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“Some people’s easlly upset here In
he cupola,” tapplog his brimless cover-
“I wouldn't want to glve you

Q.
bain fever. I don't hate you bad
Flul:lgll."

“Well, move on, You ain't wanted
Found here, It may get me into trou-
¢ If I'm seen foollng away my time
h you."
T hope It will,” remarked Branyon's
y, Augustus, with cordlal 111 will
e was liternlly bursting with the Im-
rtonce of the facts which he possess.
, and Clarence’'s Indlfference gave
n no opening,
‘What will you bet there ain't a
ike?"
‘1 ain't betting this morning” sald
arence blandly, “but If there is one
are ready for it. You bet the hands
o't cateh us napping. We are ready
r 'em any time and all the time."
s, dellvered with a large alr, Im-
eosed Splde exceedingly.
‘Hove you sent for the militia
dy?” he asked anxiously.
"That's saying,” noting the effect of
words. “I can’t go blabbing about,
llng what the rond's up to, but we
awake, and the hands wlll get it
the neck If they tackle the boss.”
o Clarence, Oakley was the most
st person he had ever known. HHe
glously belleved his position to be
y second in point of importance and
fver to that of the president of the
ited States. He was wont to lnvest
n with purely lmaginary attributes
i1 to lle about him at u great rate
ong his comrades, who were ready
credit any report touching a man
o was reputed to be able to ride on
cars without a ticket. Human
ndeur had vo limits beyond this,
here was & meeting lost night. 1
you dido't know that,” sald Splde,
heard something of it. Was your
her at the meeting, Spide? he ask-
| dropping his tone of hostility for
| of gracious famillarity, The urchin
nptly crossed the diteh and stood
Is side.
f course the old man was. You
t suppose he wouldn't be In It?
h, well, let 'em kick. You see the
{s ready for 'em,” remarked Clur-
indifferently. He wanted to know
t Splde knew, but he didn't feel
he could afford to show any spe-
interest. “Where you golng—swim-
" he added.
ep.” But Splde was not ready to
) the fascinating subject of the
e. He wished to nstonish Clarence,
was altogether too knowing.
he meeting wnas In the room over
Britt's saloon,” he volunteered.
suppose you think we dida't know
it the office. We got our sples out.
te nin't nothing the hands can do
in't on to." .
de wrote his Initials in the soft
of the ditch with his big toe while
veditated on what he could tell

ell, sir, you'd 'e’ been surprised if
'a’ been there."

‘as you there, Splde?’
'p_n
h, come off; you can't stuff me ™
was, too, there. The old lady sent
pwn to fetch pap home. She wus
A bhe'd get full. Joe Btokes was
, and Lou Bentlck and & whole
of others, and Griff Wyder.”
rence gnsped with astonishment.
t, he ain't one of the hands."”
ell, he's on thelr side."
hat you glving us?”
¥, they are going to make a stiff
pn old man Oakley working in the
L They got it In for him good and
g" He paused to welgh the eof-
i this and then went on rapldly:
{ done something. Ryder knows
it. He told my old man and Joe
8. They say he's got to get out,
‘s a4 convieted erlmminal auyhow
pat do you want to know that for,
7' questioned the artful Clarence,
great presence of mind,
all, that's what old man Oakley is.
«d Ryder say so myself, and pap
oe Btokes just kicked them :lves
se they hadn't noticed it before,
ipose. My, but they were hot!
rou'll see fun tomorrow. I should
¢ surprised If they sent you all
.g.n
ence was swelllng with the de-
) tell Oakley what he hnd beard.
ok the part of a pack of clga-
from his pocket.
ve one?" he sald.
e promptly avalled himself of his
nion's liberality.
11, so long,” the latter added; “I
get back” And & moment later
ght have been seen making his
autiously in the direction of the
while S8pide, his battered hat
his arm and the cigarette cluteh-
one hand, was skipping gayly
the cornfield toward the creek,
»d by Pink, He was bound for
3idy,” a swimming hole bhis
had charged him on no sccount
L Under these pecullar eireum-
i it was guite impossible for him
Jder sny other spot.

CHAPTER XL
AY," Clarence blurted out,
“there's golog 1o be & strike!”
Onkley glanced up from his
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l “What's that

Clarence 7'

“There's golng to be a strike, Mr.

Oakley."

Dan smiled good naturedly at the
| boy.
| "1 guess that has blown over, Clar
| ence,” he sald kindly.

“No, It aln't. The men had a meet-
Ing last night. It was in the room over
Juck Britt's saloon. I've Just been
 talking with a fellow who was there.
He told me.”

“Bit down,” sald Oakley, pushing a
chalr toward him,

“Now, what Is It?" as soon as he was
sented,  And Clarence, editing his
reminiscences ns he saw ft, gave a
tolerably truthful account of hils con-
vergntlon with S8plde. 'The source of
his Informatlon, its general incomplete-
ness and the frequent divergences oo
casloned by the boy's attempt to ln-
corporate Into the narrative n gatisgfac-
tory reason for his own presence In the
yards, did not detract from Its value
in Oakley's estimation. The mere fact
that the men bad beld a meeting was
In {tself significant, Buch a thing wus
new to’ Antloch, as yet unvisited by la-
bor troubles,

“What s that you say about my fa-
ther? For he had rather lost track
of the story and caught at the sudden
mention of his father's name.

“Spide says they got It in for him. I
can't just remember what he did say.
1t was something or other Griff Ryder
knows ubout him. It's funny, but It's
clean gone out of my head, Mr, Oakley."

Oakley started. What could Ryder
know about his father? What could
any one know?

He was not left long in doubt. The
next morning shortly after he arrived
at the office he heard the heavy shuf-
fling of many feet on the narrow plat-
form outslde his door, and a deputation
from the carpenter shop led by Joe
Stokes and Branyon entered the room.
IFor a moment or so the men stood in
abashed sllence about the door and
then moved over to his desk.

Oankley pusbed back his chair and as
they approached came slowly to his
feet. There was a hint of anger In his
eyes. The whole proceeding smacked
of Insolence. The men were In their
shirt sleeves and overalls and had on
their hats. Stokes put up his hand and
took off his hat. The others accepted
this ns a signal and one after another
removed thelrs, Then followed &8 mo-
mentary sbuffiing as they bunched
closer. Several who looked as if they
would just as soon be somewhere else
breathed deep and hard, The office
force—Kerr, Holt and Mlss Walton—
suspended thelr wvarlous tasks and
stood up se as not to miss anything
that was sald or done,

Stokes took a step forward and clear-
ed his throat as if to spenk. Then.he
looked at his comrades, who looked
back thelr encounragement at him.

“Wea want & word with you, Mr, Oak-
ley," sold he,

“What have you to say?"’

“Well, alr, we got a grievance,” be-
gun Stoltes weakly, but Branyon push-
ed him to one side hastlly and took his
place, He was a stocklly bullt Irish-
American, with plenty of nerve and a
loose tongue. The men nudged each
other, They knew Mike would have
his say.

“It's just this, Mr. Oakley: There's
a man in the carpenter#shop who's got
to get out,. We won't work with him
no longer!"

“That's right,” muttered one or two
of the men under thelr breath.

“Whom do you mean?’ asked Oakley,
and his tone was tense and strenuous,
for he knew. There was an awkward
sllence. Branyon fingered his hat a
trifle nervously. At last he sald dog-
godly:

“The man who's got to go Is your [a-
ther”

“Why?' asked Oakley, sinking his
volce, He guessed what was coming
L.t but the question seemed dragged
from him. He had to ask it

“We got nothing against you, Mr.
Oakley, but we won't work In the same
shop with a convicted criminal.”

“That's right,” muttered the chorus
of men agaln,

Oakley's face flushed scarlet. Then
every scrap of color left it.

“(Get out of here!” he ordered hotly.

“Don’t wa get our answer?’ demand-
ed Brenyon,

While the interview was In progress
MeClintock had entered and now stood
at the opposite end of the room, an at-
tentlve listener.

“No!"* cried Oakley hoarsely. “I'li
put whom I please to work In the
shops. Leave the room, all of youl"

The men retreated before his fury,
thelr self confidence ratber dashed by
it. Onpe by one they backed sheeplshly
out of the door, Branyon being the last
to lenve. As be guitted the room he
ealled to Dan:

“We'll glve you untll tomorrow to
think It over, But the old man's got
to go."

MeClintock promptly followed Brao-
yon, and Clarence darted after him.
He was In time to witness the uncork-
ing of the mnster mechanic's vials of
wrath and to hear the hot exchange of
words which followed.

you are telling me,

Huckleberry numbered, Branyon,” he
sald, “I'm hanged it I'll have you un-
der we after this!”

“You can count your days with the d

gee  abount that!™ retorted l
“Talk's cheap” ]

“WeTl
Branyon roughly.

“What's the old man ever done to | |

you, you Infernal loafer?"

“SBhut up, MIllt, and keep your shirt
on!” said Stokes In what he Intended
should be concllintory tones. "We only
want our rights."”

“We'll have "em, too!” sald Branyon,
shaking h!s bhead ominously., “We nin't
dagoes or Polacks; we're American
mechanies, and we know our rights.”

“You're a sneak, Branyon! What's
he ever done to you? You needn’t be
so particular about the old man's rec-
ord. You know as much sbout the in-
side of & prison us he does."”

“You're a llar!” Nevertheless Me-
Clintock s=poke only the ftruth, At
Branyon's last word he smashed his |
fist lnto the middle of the carpenter's |
sour visage with a heavy, slckening
thud. No man ecalled bim a lar and
got nway with It
“Cioe!™ gnsped the closely attentive
but critical Clarence. *“What a soak-
er!” DBranyon fell up agninst the side
of the bullding near which they were
standing. Otherwise he would have
gone hls length upon the ground, and
the hands rushed In between the two
e,

Stokes and Bentick dragged thelr
friend away by main strength, The
affalr bad gone far enough. They

didn't want n fight.

MeCQlntock marched Into the ofice,
crossed to the water cooler and filled
himself a tumbler; then he turned an
unruilled frout on Oaliley,

“1 guess we'd better chuek those fel-
lows—flre "em out bodlly, the Impudent
cusges!  What do you say, Mr., Oak-
ley 2"

But Dan was too demoralized to con-
slder or even reply to thls. He was
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feeling a burning sense of shame and
disgrace. The whole town must know
his father's hlstory or some garbled
version of It. Worse still, Constance
Emory must know. The pride of his
respectabllity was gone from him. He
felt that be had cheated the world of
a place to which he had no right, and
now he was found out. He could not
face Kerr mor Holt nor MeClintock.
But this was only temporary. He
couldn't stand among his rulns. Men
gurvive disgrace and outllve shame just
as they outllve sorrow and suffering.
Nothing ever stops. Then he recog-

nized that, since his secret had been

STEA

M. P. Pendergrhss,

E LYER

lfuter

wrested from him, there was no long-
er discovery to fear. A sense of free-

dom and rellef came when he reallzed
this, The worst had happened, and bhe
could atill go on. How the men had
learned about his father he could not
understand, but instinet told him he
had Ryder to thank. Following up the
clew Kenyon had given him, he had
carefully looked Into Roger Oakley's
record, a matter that simply Involved
a little correspondence.

He had told Branyon and Stokes only
what he saw fit and bad pladged bim-
self to support the men In whatever | .

action they took, He would drive Onk-
ley out of Antioch. That was one of
his motives. He was nlso bent on cul
tivuting ns great o measure of person-
al popularity as he could. It would be
usoful to Kenyon and so advantageous
to himself, The congressmun had

large ambitions, If he brought his
campalgn to n successful Issue It would
make him a power in the state. Count-
Ing on this victory, Ryder had mapped
out hlg own eareer. Kenyon had force
and courage, but his Judgment and tact
were only of a sort. Ryder asplred to
supply the necessary brailns for his
complete success, Neediess to say,
Kenyon knew nothing of these benev-
olent Intentlons on the part of his
friend., He could not possibly have be-
lleved that be required snything but
voles,
Oakley turned to Clarence.

“Run into the carpenter shop and see
if you can find my father. If he s
there ask him to come here to me At
onee,”

The boy wus abgent gnly a few mo-
ments. Roger Oakley had taken off
his work clothes and bad gone uptown

before the men left the shop, He had

.
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not returned,

Dan closed his desk and put on his |
hat, |
“] am going to the hotel," he sald to
Kerr. “If anybody wants to see me
you cun tell them I'll be back this aft-

ernoon ™

(To be continued.)
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