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“Jimmie, do yéu speak slang?”’ de-
jmanded Maud Tolliver suddenly as
‘her small brother came Into the room.

“Do I walk or my feet?” demanded
&nh in surprise. “Pipe your lay,
I'll get you somehow,

“Papa wants me {0 marry him,” ex-
 plained - Maud. “He's so strict and

Baps he would leave me in peace. He

He
hd no great liking for the eminently
‘stald and correct Gordon. He hated
‘men whose suits always looked as
- ithough it was the first time they had
been worn.

Iiis own preférence was for Barry
Spaulding, who occasionally offered
‘him* a cigarette and who talked to
thim precisely as though he was a
grownup.
% on never seemed to see him,
‘never laughed and joked, and Jimmie
eotered into the comspiracy with his
whole heart after Leing assured that
~Maud would never disclose the source
‘of her education in slang.

“Before the week was ocut Gordon
ddoked troubled. He was very much
in love with Maud after his own fash
fon. There was no want of real affec-
tion, but Gordon was no gallant wooer.
He had been accepted by the family,
- and In his quiet, patient fashion bhe
was laying siege to Maud's heart.

He bad fancied he bad been making
headway until she developed a trick of
her speech with slang ex-

Ppressions.

At first he was shocked, but as Maud
acqui proficiency and grew more
. and more slangy Gordon withdrew |

. from his campaige. Though he loved '
tl. girl as much as ever, he assured
“himself that a wife who used slang
. was utterly impossible.

-In secret Maud gioated over the fact.
but .bore herself demurely when her
father sharply <questioned her concern-
ing her treatment of Gordon, for the
- Iatter’s visits bad fnllen off, nnd
though Gord had ded
. as an excuse, Mr. Tolliver had an idea

- that there was something else that
_might explain the lover’s sudden lack
of interest.

(]

. Then fate took a hand, and so it hap-
pened that Jimmie Tolliver, crossing
the avenue, slipped on the muddy pav-
- ing and
idly advancing automobile.

There was a cry of horror from the
spectators, but one man sprang for-
ward and with .an easy movement

rea the boy's arm and carried him
safety.
For a moment Jimmie was too dazed

to realize that Gordon, unmoved as
{ever, stood beside him, answering the
questions of the crowd, but refusing to
give his name.

“All right, old man?” he asked as he !
lw that Jimmic was pulling himself
“Suppose we move on. This
rowd is a little 10 eager.”

signaled n passing tasicab and
the driver to go to a tailors
Jimmie's muddied garments
be made presentable. The rush
of cold air drove the last of the cob-
‘webs from Jimmie's brain, and,

gazing

at Gordou, he decided that

g‘ﬂ was wrong in ber estimate of
the man. There was fire under the

“Jce, red blood beneath the waxenly,

le expression, and Jimmie's

4 it warmed {o his rescuer.

"qu Bo,” he demanded suddenly,

“are you still dead nuts on Maud?”

“!do.nymmnq highly,”
d Gordon.

5
ted

all right,” declared Jimmie
“If you want to win cast
port ear over this way and make
like a listen.”

il bt —

* don.

| ‘what is it’ out in the freak tent, and

fell directly in front of a rap-
!

1 to comprehend; then he slowly came .

interrupted again.

“Don’t be a goat and butt In" he
urged. “Hit the plush.” |
He pointed to a chair, and umply
Maud seated herself. As she bad led
the wlyln(o!heparlorthebnuerhad
disappeared, supposing that he would
not be required further. To ring for
him now would only make a scandal
among the servants. Perhaps her fa-
ther would come down in a few min-

utes.

He usually spent the evening in the
library when he did not go to the club,
and in either event he must pass the
open door. If the worst came she
could call for the butler, but mean-
while perhaps she could induce Gor-
don to leave quietly. She took the
chair indicated, sitting nervously on
the edge, ready to spring up and run
should occasion demand.

“It doesn’t cost any more to have a
whole chair,” reminded Gordon as he
sank into a seat between her and the
door. “I want you to put me wise to
some things. What’s your grouch
against me?”

“I ‘have no grouch,” protested Maud
eagerly. “Indeed, I like you very
much.”

“I never saw you on the front steps
waiting for me,” said Gordon. grimly.
“Let it come out with a rush. I'm in
wrong. How can I square myself?”

“There is nothing to be squared,” in-
sisted Maud. “I don’t see how you can
imacine such a thinz.”

“Xaughty, naughty!” reproved Gor- l
L‘-»u shaking his forefinger at her ad- | i
monishingly. “Look here, kiddo, put
me next! Yom don’t like me, and I
like you. I can’t belp it if I've got a
frozen face. It was"wished on me, and
it’s none of my doings.. Tell me how I
ean leogen up so you'll have a yin for
me.,”

“A yin?”" repeated Maund uncertainly.
This was a word not In Jimmie's vo-
cabulary. .

“A vio—a yearning,” explained Gor-
“l want yot to think that I'm
the whole works, and you won't even
let me be the second hand. Fix me up
s0 1 can come into the big tent and
be a part of the program. I'm the

I don’t like the job. I may not be
quite your style, but I can learn. I'm
{ the star pupil in the little red school-
{ house. and I'll always be at the head

| of the class if you'll be the teacher. 1
| love to love my teacher.”
Mand -sprang to her feet, her eyes

blazines.

“Mr. Gordon,” she said coldly, “T will
not prolong this Interview. I do not
know what is-the matter. I do not
want to know, but you must go, please.
1 cannot listen to you when you talk
this way.”

| Gerdon had sprung to his feet when
Maud rose, and now he smiled down
into the flushed, angry face.

“It seems,” bhe said a little sadly,
“that my latest effort is no more suc-
cessful than the earliér attempts. They
say that imitation is the sincerest
form of flattery, and yet you are not
pleased.”

“What do you mean?” gasped Maud
in astonishment.

“You learned slang for my benefit,”
be reminded. “When I do the same
thing you object. Of course my slang
is’ more pronounced than your own,
but then you have only Jimmie, while
I bave the valuable assistance of sev-
eral elevator boys, my office boy and
the janitor's son, who qualifies as an
expert. You use slang to disgust me—
with yourself. I am using it to disgust
you—with slang.”

“And you know?” gasped Maud.
“Jimmie has told?”

“Be it said to his credit that the
temptation was great,” sald Gordon
gently. “Do pot blame the lad. He
meant well in giving me my Ilast
chance to win you. He saw beneath
the surface and was sorry for his
part. I foolishly imagined that if I
could excel you in the use of slang I
might startle you into an Interest that
I see now you never can feel. It was
a foolish experiment, Miss Tolliver,
and I ask your pardon for having
bored and then frightened you. It was
my lsst chance, and I hoped that it
might suceeed.

“] gather from Jimmie’s remarks
that you fear paternal pressure wiil be
brought to bear on you. I beg to as-
sure you that I will so contrive the
situation as not to involve you. I am
—sorry that—the last chance—failed.”

The little pauses in his speech were
Gordon’s only evidences of emotion.
They were only little bhalts in the

lndltmhcdlllldwlthlm
emotion.
“Don't go,” she said softly, laying a

THE TIGER
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miss.
hausted,
what seemed tb him to be the heart |

Finally  Anton stopped, er!,
and Julian took aim at|

{of the man. But he missed. Amnn%

By _Charles Ligcoln. Phiffer. was panting from exertion.  His|

. heart rather than' the bells told of |
“Anton Kronalski is to be the|pig position. i
tiger."” | The listening brother slowly raised |
The announcement was l!l'?(‘""]‘hi, weapon and, this time, with his |

with-a eclappivg of hands. The fash-{ 755t shot, aimed it straight at the |
ionably “dressed men envied the onelyyeast of the hunted tiger. The latter |
who had drawn the lot that gave|srood with horror in his eves, know- |

of honor in the new
death, to be sure.

him
game.

the place

It meant
honor; and what
when everything palled apon them ?
The women thrilled for the first time
in days, and there was real bright-
ness in their eyves as they cheered and
then began talking an animated
way.
chosen folded his arms
raised chin regarded
ceedings, after
the applause with a slight bow. The
other men prepared lots to aseertain
who was to -be the hunter:

““The hunter is to be Julian Kron-

{

in

and

with | ¢
further |

pro-

atives of Russia's ari
and, bowing to
extended his hand

stoegliey, when
Anton,
Anton received it

his brother

without a word d the two men
stood Tor a moment gazing

each other’s evés. No one knew what |
they tho but they werggtoa lov

al to traditions of Russian®®bonor to
evade the ordeal
“They
through the
““Retire to the balcony,”

ace accept,” rang|

large reception room.
command- |
ed the master of ceremonies, and the
gay crowd ascended the great stair
case and ranged thenselves at points
of vantage whencs might best |

view the coming spectacle. Servants

they

entered ——amd —hurriedly removed the !
furniture that might abstruet the
hunt The master  of ceremonies
bound a hoodwink over the eyes of
Julian  Kronalski, - and then handed

1 a pistol. Then |

» neck of Antor
and himself ascends E

“One, ~two, three,” he contir xul
“Ready fire !’

For a mom all was sti Then
the hunter n st g stealthily
tows ml the tiger, feeling his way and |

inte nt}\ He came cl

to

brother ~who, moved out of the |
way, tinkling the bells as he moved.
Instantly the -blindfolded Julian

turned and fired.
out of the way.

“A
looking down.

Anton had stepped |

audience
women clap-

exclaimed the
And the
ped their hands in-applause.

miss,”’

Anton acknéwledged the applause |
with a bow, and as he inc |
head the bells around 3
tinkled. Julian whirled on
fired again. This. time his aim was
better. Anton, with an exclamation
of pain and rage, placed a hand over,
hi¥ arm, which.- was bleeding where

the bullet had struck. As his voice
rang out Julian fired again; but the
ball went wild. Anton was no long-
listless. From now on he was
struggling for his life. If he could
escape three more bullets, then it
would be his turn to play the hunter,
and he was raging in the thought
of how he would revenge himself on
his brother for the smart of his
arms. He stood rigid and the bells
did not' tinkle at all. His brother
felt his way to the opposite side of
the room. Then he turned and start-
ed directly toward him. As he did
50, Anton sprang briskly to one side.
The bells .jingled and Julian fired.
But Anton had been too brisk in his
movements and was uninjured. He
now ran around the room, and Jul-
ian, standing near the center, follow-
ed him - with pistol at rest waiting
for an opportunity to shoot. He
knew he must denserve his shots.
Only two were left him and if he
failed to disable his brother with
them, then he must become the tiger
and face the loaded weapon while
six shotd were fired at him. A few
moments before he had not eared
what the outecome would be, but now
that his blood" was heated with ex-
ertion and excitement he wanted to
live. He followed the flecing man
around and around the room, with-
out firing, beuuo he dldn‘t want to

LN

oy
!&lﬁi'

n e .\‘HE\

ing it
. <fa~<-inalﬂl to move.
but it was, in their sight, death with| e

was-life ta/them | | with

|l
the massacrecing of
they had ‘veaséd to. have

i the matter.
The young man wh¢ had been | The

as a
first acknowledging | ;
| the
| brother facing his death below them. |
| But they

{ inside,
{in that machinery of gold leaf man
| ufacture.

| imitations of mechanism the

| der ecapitalism.

» | didn’t look within two years of that

meant death, yet too much
In the gallery |
buds were looking on
real interest. They hall seen|
he poor butchered in the streets, of
St.. Petersburg; they had Jooked on |
the until |
a feéling in
But this/ was different. |
hunting of the tiger, the shed-
ling the blue blood by brother’s hand
social game had not vet lost
its edge by repetition. They enjoyed |
suspense the agony of the elder

society

Jews,

did not interfere. Why |
should they spoil a perfect tragedy ?

alski,”” . announced _the master of| The weapon. was poised for'a mo-
ceremonies. | ment aimed direetly at the breast of
A’ gasp ran through the ns:oml-lr’_\m.,n_ One, two, three. Nobody
age, and then all was silent. Things | counted, unless it was Anton but all
were  becoming  interesting. Hifelt " the stress of suspense.  Then
brother was to hunt brother, then|“eraek’ went, the pistol.
society indeed had something that| - Anton sunk on the carpeted floor, |
would thrill its~ jaded senses It | shot through the«heart. Julian's
was therefore a great ”HHL’ for | face lighted with joy. He had slain !
‘I’n"'( noble young people, represent-|the tiger and was free. The crowd

cheered for was he not a social lion
how ?

The Little (iold Beater

v

1 Robert ‘Allan, Eagland.

You can see the
the

gold-beater’s shop

of the erowded
the win-
flush with the|
pavement. All day long little erowds |
in front of it,
onto the benches where

fromy, sidewalk
street. It's a
dows of which

basement,
rise
gather peering down
the precious
metal is hammiered thin with heavy
mallets. Ail hay long you can hear|
the-thud, thud, thud, hour after hour,
as the beaters’ arms swing up-down,
up-down,
they are.

up-down, like the machines

There’'s something fascinating in
this rythm. This endless d*pason
of toil. Or, maybe, it's the gold

that draws the crowd.
there the crowd stands, the fortunate
erowd outside,
the

At any rate,
watching the ‘people

working people, the cogs

three times T have stood
watching the It
to what beautiful |
human ‘
imto,

Two or
there,
interested me

too, work.

see

worker can’be transformed
One
particularly
It was
maybe,

umn-
cog of the me-|

drew my at- |
boy. A boy of|

though to me he

chanism
tention.
fifteen,

a

age. A boy beating gold on one of
the benches with a heavy mallet like
a man's.

This boy, it seemed to me, was a
pretty good piece of machinery.
True, he couldn’t beat quite as fast
as the, His mallet a bit
more slowly, but it absolutely
regular in its swing, and it seemed
never to stop. Up-down, up-down,
up-down. Thud, thud, thud, as long
as I watched, it beat and beat and
beat. Almost a man's work, at
boy's wage—truly, a splendid invest-

men. rose

was

a

ment ! A marvelous cog in-the ma-
chine !
The boy, in fact, seemed to be

working harder than anybody else in
the shop. His mallet was full sized,

and gold-beaters’ mallets as you
know, are formidable tools to use
hour after hour. The ' toil  was

erucifying for the boy, but he was
game. His arm, of course, couldn’t
do all the work of raising the heavy
weight. The unformed -biceps
couldn’t manage it. So the boy
swayed his body back and forth, up
and down, with the unceasing motion
of the arm, bending his back at
every stroke and straightening it
with every lift. It gave him quite
the appearance of an amusing me-
chanical toy, which is, youn under-
stand, just what every well-trained
worker ought to be. He presented a
splendid example of the joy and dig-
nity of Labor—Child Labor—with his
up-down, up-down. Thud, thud,
thud.

His eyes never rose from the mal-
let, the block, the bench. His
motions were never varied in any
perceptable degree. How that lad
must have : been ' developing ! How
his mind must have been expanding!
How his intellectual and spiritual
facilities must have been blossoming
out, down there in the gold-beaters’
shop ! Why, bless you, I could fairly
see that boy grow in strength, wis-
dom, manhood. eitizenship !

I walked on, with the little Nlt

" thud, thud, still in my ears. I

X

| sity
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river from the univer-
where President Eliot holds
Yes, indeed.

There were boys of all sorts

just over the

in the

rich
all sub-
such foolish
football,
still being

schoolboys, newsboys,

boys. poor boys, boys from
doubtless

mes as baseball,

urbs  where

and idle

marbles and hi-spy were

played. games which waste boy en-

without prodgueing a4

of profit "for the

ergy even
master
indirectly

There were

pennyworth
indeed, in
the manufacture of toys.
with books under their arms,
with their mammas and their
papas out shopping—buying,
the products of other boys such as
the little gold-beater.

The on the street,
them, looked deplorably

class—unless,
boys

perhaps,

boys many of

ignorant of

i such blessings as belofiged to my lit

tle friend in the shop. Variety of oe-
cupation, play, book-learning, had
worked their on not a few.
Even the ragged little newsboys had
no such beneficient training in me-
chanical regularity as the gold-beat-
er had. They had some chance to
grow into diverse into the
follies and. weaknesses of independ-
ent thinking and doing. They were
not house-broken, factory-trained
like that model little boy down yon-
der. They were not able as yet to
where they eould, an
English economist said some years
ago, many pounds a year
in eéxcess of their keep.”” I pitied
them all, pitied the defrauded capi-
talists who , were being cheated out
of the just dues which all this unor-
ganized  child life should have been
steadily giving them. Had I only
the power, how gladly (thought I)
would I have given them all some
equivalent for the bench, the block,
the mallet, and”  set them all to
swinging their little bodies up and
down—up-down, with _a thud, -thud,
thud.

Oh, sacred system ! The symbol is
engraven on my heart, in’ the person
of that patient, docile, toiling, strug-
gling, brave little boy in the gold-
beaters’ shop, without school, with-
out play, without the joys, the
sorrows, the expériences, the devel-
opments of'child life.

His ever-lowered eyes, his ever-
swinging arm and bending back,
aching museles, stunted mind—these,
all these, all that that boy is and
must be, are dear to me.

For of such is the Kingdoh of
Capitalism.—New York Call.
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Can easily. be wasted
in Talk Give or sell your
friend one of these little
Books. any one of which
explains Socialism in its
true light. Read, learn
and digest at leisure. If
you have not read them
yourself. you need to

The

below,

little books mentioned

are nicely printed, con-
venient for the pocket, and con-
vincingly clear and to the point
in regard to Scientific Socialism.

SOCTALISM MADE EASY.
By James CoxkorLy. The latest
and best book to put into the
hands of workingmen who hLave
as vet read nothing on Sociziem.
Straight-from-the shoulder talks,
simple and scientific

THE SOCIALISTS: Who

They Are and What They Stand
for.. By Joux Spareo. Aduir-
ably concise and States
the principles in brief, crisp chap-
ters, and is a good introduction
to the heavier books.
THE COMMUNIST MANI-
FESTO. By Kar. Marx and
Fezperick Exemis. This book,
prepared in 1848, has for more
than sixty years been the aceept-
ed text-book of “all International
Socialists. An indispensable book
to the student.

SOCIALISM, UTOPIAN §
SCIENTIFIC. By FrepERick
Exexrs, translated by Edward
Aveling. A classic that should
be read by every socialist intend-
ing to talk or write on Socnahsm.cyr

VALUE, PRICE AND PRO-
FIT. By KarL Marx. A book
addressed to workingmen, clear
and direct in style, which ex-
plains surplus value, especially a3
it affects the wage-worker.

SOCIALISM, REVOLUTI
AND INTERNATTONALIS
By @asnier. Deyiuie.  One of
the very best stateméfits of the
principles of international soci
ism. “Translated into clear strong

clear.
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