
MURIEL'S HOLIDAY
By Augustus Goodrich Sherwin.
With a clang a great gate went

shut, and a shrill whistle and the
harsh boom of a bell told hat the
giant factory had begun the noisy
grind of the business of the day. The
inflexible rule of the plant was ap-
plied on the exact second the work-
er who was not inside the walled
grounds on the stroke of seven need
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These Two Were Shut Out.

not apply for admission until the next
morning.

Half a dozen scurrying men and
women had crossed the dividing line,
grazed and all but knocked prostrate
by the sliding barrier. A pretty, neat-
ly appareled girl reached the gate to
grasp its handle just as the lock shut.
A young man, hurrying too, halted
wih a shrug of his shoulders, one-ha-lf

dismayed, one-ha- lf resigned.
These two were shut out. Others
came straggling along in the dis-
tance, but turned about and retraced
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their way homewards, realizing" the
futility of seeking admittance.

While Sidney Harper, stock clerk,
took the forced idleness of a day
rather' indifferently, in fact, with
rather a sense of enjoyable novelty,
Muriel Hope, employed in the office
of the big works, paled and her lips"
quivered, A sigh that was a sob but
half suppressed left her lips. Her
eyes filled with tears, and with a de-

spondent step she started slowly from
the spot.

Sidney Harper construed aright
the girl's deep concern, and his sym-
pathy was awakened. He was a man
who had steeled himself against pity,
but he could not help but be interest-
ed. He knew that low wages and
ceaseless work held most of the em-
ployes of the works bound like slaves
to a wheel. With many of them the
loss of a day meant the loss of some
other day's meals. Then a memory;
of a dark-passag- e in his life that had
made him a lonely, resentful being
on the fair threshold of manhood,
caused him to crowd back his interest
in the girl. Once he had loved. It was
all over now, but he had never for-
gotten the false beauty who had been
a traitress to her vows.

"Heigh-ho!-" he communed with
himself. "In four years of steady, per-

sistent work at last a day off. I'm not
sorry I'll try and see if I am still
human enough to be interested out-
side of the dull treadmill of hard
labor."

He had noticed offhand on for a
year or more the fair young girl who
answered to the name of Muriel
Hope. Once he had adjusted a gas
jet above her desk when she had
some extra night work. Only a week
since, too, he k had brought a new
chair to replace the crippled and un-
comfortable one she occupied. After
that he had always bowed to her
when they met. Even that morning
they had spoken, but very briefly in
the urgency of getting through the
gate in time.

His thoughts came irresistibly back
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