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s
Keannath Oriswold, an  upsococasful |
riter becouse of sociallstic teadoncl .-

aldn wp Andrew Cialbradih, presbient o
tm Huyou Stale Hecurities, b O |,------.i-
i privats offlce and escupes wiil §i0,

In oash He gons nboxpd fhe Hoells |
Ulle nn a decikhnnd . Charlotte FVarnbam |
Wihasthka, Minn., who had sen blm

mah. (elbralth's cheek In the bank, reo
Aeen Bim, and sonds a lelter of he
rlﬁll- to Galbralth anonymously.  (ris-
o arrested at Bt Louis, bat o

he captors. He decldes on Wa- |
Aaska, Mino, asn a hiding piacy, and
whovs the train. He falls (1] on the glecper |

dq hﬂn‘ for and taken ta her home in |
?I.I Margery Griorson, daughter
'mi‘tﬂmm. the Tnancial magnate !
Margery frds the stolen
m Grlawold's sulteas:
takes the trail. Margery ashks
Miker to got Hdward Raymer into
neial hot water and then holp bim out
It Gelawold recovers to lind thy wtolen
y Heo forms a Mrlfandship with
the Iron munufacturee  Broflin
ahaskn In soacch of e woms |
n wha wiote the wmwaymous lotler o
Margeey tukes CGriswold oo
oafety deposit vault snd turns thoe
over to him. Charlotie bluffa

Broffin,

-
-
-

and Margery bogfns to witch
Griswold puts his money in Hay-
planl and commences to rewelle Nin
Qrivwold Is not sure thnt “haclotto
mA Bl reoognized him. He upes Maor- |

¥ sod Charloite as modais for the |
mraetors In hin book sand  cends the
anuseript to them. DBroffin sples on

, who throws him off (he woent
wurdiow Griswold

EMAPTER XX~—Continued.
“And that was when you began to
Euspeet?’ gueried Raymer.
“That was when the suspicion be
to torture me. [ fought it, oh,
ou don’t know how hard I fought {t!
hera he was, lylng slek and helpless;
nutrerly uoable to do a thing or say a

Wword s his own defense; and yot, If
ha were the robber, of courso, we
wouwld have to give him up It was

o
“I should say so,” was Raymer's
sympgathetic comment. “How did you
Eat It straightened out, ot luse?"
“IL hasn't been altogether stralght
pued aut until just lately-—within the
faw days,” she went on gravely,
'‘After he bagan to get well, | made

Im talk to tmoe—about himself, you

now. There dldo’t seem to be any-

ing to couceal. At different tlmes

o told me all about his home, and bis

pnother, whom he barely remombors,
tha big-hearted, openhunded fa

oz who made money so easily in his
sslon—he was the Griswold, the

£t architect, you know-—thaut he

v it to anybody who wanted (t—

uk L suppose he has told you all this?"

“N@; at least, not very much of it"
Miss Grierson went on smoothly,

Falling sympathetically (nto tho remi-
hiscant vein.

“KEfineth went to college without

pver having known what It I lo lack

in reason that monoy could

. A little while after he was gradu-
liis father died.”

“Leaving Kenneth poor, | suppose;
has iIntimated as much to me, once
twine" sald Raymer.

| “Leaving him awfully poor. He

tw lsarn to write, and for &

tima he stayed on In New York,

just any ald way, and having o

. freadiplly bard time of it, I imagine,
thouah he would never sny much’
: that part of (t. That is why he
be s & socinlist. At last | felt

I just must know, al whatever

. Qe day when we were driving,
_heomght bim here and—and intro-
bdm to Mr, Galbrafth, | was so

that [ could tasts (t—but | did

. Kapmer laughed. "“Of course noth-
fog cama of it
“Ndathing at all. And then, right out

& elear sky, came another proof that
us ayen more convineing. Do you
. Bmppen to know who the young woman

Wwaa who discovered the bank robber
thu luamhont"'
How should | know*"

b | d!ilnt know but sha had told you,”
wan’ the demure rejoinder. “It was
Charlotta Farnham."

“What!" ejaculated Raymer But

& was ot more deeply moved Lthan

a8 the man behind the window cur

If Brofin's dead clgar hnd not
alrendy reduced to shapeless in
utility. Miss Grierson’s cool aunounce
penl, carrying with It the wssurance
chat his seeret was no secrol, would
have settled it
« "Tts ®e,"” she wan adding calmly. “1
owt, How do | knaw? Hecauasn
Iathar bought the draft al poppa's
’ and In thi course of time |t
back with the Hayou Btate Se
ty's dated puying stamp on it Hee
ow gasy It was!"”

Raymer's laugh was oot altogolher

ethful.

“You mre a witch,” he sald

heve anything you don't knaw 1

Nok very many things that | roally

eed to know," was the mildly boast-

refost. “But you ses, now, how
my suspiclons were.”

#aymer nodded. Though o would
have admitted 1t under torture, the
matter fgurad somewhat as o
constructed oul of a rather

molehill to & man for whom (he
. lay in a reglon unexplored
woundered that the ¢lear-minded
“soctnl climber,” as his glater
her, bad ever bothered her
brain about such an sbstruse

| he

isn’t quite the word,
gist.”

Mise Griergon Ignored the nlee dis-
tinction in names,

“Soclallsm goes with belng poor,
doesn’t it7" ghe remarked. "Since Mr
Griswold's ship has come in, 1 suppose
finds It casler, and pleasanter, to
be a theoretical leveler than a praoti-
cal one.*

“That lg another thing I have never
been quite able to understand,” sald
the Iron founder. “You say his father
left him poor; where did he get his
mulmy :

"Why, don't you know?" was the In-
nocent query., And then, with a pretty
affectation of embarrassment, real or
perfectly slmulated: “If he hasn’t told
you, I mustn't"”

“Of course, 1 don’t want to pry,”
sald Haymer, loyal again.

“l can give you a hint, and that is
all. Don't you remember ‘My Lady
Jezebel,' the unsigned novel that made
such a hit last summer?”

He 18 a sociolo-

"Why, bless goodness, yea! Did he
write that?"
“He has never admitted it In so

many worde, But I'll divide a little
secret with you, He has been reading
hits of his new book to me, and pshaw!
a blind person could tell! I asked him
once If he could guess how much the
nuthor of ‘My Lady Jezebel' had been
pald, and he saild, with the most per-
fectly trapsparent carelessness: ‘Oh,
about a hundred thousand, I suppose.’
“Tally!™ sald Raymer, laughing.
"Griswold has put an even ninety thou-
sand Into my little egg basket out at
the plant. But, of course you knew
that, everybody In Wahaska knows it
by this time."”

Miss Grierson did not reply, and for
n little while they were both silent,
Then Raymer sald:

“I' wonder If MeMurtry doesn’t think
I've dropped out on him. 1 guess I'd
better go and see. Don't walt any
longer on my motlons, unleas you want
to, Miss Margery."

When Haymer had gone, the oppor-
tunity’ which Broffin had so lately
craved was his. Miss Grierson was
left alone on the big veranda, and he
had only to step out and confront her.
Instead, he got up quletly and went
back through the lobby with his head
down and his hands in his pockets,
and the surviving bit of the dead clgar
disappeared between his strong teeth
and became a cud of chagrin, There
had been a goal In slght, but Miss
Grierson had beat him to it

And the winner of the small handi-
cap? With a deep breath-drawing that
was almost a sob, Miss Grierson sprang
up, stole a swift confirming glance at
the empty chalr behind the window
hangings, and crossed the veranda to
#land with one arm around & support-
ing pillar. And since the battle was
fought and won, and the friendly pll-
lar gave its stay and shelter, the vel-
vety eyes filled suddenly and the ripe
red Hps were trembling like the lips of
a frightened child.

CHAPTER XXI.
All That a Man Hath,

For four ontire days after Margery
Grierson had driven home the nail of
the elementul verities in her frank
criticilsm of the new book, and Char-
lotte Farnham had clinched it, Wa-
haska's public places saw nothing of
Griswold; and Mrs. Holcomb, mother-
ly soul, was driven to expostulate
scoldingly with her second-floor froot
who was pushing the pen feverishly
from dawn Lo the smull hours, and
evidently—in the kindly widow's
phrase—buruing the candle at both
ends and in the middle,

Out of this candle-burning frenzy
the toller emerged in the afternoon of
the fifth day, a little pallid and tremu-
lous from t(he overstrain, but with a
thick packet of fresh manuscript to
bulge in his pocket when heé made his
way, blinking at the unwonted s light
of out-ofdoors, to the great hu .o at
the luke's edge

Margery woas walting for him when
he rang the bell; he guessed It grate
fully, and she confirmed it.

“Of course,” she sald, with the be
witching little grimace which could be
made to mean so much or so lttle.
“Isn't this your afternoon? Why
shouldn't | be walting for you?t" Then,
with a swiltly sympathetic glance for
the pale face and the tired eyes
“You've been overworking again. Let's
sit out here on the porch where we
can huve what little air there Is, There
must be a storm brewing; It's posi
tvely brenthless (n the house.™

Griswold war glad enough to ac
quiesce; glud and restfully happy and
mildly intoxicated with her beauty and
thie loving rudeness with which she
pushed him loto the caslest of the
greatl lounging chairs and took the
sheaf of manuscript away from him.
declaring theat she meant to read It
herself.

When it was over; and he could not
tell whether the mterva! should bs
measured by minutes or hours; the re-
turn to the realitles—the hot after
noon, the tree-shaded veranda, the lake

tur-fetchod question of Identitips,

oalls himseif & soofallsr. That

_ “You sald, o fow minutes ago, that |

dimpling llke n sheet of molten metal
under the sun glare—was almost pain-
ful

1]
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“It 18 wonderful—aimply wonder-
ful!™ he sald, drawing a deep breath;
and then, with a flush of honest confu-
slon to drive away the work pallor:
“Of eourse, you know | don't mean the
#tory; 1 meant your reading of It
Hasn't anyone ever told you that you
have the making of a great actress In

you, Margery, girl?"

“No-—="

Ehe was smiling across at him,
leveleved “Let me pass it back to
you, dear boy." she sald. "You have
the making of a great novelist in
you, It may take years and years,
and—and I'm afrald you'll always
have 1o bs helped, but #f you
can only get the right kind of
help. . . " Bha looked away, out

ncrosa the lake where a fitful breege
was turning the molten-metal dimples
into laughing wavelets. Then, with
one of her sudden tople-wrenchings:
“S8peaking of help, reminds me. Why
didn't you tell me you had gone Into
the foundry business with Edward
Raymer?"

“Because It didn't occur to me that
you would care to know, I guess,” he
answered unsuspectingly. “As a mat-
ter of fact, 1 had almost forgotten it
myself."”

“Mr. Raymer didn't ask you for
help?”

“No; It was my own offer.”

“But he did tell you that he was In
trouble 1

“Y-yes,” hesltantly.

“What kind of trouble was It, Ken.
neth? 1 have the best right in the
world to know,"

Griswold atralghtened himself in his
chair and the work-weariness became
n thing of the past,

“You can't have a right to know
anything that will distress you."

“Foolish!" she chided. “You may as
well tell me. Mr. Raymer had bor-
rowed money at poppa’'s bank. What
was the matter? Did he have to pay
It back-—all at once?”

There seemed to be no further open-
Ing for evasion. “Yes; I think that
was the way of it,” he answered.

Griswold expected something in the
nature of an outburst., What he got
was & transflixing glance of the pas-
slonate sort, quick with open-eyed ad-
miration,

“And you Just tossed your money in-
to the breach as {f you had milllons of
it, and by now you've almost forgotten
that you did it!" she exclaimed. “"Ken-
neth, dear, there are times when you
are so heavenly good that I can hardly
belleve {t. Are there any more men
llke you over on your side of the
world?”

At another time he might have
smiled at the boylsh frankness of the
question. But it was a better motive
than the analyst's that prompted his
auswer,

“Plenty of them, Margery, girl; too
many for the good of the race. You
musin't try to make a hero out of me.
Once In a while 1 get a glimpse of the
real Kenneth Griswold—you are giv
ing me one just now-—and it's sicken:
ing. For a moment 1 was meanly
Jealous; jealous of Raymer. It was
only the writing part of me, 1 hope,
but—"

ile stopped because she had sudden.
ly turned her back on him and was
looking out over the luke agaln, When
she spoke, she sald: “See! The breeze
Is freshening out on the water. You
are fagged and tired and needing a
bracer. Let's go and do a turn on the
lake In the Clytie.”

From where he was sitting Griswold
could see the trim little catboat, re
splendent in pollshed brass and ma-
hogany, riding at its buoy beyond the
lawn landing-stage. He cared little
for the water, but the invitation point.
ed to a delightful prolongation of the
basking process which had come to be
on# of the chief luxuries of the Mere-
slde afternoons,

At the landing stage Griswold made
himself useful, payilng out the sea line
of the movable mooring buoy and haul.
ing on the shore line until the hand-

“I've Got HimI!" He Cried,

some little craft lay at their feet.
Strietly under orders he made sall on
the little ship, and when the captain
had taken her place at the tiller he
shoved off; and when the helmswoman
bad lald the course up the lake, Gris
wold, pipe filled and lighted, pillowed
bis head in hia clasped hands and a
great coutentment, flowing Into all the
Interstices and leveling all the inequal
itles, lapped him in Its soothing food

He was still half-dozing when he was
made to realize that the murmuring
rush of water under the catboat's [ore

B R R i A >

fool bad chauged into & series of re
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sounding thumps; that the wind was
rising, and that the summer afternoon
sky had become suddenly overcast
The pretty tiller malden was pushing
the helm down with her foot and haul
ing In briskly on the sheet when he
aat up.

“What's this we're coming to?" he
asked, thinking lesa of the changea
wenther conditions than of the charm-
ing pleture she made In action,

‘'Weather,” she sald shortly.
behind you."

He looked and saw a huge storm
cioud rising out of the northwest and
| gpreading like a great gray dust cur
tuin from horizon to zenith.

“There’'s a good bunch of wind in
that cloud,” he sald, springing to help
his companion with the slatting main-
eall. “Hadn't we better lle up under
the lasland and let It blow over?”

“No,” she snapped. “We'll have to
reef, and be quick about it. Help me!™

He helped with the reefing, and the
great mainsall had been successfully
reduced to its smallest area and holst-
ed home again before the trees on the
western shore began to bow and churn
in the precursor blasts of the coming
storm.

“It will hit us In less than a min-
ute; how about weathering that
Ieland?" he asked.

“"We've got to weather it,” was the
Instant decision; “"we can't go around.”
Then, the catboat still hanging In the
wind's eye: “Help me get her over.™

“"Hadn't you better let her fall off a
little more and run for It?" he sug-
geated, and he had to shout it Into the
pink ear nearest to him to make him-
self heard above the roaring of the
wind and the crashing plunges of the
boat.

She shook her head and made an im-
patient little gesture with her elbow
toward the storm-lached raceway over
the bows. Griswold winked the spray
out of his eyes and looked. At first
he saw nothing but the wild waste of
whitecaps, but at the next attempt he
made out the hotel steam launch, half-
way to the entrance of the southern
bay and a little to leeward of the Cly-
tie's course. The small steamer was
evidently no seaboat, and with more
courage than seamanship, its steers
man was driving straight for the Inn
bay without regard for the direction of
the wind and the seas.

"That's Ole Halverson!" cried the
tiller malden with scorn in her voice.
“He thinks because he happens to
have a steam engine he needn't look to
see which way the wind is blowing.”

“She's pltching pretty badly,” Gris
wold called back., “If he only had
seuse enough to ease off a little

. Buddenly he became aware of
lhe- finer herolsm of his companion. He
knew now why she had refused to take
shelter under the lee of the island,
and why she was holding the catboat
down to the eédge of perll to keep the
windward advantage of the laboring
steamer. “Margery, girl, you're a
darling!™ he shouted. “Take all the
chances you want to and I'm with you,
if we go to the bottom!"

She nodded complete intelligence
and took In another inch of the strain-
ing main sheet.

Griswold looked again, this time
over the catboat's counter, and saw a
big schooner, close reefed, hauling out
from a little bay on the north shore.
The launch's plight had evidently im-
pressed others with the necessity of
doing something. The need was suf-
ficlently urgent. Once agaln the Swed-
ish man of machinery in charge of the
craft in peril was Inching his helm up
in a vain endeavor to hold the course,
and the little steamer was rolling al-
most funnel under. Griswold forgot
his companion was a woman and
awore rabidly,

“Look at the fooll™ he yelled “He's
trying to come about! If he gets into
the trough—"

The thing was done almost as he
spoke, A wilder gquall than any of the
preceding ones caught the upper works
of the Jaunch and heeled her spitefully.
At the critical Instant the steersman
lost his head and spun the wheel, and
It was all over, With a heaving plunge
and & muMed explosion the launch
wWas gone.

Once again Griswold was given to
see the stuff Margery Grierson was
made of in the fAner warp and woof of
her.

“That's for us,” she sald calmly;
and then: *“Help me get another inch
or two on this sheet. We don’t want
to let those people on the Osprey do
all the herole things.”

Together they held the catboat down
to its work, sending it ripping through
the crested waves and fighting sturdl-
ly for every foot of the preclous wind-
ward advantage. None the less, it was
the blg schooner, thrashing down the
wind with every square yard of its
reefed canvas drawing, which was first
at the scene of disaster. Through the
raln and spume they could see the
schooner's crew plcking up the ship-
wrecked passengers, who were cling-
ing to lifebelts, broken bulkheads and
anything that would float. 8o swiftly
was the rescue effected that the res-
cuer had luffed and filled and was Lear-
ing on its way down the lake agaln
when the close-hauled Clytle came up
with the first of the floating wreck-
age, The tiller malden's dark eyes
were shining again, but this time thelr
brightness was of tears.

“Oh, boy, boy!"™ she ecrled, with a
little heartbroken catch In her volice;
“some of them must have gone down
with her! Can you belleve that the
Osprey got them all?" Aund then, with
the sweet lips trembling: *1 dld my
best, Kenneth; my very best—and It
wasn't—good enough!™

She was putting the catboat up into
the wind. and Griswold stumbled for
ward to get the broader outlook Sud
denly he called back to her,

“Port-—-port your helm hard! There's
s man in a lifebelt—he's just out of

“"Look
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reach, Hold ber there—steady—
steady!”™ He had thrown himsell far.

face down, on the half-deck forward
and was clutehing at something in the
heaving seas. “I've got him!" he
erfed, and & moment later he was work
ing his way aft, holding the man's face
out of water,

It asked for their united strength
to get the gray-haired, heavy-hodied
victim of the capsizge over the Clytle's
rafl, They had to bring the lfebelt
too; the old man's fingers were sunk
into It with a dying grip that could not
be broken. At first Griswold was too
much preoccupled and ghocked to ree
ognize the drawn face with it hard-
lined mouth and long upper Hip. When
he did recognize it the gripping fear
wae at his heart—the fear that makes
a cruel coward of the hunted thing in
all nature,

What might have happened If he had
been alone; If Margery, taking her
place at the tiller and busying herself
awirtly In getting the catboat under
way again, had not been looking on:
he dared not think. And that other
frightful thought he put away, fighting
against it madly as a condemned man
might push the cup of hemlock from
hig lips, Forcibly breaking the drowned
one’s hold upon the lifebelt, he fell to
work energetically, resorting to the
firat aid expedlents for the reviving of
the drowned as he had learned them
in his boyhcod. Once, only, he flung a
word over his shoulder at Margery as
he fought for the old man’s life, “Make
for the nearest landing where we can
get a doctor!" he commanded: and
then, In a passlon of gratitude: *“0O
God, 1 thank thee that [ am not a mur-
derer!—he’'s coming Dback! He's
breathing again!"

A little later he was able to leave off
the first-nid arm-pumpings and chest-
pressings; to straighten the limp and
sprawling limbs, and to dive into the
cuddy cabin, under Margery's direc
tions, for blankets and rugs. When all
was done that could be done, and he
had propped the blanket-swathed body
with the cushlons so that the crash
and plunge of the pitching catboat
would be minimized for the sufferer,
he went aft to sit beside the helms-
woman, who was getting the final
wave-leap of speed out of the little
vessel

“He I8 alive?" she asked.

“Yes; and that is about all that can
be said. He isn't drowned; but he is
old, and the ghock has gone pretty
near to snapping the thread.”

"Of course, you remember him?" she

sald, looking away mcross the legping |

waters.

Griswold, with his heart on fire with
generous emotions, feit the cold hand
gripping him again.

“He Is the old gentleman you intro-
duced me to at the Inn the other day:
Galbraith; is that the name?"

“Yes," she rejoined, still
away; “that is the name.”

Griswold fell silent for the time; but
a little later, when the catboat was
rughing in long plunges through the
entrance to the Wahaskan arm of the
lake, he sald: “You are going to take
him to Merestde?"

"Yes, He Is a friend of poppa's.
And, anyway, it's the nearest place,
and you sald there was no time to
lose.”

Griswold helped the bearers lift the
blanketed figure out of the Clytie's
cockplt, and while he was doing It,
the steel-gray eyes of the rescued one
opened plowly to fix a stony gaze upon
the face of the man who was bending
over him. What the thin lips were
muttering Griswold heard, and so did
ona other, “So it's you, ia it, ye mur-
dering blue-eyed deevil?” And then:
“Eh, man, man, but I'm sick!"

Griswold walked with Margery at
the tail of the little processlon as |t
wound its way up the path to the great
house.

*You heard what he said?” he in-
quired craftily.

“Yes; he {8 out of his head, and no
wonder,"” she sald soberly, Then:
“You muet go home and change at
once; you are drenched to the skin.
Don't walt to come in. I'll take care
of your manuscript.”

looking

CHAPTER XXII,
The Valley of Dry Bones,

The cyclonle summer storm had
blown (tself out, and the clouds were
beginning to break away In the west,
when Griswold, obeying Margery's
urging to go home and change his
clothes, turned his back upon Mereside
and his face toward a future of thick.
ening doubts and unnerving possibili-
ties,

Griswold had not decelved bhimself,
nor had he allowed Margery's apparent
convincement to deceive him. The
old man's mind had not been wander-
ing in the eye-opening moment of con-
sclousness regalned. On the contrary.
what he bad falled to do under ordl-
nary and conventional conditions had
become Instantly possible when the
plunge into the dark ahadow had
brushed away all the artificlal becloud-
Ings of the memory page. What action
he would take when he should recover
was a8 easy to prefigure as It was, for
the present at least, & matter negligl
ble. The dismaying thing was that the
broad earth seemed too narrow to hide
in; that invention Itself became the
clumsiest of blunderers when It was
given the slmple task of losing a ein-
gle individual among the millions of
unrelated human atoma

Thus the threat of the perll which
might be called the physical. But be-
yond this there was another, and, for
a man of temperament, a still more
ominous foreshadowing of evil to
come. Of some subtla, deep-seated
change In himself he had long been
consclious. Agaln and again it had
manifested Itself in those moments of

craven fear and ruthless, murderous

promptings, when kindliness, grath
tude, love, all the humanizing motives,
bad turned suddenly to [frenzied
hatred, and the primitive savage had
leaped up, Hercely raging with the
blood-lust

For a long time after be had reached
his room, and had had his bath and
change, Griswold sat at his writing
table with his heud In his hands, think.
ing In monotonous clroles

The tiny chiming eclock in hig dress-

ing case In the adjoining bedroom had
tinkled forth It 10 tapping hammer
strokes when he heard volees In the
lower hall, and théen a man's footsteps
on the stalr. Toa hard-pressed breaker
of the traditions at such a moment
an unannounced visitor, coming up (o
the dark. could mean but one thing.
Griswold silently opened a drawer in
the writing table and groped for the
mata to the quick-tiring pistol which
after the change of wet clothing, he
had put aside to dry.

The visitor came heavily upstairs,
and Griswold, swinging his chalr to
face the open door, saw the shadowy
bulking of the man a8 he ocame
through the upper hall When the
bulk filled the doorway It was covered
by the pistol held low, and Griswold's
finger was pressing the trigger

“Agleep, old man?" sald the intruder
in Raymer's well-known voice

There was a sound like a gasping

sob, nnd another ns of a drower clos-
ing softly. Then Griswold sald: “No:
I'm not asleep. Come in. Shall I
lght the gas?”

“Not for me," returned the ped.

time visitor, entering and groping for
the chair at the desk-end, into which,
when he had placed it. he dropped
wearfly "1 want to smoke,” he went
on. “Have you got a cigar—no, not

When the Bulk Filled the Doorway It
Was Covered by the Pistol

the pipe; I want something that | can
chew on."”

A cigar was found, In the drawer
which bad so lately furnished the wea-
pon, and by the Nare of the match in
Raymer's fingers Griswold saw a face
haggard with anxiety.

“What is the matter, Edward?"’ he
asked.

“A mix-up with the labor unlons. It's
been brewing for some little time, but
I didn't want to worry you with it
Unless we announce a flat increase of
20 per cent in wages to-moOrrow morne
ing, and declare for the closed shop,
the men will go out on us at noon.
I've seen it coming.”

If the god of mischance had chosen
{ the moment it could not have been
more opportune for the firelighting of
malevolence, Griswold's swing-chalr
righted itself with a elick.

“We'll gee them in hell, first, Ray-
mer! The ungrateful beggars are
merely proving that it isn't in buman
nature to meet justice and fairness and
generous liberality half way. 1f they
want a fight, give it to them. Hit
first and hit bhard; that's the way to
do. Bhut up the plant and make It a
lockout.”

“l was afrald you might say some-
thing like that in the first heat of it"
sald the young Ircnmaster. “It's a
stout fighting word, and 1 guess, under
the skin, you'rs a stout fghting man,
Kenneth—which I'm not. Where are
your convietions about the man-to
man obligations? We've got to tuke
them into the account, haven't we?"

“Damp the convictions!" snapped
Griswold viclously, “If I've been giv
Ing you the impression that I'm an im-
praticable theorist, forget it. These
fellows want a fight: [ say glve them
a fight—all they want of It and a It
tie more for good measure.”

RHaymer did not reply at once. This
latest Griswold was puzzling him, and
with the puzzlement there went sor
rowful regret; the regret that has
been the recanter's portion in all the
ages. When he spoke it was out of
the heart of common sense and san-
ity.

“1 know how you fee!l about it. 1
don't dare to pull down a fight wolch
may not only sbhut us up for an in-
definite time, but might even go far
enough to smash us"

Griswold took his turn of slleoce,
rocking gently in the tiiting chair.
When the delayed rejoinder came, the
harshness had gone out of his volca,
but there was a eyulcal hardness to
take ils place.

“It's your affair; not mine,” he sald.
“If you've made up your mind not to
fight. of course, that settles it. Now
we ocan come down to the causes.
You've been stabbed ln the buck. De
you know who's dolng 1t?"

(TO BE CONTINUED.)
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