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Just now. Don't you bother about the 
water carriers."

"Bat”— began Maud. And Gordon 
interrupted again.

“Don't be a goat and butt In." be 
urged. “Hit the plush."

He pointed to a chair, and timjdly 
Maud seated herself. A* she had led “Anton Kronalski is to be the 
the way Into the parlor the butler had tiger.” 
disappeared, supposing that be would 
not l>e required further. To ring for 
Mm now would only make a scandal 
among the servants. Perhaps her fa
ther would come down in a few mln-
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Gordon’s Last 
. Chance.

THE TIGER miss. Finally Anton stopped, ex- ,. 
hausted, and Julian took aim at 
what seemed tb him to be the heart 
of the man. But he missed. Anton 
was panting from exertion. His 
heart rather than the bells told <J 
his position.

The listening brother slowly raised 
Ms weapon ami. this time, with his 
l&st shot, aimed it straight at the 
breast of the hunted tiger. The latter 
stood with horror in his eyes, know
ing it meant death, yet too much 
fascinated to move. In the gallery 
the society bbds were looking on 
with real interest. They ha4 seen 
the poor butchered in the street* of 
St. Petersburg; they had Jooked on 
the massaerveing Of the Jews, until 
they had veaséd to have a feeling in 
the matter. But this was different. 
The hunting of the tiger. the shed
ding the blue blood by brother's hand 
as a social game had not yet lost 
its edge by repetition. They enjoyed 
the suspense the agony of the elder 
brother facing his dvalh below them. 
But they did not interfere. Why 
should they spoil a perfect tragedy f 

The weapon was poised for a mo
ment aimed directly- at the breast of 
Anton. One. , two. three. Nobody 
counted, unless it was Anton but all 

If felt the stress of suspense. Then 
‘ ‘erack’ ’ went, the pistol.

Anton sunk on the carpeted zfloor. 
It shot through the ^heart. Julian's 

face lighted with jov. He had slain 
the tiger and was free. The crowd 
cheered for was he not a social lion 
'how ?
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CASTOR»By Charles Lincoln Phiffer.
By TAYLOR WHITE.

Copyrighted. DM, by AMoctated l ÎThe announcement was greeted 
with a clapping of hands. The fash 
ionably dressed men envied the due 
who had drawn the lot that gave 
him the place of honor in the new 
game. It meant death, to be sure, 
but it was. in their sight, death with 
honor: and what was life to,.them 
when everything palled upon them ? 
The women thrilled tor thv first time 
in days, and there was real bright 
ness in their eyes as they cheered and 
then began talking in an animated 
way. The young man why had been 
chosen folded his artri* and with 
raised chin regarded further pro
ceedings. after first acknowledging 
the applause with a slight bow. The 
other men prepared lots to ascertain 
who was to he the hunter.

For Infanta and Child™.»

CASMIA
"Jimmie, do y Ou speak slang T’ de

manded Maud Tolliver suddenly as 
her email Mother came into the room. The Kind You Have 

Always Bought
j Bears the 

Signature

ntes.
He usually spent the evening in the 

library when he did not go to the club, 
and In either event be must pass the 
open door. If the worst came she 
could call for the butler, but mean
while perhaps sbe could Induce Gor
don to leave quietly. She took the 

“l’re seen him once or twice." ad- <*“* sitting nervously on
milled Jimmie, with s grin. Gordon tba ?*'• 5° "P 1D<1 ""» _s_,. ~ m ... should occasion demand,tms s regnlnr rtsitor at the Tolliver „„ dwOT-t „ny more to heve a

, „ whole chair," reminded Gordon as he“Papa wants me to marry him." ex- ^ tot '
plained Maud. “Hes ao strict and door -j want yon to put me wise to

Wha,s ,our
hsp. he would ice re me In peace He ' ? grouch,” protreted Hand
hate, s slangy girl. He «Id «, last -IwSertT I like yon very
IS"-. mBch M

Jimmie grinned appreciatively. He Mw you on the ,mn, step,
tart oo^eet UWng for the eminently me.” said Gordon grimly.
Stahl and correct Gordon. He hated .foome ont with a rnsh. I’m In
men whom, «Its alwsy. look* « wrong How can , myw„r

„ th ® ‘ tL y tad "There Is nothing to be squared,” In-
T A* °m' , Fitted Maud. “I don't see how you canI Ills own preference was for Barry , , . ...

Spaulding, who occasionally offered '“^'gbTy nan-h.y- reproved Gor- 
him a cigarette and who talked to , . .. ., _ t n. ■ , aAi.. _ . , .. . . don. shaking bis forefinger at her aa-blm precisely as though he was a . .. , MT ®tvnnn monlshlngly. “Ieook here, klddo, put
6 A . p‘ _ , , me next! You don't like me. and I

Gorton never seemed see him. , Mp „ „ ,ve got a
.k 1 ” f™” * frozen face. It was wlshed on me. and

entered into the conspiracy whh hi, . Te]l m<1 how ,
whole heart after being assured that , „ni .Hand would ncrer dlacLc the wmroc ‘J- ”P 7 '

°fBrfom waK, Gordon V-A ymr- report Mand nncertalrtr , ael, other’s eyes. No one knew what
looked troubled He was very much " w,mi not ln Jlm"‘le’ 1h"UKht- 1,1,1 ,h<' "<’>*,toa l,„-
ln lore with Hand after his owj, fash ._________ _________ . 1,1 to ,ladmons of Ku,siatfb.,nor to
Ion. There was no want of real a (fee A • * *’ ... .. »yade the ordeal.
tion, but Gordon was no gallant wooer. : ®n‘ . W,r,,,w and mn won t even “They accept, they accept,” rang
H* b?® ‘fen a‘7‘ple®. by ,.h<’waml h' '«« be6 the second hand. PH me np throngh the large reception room,
and In his quiet. lwUent fashion be ^ t ron rom(. ,nto the big tent and ’‘Retire to the balcony,” command
wasuylng alege to Mauds heart. be « part of the program. I’m the ed the ma.1er „i eeremonies. and the
headway until ^sbe^developed a trick of ’wtat Is it’ont In the freak tent, end ga, crowd ascended the great stair-
jnrerlartlng her speech with slang ex- le! ^

At first he was shocked, but ss Maud lhe ,tar l'a',l'1 ln,,be
acquired ptoflcleocy and grew more la,D“‘ and a ,he teacher I
and more slangy Gorton withdrew of the class If you’ll be the teacher. I 
from hi. campalgt. Though be loved love to love my teacher. .
the girl a, much as ever, be saaured *° ber fpet’ h”r ''"n'
himself that a wife who used slang 
was utterly Impossible.

In secret Maud gloated over the fact, 
but bore herself demurely when her 
father sharply ^questioned her concern
ing ber treatment of Gordon, for the 
latter's visits bad fallen off. and, 
though Gordon had pleaded business 
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 band, and so It hap
pened that Jimmie Tolliver, crossing 
the avenue, slipped on the muddy pav
ing and fell directly ln front of a rap
idly advancing automobile.

There was a cry of horror from the 
I spectators, bat one man sprang for- 
I ward and with an easy movement 
* grasped the boy's arm and carried him 
i to safety.
; For a moment Jimmie was too dazed 
to comprehend; then he slowly came . . _
to reollxe 1 hut Gorton, unmoved a, i eral *'e»«ov b°rn. my office boy and 

I «Ter, .toed health- him. answering the , tbe J«nl,or a who '#<« «
1 question, of tbe . rowd, but refusing to eIP,rt Vo“ ”” alnn* «° 
i m, Mœ, with yourself. I am using It to disgust
I “All right, old man?" he asked as be ' J<">—with slang, 
nw that Jimmie was polling himself "And yo” k“°*r gaape‘1 Maod 
together. “Suppose we move on. This ’"Jl™mle has told?" 
crowd I, a mile, «eager.” “ “ld to hla Jhe

He signaled a paraing taxicab and temptation wa, great." said Gorton 
directed the driver to go to a talhw-a **n,13r not b,ame the lad ,H*
where Jimmie’s muddled garments maant wel1 E*Tln* « "r “ 
might he made presentable The rash <*■">« “> wln 7®”- He “w b*n“‘b 
of cold sir drove the last of the cole ,be ro^ace]la”d „bl?
webs from Jimmie’s brain, and. gating l”rt- 1 “«'“V Imagined that If I 
admiringly at Gordon, lie decided that ™°ld •”** 3ro° *” tbe ”** of ,L.a°f *
Maud was wrong In her estimate of ml«ht T°» «B*» an totereat that
tbe man. There was fire under the I see now yon never can feeL It was 
ice, red blood I «Death the waxenly, • foolish experiment Mis. Tolliver.

and I ask your pardon for having 
bored and then frightened you. It was
my last chance, and I hoped that It feR his way to the opposite side of 
might succeed. the room. Then he turned and start-

-I gather from Jimmie’, remark. direct| toward him. As he did 
that you fear paternal pressure will be , . , , , . ,
KwvxroXfv» fwwTr on rmi î ix»» in »«. s®? Anton sprang briskly to one side, brought to bear on you. l beg to as- .. , , , T „ ,
sure you that 1 will so contrive the The bells jingled and Julian fired, 
situation as not to Involve yon. I am But Anton had been too brisk in his 
—sorry that—the last chance—failed." movements and was uninjured. He 

The little pauses In hla speech were now ran around the room, and .Tul- 
Gordon’s only evidences of emotion. jaili standing near the center, follow- 
They were only little halts In the ^ ^im with pistol at rest waiting 
evenness of his soft, even voice, but . ...... XT, * ... for an opportunity to shoot. Hethey showed the strength of feeling, , ^ ' .. . .
and It touched Maud with a sudden hp must «onserve his shots,
emotion.

| “Do I walk or, my feet?" demanded
Jimmie ln surprise. “Pipe your lay.

ÀYeee labk Preparation for As
similating UrToodandRcg dia
ling the Stomachs and Bowels of

I’ll get you somehow.angel face, 
even If your speaks are all to tbe 
meddle. Throw it off your chest" 

“It’s this way," explained Maud. 
“You know Mr. Gordon 7*

r
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In“The hunter is to be Julian Kron
alski.’’ announced the master of 
ceremonies.

A gasp ran through the assembl
age. and then all was silent. Things 
were becoming interesting,
brother was to hunt brother, then 
society indeed had something that 
would thrill its jaded senses, 
was therefore a great thing for 
these noble young people, represent
atives of Russia’s aristocfficy. when 
and. bowing to hi6 brother Anton, 
extender! his hand. Anton received it 
without a word and the two men
si m .1 foi a moment gazing it;t<>

j
I Aocrfcc! Remedy for Constipa- 

1 tion. Sour Stomach.Diarrtoea. 
ji Worms Convulsions.Fo erish-
I ness and LOSS OF SLEEP- r For Over 

Thirty YearsTac Simile Signature of

NEW YORK.
A. CASTOR»\I

The Little Gold-Beater

L jEXACT COPT OF WHAPPEB,By Robert Allan, fcjngland.

You can see the gold-beater’s shop 
l.ivfltL the sidewalk of -the crowded 
street. It’s a basement, the win
dows of which rise flush with the 
pavement. All day long little crowds 

I gather in front of it, peering down 
; onto the benches where the precious 

. , , .î metal is hammered thin with heavy
°! van*a«v « hence they might best manets \|| hay long you van hear There were boys of all sorts in the 
'lew the coming spectacle . errants thmh„J, thud, thud, hour aftei hour* crowd, schoolboys, newsboys, rich 

b nF ' rtmn\ tie a_. heaters’ arms swing up-down. boys, poor boys, boys from all sub-
I up-down, up-down, like the machines urbs where doubtless such foolish 
they are.

There’s

r

just over the river from the univer
sity where President Eliot holds 
sway. Yes, indeed. A Lot of 

Time
I may not be case antj ranirV(i thensclvcs at points
can learn. I’m

furniture that might abstract the 
Thf* master of ceremonies and idle games as baseball, football, ç-,' ^

something fascinating in marbles and hi-spy were still being e ^

this rythm. This endles^ dtftpason | played, games which waste boy en- 111 Talk GI VC OF Sell yOUf
of toil. Or, maybe, it s the gold <‘rgy without prot*ucing even a-1 friend One Of tllCSC little
that draws the crowd. At any rale, i pennyworth (if profit for the master
there the crowd stands, the fortunate I ‘ lass—unless, indeed. indirectly in

V
bond'd a hoodwink over the eyes ofhlazln*:.

“Mr Gordon.”she*ald coldly, “I will Julian Kronalski, and then handed | 
not prolong this Interview. I do not him a pistol. Then he hung around ;
know what is the matter. I do not the neck of Anton a necklace of bells, 

and himself ascended the stairway.want to know, but yon must go, please.
I cannot listen to you when yon talk 
this way.”

Gordon bad sprung to his feet when Ready fire ! 
Maud rose, and now he smiled down 
Into tbe flushed, angry face.

Books, any one of which
“One, «two, three,” he continued. the manufacture-oPtoys. There were explains Socialism if! its 

boys with books under their arms
crowd outside, watching the people 
inside, the working people, the cogs 
in that machinery of gold leaf man
ufacture.

Two or three times I have stood 
there, too, watching the work. It 
interested me to see what beautiful 
imitations of mechanism the human 
worker can be transformed into, un
der capitalism. One cog of the me
chanism particularly drew mv at
tention. It was a boy. A boy of 
fifteen, maybe, though to me he 
didn’t look within two years of that 
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, men. His mallet rose a bit 
more slowly, but it was absolutely 
regular in its swing, and it seemed 
never to stop. Vp-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 a 
boy’s wage—truly, a splendid invest
ment ! A marvelous cog in tbe 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

true light. Read, learnFor a moment all was still. Then boys with their mammas and theirthe hunter began stealing stealthily
“It seems." be said a little sadly, toward the tiger, feeling his way and 

“that my latest effort Is no more sue- listening- intently. He. came close to
cessfnl than the earlier attempts. .They 
say that Imitation is the slncereet 
form of flattery, and yet you are not

and digest at leisure. If
the products of other boys such as yoil fiaVC not read ttlCHl 
the little gold-beater.

papas out shopping—buying, perhaps.

yourself, you need tothe brother who, moved out i>f the
The boys on the street, many of 

them, looked deplorably ignorant of 
such blessings as belonged to my lit- Below, ;m* nicely printed, cou- 
tle friend in the shop. Variety of oc
cupation, play, book-learning, had 
worked their curse on not a few.
Even the ragged little newsboys had in reganl to Scientific Socialism.

way, tinkling the bells as he moved. 
Instantly the blindfolded Julian 
turned and fired. Anton had stepped 
out of the way.

“A miss,” exclaimed the audience 
looking down. And the .women clap
ped their hands in applause.

Anton acknowledged the applause 
with a bow, and as he inclined his 
head the bells around his neck 
tinkled. Julian whirled on him and 
fired again. This time his aim was 
better. Anton, with an exclamation 
of pain and rage, placed a hand over, 
hist arm, which was bleeding where 
the bullet had struck. As his voice 
rang out Julian fired again: hut the 
ball went wild. Anfcon was no long
er 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 thfe bells 
did not tinkle at all. His brother

The lilt!? hooks mentioned
i “What do yon mean?" gasped Maud 

In astonishment.
“You learned slang for my benefit." 

he reminded. “When I jlo the same 
thing you object Of course my slang 
Is more pronounced than yonr own, 

, but then you have only Jimmie, while 
I bare the valuable assistance of eev-

m
venient for the pocket, and con
vincingly clear and to the point

I
no such bénéficient training in me- SOCIALI5M MADE EASY.
chanical regularity as the gold-beat
er had. They had some chance to 
grow into diverse tyoes, into the and best book to put into the 
follies and weaknesses of independ- hands ot workingmen who have 
ent thinking and doing. They were ag ypt rM|, ||othi|)g on Soei^em.

Struijrht-from-the shoulder talks,

By James CoxKolly. The latest

not house-broken. factory-trained
like that model little boy down yon
der. They were not able as yet to simple and scientific, 
where they could, as an eminent '
English economist said some years 
ago. “produce many pounds a year 
in excess of their keep.” I pitied for. By JOHN SPARGO. Adiflir- 
them all, pitied the defrauded capi ably concise and dear. States 
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 liftle boy in the gold
beaters’ shop, without school, with
out play, without the joys, the 
sorrows, the experiences, the devel
opments of child life.

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

For of such is the KingdoA of 
Capitalism.—New York Call.

THE SOCIALISTS : Who
They Are ami What They Stand

the principles in brief, crisp chap
ters, and is a good introduction 
to the heavier books.

ft-

THE COMMUNIST MANI
FESTO. By Karl Marx and 
FiSDRRicK Broils. This book, 
prepared in 1848, has for more 
than sixty years been the accept
ed text-book of all International 
Socialists. An indispensable book 

to the student.

SOCIALISM, UTOPIAN t 
SCIENTIFIC. By Frederick 
Engels, translated by Edward 
Aveling. A classic that should 
be read by every socialist intend
ing to talk or write on Socialism^

VALUE, PRICE AND PRO
FIT. By Karl Marx. A book 
addressed to workingmen, clear 

and direct in style, which ex
plains surplus value, especially as 

it affects the wage-worker.
SOCIALISM, REVOLUTION 

AND INTERNATIONALISM. 
By Gabriel Deville. One of 
the very beet statemSits of tbs 

principles of international social

ism. Translated into clear strong 
English by Robert Rives I* 

Monte.
ALL THESE BOOKS 

10c PER COPY 
From Cotton’s Book Dept

Immobile expression, and Jimmie's
heart warmed (o hla rescuer.

“Say, Bo," he demanded suddenly, 
“are you still dead nota on Maud?"

“I esteem your slater very highly," 
admitted Gordon.

“You're all riirht," declared Jimmie 
admiringly. “If you want to win cast 
your port ear over this way and make 
a noise like a listen."

I
crucifying for the boy, but he was 

His arm. of course, couldn’t
do all the .work of raising the heavy
weight.
couldn’t manage it. 
swayed his body back and forth, up 
and down, with the unceasing motion 
of the firm, 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, yon 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 
pereeptable degree, 
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, citizenship !

I walked on, with the little beat
er»’ thud, thud, still in my ears. I 
mingled with the crowds in Boston’s 
streets, Boston, the home of culture, 
of learning, ‘of patriotism, civic 
pride and Parrott Wendell. Boston

The unformed ^biceps 
So the boyThe noise of a listener was contin

ued long after the visit to tbe tailor's 
concluded. Gordon’s face$ as ever, bat there was

a twinkle In hla eye.
Some evenings later Maud, coming 

downstairs, reached the lower hall Just 
as Gordon was admitted by the butler. 
Jimmie hnd been cautioned under pain 
of losing ills promised reward to say 
nothing of his rescue, so It was merely 
“that tiresome Kenneth Gordon" whom 

greeted with perfunctory cor-

Only two were left him and if he 
“Don't go." slie said softly, laying a failed to disable his brother with 

detaining band upon his arm. “Per- j them, then he must become the tiger 
haps the last chance has not—I * and face the loaded weapon while 

But she could say no more. shot* were fired at hhn. A few 
Gordon’s arms were outstretched, and 
In his face, no longer expressionless, 
there was a look of such appeal that 
she suffered herself to be drawn 
ln their protecting circle. The 
chance had wen.

moments before he had not eared 
what the outcome would be," but now 
that his blood* was heated with ex
ertion and excitement he wanted to 
live.
around and around the room, with
out firing, because he didn’t want to

5
r ”3“I batted in to tear off a piece of 

talk with tbe boss bloomer wearer. Is 
he In?’ asked Gordon. ^

“If you mean ray father"^ began 
Mend k-ll.T. Aeceuete Fer H.

•Thet’e tbe guy." luterroptrt Our- Telia—l don't like that man you lu- 
don. "Will yon tell the delegate from j ir-du ed to roe yesterday. He has 

I tbe wax works ta ask him to grease "arh » flyaway manner.
[bis heels and slide down bere?" Xell-He een’t help that His boal-
I “1 MU go myeelf." offered Mind j “esa Is faking balloon s see osions.- 
f nervously. Gordon was us oddly eor- ! Ralllan ■ Amerk-ae.

root In appearance as ever, but per- '---------------
baps be wss drunk.

“Nix on the scamper," declared Gor-

He followed the fleeing man
i 60 YEARS’

How that lad

CoftwohtsAc.Like the Smoke.
Gunner—He had a fancy cigarette 

named after him.
Cover-And how did he stand the 

fame?
Gunner—Oh. be la all puffed op!—8t 

Maud. ‘Y * P?nl Pioneer Preas.
mm........

Anyone wndine aelQntcklr aseertrtn cm 
Intention H proeebly 
Umu rtitedv confident ten* tree. Oldoetfor the wireless, and troTi

while beout Stitntfflc
vsssKisa.» yr Mm wmm
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