WHALEN'S.*

BY C. J. MESSER

len, and, knowing him, it was only natural that

everybody should associate the man with the

huge factory which covered acres of ground and
reached half & dozen stories toward the sky. Al day
long smoke belched from Whalen's towering chimneys,
and at night the machinery still grumbled, the smoke
still belehed and the thousands of tiny, dingy window-
panes glared as though in savage watchfulness, while
the monster of which they were u part panted and
groaned in its frantic efforts to absorb all the wealth of
the world.

“ A hard-fisted money grabber” was the sobri-
quet Timothy Whalen received, not only from
his hundreds of employees, but also from the banker
and the merchant with whom business brought
him in contact. There were no servants at Timothy
Whalen's beck and call.  His logs were the only means
of transportation he owned, and & grim smile often
moved his tightly closed lips when the fine equipages
of his brother manufacturers whizzed past him, for, in
his factory fire-proof vault, Whalen held acknowledg-
ments of money lent to these self-same brother man-
ufacturers,

It was early evening in January, 185—, when
Timothy Whalen was leaving his club up town. Al
though a man of simple habits, Whalen had his club.
It was policy, and everything Whalen did was from
policy. In fact, at the very time we become acquainted
with him, he was arranging in his busy brain the de-
tails of a dinner he was to give some visiting foreign-
ers who were in the market for an enormous quantity
of the wares he manufsctured. So engrossed was he
ax he hurried down the steps that he did not hear the
salutation, nor did he see the mite of a figure which
came out from the shadow of the great stone lion
erouching on the stone baluster.

He was an aggrieved, disappointed mite who ap-
peared under the street light. He had a round, chubby
fsoe—or it might have looked so because of the strings
of hie cloth ear-warmers Hn‘ tied so tightly under
his chin—great, round eyes and a little snub nose. A
bulky, home-made jacket gave to the small body
keg-like contour. For & minute he lingered, gazing
after Whalen, then started on & run in the opposite
direction.

At the distance of a block he stopped. peered about
and shouted: * Marme! Marme!”

A lndy walked rapidly toward the child snd took
ks outstretohed hands in bers. * Well, Dicky, what
did he say?" she aaked.

E\'ERYBODY in the county knew Timothy Wha.
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* Didn't say nothin'!  He jes' kep' right a-goln' "
The child's volee bore evidence of repressed sobs

“ There, there, Dicky; perhaps he didn't hear
you,” the mother said, cheerily. “Run down to the
office now, and come home with Bobby.  Don't lisp to
papa about the birthday, and we'll manage to surprise
him, even if Mr. Whalen doesn't lend us his asslst-
ance ;" and, kising the child, she sent him ronning
down town,

Half an hour later Timothy Whalen, his portly fig:
ure erect and his hands clasped behind him, wan pac:
ing up and down his factory office.  [n one side of the
office was & small window, through which he could e
his employees grubbing away for their seanty weekly
enrnings.  Whalen's large mouth was tightly closed,
his heavy cheeks were very red, and his sall, restloss
eyes hud a flinty look.  Altogether, it was & face and
figure not enleulated to invite confidence.

At the desk sat, or rather perched. Dan Carr,
Whalen's clerk.  Dan was o slim fellow, with & brown
beard. He had a large nose and honest brown syes
An odd figure he cut, astride the high chair; his cont
too small for him and well worn, his pantaloons so
short that there was quite & display of homespun
stockings above the patehed shoes.  Dan was just then
busily engaged in a two-fold duty.  His right hand
figured and figured ; his loft dipped and dipped into
s tin pail, from which he was eating his supper

All of Whalen's wen liked Dan.  He had & cheering
word for every one as he went the rounds of the factory
Onoe Dan was abwent & whole day, and when he re.
turned he looked sad and thoughtful  After it became
known that his litthe baby had died, there wasn't much
nolsy sympathy exprossed, but & quiet canvass found
every man & contributor to & neat litthe sum, which
was offered to the clerk.

“ 1 ean't take it, boyn” Dan had said, his volee
husky. ' You work too hard for it"

Lord knows how mueh Dan needed 18, aod they
made him acoept It

Heside Dan, s he worked and ate, stod & boy
whose chin came just to the level of the desk top
Thia Iui,'i eyms were following Tllllﬁ“l" Whalen
(irent eyes they were, and there was an exprossion of
lively wonder in them. Whenaver Whalen looked in
his direction, however, the boy crepl nearer lo Dan,
and clung 1o that worthy's leg. A1 last Whalen spke
in & quick, jerky way, still continuing his walk

* fnvoloes all made out?”

“ Yeu." Dan answersd, his mouth full

“ Finiahed the pay roll?”

“ Workin' on 0"

“ Rents fgured?”
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