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| THE PEACE OFFERING

By OCTAVE THANET
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(Copyright by 8 B McClure & Oo)
HE sirike had s edge on when
Miftin Wallass came to Burmn-
nide on hig Nrst dotall ns & re-
portar.

ST T CTeay omwe of pull* sparied the man

rran who had expected the assignment;
*well, he'll make & holy mess of L™
~= fAut thersln he was wrong twice. Tt
was not a onse of influence, although
Martin's father was a groat friend of
the propristor; it was given the young
fellow booause owe of the editors had
tuken a famcy te hig stories In the
Xarvard Advocate. Neither did Martin
woake & mess of the Burnside strike
For the latter good fortune he had old
Oliver Jones to thank, at least in part.
Jie mady Ollvey's BequAInTtance Nis rnreat
afternoon in town. Tho ririke wes two
woeks old that day, which was time
enough for the amall tradesmen (o be
Jooking sharply after credits, and the
“ wives to be ordering cautiously: time
< emough for the Jline of policeman
bristling outaids the great dingy bulk
of the steel mills o bave grown odious
and menscing; time snough for the
, teascless olutter of the rolls, day and
' might, u_i"m and day, to taunt the idle
men: “You are gone, but we -don't
stop!

We won't stop!”
7, for The pa E_ the black
v ohimneyy to glow & baleful sign of blood

and war, rtin passed domens of sullen
groups on his way down the wide, shady
village street that ended In the “mill
! district.” He heard mnatches of wild
- talk at every oormer.
o One young man's face arrested him.
13 because It was the only face
that he had seen that was not lowering;
~ " this face was simply sad.
e — _how's_the strike?™ said Mar-

' tin, while his quick took in all
__Ahe yonpg man's six t of splendid
" " muncles and his curly head. His fea-

. tures wers rather delloate for sugch a
‘big fellow. His e wera small, but
yeory i, and that sensitive gray

* which takes the hue of the light and

- the moment’s fealing. He guve Martin
a qul unresponsive glance in return.
On WA part, perhaps, he took in the

© other man's well-eut clothes, his slight

' stature, his limp and his reporter's pad

“It's -on,"™ he, coldly.

“Are you fellows going to win™*

“1 don't know."

“1 say"—Martin lnughed, with & sud-
. _en friendliness in ha face—"that isn't
the answer I sxpeeted. But maybe you
aron’t one of the sirilers?"

. “I'm & striker fast snough, but T'm
ot God Almighty; and I guess he's the
only one can tsll how things are going

1o shape themselves at this stage of the

-"_ol

“With that he brushisd off, ‘as éne who
fNid not seek-talk; he had not so much
as tumed his head to Martin's “1 hear
‘you are wery orderly——"

“ ¢ Murtin gave his attention to the peo-
Pple on the strests, The aoattered
sroups were slowly driftlag fn one di-
rection, toward the wriver, toward the

':z:l worka. The m”lm u]; ;:Ilh.

I midewalk opposile the 0 lce,
1 4t lined the strest—and walled,

Presontly the hig red pgates swunjp

open and a liltle oom y of poliee
WK pulses
+ ‘pricking. The crowd was like a hound

in & leash stralning forward, them

hauled back by some Invisible foree

“The scabs 8 coming!™ screamed a
child's pipe.

Behind the blus ranks Martin eonld
pee thelnew men undismayed, defying
the scowling faces and insulting ges-
tures, The olhers had bleached fuces
and hang-dog eyes. and slunk together
*They must have raked the slumas"
thought Martin. What surprised him
very much was the quiet of the crowd:
they scratched thelr wrists and gelled,
“Black alieep' and “Scabs'™ hers and
there, in scatlered volleys of abuse; hut
for the most part they looked om In
glowering wilence. Last of the men,
Just in fromt of the police, & man walked
alone. He was a man of another sort,
Apy one who knew ateelworkers could
tel]l at & glance that he was & vetaran
rteolman. He bad taken off his hat

9% Wipe HKig mee and hie bald RKead
which the August pun beaded with maois-

Ture. The face was roupd, florid, and

in spite 6f the dlscomfort and peril af

___his plight, had & kind of grin on It

Wis Téafhor-guaraad troussrs and biue
chacked shirt made the heavy gold
watchchaln dangiing over his shest look
fncongruous. ‘There were gray halrs
in the scanty, red-hrown fringe and
rtubby musiache, but his small gray
eyes were sparkling, and he walked as
lightly as a boy

No mopner 414 this man come In full
view of the crowd than an indesoribable
uproar broke out, ons long, furious yell,
“Beat!” “Scab™ ]

He retained the mame unruffled com-
porure. . The alr was full of threats
nnd oathas Why this one man was
ringled out more than the others Mar-
tin could not tell;  More out of curlos-
ity to know than for any other reason,
he turngd on his heel and fallowed the
* procession The naow men had a short
distance tn go—only to their boarding
house, which was behind a stockads
and patrolied by a policeman. But this
ane _man, &t & tuming ®ipped away
inta the stresis. Not unohsarved, for

& _dozen_men lefl the crowd. te follow
" lhim, offering no vislence, but shouting

“Boeah!™ apd “Traitor!™

Al the same momant the striker with
whao Martin bhad talked and another
man. a tg]) man in & rod whirt, ran pasi
the otbhers and joined the cause of the
orids,

“No swiping!” oalled the man in the
rod shirt, whoe showed te Martin n
fNushed, black-hearded face and a huge
_swinglog fist.  "You let him alone!”

The words were, addressed o twns or
three of the erowd who had pleked up
ptonoe -and were In advance of the
othern.

The st of the érowd hurled a brick.
oalling that he'd kill a scab as qulck as

Lo nmad dog.  Instantly the big flst was
S5 An his face.
—te NY erled the man 1n the red
Ahirt, "You kpow the orders.  Drop It
. you Toof?™
“And yon keep aff!” shoutsd the ather
o wivilger, his companion. to the next as-
rallant.

“Aw, Tat ‘em both come on and ses

how 1 Aght,” auld the porrsued man,
w7 who hisd fa sbout and was putting uy
S Wie fists with &
v h
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and wilder was her shrill voloe, scream-
ing: “Noll Jones, 1 ain't under orders.

blnck-hearted traltor!*

Hoth the men who had come to Noll
donent-anwtstancy” TUFREA to cafch her
t?nt:::'um: :u;' Muartin, who was the
nim L on L her wrist, whirllng her
fabout, "'mn“*m do IL" sald he, "I'm
& reporter, and
papers, and I'd
BAY YOou were no

“Ye would, wa ¥#? Ya little limp-
g poodle dog!™ .She made a dart at
him with her teeth It an excean of fury.
MArtin held her off from him; he was
ytronger than he looked. Je shook hin
head at
have pulled the woman a . A

“What good will 1t do Jn:’!u'll.'-nr
youy, either, to scrateh me or call’ me
bad- mames and maks me su that
you are not & decent woman?'—eo he
continuad eoolly, although his cheelt was
hot, for he did mind his limping—
“you'll make me think you have been
Her B

r passion
it had swelled,
“‘and Tom Neal knows It, and

t
La.h fun of you and

collapsed am pwiftly as
“I win't then,” she an-

¥ dirty cops—"

“Pate got hurt yest , 1 guess,
when he was fighting drunk,” Interposed
the young man, Walden.

“Pete aln't a drinking man, Mr. Wal-
den; no he ain’'t. Any man would git
downhearted Iaying ‘round idls from
morning till night. He's got to go to
the saloon to git the news; and then
he takes & drop, and they git to talk-
ing, and he takes more'n he !
they all git exgited.”

“] guess you don't- do anything to
enlm him, Mra. Waters. 1 saw you at
every menting; and I guess yoi're On
the satredt s good deal”

The woman bridled, but she 4id net
,ﬂm!udc again. The man In the red
whirt sald something about t's being
bard on the women, too, i

“Of course, 1 know you're wanting the |
news; but I you'll 46 a lttle washing
instead of ru the streots, TN give
it t:.:ou." aaids Walden, \

», here's o dollar for the kidm”
sald Noll Jones. )

The woman struek the silver out of
his-hand and ran down the street.

Your money's blood on H, vou
soab!™" she oried; "but TIL take the
washing and thank you, Mr. Walden."

"She's a silly, viclent woman,” sald
Walden, with unex ted heat.

“Pshaw,"” sald 1, good-naturedly,
tpleking up the voln and dusting It witk
his finger tips; “what do [ oare for the
word! Judy's a good woman when she
Alnt's in & bad temper. But I'm obliged
to you, Mister Reporter, and to you Os-
Wr, and”—he hesitated, While his lips
twitched Into a wmile that seemed to

somn other emotion—"1t was—
say, I'm very much obliged to you,
Tom."” He turned to the tall man, whose
face flushed darkly as he dove his hands
into his pookeis, looking away from
Jones' outstretohed hand,

“We are running this strike in a de-
cent, orderly way, but | won't shake
hands with a seab, no matter who he
in!" sald he.

Jones winced, and the hisod mounted
to his forehead, but he kept hils reins
on his temper. “You'll see that differ-
ent some day, 1 guess”™ he replied:
“good afternoon; T'd ruther you wouldn't
wilk any farther with me, it might
rain your reputation.” The jrony In
the last words was the only sign he
gave that Tom's jeer had oul.

*I'll go with you, Noll,” sald Walden

“And I, if you'll let me,” sald Martin

“Thank you, boys,” sald Jones; “good-
bye, Tom.”

But Tom's back was swinging down
the street. He made no response,

Jones mnd ths others continued their
way, and Martin began to ask questions,
prefacing them with an apology, which
Noll Jones took In very good part. No,
he didn't mind talking about the strikes.
“My name's Noll Jonea. 1 gueas every-
body - in - Burneide knpwe- me. P o
roller at thesBurnside Hteel works, the
only roller who didn't strike. Thoy used
to call me a good fellow, now they call
me & traitor and & bloody, bluck-:rurtﬁl
scab,” He smiled amiably at Waldeny,
who uuaccnunu;? ilﬂi.il.'

“How did you eome to stick to the
Hurnside people when the others went
out™ asked Martin.

Noll chuokled. "Well, 1 guesa you'll
not undersiand much bettern 1 do, if
1 do tell you; and T ain't got It quite to
rights in my own head yel. It wasn't
exnotly because the boys are making
¥inder too big demands—though I guess
they are) still; T got n good-aized plle
lajd up, and 1 ean afford to lay by &
few months well enough, stay quiet,
wear my good clothes, and keep off the
street. and sure to git back when the
strike’'s over and nobody feelin' hard
‘Noll Jones ha wasu't ip none of the
rows,’ says the offlcers, ‘he was all for
law and order)’ and ‘Old Noll Jones ho

nlkod right out with the boys,' says the

oyn; and It would be friandly all ‘roun

And ‘'nuff sight sasler for me and Nan-
nlsi—nhe's my daughter, all the ehlild
I got, and_ her ma's dead. And. 'tain’t
that I mind the subseribing to the funds
't have to dor 've Always lHved Trae
and had something to throw In when
they passad the hat. Aln't I, Osear?”

“That's right,” sajd Oscar.

“No, 'twasn't any of them things
But you see 1 worked In the Burnside
mill ever since wg come over from
Wales, ma a little kid of 1%, And I'm
fi* yenre ol — 1T WAR théFs Wheén old
Fowter Burnside owned tho works. Say.
he was n good man, 1T know him waell,
Ha'd often stop and xive me a word
passing. T guess-it'a a bhd job he's dead,
too, The widder sold the works to hiy
rounins, him having no, child to speak
of —Jest & lawyxerl’ .

“Judge Fowler Burnside s a greal
Inwyer, you know.,"” Martin interposed.

“Mupybe; maybe — Nice map, 06, Bat
no ‘eount for a steel mill - No doubl,
though, Inwyers has theilr place, But '
didu’t know vounds. from ovals, and
whett be'd come tn 1o see Lhe mill T was
woared. to death lost he'd get burned—
never scemed to know .which way ‘e
famp! So the works want to the secon)
cousips and to some other fellers, 1
ain’t findin® fault, bot things haven't
gone like thay used to; there's about
twirs ax many men and 8l sorts of pnew

what not: byt 1 aln't seen Lthe president
1o speak to three times, and most times
wo've had wome kind of dispule goln'
on.  Put 'Lh: superintendent, he's the
same. and he ssked e,  persdanally,
would 1 stick to ‘em. L saysecBoe hars,
they'll call

and T'H mark- you well, -you ecab, you |-

would get Into the |,

he yolung striker, who would

But my man's in| §
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50 doos Mr, 'Walden,
bed with ntH Yead BFoke b

nows; and |
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speak (0 her and 1 wouldnit be mo bal
shunged If T had the smallpos-—ain't
that right, OsourT

Walden nodded.

“"Now." 1 sayx to him. ‘i 1 risk that
and they don't kill me, or break my lega,
or blow me up, some way, and I stand
by you and the firm, for the sake of old
times, will you and the firm stand hy
me?  Of will you make a kind of peare
offering of me to get the boys back?
Bays ha, ‘You stand by us, Noll, ank
by God, we'll stand by you.' And thers
was the ploture of old Foster Hurnaids
hanging up In the office, and I kinder
loaked up at It, for 1 thought an awful
1ot of the old man; and [ says, '‘Thera s
my hand on It, I'll stick to you, no mat-
Lter what the boys say.' —And-thres of
the boys on the slght-inoh, Henry Wiser,
Btompy Dix and Patsy Doornan, thesy
#tuck te me: but Long Tom, he went
out with. the boys. And I'm sorry to
say, wé had words first."”

“But you went out?'—Martin looked
at Walden.

“Sure,” sald Walden.

“May T ask why™

“T don't mind, Jt's just that T wasn't
going back on the boys"™

“Nor he nain't golng back on me,
nelther,” sald Noll, laughing, “and
that's what is hurting some of '‘em bl
You see, Nanny's all the ohild I got, 1
had two boys llkely boys as ever you
saw, wasn't they, Osoar?

“lI mever saw such nice boys" sald
Cicar, He wolippad his hand through
Noll's arm, bending his tall head a little

“Ollver was the oldest. He was edu-
cated, went to school, them he went to
college.™

Martin opened his syes; then he re-
called how moch more considernble a
sum the average good roller's wages
make im a year than *a clergyman's
sylary, and nodded.

“He took to learning like a duck does
to water, — There's awful “Wlood in|
our family om his mothers side. The
missus jvng & lady, her wan & minis-
ter, and I always kept her like a lady.
I don't know the time she didn't have
a hired girl, excopt jest when we were
first married, and then we always hired
& washerwoman. - Bhe took a deg) of
comfort in Oliver, but he had the pneu-
monia and died while he was in enl-
lege. Than, there wasJittle Foster, that
I named after the old man. Well, he
was good to Foster, and when Foster
wan killed he went to the funeral
Fonter was the kind of boy you couldn’t
help liking. Everybody liked him, He
wouldn't go to schoal & day after he
wag Jd-—Jeat Bound to git dt the fron.
He was my finlsher when he was killed.”

He must have read the touch of
horror that wrinkled Martin's brow, be-
chuse he added; "1 dare smy I ought
Lo bes thankful he wasn't burned; it was
one of the pipes In the engine bursted,
jest as they were a<fixing It It hit
Foster in the head; dootor sald he never
knew what hurt him. They came round
to me afterwards, one of the snide Jaw-
very that go w!n( ‘round for
wults, and wanted me to sue the com-
pany, . 1 tald him to get out, for It
wasn't the company's fault, No more
it was; minute they suspected that pipe
they went ta fixing it and It bursted.
1 don’t know how It got to the old man,
but It did, and he was awful pleused
about i,
to Foater, but 1 told him I wasn't poor,
1 could put ‘up stones to my children,
T1l not forget the decent way you've
poted, Noll,’ says he, and he shook hands
with me,  The old man  was always
pquare.

washyoomn for the men to-wash up Tor
ihely dinners, with tubles and chalrs as
well an lockers and wash places, and he
had It called the Foster B, Jonos room.
The words are painted ovar the deor.
And long's he lived he sent papers and
gagines there for the men to réad.”
“And -since -he died, you have besn
sending them yourself.,” said Osecar,
“"Cept what you send,” retorted N
With & grin, “Dut this aln't what I waa
going to tall you, You mee, "Bout this
time my wife died, and there was jest
Nanny and me. It wag & might
time; my wife wis_ an aw
woman. And 1 alwayw (ried to pemem-
bar 1t 1 eut looas In the mill, some-
times. when things In sggravating but
they nover heard e swear at b

well"—an a flilgker kKindled In Osear's | sounded

grave ayes—"damn, now and then,

IC 1 stick Lo you,
me & scab Im won't

He wanted to put up a wtone | g

Do you know, he put up a|pe

ofl, | but who had a soft Welsh volee.
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pot knowing. But I mean 1 was par-
ticular. And there nmever was u Kinder
wife.  $o there was only Nanny and
me left, and you can believe we think
an awful lot of each other, I give Nunny
a good education, but she got it right
here, she'd nevor g0 away to
and there's a young man studying for
& doctop wants to her., And I
tell you | wius soared, he sat around
in the parior mo much, and Was 50 par-
tigular to call me Mister Jones,” and
laughed 80 hard at my jokes, but Nanny
never took to him; she took to Oscar,
who had al played with her. Bhe
made & joke of It. ‘I'm golng to marry
money, pa,' says she, ‘not position. I'm
golng to take Oscar, who can make more
money-than-any of them. —And n wtesls
worker can be just as good & gentle-
man as anybody.” 8he's right, too; stesl-
workers are an awful pleasant, nice lot
of fellowa.”

Martin thought of the scene 'round
the corner. Noll looked at him sharply
and lsughed, “Why, you don't call that
anything, down there,” with a jerk of
his thumhb over s shoulder; that “that
ain't nothing. osides, A sirike's jest
war, and folks Jose thelr heads in & war,
Why, they wanted Owsosr to break with
Nanny 'cnuse ahe was & scab’'s daughter.
He had to lick two fellers befors they
saw things right. Lois of ‘em objected
‘oause he comes to the houss, but he
mays he's going to see his sweetheart
at her father's house and he's going to
treat hig father-In-law. decent.™ .

“1 would be a pretty poor t for &
man {f I did anything else,” sald Oncar,

The other man looked at him with a
frank affection that touched the young
reporter, Tresh from NWis friend-
shipg; he cleared his throat he
spoke, “Oh, Oscar's all right. Nanny
and I vouldge kinder lonesome, wasn't
for Omoar. all, here's the houss.”

The yard wags large and in good order.
“The —house—stood—far—back —from  the
strest, & protty wooden houss, newly
paintad,. with fanciful windows and a
wide disk of plazza. A bent and grizzied
old man, so decrepit one would not ex-
psct to mes him working anywhere out-
side of a ptreet-cleaning gang. was
pottering over the lawn.

exclaimed

“Hullo, where's RosaT’
Osear. *They didn't"—

“Oh, yen, they did™ sald Noll, grimly.
“Wife and "leven ohlldren to keep, but
eouldn't stand It working for a scab, he
sald, Bo Nanny got old Flint, who ain't
muech to work, but at least they can't
conx him away. And they got the girl
off, ton, Yes., Nanny's given that girl
1 dou't know how much clothes for her
wedding, She was going 1o marry, Mr,
Wallace, marry a feller used to be &
rooster for the Burnsides, and struck
with the other boys. Ha got pretity
full and come ‘round to her last Sun-
day and told Mary she'd got to gquit um
or he'd quit her. You know how he'd
talk. 8o she cried all night, and didn't
‘put hir clothes to noak, ang after break-
fast she come to Nanny and Nanny ad-

vised her to go and not have trouble |«

with her young mun. Come In"

“But you haven't got any girl, and"—

“Don't you suppose NEnNY can oook
& supper? But we've got a girl, jost In
from the eouniry and ﬁ‘ & b
‘morig ha néw men. r. Walla
don't 1ike to urge you, for folks might
make it undomfortable if you came, but
‘d be giad to wee you."

Martin had not thought to &n farther,
but the last sentemce wan llke & mpur
to the young follow's mettied spirit. Ha
answered promptly, “If my coming will
not incopvenience ones, 1 shall
#‘4 1o come, My Jones' -

. t's vight—=nal]l but the Mr. Jones;
my friends all call we NolL"

“And mine call mno JMartin,” sald the
young fellow, impulsively.

Jonea held out hip hand and Martin
whook It, and thus
Martin found
young girl, who
American girls In her street sull,

supper was waell cooked well
:'ng Martin’ -
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Martin sdid that he thought Nall t
the publle outery very ph
Y “You didn't know Noll before,

g Tom'-you saw ﬁl , you saw him

Noll the marble ;rl. Would l”\l
NUpposg hoss two men had Bedn ke
brathers? ‘Well, they had. Leng Tom
was the heater and Noll fhe roller on the
elght=trich; and [ never saw two men
think more of each other seomingly.
When Tom's boy died Miss Nannje was
there for a week. It was diphitheria;
but Nall let her e thought aa much
Tom aa that!”

“And yet Tom went back op him?™

*1 don't mee how ha oould; but I tell
you, Mr. Wallace, there xin't a thing on
earth or in hell that we workingmen are
so afrald of as that word seab. Wirst
Tom was trying to argue Noll out of the
notion of sticking 16 the company; and
from arguing they got to disputing, and
from 4 ting they got to flinging
pames back and forth. And, finally,
theywors. both _mad; and Long Tom
awore bafore all the mill that he'd never
speak te Noll until he cams out and
jolned his mates. He didn't say a word
to him until today. And they used, to
be most every night together, hig house
or Npll's; and nbw poor Mrs. Neal slinks
acrows the street and goss blocks out of
her way not to meet Noll or Miss Nan-
nle and have to pass ‘em by or have
a row with Hom. And Tom's drinking
lots more than {s good for him, It's bad
all aroundl. The worst in, things won't
mend. And-I don't see how Noll's
going to stand it!™ .

“What do you mean? The strike will
end somehow '

“1 don't know which way it will end
One thing I know, and all the rest of
us know, they'll want the old men back.
Whether they liok us or we lick them,
they want the old men back. And we'll

t back., soms way. And then there'll

bad blood with Noll. And If.we llok

wo're just ag likely and may-

be & little more—they'll throw Noll over.
FAnd 1t will "'most kill him."

Oscar spoke with a supprémsed vehe-
mence that was startling in so qulet a
fellaw, ol
—*@ut @9 you think the company will
throw him over? It—why, It would be
atroclous.”

"Well, they will, just the same: It
will be "We'll come back If vou bounce
Noll Jones'; and they ain't going *n
jlosa the thousands of dollars they're
losing every day a day longer than nec-
essary, after they deocide fo throw .up
the sponge, only to keep one man! No.
sir, What do they do all the while?
Do they keep thess scabs they're so keen
to hire? Never; not aven when they can
do the work. And It's the same with
the old men when they soab. The other
fellows ask for thelr heads, and they
get them, tool And It's knowing that
makes men wscary of sticking to the

They know that when It pomay
to & question of losing money or break-
ing thelr word to them, they'll go.”

Oscar might have sald more, but at
this moment thay were jolned by some
¥y workmen, aoquaintancos of Osocar,
and the subjegt dropped of necessity.

Martin remuined In Buroside a day

He wrots an sccount of the
which the old man safd showed

good nose for news,” and he gave a
ploture of the Welah roller that tickied
the original. Nannle got a dosen papers
in her fillal delight. But he judged It
kinder to Oscar to omit him entirely, In
which judgment he - was confirmed by
QOucar himself.

A month passed befors Mactin was W
Burnxidé " Kgaln. The strika by this
time had slipped Into a paragraph. Tha
men continued “to excits sdmiration by |
their qulet and orderly bihavior"; but
for this they had some warrant In *a
m‘in. belief that the strikers weuld
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{said the Nrst thing that entered his
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"HG'::&IM strike? sald

head to give' his thoughts a chancs te
rally; he feit confused, like a man who
expects to & into soft clay and finds
himself on a of nettles.

*i know they .have the worst lot of
:ﬂanh in the
bons g ey

t iron we'
# wheslbarrow!

t T thought you had thres men—"

-“Bo'd I think so. L dow't kmow. They
all wenkened. Patsy, the best of 'em, he
went wesat, The others, they joined the
strikern, so’s not to be oalled scabe.”

He b his shoulders In & queer
way, o ng his fists and loossning
his fingers and his muscles suddenly,
One would it was pot so much a
gosture of orance as of pain. “I
don't know's I blame them.” sald he,
desarily; “it's hell, having that word In
your eare all the time. And all the old
faces that used to-be mo friendly, turned
away from you. Not a b ou oan
po much Ap §o to In & case
My woodshed caught fire. Was it them
set It afire? 1 don't know; I know it
was afire in the night, and not one of
the neighbors
not 0"111 Tork v
fought it _alone, Dt th
the fire d ment, and th ut It out
Yea, and :g.mr:how Oscar g:f glt on the
head that night, and he's been in bed
ever sinoe. You, sir"—he spread out his
hands, and Martin saw how changed
and hueless his ruddy face had grown
—yes, plr, folks In the office, the cops,
and them say, ‘You keép your temper,
Noll; den't fly at ‘em; take ‘sm easy!
My Ood, It T don't fly at "em and fight
'‘em, I'd go crazy! 1 hear "em Yyelping
that word at me all night. I've got so
I'm moared to siesp. Why, Martin, two
months ago I used to look 'round this
town and say, ‘1 ain't"got an enemy In
it Now I sin't got a friend.”™

“Oh, brace up, old man™ Martin tried
to comfort Him, As he would have tried
to comfort one of his chumes, He took

superintendent, surely he's r friend."

“T win't 80 sure. Sometimes I think
he'll go back on me, too., T don't gee no
way out. Hay Martin, won't you coms ]
and ses Nanny?

More and more, As Muartin wallked by
Noll's side, he marveled at the woefu!
change in him. He no-donger trod with
dodging hot ‘Irom; he had a
heavy-gaited llmil; you his were
darting ‘everywhers. Hin talk
the frritability of his nerves; ha did not
renson why Martin should feal am in-
tense pity for him, which he could not
show except by an added friendliness of
demeanor,

It wns some time before he percelved
that they were not going In direc-
tion of Noll's house, and a minute or so
after ‘this disgovery be he wentured
to suggest i, In & tentative, offhand
‘'way, “Why, you'ra golng in & new way
to your house™

Noll had been sunk in a black revarie;
he looked up. suddenly. "What's that,
Foster™ sald he, in a gentle volee, The

ity of it all, remembering what

new, cAught Martin by the throat;
had to fish for his voioe for & second.

Noll's eyes slowly took In

norter lope myself and
thoughts, No, Martin,
home, I'm going to the
Biake, the superintendent,
have g talk with me. Would you
with met™
Martin wag piad to go,

urned in.  Martin remarked them, and
'omn Neal among them; Tom looked iwo
ways at once and st Ing twice as If

Blake greeteqd Noll with a
effusion of cordiallty; but gave
a very cool stare, saying-that he wa 4
to seo Noll Jb:i:i t.. o :
. r. q

know what wanted to ses me Wbo!
mmv‘l.'mmlf“'la.ﬂ
not'|

you t wome

And &'." h::a wiven up
.u throw me over. ’\hl":-"

; . ~ L

Riske was an :

a
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lads and little boys
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811 foal like

him gently by the arm. “There's the 3

seem. like the same man. There was & o

be | require

wards, and,
| ringe. .

the casing on
recovering and o
Blaks had jumped up
*Won't you
_ain over this; ; Pm alok!
A me show you the lettsr I've writ.

put his hand up uncertainly to his
the head itmelf slowly

-to side. His o which

on the'

“1 dumno,” returned Noll, morosely;|side,

“T'Il -fight ye; I ain't afrald of you

The | Take the word back!" he soreamed,
asemoking:

could
made
Oh,

“Ob, Lord! he don't know us," groaned
Oscar,
. . L] L] L

Martin Wallace galled by appointment
on the president of the Burnaide Stesl
Works. He found him a ygung man of
attractive appearance, but, mpite of
his  man-of-the-world air, truggling
with copsiderable agitation. The presi-

dent ﬂuﬁ iato his subject at once, He
aupposed
articla

t find fault with the
that h
the conclusion of the
but——*

had written on
Burnside strike,

“You have seen Judge
side, and kmow it's all true,” interrupted

Foster Burn-

Martin.
“That's it, Mr. Wallace. Tt places ma
a—in & confusedly smbarrassing po-
sition. 1 can assure you, wntil I saw
Toster and kmew about this roller, 1
why Blake made such a
rackst about him. I am not the kind o}
‘would T simply

"
t

we all did- Now, I'm told he

was se ocut up that he had a stroks of

apoplexy, and that he was a very good

Isn't there some way to get this

You can mseo it Ip

It all

back here. But I will buy his house
here myself, for a good advance on what
he paid, and I'll got him just as good-a
job in & branch mill. Can't you see him
for me and make wsome arrangement?
You upderstand, don't you, how cursed
mean I feel about It

“I understand,” sald Martin, “but 1
don't se# what can be done. Noll Jones
is in the Hunter Insane sasylum, and
God knows whether there is any chance
of his recgvery.
("In the Valley of th.l.lhldow." by
M"Iﬂ. Daskam, the next in
The Journal banner series of shert
stories. )

T Mavied Dewide u Oerpee
From the Baltimore American,

A tale of romance, mized with sone
, oolies from Saundersville Rhode

o Charles Hud~
m Piorence Ed-
the dead body of his

mother.

Mre, Sarah H. Menry, Mr. FHudson's
mother, had been & sufferer from
ou Misn wards, whose
home was In BSocltuate, bad been for
some time helping her with the house-
work, Mr, Hudeson, who 1a 89 years of
age, ls Lthe head of the house and kept
& home for his mother at the Hudson
homestead. Bome time ago he bacame
amitten with the charms of Miss ¥d-
wards, who Is only 17 years 'old, and,
the sentiment belng meciprocated, the
aouple had planned te be married the
pant week, ’
In the meantime, however, Mra,
Henry wal not as well as usual, and,
tho not consldered dangerously 111,
tl: "o -“';!.t:o"l and attentlon
ssouring joense was put
:H‘. fow days. Finally, however, one
day lant week, Mr. Hudson. with his
young bride-to-be and hiy prospective

son ‘was
wards

mothar-in-law, presentad himself at the
homs Heory

“of Town Clark H. Potter
m:.t;‘ the éloonu. ‘2” the fol-

wh’ Mra, Henry suddenly died,
'I'thmrﬂ way M'Tl. and after the
Lad had bean performed by Raev,
ideon Bu two principal
mourners, ufison and Miss Ed
taking ' thelr places

-
Weed pf mtion

__From 1hé NeW York Commarcial.
An [Tisiration of the caumses of wany
of standardization of welghis, measures

how | #nd -eoinmge of the world is found 1n a

communication about the cotton trade of
China. In a single paragraph of that re-
Are the terms “hilkwan tasls”
to §1.40; “plevuls,” equal to 133 1-2
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o ll!l Noll; *T &ln't well"™

were unmited 1h mars




