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Synopsis of Previous Chapter.

After tke tragic death of John Amesbury,
his prosirated wife, one of Amcrica’s greatest
benuties, dies. At her death Prof. Stilliter, an
agent of the interests, kidnaps the beautiful
three-year-old buby girl and brings her up
in = paradise where she sces no man, but
thinks she is taught by angels, who instruct
her for her mission to reform the weorld. At
the age of eighteen she In suddenly thrust
into the world where ugents of the interests
are ready to pretend to find her.

The one to fcel the loss of the little Ames-
bury girl most, atfter she had been spirited
away, was Tommy Barclay.

Fiftecn years later, while in the Adiron-
dackna, Tommy ix the first to mecet Celestia
as she comes from her paradise. Ncither
recogmizes the other.

Tommy rescues Celestin from Stilliter.
They hide In the mountnins, Later Stilliter
xetn Celestin back, und tuxing her to New
York places her in Delieview Houspital, where
her sanity is proven. Returnisg to et her,
he finds she has left with Tomumy, who loses
ker In New York, but finds her mext day

¢ living with the Dougias fumily. He follows
Celestia to n factory where she addresses
the workers. A fire breaks out and Tommy
sansces her.

Mr. Barclay reads the account and sends for
Tommy. After a long interview Barelay is
mnable to change Tommy’s views. Bareclay
and Stilliter send for Celestin. She comes to
Barclay's office at their request, and before
an assemblage of prominent men which Bar-
clay has brought together, makes her first
apeech In which their policies are strongly
brought out. The effect upon the assembiage
ds gratifying to both Barciay and Stilliter.

CHAPTER VIIL

That 50 great and conservative a man as
Barclay should lend the promise of his backin
to the doctrives and tenets of Celestia arouse
extraordinary interest all over the country, and
eveln h.n England and on the continent.

In New York, Barclay was not only a finan-
cial, but a social, leader. « Once a year he gave a
great ball, to which everybody who was invited
went, unless sickness or some other major cause
had laid them by the heels, But it is not here a
question of Barclay's great ball. Those who
looked levelly at him or up to him in a social
way felt that he had set the stamp of approval
ore-l:the girl from Heaven, and burned to kKnow

Celestin was showered with Invitations, most
of which she declined. But she did not decline
them all. It was her duty, she felt, to convert
to her cause, all sorts and conditions of men and
women, the man who had been born with a
golden spoon in his mouth and the man who had

been rai with a revolver in his hip-pocket.
Now, al ugh Celestia moved on a calm level
of dem , loving almost all men alike, she

found in thé ways and houses of the rich more
opportunitiés to be amusred and joyous than In
the houses of the r. If the rich were worth-
less as a class, she had to admit their clever-
ness in concealing it. And many of them she
could not but believe were in love with righteous-
ness. They feted her and made much of her.

She was asked to speak in the ballroom of a
great house overlooking Central Park. The Invi-
tation to do so was instigated by Mary Black-
stone, but Celestia did not know this, and the
name signed to the note of invitation was one
which tempted her to accept. It was A name
which above all others stood, in the opinion of
the man in the street, for all that is richest and
most foolish.

To this function, Tommy Barclay was among
those invited (all part of Mary Blackstone's
plan), but, though he yearned to be wherever
Celestia was, in spite of their latest quarrel, he
was too busy tramping the streets of New York
in search of a job to accept. Mary had hoped
that among those to the manner born, Celestia,
in spite of her genuine good looks and magnetic
appear insignificant if not impos-

s was doomed to disappointment.
ning

stia, for the occssion her
work-girl dress assuming once more that
graceful flowing garment in which she
was irst seen (outside of Heaven) not only =et

abandc

8 new standard of beauty., but started a new
fashion in dress, and a kettleful of jealousy
among the women,

At one end of the long ballroom—a great
gpuce of mirrors, and si'k, brocaded with gar-

overflowing baskets and . cupids—

r musicians [“pon this, to a
wshionable men and wom-
, Celestia appeared sud-
rax gilence.
-browed face crowned with the
, the steady, kind, unfathomable
a command that had to, be

lands, flowers

the beginning of a
by expressing sur-

¢, or astonishment

began at
s never started
asked to spe

upturned faces, Nor did
he was going to talk
get started. At the

another would have
inged right into the

irresistible
ire not to {lluminate what
Is being said, but either to draw attention from
the awkwardness and Inck of poise of the
gpeaker, or as an outlet to a superfluous energy
for which there is no room in the channels of

Gestures

speech
For the most part Celestian stood with her
hands lightly clasped behind her back She
rarely mag L gesture of any sort, and never a
gesture which for one moment drew attention
from her words, her volce or Indeed her beauty,
In that crowd of gillded listeners only one
and understanding were unmoved

heart

had inkling of the
lestia She knew that her
profess to heliew a voice

the people un-

an

s And, when
hot only f. but the man
to whom ch colossi of
the busine a8 Barclay and Sturtevant,
Mary in the ng American phrase “began
to smell a rat™

If it was to their advantage to belleve it was
nlso to her Nevertheless, Cel arguments
and magnetism only served stiffen Mary's
understanding into opposition For it is almost
en axiom that to those whom we hate we are
never of easy persuasion

But the other hearts in that audience went out
to Celestla She gathered hearts as Ellen Terry
used to, as Madame Duse. And as for the minds
in that audience, for there actually were minds,
and sound ones, these felt the privilege of hav-
Ing been among the first to realize that a new
day might very well be about to dawn upon a
dark world. Men and women there were present
who highly resolved that never, never would
they do g« 1d so agalr Some kept thelr reso-

lution= for vera) days ; others for long periods

Merely intention of living more
and more r eously is not perhaps
but God kno it is something
finished speaking, her hands dropped to

her sides., and her eves, well. though they had
been open all along, they semed to open, and she
Iooked almost frightened and puzzied. A roar

Oof applause ro<s, and in the hack of the room,
Prof_oamr Stilliter, who had been under a great

wiped the sweat from his brow.
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Celestin addressing the great

Celestia came down from the platform, very
shyly and the men began to crowd about her,
and to shake her hand. They crowded about
to tell her that they believed her,
cause was theirs, that when the time came she
could count upon them for money and for
service.

“But it won't be easy,” she smiled. “It's a
greater house than this that we have to clean.
A hundred years of mistaken laws and customs
are not 1o be swept acide in a day., So, indeed,
I shall nesd your service, and your backing,
and your votes.'™

Celestia’s hostess took possession of her and
women forced their way among the men, in
order to look closer at that simple Greek dress
which, worn as Celestia wore it, so put to shame
their own bare arms and shoulders and lizar-
dish costumes. Few men are g witnesses of
anything, but many women with the tall of an
eye can take away with them not onlg the ma-
terial and effect of a costume, but the way it
was made, Among the women present, Celestia
was being copled right and left,

{Infortunately, it had been decreed hr an
elusive providence that some women shall be
shaped like May poles and others like butts ot
Malmsey, still others are shaped like pretzels or
question marks and upon none of these is the
costume of the ancient Greeks a thing of beauty.
To be tolernble in Greek dress a woman must
have a noble look. To look beautiful in it she
mnst also be beautiful.

Moxst of the women who copied Celestia made
themselyes ridiculous, others carried it off rather
well, and still others looked stunning. This may
be said of every fashion that has ever inflicted
iteelf upon the world, and is a truth which, it
better realized by woman In general, would be
of immense financial service to man in particu-
lar.

Among the poor, when she said that she came
from Heaven, among the unfortunate and the
down-trodden, Celestia was taken literally by
%0 many that its staggers belief. We have only
10 remember that less gifted prophets have suc-
coeded in imposing their divinity on multitudes.
About Celestia there was nothing that rang
false She was goodness and sincerity personi-
fled 4

Among the more sophisticated, the statement
of her origin was taken as a figurs of speech:
not by all of course, but by a wvast majority.
Y +thing or anvone that is really good for
1ay be said to have been sent by Heaven,™
“She doesn’'t of course mean
to imply that she stepped Into a flery eight-
eylinder limousine that was waliting for her
at Heaven's gate, and came down through space
in defiance of all speed laws. But, anyway It
doesn’t matter. She's inspired, That's the main
thing. Did anyone ever see such eyes, or hear
such a volce” It will be Interesting to see what
she will do when she has to go against the
politicians,” etc., etc.

To pave the way for their ultimate coup
d'etat it was part of the triumverate's plan to
allay some of that bitterness which so many
of the poor entertain for so many of the rich.
S0 Professor Stilliter, making use of those
means which we have so often explained, put it
into Celestia’s head to go about a good deal
among fashjonable people

To the simple-minded, newspaper-read Doug-
las family it was all but Inconceivable that
there should be any such qualities as kindness,
simplicity and virtue (excépt, perhaps among
the servants) in a Fifth avenue mansion. And
they were among Celestin’s first converts to a
contrary opinion

“And where are vou going tonight, my dear?”
asked Mrs. Douglas. “And where did you get
such a wonderful cloak? And you've dome your
halr differently .

Mre. Douglas and her husband,

u
these explained

sitting side

by side (they had been holding hands) gazed at
Celestin In X

astonishment. Nellie, who had en-

just behind Celestia was flushed

nd mystery.

s dears,” sald Celestia, “it's a very long
But first of all you must know that T

And Freddie is going with

ﬂ!ﬁf.\'
am going to a ball
ol

“Just wait till you see Freddie,” exclalmed

the Ferret's sister
looked troubled
anxious

But old Mr. Douglas

“There’'s no harm in Freddie,” he said pre-
sently “But it's pretty certain that he will
;-r;x away something that doesn’'t belong to
im.*

_“Oh ! exclaimed Celestia. “How unjust. Has
Freddis taken anything that wasn't his since
I've lived in this house?"

“That he ha=sn't!” sald Mrs. Douglas: "“And

it's all yvour doing.”
said Celestia; “and
man.”

and

“Freddis is a good hoy.”
ba i goinz to ba a sxood

“He’s got 50,” said the Mhonest Nellie, “that
he don’t light a cigarette till he gets round the
corner.”

“This cloak,” said Celestia’ (Isn't it lovely?)
fsn't mine. It was loaned to me by a very
beautiful lady. And =0 was everything else I've

got on.

With heightened color, she threw the cloak
back from her shoulders, and showed above an
exquisitely simple gown of mauve tulle, her
dazzling arms and neck.

“It's mufti,” cried Celestia, and she did not
look s0o much like a reforming angel as a de-
lighfed child.

“Mufei?”

“Perhaps 1 Gon't mean muftl. It's a disguise,
Nobody is to know who 1 am. And so I have to
look just the way the other people do.

I'm to look, learn and listen, . . .”

At the expression on the old people's faces,
she broke off short and then went on in a com-
passionate voice.

“Oh, my dears, you look as if you were
shocked, as if you were afraid for me, But
there’s nothing wrong. Nobody will hurt me.
And besides I'm tired of Freﬂcblng and preach-
l‘h‘ and preaching. And 1 think it will be such
un !'*

Just then Freddie came in, resplendent in full
evening dress. He had slicked his hair straight
back and flat to his head and he had borrowed
a gold (at least it was yellow and shining)
watch chain to go across his waistcoat,

Perceiving the state of wonderment into which

men got him in the smoking room and since
then everybody talks his language. Mrs, Selden
admits that she tried to make him fall in love
with her; but she failed. He's head over ears
tn love with this wonderful Celestia person,
and small blame to him. She is too lovely.
I've never seen a girl stay so long at a dance
herself, not dance, and not look awkward, Of
course she was surrounded by men. But she
wouldn’t talk shop. And do you know she isn't
#0 dreadfully serious. She can make people
laugh if she wants to. She wore conventional
clothes, and proved once and for all that she
can wear anything she likes, and get away with
{ Ad

The account which Celestia gave of the ball
had less to do with dancing.

“The dancing Isn't wicked at all” she told
the Douglases. “It's Innocent, and graceful,
and goodnatured. And the people? They
aren't wicked either. They are just like any
other people, only they've got more money. It's
& great blessing. Some dny everybody will
have money. And all the people I talked to
were kind people, who want to do good, and
make other people happy, and don't quite know
how to set about it. But we are going to show

his respectable parents were thrown by the
wonder of his attire, Freddie hummed the open- them, aren't we? Freddie was so good! They
ing bars of a delightful maxixe and guave an aald he the best dancer there. He dances

inimitably grave and graceful exhibition of the

steps that went with them., A born dancer was

the Ferret and like many another unbalanced
rson he had an exquisite ear for music.

“Celestia,” he said; “says she's just goin’ to
look on. But I'm goin’ to dance. These up-to-
date dances were danced on the Bowery more’n
a hundred years ago. And there's nobodv can
do ‘em hetter than me.”

f Celestia really thought that she wouldn't
be recognized, she made a great mistake. It
would have taken more than a conventlonal
ball-gown to disguise the compelling glory of
her eyes; and although she did not dance, she
was from the moment of her entry the centge
about which everything revolved ; or better she
was the centre about which all the men revolved.
Fri;ddle the Ferret was a little centre unto him-
vell. L

It was whispered about that Celestia had
brought with her a genuine Bowery tough, a
reformed gunman, and society always keen for
new sensations, proceeded to satisfy its curios-

a little differently, but better. They all sald
that. And if only you could have seen the
flowers! See, Mrs. MacAdam gave me thess
roses to bring to you. The house didn't have
walls and wall-paper. It was all mirrors and
flowers, and palm trees!”

Celestia sighed and then laughed at herself
for sighing.

“Where's Freddie?’ she asked. *“Is he still
sleeping? I'm going to talk to the typesett
union, and then I am to meet and talk with
some of the Independent Workers o1 the World.
And then I am to have lunch with the Bishop
of New York. And then, my dears, I'm going
to leave you for a while I'm to go out to
Pennsylvania where there is a terrible strike,
and nobody will listen to anybody. But I'll be
back before you know it."

ity. But mot altogether at the erret's ex-
pense. A dance hall had always caused his She kissed Mrs. Douglas and hurried out.
mind to work more consecutively and With oaactia was almost always in & hurry now.

more coherence than any other surroundings.
Fresented to his hostess, Freddie was neither
perturbed by her importance or her diamonds.

Nellle was waiting for her In the hall
“Are wou really golng to Bitumen, Celestia?"

“Want to] wh;rl;" he uu:r:ns;‘ed Av:’lth nnren- “Yes. Really.”
ragi > 8 —a8 Mr: m ter-
o i RS o g sl R gl ,g’n“gb"g':mfod «] thought you might like to know that Mr.

ward told a friend:
by his cheek, that I ‘smiled a Kind of sickly
smile’ and went as I supposed to the slaughter.
e made me dance better than T ever dan

before. At first 1T kept wondering if mrr dia-
monds were safe (of course 1 keep the originals
In safe deposits; haven't seen them for eight
years) and if he had a gun in his hip pocket.
Then T began to wonder why it was that 1T had
never before really understood what it means

Barclay i{s already there.”

During his search for work TommyeBarclay
returned once to the house where he had lived
for so long in such luxury to get together a
few of his personal belongings. But no more
than could be carried in a couple of dress sult
cases. From this visit he brought away clothes

to keep Hr’?o. “’"l.\' ﬂ;-" 'hrl‘lllnc' v?nt of he required, a picture of his mother, and one,
course you know. fou alwnys keep such beau-
tiful time., And he made me dance all sorts much faded, of the little Amesbury girl. His

evening clothes, his black pearl stud, his tennis
and polo cups, everything indeed of real wvalue
that ‘belonged to him he left behind. It was
his intention to enter the ranks of labor, on an
equality with the other laborers, and by dint of
sheer determination to work his way up until
he should be in a position to support the girl
of his choice.

Still, when he had refused the old butler's
offer of the savings of half a life time, and
heard the doors of the solid old mansion close
behind him for perhaps the last time, a lump
rose in Tommy's throat, and he went down the
steps slowly on feet which already seemed to
have lost thelr buoyancy.

A suit case in each hand, he was turning
toward the east side when he was accosted
famillarly “though respectfully enough by a
youngish man in a brand rdew and very {ll-
fitting suit of blue serge.

“Are you Mr, Barilay?” asked this one, axd,

of new steps. And, my dear, he flattered me
*0, and—" Here Mrx. MacAdam blushed and
lnughed at the same time. “Once I bungled
something frightfully and nearly went down,
and what do vou think he said? ‘You're ail
right, kid! CHAg to popper!" Kid! What do
vou think of that, at my time of life? T couldn’t
wet angry. 1 tried a'little, but it war no use.
T liked it. And when we'd finished, T was
struggling to think of something to say, and
what do you think I did say?" Here Mrs. Mac-
Adam once more blushed and langhed. *T said,
“The night’s young. [ hope you'll ask me to
ipfel agaln.’ He said, ‘You're on' And sure
enough he hunted me out for the very next fox-
trot. But by that time all the real kids wanted
to dance with him, and we old fogies had to
stand aside. Can't you see the modern de-
butante? For years she’s been dressing and
painting herself more and more like a dear
little street walker, and at last she gets a
chance to dance with a real gunman. No, he's
never really shot anybody or worn stripes. I
wiskh you could have been there! Some cf the

‘at Tommy's assurance that he was, he jerke@ vocate a midnight rush upon the stockads ang
his thumb toward a companion and sald, ‘“T'm be ‘found within,
Carson. This is Cracowitz’ Tommy bowed the silk-stocking
as politely as to the President of the United suggestion.
States and the Secretary of the Navy, and sald: ered Gunsdort,
“What can I do for you, gentlemen? no more heay
“Gordon Barclay won't see us,” began Car- children lifted in joy
son, but Tommy interrupted a little austerely: in show the world what
*Mr. Barclay won't see you?’ he said. ‘*Are it ts to | poor and the unfor.
you the Carsom and Cracowitz who have been ldren dife of hunger
figuring lately in Western Pennsylvania? falr share of what
*“We are,” snid Carson, and. Cracowits nodded
vehemently. “Mr. Barclay,” Carson went on,
“ought to see us, and if you are Mr. Barclay
you can get him to’”
“Why ought he to ses you?"
~ “For his own good and ours. We can't do
pnything with' old man Xehr. He's for a fight
to the finish. It doesn’t matter about us men,
but how about the women and children? How
about them, Mr. Barclay?™ :
“Oh, I am on their side always,” sald Tommy.
“Then you'll fix it so that we can see Mr.

i
¢
‘
]
£

When this had

led away and died to nothing like a peal
of thunder, Gunsdort rolled his little eyes upon
Tommle.

“Let us hear from the new brother,” he saiq,
smacking his lips. “c«l‘tobup on the platform,
brother Barclay, and let the brothers and ais-
ters see you." )

One of the sisters eyed ‘Tommy very closely
as he slowly ascended the platform. She was
Mrs. Gunsdorf, a young, dark, heavy woman
with, amouldering eyes, and & scarlet mouth
‘When he turned and she had a good look at his
handsome, brown, clean-cut face, her deep
bosom began to rise and fall rapidly.

Tommy was in an awkward position. In

, Carson,” sald Tommy, “were you ever
stone broke?" : B

The question shocked Mr. Carson into ad-
mitting he never had been. d

“Well,” said Tommy, for the first time smil-
ing, “I am. Mr. Barclay has turned me off
without a cent and has disinherited me besides.
That shows how much influence I have with
Aim. But I can tell you this about him. If he
has sald that he won't see you, he won't."” )

“We'd about come to that conclusion our-
selves,” sald Carson. “You looked like a last
chance.”

He was turning away petulantly when he
thought better of it.

“What are you golng to do, Mr. Barclay,
if it's manners to ask?

“T was going to ask your advice,” maid
Tommy. *“My wish is to start life as a day-
laborer.” > :

“Sure? Then you'd better come out to Penn-

ful its ulfimate effect upon the attackers would
be retribution in an extreme degree.

“It seems to me,” he began quietly, “that
what we want is justice—not vengeance. Have
wo—'" ¢

A Joud chorus of mockiery drowned his voica

But Carson shouted at the top of his lungs,
“Give him air,” and when be had secured a
sort of silence he went on:  “Brother Barclay
sytvania: with ‘e is all rl‘ght." he shouted; “he thinks the same

P .

“But 1 want to earn a Mvi 1 Bt ”v'.":omo"?:g :‘or:t;l'l'gthhk it the same
tobeﬂnmy@mruahbombymm Carson got a laugh, and Tommy was givea
higher wages, ought 17" : air, And seeing that he was being given air,

“We can something better than stoné pe smiled = very winning smile (it happened ta
oy d gmznwﬂmogmm said jign¢ first upon Mrs. Gunsdorf) and began to

“I am on your side,” sald Tommy: “that is L Nt S SRS 0onfdence, be:
:noordnmwhy!hvobundldﬂ- say, that ssemed to him worth saying.

erited.” : 5

. “Brothers,” he said, backs are all
As he spoka Mary Blackstone drove up.in &R .., 4 ¢5 the door of this hall. - Mine ten't"”

open car and’ called to -} ,. Tommy sprang
forward with courteous LT Carson fap exeiting sheir curiosity,
: 2 - had & look at the door, and
murmured, “The Aell he's ; ed " St the apéaker... One or twe
Mary leaned from the car and spoke in 8 SRR R what wis
low, thrilling voice, only audible to Tommy: dian‘'t. Tommy continued:
* “Tommy dear,” she sald, “I'm so wretched. “While

8 you were so loudly applauding my
W:';a.vll;a:a such a ?m of things! Can't we PR S o e e ) that
be ver agaln door opened and that door closed.”

ommy answered wi great gentleness:

T ke th e . Once more heads turned toward the door.
We can't begin all over again”" he sald; wjpngw 4014 Tommy, raising his voice fof

“things can never be as they were. But we “s man went out.
can be friends, Mary.” bt went

She shook Mer head and the corners of her ‘w'Ha gt .‘:m :: t:::::o::‘h::
mouth turned bitterly down. d, because he knew that

“You and I, Tommy," she said, “might be al-' y .. ognized him In spite of his false moustache,
most anything in the world to each other—but have caught him if you hadn't
friends? Never. You may drive on, Rugby.”

Tormmy held out his hand, but she turhed
from it, as if in scorn, and the motor slipped
quietly forward. ey e % )

“H'm!" murmured Carson; “he has been dis-
inherited. And he's just told ber. And she's
given him the mitten’™ e

Well, many a leader of capital would have
come no nearer the truth. ¥or to the casual
eye Tommy instead of Mary had been the
pleader and the rejected. :

In the mining town of Bitumen in West
Pennsylvania thére was for the moment an
armed truce between the strike breakers and
the strikers. The latter, under the leadership
of Gunsdorf, held the village: the former, un-
der the personal supervision of Kehr, had bullt
a strongepalisade which commanded the rallroad
station and the approaches to the town by rall
Both belligerents maintained. a system of
sentries, and a genuine gstate of war existed.
More than one striker had been given a public
funeral ; more than one strike-breaker had de-
parted from Bitumen' in a narrow box.

80 much was clear. JLess clear wexs the
causes which had led to actual violénce. It Is
enough that they led to a demand for larger
wages and shorter hours, which Kehr, repre-
senting the owners, and Intrenching himself
behind the stat t that too many such de-
mands had been acceded to in the past, had
peremptorily, and in a manner not tended to
conciliate, refused. A general strike had been
called, strike breakers and special deputies had
been called in, and there had been dynamiting
and sudden death,

The leaders were somewhat all Each had
a supreme contempt and even hatred for the
class which the other.represented. Each was
a strong-willed, stubborn man, having much
power over other men. Neither was altruistic.
At the back of Gunsdorf's head lurked the idea
that one day he, too, might be a capitafist who
should employ labor, Kehr had every+intention
of one day employing more labor himself.
Neither truly represented the cause for which
he stood. Both were prepared to sacrifice any
number of other people's lives for the better-
ment of their own. There was, however, this
difference between them: men obeyed Gunsdorf
because they believed him to be a strong man
of the people with the Interests of the people
at heart ; men obeyed Kehr because they had to.

So Tommy felt about Gunsdorf when he heard
the thick-set, trembling, passionate assailant of
privilege hold forth in the town hall, when
he saw tears gush out of the man’s eyes as he
told of women and children who were going
under because there was no longer any bread
in the house, and when he pretended that he
could hear their ‘cries and ‘clapped his hands
to his ears. e R A A

Tommy had been introdticel to the “brother”
as a safe man, but when Gunsdorf began to ad-

~ Tommy checked an outburst of rage with &
commanding

“His business was to find out if we are going
to.attack the stockade or not. He thinks we
are. But we are mnot!”

“The hell we're not!
told you?” etc., etc,

“It's for you to declde,” cried Tommy, “bul
1 wish you'd let me tell you what I saw on the
platform at the freight station.”

Again by exciting curiosity he had secured
attention.

“] saw,” sald Tommy, “a large wooden box
On the box was printed Rotary Air Pump. But
on the box under these words had once been
printed the name Goss and Goss.. That con-
veys no meaning to you? Goss and Goss Is
a firm which does business on Broadway. It
deals in uniforms, rifles, ammunition and can-
non. Brothers, the Rotary Aér Pump which I
saw on the platform at the freight station is
a machine gun.”

There was a long and ominous silence.

“Have you ever,” continued Tommy cheer-
fully, “watched & man watering his front
jawn with a hose? It's easy for the man with
the hose to hit every blade of grass on his
front lawn. It's just as easy as it is for the
man with the machine gun to hit every man
in a crowd. -

“Attack that stockade? That's just what old
man Kehr wants you to do, He will mow you
down like grass, and the public will say It's
your own fault”

Not only did the large crate contain a ma~
chine gun, but smaller cases which Tommy had
not observed, marked “Picks and Shovels,” con
taining high-power rifles and ammunition. But
for that night, at least, old man Kehr's deadly
preparations for giving the strikers what he
considersd a well-deserved and salutary lesson
were in vain. %

Dawn broke.

“They're mot coming,” eald the Pinkerton
man. *“They must have listened to Mr. Bar-
¢lay after all . But It looked, so help m& as
£ they were going to tear him to pleces first,
and try to rush us afterward.”

“Any man with brains” said
menace when he's on the wrong side of a ques
tion. We must get rid of Mr. Thomas 3
clay. Give me that code book and & telegrap

Why aren't we? Who

fle at the

sm
After some labor and a grim tehed the

finished produce, old man Kehr dispa
following cypher to Gordon Barclay. ar

“Suckers won't bite. Your muttering
buretor Tommy has tickled Aphrodite. Pleass
pound his whiskers quick.”

“Now then,” he said to M#. Pinkerton DR
“rush that!" ... . - s
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