gown

to disguise the compelling glory

And there's nobodv can

she wouldn't
mistake. t
convention: ~}
o

her eyes; and although she did not dance, she
was from the moment of her entry the centre

about which everything revolved ;

or better she

was the centre ahout which all the men revolved
Freddie the Ferret was a little centre unto him-

self.
It was whispered about that

Celestin had

brought with her a genuine Bowery tough, a
reformed gunman, and soclety always keen for

new sensations,

roceeded to satisfy its curios-

Ferret's ex-
his

ity. But not altogether at the
pense. A dance hall had always caused
mind to work more consecutively and with

more coherence than any other surroundings

Fresented to his hostess, Freddie

was neither

perturbed by her importance or her diamonds

“Want to whirl?” he suggested
and—as

gaging smile,
friend :

ward told a “T was so

with an en-

facAdam after-

ted

flabberga

by his cheek, that I ‘smiled a kind of sickly
smile’ and went as I supposed to the slaughter.

He made me dance better than I
before.

ever danced

At first I kept wondering if my dia-

monds were safe (of course I keep the originals
in safe deposits: haven't seen them for eight
yvears) énd if he had a gun in his hip pocket,

Then I
never before really
to keep time. Why
course you know.

began to wonder why it was that I had
understood what it _means
it's thrilling!
You always keep such beau-

But of

tiful time, And he made me dance all sorts
of new steps. And, my dear, he flattered me
so, and—" ere Mrs. MacAdam blushed and
laughed at ¢he same time. “Once I bungled
something frightfully and nearly went down,
and what do_you think he said? ‘You're all
right, kid! Cling to popper! Kid! What do
you think of that, at mi' time of life? I couldn't
get angry. I tried a little, but it was no use.
T liked it. And when we'd finished, I was

struggling to think of something
what do you think I did say?”

Adam once more blushed and laughed.
hope you'll ask me to
He sald, ‘You're on.'

“The night's voung. I
spiel again.’

to say, and

Here Mrs. Mac-

“T said,

enough he hunted me out.for the very next fox-

trot.

But by that time all the real kids wanted

to dance with him, and w2 old fogies had to

stand aside. Can't you see the
butante? For years she's been
painting herself more and more
little street walker, and at last

chance to dance with a real gunman,

modern de-
dressing and
like a dear
she gets a
No, he's

never really shot anybody or worn stripes. I

ivish you could have been there!

Some of the

men and women,

men got him in the smoking room and since

then everybody talks his language. Mrs. Selden
\dmits that she tried to make him fall in love
with her; but she failed. He's head over ears
in love with this wonderful Celestia person,
ind small blame to him. She is too lovely.
I've never seen a girl stay so long at a dance
herself, not dance, an t look awkward. Of
ourse she was surrounded by men. But she
wouldn't talk shop. And do you know she isn't
o dreadfully serious. She can make people
wugh she wants to. She wore conventional

lothes, and proved once and for all that she
an wear anything she likes, and get away with

The account which Celestla gave of the ball

ad less to do with dancing

“The dancing isn't wicked at all,” ehe told
he Douglases. “It's innocent, and graceful,
ind goodnatured And the people? They
ren't wicked either. They are just like any

ther people, only they've got more money. It's
4 great blessing. Some day everybody will
have money. And all the people I talked to

were kind people, who want to do good, and
make other people happy, and don’t quite know
Lhow to set about it. But we are going to show

Freddie was so good! They
He dances

them, aren’'t we?
aid he was the best dancer there.

ittle differently, but better. They all said
hat. And if only you could have seen the
lowers! See, Mrs. MacAdam gave me these
»ses to bring to you. The hot didn't have
walls and wall-paper. It was all mirrors and
flowers, and palm trees!”

Celestia sighed and then laughed at herself
for sighing.

“Where's Freddie?' she asked. he still
leeping? I'm going to talk to the typesetters’
unlon, and then I am to meet and talk with

me of the Independent Workers ot the World.
And then I am to have lunch with the Bishop
of New York. And then, my dears, I'm going

» leave you for a whilee I'm to go out to
Pennsylvania where there is a terrible strike,
and nobody will listen to anybody. But I'll be
back before you know it.”

She kissed Mrs. Douglas and hurried out.
Celestia was almost always in a hurry now.

Nellie was waiting for her in the hall.

“Are you really going to Bitumen, Celestia?"

“Yes, Really."

“I thought you might like to know that Mr.
Barclay is already there.”

During his search for work TommygBarclay
returned once to the house where he had lived
for so long in such luxury to get together a
few of his personal belongings. But no more
than could be carried in a couple of dress suit
cases, From this visit he brought away clothes
he required, a picture of his mother, and one,
much faded, of the little®Amesbury girl. His
evening clothes, his black pearl stud, his tennis
and polo cups, everything indeed of real value
that belonged to him he left behind. It was
his intention to enter the ranks of labor, on an
equality with the other laborers, and by dint of
sheer determination to work his way up until
he should be in a position to support the girl
of his choice.

Btill, when he had refused the old butler's
offer of the savinge of half a life time, and
heard the doors of the solid old mansion close
behind him for perhaps the last time, a lump
rose in Tommy’s throat, and he went down the
steps slowly on feet which already seemed. to
have lost their buoyancy.

A suit case in each hand, he was turning
toward the east side when he was accosted
familiarly though respectfully enough by a
youngish man in a brand new and very !li-
fitting suit of blue serge.

“Are you Mr. Barclay?” asked this one, and,

“Is

‘at Tommy's assurance that he was, he jerked

his thumb toward a companion and said, “I'm
Carson. This s Cracowitz.” Tommy bowed
as politely as to the President of the United
States and the Becretary of the Navy, and said:

“What c#i' I do'for you, gentlemen?"

“Gordon Barclay won't see us,” began Car-
gon, but Tommy interrupted a little austerely:

“Mr, Barclay won't see you?’ he said. *“Are
you the Carson and Cracowitz who have been
figuring lately in Western Pennsylvania?’

“We are,” said Carson, and Cracowitz nodded
vehemently. “Mr. Barclay,” Carson went on,
“ought to see us, and I{f you are Mr. Barclay
you can get him to.”

“Why ought he to see you?”

“For his own good and ours. We can't do
pnything with old man Kehr. He's for a fight
to the finish. It doesn’t matter about us men,
but how about the women and children? How
about them, Mr. Barclay?”

“Oh, I am on their side always,” said Tommy.

“Then you'll fix it so that we can see Mr.
Barclay?"

“Mr. Carson,” said Tommy, “‘were you ever
stone broke?”

The question shocked Mr,
mitting he never had been.

“Well,” sald Tommy, for the first time smil-
jng, “I am.” Mr. Barclay has turned me off
without a cent and has disinherited me besides.
That shows how much influence I have with
him. But I can tell you this about him. If he
has said that he won't see you, he won'

“We'd about come to that conclusion our-
selves,” sald Carson. *“You looked like a last
chance.”

He was turning away
thought better of it.

“What are you going
if it's manners to ask?”

“] was going to ask your advice" said
Tommy. *“My wish Is to start life as a day-
laborer.”

“Sure? Then you'd better come out to Penn-
sylvania with us.”

“But I want to earn a living. T ought not
to begin my career as a laborer by striking for
higher wages, ought 17"

“We can find something better than stone
breaking for a man of your education,” said
Carson. “If you're on our side.”

“I am on your side,” said Tommy; “that is
one of the reasons why I have been disin-
herited.”

As he spoke Mary Blackstone drove up in an
open car and called to him. Tommy sprang
forward with courteous alacrity Awd Carson
murmured, “The hell he's been disinherited!”

Mary leaned from the car and spoke in
low, thrilling voice, only audible to Tommy :

“Pommy dear,” she said, “I'm so wretched
We've made such a mess of things! Can't we
begin all oyer again?”

Tommy

Carson into ad-

petulantly when he

to do, Mr. Barclay,

a

gentleness:
he said;
But we

answered
“We can't begin all
“things can never be
can be friends, Mary.”
She shook her head and the corners of her

with great
over again,”

as they were.

mouth turned bitterly down.

“You and I, Tommy," she said, “might be al-
most anything in the world to each other—but
friends? Never. You may drive on, Rugby.”

Tommy held’ out his hand, but she turned
from it, as if in scorn, and the motor slipped
quletly forward.

“H'm!” murmured Carson;
inherited. And he’'s just told her.
given him the mitten.”

Well, many a leader of capital would have
come no nearer the truth. For to the casual
eye Tommy instead of Mary had been the
pleader and the rejected.

In the mining town of Bitumen in Western
sylvania there was for the

“he has been dis-
And she's

Pent

armed truce between the strike breakers and
the strikers. The latter, under the leadershi
of Gunsdcrf, held the village; the former, un-
der the personal supervision of Kehr, had built
a strongspalisade which commanded the railroad
station and the approaches to the town by rail
Both belligerents maintained a system of

sentries, and a genuine state of war existed.
More than one striker had heen given a public

funeral; more than one strike-breaker had de-

parted from Bitumen in a narrow box.

So much was clear, Less clear were
causes which had led to actual violence.
wages and shorter hours, which Kehr,
senting the owners, and intrenching
behind the statement that too many such de-
mands had been acceded to in the past,
peremptorily, and in a manner
conciliate, refused.

and sudden death,

The leaders were somewhat alike.
class which the other represented.
power over other men.

should employ labor,

of one day employing more labor

ment of their own. There was,

privilege hold forth in the town hall,

to his ears.

Tommy had been introduced to the “brother”
as a safe man, but when Guasdorf began to ad-

ful A

moment an

the
1t is
enough that they led to a demand for larger
repre-
himself

had
not tended to
A general strike had been
called, strike breakers and special deputies had
been called in, and there had been dynamiting

Each had
a supreme contempt and even hatred for the
Each was
a strong-willed, stubborn “man, having much
Neither was altruistic.
At the back of Gunsdorf's head lurked the idea
that one day he, too, might be a capitaflst who
Kehr had every*intention
himself.
Neither truly represented the cause for which
he stood. Both were prepared to sacrifice any
number of other people's lives for the better-
however, this
difference between them: men obeyed Guusdorf
because they believed him to be a strong man
of the people with the interests of the people
at heart; men obeyed Kehr because they had to.

So Tommy felt about Gunsdorf when he heard
the thick-set, trembling, passionate assailant of
when
he saw tears gush out of the man's eyes as he
told of women and children who were going
under because there was no longer any bread
in the house, and when he pretended that he
could hear their cries and clapped his hands
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vocate a midnight rush upon the stockade an@
massacre of all who might be found within,
many eyes were turned upon the silk-stocking
to see how he would take the suggestion.

“We will put them,” thundered Gunsdorf,
“where they shall never again no more hear
the voices of women and children lifted in joy
—or in sorrow. We will show the world what
it is to tread upon the poor and the unfor-
tunate, g0 tHat little children die of hunger.
What do we claim? Only a fair share of what
belongs to us. What do we get? Crumbs and

offal chucke o us from the rich man's
kitchen door

There was 1 of rage, that must have
been heard in stockade and caused some

of its defenders to tremble. When this had
rumbled away and died to nothing like a peal
of thunder, Gunsdorf rolled his little eyes upon
Tommie.

“Let us hear from the new brother,” he said,
smacking his lips, ‘“Come up on the platform,
brother Barclay, and let the brothers and sis-
ters see you."

One of the sisters eyed Tommy very closely
as he slowly ascended the platform. She was
Mrs. Gunsdorf, a young, dark, heavy woman
with smouldering eyes, and a scarlet mouth.
When he turned and she had a good look at his

handsome, brown, clean-cut face, her deep
bosom began to rise and fall rapidly.
Tommy was in an awkward position. In

full sympathy with his audience, he was not
at all in sympathy with dynamiting and mur-
der. His education told him that though an
attack upon the stockade might prove success-
ful its uitimate effect upon the attackers would
be retribution in an extreme degree.

“It seems to me,” he began quietly, “that
what we want is justice—not vengeance. Have
N

A loud chorus of mockery drowned his voice.

But Carson shouted at the top of his lungs,
“Give him air,” and when he had secured a
sort of silence he went on: “Brother Barclay
is all right,” he shouted; “he thinks the same
as we do, only he don't think it the same
Give him air!"”

Carson got a laugh, and Tommy was given
air. And seeing that he was being given air,
he smiled a very winning smile (it happened to
light first upon Mrs. Gunscorf) and began to
speak once more—this time with confidence, be-
cause by good luck he had happened upon some-
thing to say, that seemed to him worth saying.

“Brothers,” he sald, “your backs are all
turned to the door of this hall. Mine isn't.”

He had succeeded ih extiting their curiosity.
Many turned and had & Took at the door, and
then looked back at the speaker. One or two
smiled. and nodded as if they knew what was
which they didn't. Tommy continued :
were so loudly applauding my
remarks (laughter and nudgings) that

way!

you

opening
door opened and that door closed.”

Once more heads turned toward the door.
“And,” said Tommy, raising his voice for
the first time, “a man went out

“He went out in a hurry. He went out for
two reasons, First, because his business here
was finished, and second, because he knéw that

I recognized him in spite of his false moustache.
Well, you could have caught him if you hadn't
been so busy making noises at me. He was a
Pinkerton m >
Tommy checked an outburst of rage with a
commanding gesture.
ess was to find out if we are going
e stockade or not. He thinks we
are. But we are not!”
“The hell we're not!
told you?” etc., etc
“It's for you to decide,” cried Tommy, “but
I wish you'd let me tell you what I saw on the
platform at the freight station.”
Again by exciting curiosity he had secured

Why aren't we? Who

attentior

“1 saw,’ said Tommy, “a large wooden box.
On the box was printed Rotary 4+ Pump. But
on the box under these words had once been
printed the name Goss and Goss., -That con-
veys no meaning to you? Goss and Goss is
a firm which does business on Broadway. It

deals in uniforms, rifles, ammunition and can-
non. Brothers, the Rotary Air Pump which I
saw on the platform at the freight station is
a machine gun.”

There was a long and ominous silence.

“Have you ever,” continued Tommy cheer-
fully, “watched a man watering his front
lawn with a hose? It's easy for the man with
the hose to hit every blade of grass on his
front lawn. It's just as easy as it is for the
man with the machine gun to hit every man
in a crowd.

“Attack that stockade? That's just what old
man Kehr wants you to do. He will mow you
down like grass, and the public will say it's
your own fault.”

Not only did the large crate contain a ma-
chine gun, but smaller cases which Tommy had
not observed, marked "“Picks and Shovels,” con-
taining high-power rifles and ammunition. But
for that night, at least, old man Kehr's deadly
preparations for giving the strikers what he
considered a well-deserved and salutary lesson,
were in vain.

Dawn broke.

“They're not coming,” said the Pinkerton
man. “They must have listened to Mr. Bar-
clay after all . But it looked, 80 help me, as
if they were going to tear him to pieces first,
and try to rush us afterward.”

“Any man with brains,’ said Kehr, “is &
menace when he’s on the wrong side of a ques-

tion. We must get rid of Mr. Thomas Bar-
clay. Give me that code book and a telegraph
blank.”

After some labor and a grim smile at the
finished produce, old man Kehr dispatched the
following cypher to Gordon Barclay.

“Suckers won't bite. Your muttering care
buretor Tommy has tickled Aphrodite. Plsase
pound his whiskers quick.”

“Now then,” he sald to Mr. Pinkerton mafy
“rush that!”

(To.be ¢ontinued) *




