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CHAPTER XIV.—(Continued)

The hands of hia wateh were polnt-
Mg o § o'clock the following morning
when Tome made his way through the
throng in the Grand Central station
and found a ocab, The salling hour of
the Baltic was 10, and he plcked his
cabman accordingly.

"1 shall want you for a couple of
hours, and {Us double fare if you don't
miss. 271 Broadway, first” was his
Nllip for the driver; and he was speed-
iy rattling away to the down-town
address. !

The taklng of the cab was his first
mistake, and he discovered It beafore
he had gone very. far.  Time was pre-
clous, and the horse, mishml to the po-
llee Umit, was too slow. Tom signalod
his Irishman,

"Get me over to the Elevated, ‘and

then go to Madison Square and walt

for me,” he ordered: and by this
change of conveyance he obtained his
mall and won back to the Fifth Ave-
nue Hotel by late “breakfast. time,

From that on, luck was with him
The Farleys, father and son, were In
the lobby of the hotel, waiting for the
others to come down to the cilfe break-
fast. Tom saw them, confronted them,
and went at things very conclsely

“I have come ali the way from Hostoa
to ask for a few minutes of your time,
Mr. Farley,” he said to the president.
“Will you give it to me now?"

“Surely!™ was the genill reply, and
the promoter signed to hls sorr aAnd
drew apa@ with the impertunate one,
“Well, go on, my boy; what can I do
for you at this last American moment?
~—S0me messige from your good fath-
ert

“No,” sald Tom, shortly; “it's from
me, individually. You know in what
shape you have left things at home;
they've got to be “stood on'thelr fest
before you go abaard the Baltle™

“What's this—what's thia? Why, my
dear young man'! what can you possl-
bly mean?"—this In butrered tones of
the gentlest expostulation. 5

*“l mean just about what I say., You
have smashed Chlawassee Consoldat-
ed, and now ¥ou are going oif to leave
my father to hold the bag, Or, rather,
1 should say, vou are taking the bag
with you.™

“Why, Thomas—you must be losing
Your mind! You've—you've heen
studying too hard; that's it—the term
work up there in Boston has been too

<« mu¢h for you."

“Cut it out, Mr. Farley,” sald Tom,
savagely, all the Gordon fighting blood
ginging in his veins, “You've got a
thing to do, and it is going to be done
before you leave America. Will you
talk straight bLusiness, or not?"

“And if I decline to discuss business
matters with a rude school-boy?" he
intimated mildly.

“Then it will be rather the worse for
you,"” was the defiant rejoinder. “Act-
fng for my father and the minority
stockholders, 1 shall try to have you
and your son held in America, pending
gn expert examination of the com-
pany's affulers"" ;

It was a long shot, with S. thousand
chances of missing, 1f there WasADY>
thing eriminal in the Farley adminis-
tration, the evidences were doubtless
well buried, But Tom was looking
deep into the shifty blus eyes of his
gntagonist when he fired, and he saw
that he ‘had not wholly missed. Non=
the less, the presldent attempted
carry It off lightly.

“What do you think of this, Vin-
cent?" he sgid. tuming to his son.
“Here I8 Tom Gordog—our Tom—ialk-
ing wildly aboutl Investigations and -~
rests, and I don't know what all; Shail
we give him his breakfast and send
him back to school?

Tom cut in quickly before Vincent
could make o reply. !

“If vou're sparring to ganfn time, It's
o use, Mr. Farley. I mean what T say,
and ¥Ym dead In earnest” Then he
tried another long shot: “1 “tell you
right now we've had thip thing cpcked
and primed ever since we feund oul
what you and Vincent meant to do. Wou
must turn over the control of Chlimwas-
gee Consolldated, legally and formally,
to my father before you go aboard the
Hultie, or—you don't go abéard!"

“Laot me undergtand,” sald the treas-
urer, cutting In. “Are you nccusing us
of crima?"

“You will ind oul what the accusn-
tion s, later on"” sald Tom, taking yet
another cartridge™from the long-raoge
box. “What I want now I8 a, plala,
straightforward yes or no, It either”uf
you is capable of saying "

The president took his son aslde.

“Do yvou suppose Dyckman has been
talking too much?”’ he asked, hurrledly,

Vinocent shook his hdad, )

“You can't tell * * * it looks &
Hitle rocky. Of course, we had a right
to do as we pleased with our own, but
we don’t want to have an upfriendly
construction put on things,™

“But they can't do anyvthing!™ pro-
tested the president. “Why, 1Y be per-
rfectly willing to turn over my private
papers, if they were asked fort™

“Yey of course. Bul there would be
misconstruction. There 4s that con-
traet with the combinution; for exam-
ple; wa had g right to manlpulate
things so we'd have to close down, and’
i1t might not transpire that we made
fmoney by dolpg It. But, on the otlher
hand, it might leak out and there'd he
no end of & row. Then there s anoth-
er thing: there Is somebody behind this
who Is blgger than the old soldier ur
this young football tough. It's toe
nlesly timed.”

“But you wouldn't turn the property
over to Gordon, would you?”

The younger man's smile was a mere
sontortion of the Ups. “It's & suckod
orapge,” he sald. “Let the old mun'y
have it. He may work a miracle of
some sort and pull out alive. 1 should
oall it & snap, and take him up too

—*?

quick. 1If he wins ou m

better for all Nnc‘u-nedt: g:m ‘:!o:mm:
why, we left the property entirely in
his hands, and he snfashed It. Don™t
you see the beauty of g™

The presldent wheeled short on Tom.

“What you may think you are extort-
Ing, oy desr boy, you are.gelng to get
through sheer googewill and.n désire
to give your father ®yery chance in tho
world,” he said, blandly., “We discuss-
ed the plan of electing Rlm vice preals
dent, with power to ret, before we lef:
home, Hut there ssemad to be some ob-
Jections. We are willlng to glve him
full control—and this altogether apart
from any foollgh threats you have seen
fit to make. Hring your legal counsel
to Room 327 after broakfast an® wa
will go through the formalities, Avs
you satisfied?”

“T shall be a lot betfer satisfied after
the fact,” said Tom, bluntly; and he
turned away to avold mesting Major
Dabney and the ladles, who were com-
Ing from the elevator to join the two
early risers. He had, seen next to
nothing of Ardea Quring the three Boa-
ton years, and would  willingly have
seén more, But the new manhodbd was
warning him that time was short, and
th_nt he must not mix business with
sentiment. So Ardea saw nothing but
his basck, which, curlously enough, she
falled to recognize.

Picking up his cab at the curb, Tom
had himself driven qulickly to the of-
fice of the corporation lawyer whose
name he had obtalned from Mr. Clark-
son the day before, and with whom he
had made a wire appointment bafore
leaving Boston. The attorney was
walting for him, and Tom stated the
case succinctly, adding a brief of the
interview which had just taken place
at the hotel,

"You say they agreed to your pro-
posal?” pbserved the lawyer. “Did Mr.
Farley indlcate the method?”

“No."

“Have you a copy of the by-laws of
your company ™

Tom produced the packet of papers
recelved that morning from his father,
and handed the required pamphlet to
Mr. Croswell, -

“H'mi—ha! the usual form. A stock-
holders’ meeting, with a resolution,
would be the simplest way out of it;
but that can't be held without the pub-
lished call. You say your father is a
stockholder?” ¥

“He has four hundred and three of
the original one thousand shares. 1
hold his proxy.” y Y s

The attorney smiled shrgwdly.

*You are A very remarkable young
man. You seem to have come pre-
pared at all polats.”

The conference in Room 327, Fifth
Avenue Hotel, held while the carriages
were walting to take the steamer party
to the pler, was brief and businesslike,
Something to Tom's aurprise, Major
Dabney was present; and a lttle later
he learned, with a ahbck of resentment,
that the Major was also a minority
stockholder in the moribund Chiawas-
seg Consolidated. The master of Deer
Trace was as gracious to Caleb Gor-
don'sr son a8 only a Dabney knew how
to be,

“Nothing could -give me greateh
pleasure, my deah boy, than this plan
of having youh father In command at
Gordonia,” he beamed, shaking Tom's
hand effusively, “Thope you'll havé us

all made milllonalhs when we get back,

home agaln;'] do,'for a faet, suh”
Tom smlled snd shook his head,
“It looks prejty black, just now, Ma-

fjor. T'm afrald we'rée in for rough
westhern"
The leave-takings were  brief. and

somewhat constriined, sgvé those of
the genlal Major. Tom pleaded busl-
pess, further business. with his attor-
ney, when the Major would have had
him wait to tell the Indies good-by.
hénpe he saw, no more of the tourists
after the confersnce hroke up.

Not to lose time, Tom took a noon
traln back to. Boston, first wiring his
father to try and keap things In order
ut Gordonla for another week at 4il
hazards, Winning back to the technl-
cal school, he plunged ance more Into
the examination wHirlpnol, dolng -his
best to forget Chiswassesd Consolidat-
ed and its mortal sickness for the time
belng, and succeading s well that he
passed with colors fiying. b

But the schoebl task done, he turned
down the old leaf, pasting-it firmly In
plice. Telegraphing his father to mesi
him, on the morning of the third day
following, &t the stution In South Tre-
degar, he dllowed himpelf - a few houry
for a run up the North Shore and a
conferehioe with he Michigan itrom
King: after which he turned his face
southward and was soon speeding 'o
the battle-Neld through a land by this
time shaking to its Industrms founda-
tions In the throes of the panie earth-
quake,
. CHAPTER XV,

As eanrly as 1 o'clock In the arfter-
noon, the older’ Helgerson, acting os
day walchman at the iron-works, had
wpened the greant gard gales, and the
men bLegun to gather. by twos and
threes and in Uttle capcusing knots on
the sand floor of the huge, iroh-roored
foundry buillding, BSomé of thé more
hesdful sat to work making seats of
the wooden flask frames and boltom
bosrds; and in the ppuring apace front-
ing one of the cupelas they bhullt n
rough-and-ready phatform out of the
same materials.

As the numbors increased the men
fell ‘ato groups, dividing first on the
golor-line, and then by trades, with the
white miners In the majority and doing
manst of the talking.

“What's all this buzzin’ about young
Tom,” queried one of the men In the
miners’ ocaucus. “Might' nlgh every
other word with old Caleb waas, “Tom,
my son. Tem' Why, I ricollest him

when he wasn't no more'n knee-high

te n bop-toad!®
: %L you bet your life he's a heap

highen'n that now,” sald another, who
had chanoed to be at the station when
the Gordons, father and son, left the
train together, “He's a half a head
taller than the old man, an' bullt ke
one o' Maje' Dabney's thoroughbrodu
But I reckon he aln't nothin' but a
school-boy, for all o' that"

“Garsr-r!" spat a third.
one kid 100 many in this
along."

“Yes, chimed In a fourth, a "huckle-
berry” miner from the Bald Mountaln
district. *T don't Lelleve the old man
knowa, himeelf, He fit around and ft
around, talkin® to me, and never sald
nothin' more'n that there was goin' to
be a meotin' here at 2 o'clock, and Tom
—l-—-hln son Tom—was goln' to speak to
£

Tom and hils father entersed the
bullding from the cupola slde, and Tom
mounted the Ausk-built platform whils
the men were scaltoring to find seats
He made a goodly fAgure of young
manhood, standing at ease on the pile
of frames untll gqolet should prevall,
and the glances flung up from the
throng of sworkmen were friendly rath-
er than eritical. When the time came,
ha begun to speak guletly, but with a
cartaln masterful quality in his volce
that unmistakably construined atten-
tion.

“I suppose you have all been told
why the works are shut down—why
¥ou are out of a job In the middle of
summer; and I understand you are nol
fully satisfied with the reason that was
given—hard times, You have been say-
Ing among yourselves that if the presl-
dent and the treasurer could go off on
a holiday trip to Burope, the situation
couldn't be so very desperate, Isn’t
that so?"

“That's so; you'vé hit It in the head
first ocrack out o' the box,” was the
swift reply from a score of the men.

“Good: then we'll gettle that point
before we go any further. 1 want to
tell you men that the hard times aro
liere, sure enough. We are all hoping
that they won't last very long; but the
fact remalns that the wheels have
stopped. Let me tell you: I've just
come down from the North, and the
streety of the citles up there are full of
Idle men. All the way down here 1
didn't see a single (ron-furnace In
blast, and those of you who have been
over to South Tredegur know what the
conditlions are there, Mr. Farley has
goneé to Europe bocause he Dbelieves
there is nothing to be done here, and
the facts are on his side. For anybody
with money enough to live on, this I8 &
mighty good time to take n vacation

There was A murmur of protest,
volelng Itself generally in a denisl of
the possibillty for men who wrought
with thelr hands and ate in the sweal
of thelr brows,

“1 know that,” was Tom's rejoinder.
“Some of us can't afford to take a lay-
off; I ean't, for one. And that's why
we are here this afternoon. Chlawas-
s¢e can blow in agaln and stay in blast

“We've had
outfiy, all

| If we've all got nerve enough to hang

on. If we start up and go on making
pig, It'll be on a dead market and we'll
have to sell It at a loss or stack [t In
the yvards,. We can't do the first, and
I needn't tell you that it is golng 10
take a mighty long purse to do the
stacking. It will be all outgo and uno
Income, If A d

“Spit it out,” called Ludlow, from the
forefront of the miners' division. "I
reckon we all know what's comin’.”

“It's a case of half a loaf or no bread.
If Chianwassee blows in agaln, it will
be on horrowed money. If you men
will take half-pay in cash and half in
promises, the promised half to be pald
when we can sell the stacked pig, we
go on. If not, we don't. Talk it over
among vourselves and let us have your
decislon.”

There was hot caucusing and a falr
Imitation of pandemonium on the foun-
dry floor following this bhembu-hurling,
and Tom sat down on the edge of the
platform to glve the men time Caleb
Gordon sat within arm's reach, nursing
his knee, diligently saying nothing. It
was Tom, undoubtedly, hut 8 Tom who
hgd become a citizen of another world,
a newer world than the ong the ex-ar-
tilleryman knew and Heed In. He—
Caleb—had freely pradioted a riot as
the result of the half-pay proposal;
vet Tom had appled the match and
there was no explosion. The buzing.
argulng groups were not riotous—-only
flercely questioning.

{To be continued.)

Marriage Mer Only Recourse,

In factorfes of the lower type Lhe
glr] oparative s almost certain of dis-
comfort, nervous exhauation, diseass
and premature old age. The lottery of
marrigge offers her a way of escape
from these things, says Robert Haven
SchauMer, In Success Magazine. So
she =scapes, but at some risk to her
self, to the community and to the
Amerlen of the next generation

How do Ameridan factory girls feel
about the marriage question?

Rather dublous. All in all, they con-
glder matrimony a profound [allure.
So far ag 1 c¢an determine, only three
of them In every ten belleve that more
marrisges turn out happlly tham up-
happily. '

But there s anothér guestion about
which many scem to be still more du-
bious, That is the gquestion of staying
single.

“Marry?"

Halen D. burst for & moment into
eymical laughter. Then the weary lines
came back around her mouth.

“Why, I'd marry anyone to get out
of this™

She was just seventeen and small
for her age, but her features looked
twenty-seven, Bhe stooped and
coughed Incessantly, and her worn 1t
tle hands would not be still

’ The Yell DId It

“Your boy ls home from college, T
m.“

“Yr‘l,“

“Blek 1

“Sore throat"

*Yell was too much for him, I gup
pose,'—Yonkers Blatesman.

Every mind has its cholee between
trpth and repose. Take which you
please—you can never have both.-—

Her Stuttering
Suitor
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Up to the age of 18 Roy Ches
ter could talk as fast and aa weall ns
any youth in the land, Then the
gshadow fell. He found himself In
love with a schoolgirl und began to stut-
ter. The medleal Journals say that
such cascs are rare, but are be met
with occaslonally.

Young Chester not only stuttered
to tha girl, but to his teacher, his
parenis and brothers and slsters and
others. It was looked upon ns A nov:
eity at first; then It becama perious
he eould not say “dog” without hang-
Ing on to the "d." A doctor Wwas
called In. He oxamined throat,
tongue, larynx and palate, and sald
it was n caso where the nerves of
basbhfulness had overcome the nerves
of cheek, or something to that effect,
and he doubted if It ever could be
cured. The only thing that would
work a cure would be some gEreat
peril coming on the vietim suddenly
—s0 suddenly as to stun him for a
moment. This would give & sort of
back-action twist to certaln nerves
and muscles, and the stutter would
take Its departure.

The youth suffered as the years
went on and he grow (o manhood.
That stutter kept him out of soclety.
It kept him from making new ao-
gqualntances, It made a recluse of
him. Many of his friends predictad
that he would commit sulcide before
he reached man’s estate, but this did
not occur. The vietim lved In hope.
In ftact, he went about looking for
the great perfl and sudden shock that
was to effect a cure, Whether It
would come in the shape af a police
man bearing down on him with his
club, & reckless auto or a street car
colllglon no one could say.

Roy Chester was 22 years old
when he was Induced to Dbecome
a pupll in a stuttering school In a
New England town. In that same
town there was a Yyoung ladies’
school, and In that school was Mlss
Minnle Schooleraft, only daughter of |
the retired Colonel Schoolernft of
Beach Haven, Fuate sent her to the
postoflice one day when AMr., Chester

SIS

—
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“8-s-s-speak, S-ssmrl” Commandea
the Colonel,

was thero Fate caused her o asg
l_l!m If the noon mall had gone out.
Off came hia hat, the bLlood rush-

Ing to his cheeks, and he stuttered out
that he d-d-d-d-d-ld—n't k-k-know

It was the first time Miss Mlonle
had ever heard a man stutter, There
was something captivating about it
to her. It was orighnnl, It was
unigque, It was a hundred tlines bt
ter than & mere "don't koow." Bhe
returned thanks and smiled

When there are a groat many good.
looking girls going to a posiofiice
more or less frequently, there will be
& good reason why more or
young men will drop Into the same
place. Thus It was In the New Eng-
land town. Somebow they gel  1n-
troduced and become acguainted, and
the world seems brighter all around.

In time Miss Schooleraft and Mr.
Chester hecame nequuinted He was
bashfulness itself, and he had little
to eay. The school wasn't dolng for
him what he hoped. Even when he
fell In love he reallzed that it was
i hopeless case. It was not until aft
er he had been asspred over and
over agaln that he had u delightryl
vernacular that he took eournge, |f
that peril would only come and Elve
him the longed-for sudden shock! He
hoped for it when he luy down ui
night, and he hoped for It when he
got up in the morning.

And then vacatlon eame and he
and Miss Minnle were separated, He
could write without stuttering, and
he did write. It was ome of his jet.
ters that the girl's mother found and
carrled to ber father, The colonal
read every last word of It, and then
called his daughter up to nsk:

“Who 1s this fellow who writes love
to you?™

“Puapa, he's just the nicest young
man you ever heard of,” was the re
ply. “We are engaged.”

“Never! You can't be!
bas not been asked,”

lewy

My consent

wants to walt untll his stuttering fa
better.”

#gtutter! Do you meansto tall me
he stutters?” thundered the colonel.

*Yos, pApa, and IU's Just the nloest
stutter. you ever heard. [ only wish
you could hear him say: ‘L-klook at
t-t-the @e-s8 pet—sot—ting sasun,
Iklove” You would be positively
charmed.”

“Holy smoke! He stutters! He
wants to be my son-n-aw, and he
stutters! Drop it! Drop It or I'l
lock you up!™

“Hut, papa, the doctors told him

long ago that if he met with a sud-
dep—"
“I say drop It! 1 want my son-in
Inw to enter the army, How oan a
stutterer glve the word of com-
mand?  You write to him that you
are done with this filrtation,”™

The command was flat, and must
be obeyed. That is, some daughters
would have oboeyed it. Mlss Mionle
kept on writing whenever she had a
chance, and never even hinted that
her father was a terrible man, . Mr,
Chester was Informed by lotter just
what bhotel In the Katskllis the fam-
lly was going to for six woeks, and
he was Inyvited to make his appear-
ance, and love did what monay
couldn't have hired him to do, He
journeyed down there. Miss Minnle
wns on the watch for bim, while the
doughty c¢olonel wasn't. The latter
was passing his days and evenings
on thae veranda telllng war stories
to Interested llsteners, Miss Minnle
waa truthful and ingenious. As she
and young Mr, Chester sat on & bench
in tha twilight she asked:

“Roy, do you love mai"

He nodded his head and tightened
his hold on her arm,

“You will have to ask pap If we
can be married. Papa's an awful man.
Have you the courgge?

She felt bim shudder, .

“Oh, but you must have. After
broakfast In the morning you must
meet hlm as he walks out™

“But 1 stut-tut-ter."

“I don't care for that. That was
why 1 first fell In love with you,
Just talk right up to papa, You must,
or we can never be married, Come
on and 1 will show him to you."

After breakfast next morning
Colonel Schoolernft walked out.  Bo
did Koy Chester. Love was dolng
what wild horses could not have ac-
complished, The colonel had pro-
ceeded as far as the spot ealled The
Bowlders when he heard a step be-
hind him and turned to see the Young
man. Roy was pale faced and his
chin was shaking. Something warn-
ed the colonel that he stood face to
face with the stutterer who wanted to
be his sor-in-law, He had given his
orders and supposed tho case had
been droppad, but here was the young
man.

“It's you, Is 1t?" shouted the man
of war as he ralsed his cane and put
on a terribie look.

Roy made po reply. His bhour of
peril had come at last. The sudden
shock was here. He knew that a
queer feeling was creeping over him,

“Ss-sspenk wssssir!” commanded
the colonel. “Are you not tt-t-that
stu—ut—torer?”

“No, sir!"” calmly replied Roy.

The doctors had been right.

“B-b-but w-w.who are
then?”

“Mr. Chester! Colonel, please
don't get exelted I wish to have =&
few minutes’ conyersation with you.“

“B-b-but w-w-what sils me?

“You are somoewhat uxcited, sir, and
you stutter.”

“I-b-but, [—l—never sastul—ut—
vred  before. W-ow-what has h-h-hap-
pened to man-me

In 24 hours, by lying In bed and
keeping very qulet and only speaking
when positively necessary, the colos
nel recovered,  Then young Mr, Ches-
ter wag sont for, The talk lasted two
hours, and nt the end of It Miss Min.
nie was heard to excladm:

"Ob, Hoy, you bad soch & beautiful
stulter, and now it's gone, but 1 think
[ can love you just the same, At
least, I'l} try my best!™

y-y-you,

Malled Letter In Waste Paper Box.

“Jist sendin' a few dollars to the
folks ut homs,” sald Joseph Jensen, a
young man of Berryville, Ky., as he
dropped a letter contnining a $20 bill
into & wakle paper recepticle.

“Sending money to the [folks at
Lhome?' asked a bystander, “That's a
funny way to mall a letter containing
INONEeY,

“Whyt

“That's a waste paper box," sald
the bystander,

Joseph's long nrm went into the red
box with lightning-like rapidity. In
u momgnt all the frult sking and trash
In the box vere on the pavement, The
vialusble letter waas recovered and the
slople hearted countrymnn danced for
joy untll ordered by a polleeman o
‘et busy and plek up that stur.”

Juseph 18 n tall youth of twenty-two,
Washington is the firat ¢ty he was
aver in. He was born and bred In
Herryville, among the Kentucky moun-
taing, and hdd never loft that hamlet
until he was called to Charlottesville,
Pa., severil days ago to recolve a few
hundred dollars bequeathed him by an
aged uncle.~Washington Herald,

Foxy Guy.

"How dld you make Miss Passay
think that you were the finest fellow
on earth?™

“I sent her 20 beautiful roses on her
thirtieth birthday."

il Its Nature,
“ auty parlor business ough!
to be n big blufl” :
“Why so?"
“Becauss it is a skin game that con-
trives to put & good face on the mat

“Rar it will be some day. Roy

ter.”
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