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The board of direetora of the Daily

PubHe Motor Printiog and Pabllabing
Company, five in number, met annually
on the first day of July. I
Their dntiea anally compriaed the

declaration of a very larjo dividend,
ordering cetaln handsome improve-
menta, electing a president, secretary
and treaaurer for the ensuing year,
and adjoarnment to Vinley*a for
luncheon. ,

Thta wee partaken of in comfortable
EQito; when they went their eeveral
ware, aa befitted their variooa aoclal
and commercial dlgnitiee, complacently
carrying freah copies of the Daily
Meter in their hand*, with acceptable
Motor dividend ebeclca in ihair pockets
and with tho sunshine of the Motor'*
great prosperity radiating from thoir
bland and pleasant faces.
Bat this year the directors, as Mr.

Elijah Wbittakor truthfully remarked,
baa "ftrack a powerful ansg."
Mr. Wtiittakor was in tbe towing line

and this whs naturally a favorite form
of expression. He had "boarded" the
Motor company when it needed a few
thousand sorely, and bis joarnalistic associationsbad made bim quick in simile
and comparison.
Indsed similar conditions were true

of tbe entire directory.
Gregg Lomster, wbolesalo leather, LuciusSbotweil, banker, Addison Schooley,importer and Bufus Backus, retired

capitalist, were all, like Mr. Whittaker,
sudden acquisitions on various occasions
when the Motor's ^flairs were in perilouscondition.
These farafzhted gentlemen bad becomoassociated in this commorciai way

so long before, that tho founders of this
powerful engine of civilization, followingtho invariable and inexplicable fate
of originators, had, with one exception,
pastad from sight into wonted beggary
and oblivion.
The directory, as now formed, had ex

isted for years, placid in its equable and
ainplo returns, serene in its unctuous
bonora, undisturbed by it* almost ripplelosshurr«sanients, in the genial and
mellow atmosphere of proprietary journalism.
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the Daily Motor's managing editor.
He was a thin, dark little man, with

bushy brows and sunken eyes and
cheeks,' Ilis clothing hung loosely uponliim. Ilo cams and went as softly
and silently aa the night. From nine
in the morning nntll nine at night, and
often much later, daring every day of
thoyear for more than twenty years, he
had a»t at the same desk in his shirt
ileeves, with an old straw hat shading
his eyes and a cob' pipe in bis month;
ind be bad never utterod an unneces

arvword in all that time.
You could not dud his address in this

city dttoctory. the general public
knew nothing of him. His name nevor
appeared in panels of prominent citltons,drawn for groat public platform
occasions. ;
Not a soul connected with the Daily

Motor knew where he lived, or how;
or whether bo was a bachelor or was
human enough to have divers little ,
Brooms dangling and romping about
him, in thu morning hour or hour of
lamplight ho might know thosacred re-
treat which wiso raeu have in homes, ,
Uo was inexplicable, inextricable, ineradicable.Entirely aside from bis

powerful though frictionless sway, his
unobtrusive personality had bocome as

inseparable a prosonce, or fixture, in <
the Dally Motor evstem as its engine
fires, its press.thuiidorings, its copy, its
types, its suuornal odor of printor a ink,
its iiundreds of ragged newsboys or its
loiterers for nickels or notices.

Social systems had changed; this de-
partment editor and that had come and
gone; newspaper management had been
revolutionized; monarchies had bocome
republics; geographios of continents
had boon readiustod; but Klrtloy
Broom, who had come in with the
founder* of tho Daily Motor, still sat
there coatless at his aosk under nn old
straw hat, smoking a short cob pipe and
doing his work as noiselessly as thongh
he were the ghost of tho human who
l,aH Iw,mi ii li ih silant thouirh mi i'll tv
toil at the self-iamo desk more than
twenty yoara before.
"What's the trouble about BVeom,

anyhow. Editor Whittaker?" asked the
ojhor Motor director editors concernedly.
Yoara beforo they had begun calling

each other "editor," partly serious and
partly in jest, and tho title was of such
pleasant sound and significance that it
would have been something of a hard-
ship to have it overlooked in the city ,
directories, by their coutemporarioa or
by each other now.
"Well," replied Editor Whittaker

stoutly, "it's jest a'case of gitSKirtley
Breorn out o' commission long enough j
lor repairs, or wo kin look round for
some other craft in t|is place."

"Failing powers?" asked Editor
Backus, casually. 1

"Wo might increase his salary," aug- j
gested Editor Bhotwoll, crisply.
"Or roduco his wages and his hours,.'

added Editor Lomster, cautiously. "I jhavo found that to bo ouite an excol-
lent spur to lagging holp.'
"Whatapponr to bo chop«marks on

his invoico of troublo?" inquired Edi-
tor Schooley, with his huge importa-
tions uppermost in his own mind.
"Kinder gonoral gononoes, I'd call

it;" roturnod Editor Whittaker anxiously."The other day I como up Jioro to
tho board room, to figure up a little;
un' Broom rode up in the elevator 'long
with mo. lie joit nodded. Nothin' J
cordial or hoarty about it. 1 thought
to myself: 'You'ro stoopin' moro'n
common, Kirtloy Breem!' but didn't
mention it; he's so cussed touchy."
"Cussed touchy I" echoed tho otbor

director editors sympathetically.
"Well, when ho got off at his floor he

kinder whirled 'round dazod like, as
though ho'd forgot where his room was.
'What's tho mutter witfi Breoui?' I
said, thinkin' out loud. 'Torbacky!'
pi pod up that jackanaposo* an olovator-
boy. 'Bash!' says I; 'and* no inoro romarksliko that about your bottors, or

yo'll git your onvolopo at tho ofllce;
that's what you'll git, sonny/ says I. I
wont to ligurin', but kop' thinkin* o'
Kirtloy Breem." i

"It does you honor;" romarkod one
of the diroctor editors encouragingly.

"It don't do us honor that we hain't
boon thinkin' o' him long ago!" rotortodEditor Whittakor foolingly.
"Wo'vo got moro'n a thousand por cont
on our rnonoy already. Who's mado it
fur us? Kirtloy Broom! Who's boon
tuggin' an' pufiin' an' Btrainin' an haulin'an' buflotin' an' plungin' wtiilo wo
sot 'round takin' toll ? Kirtloy Breom!"

"Kirtley Breem;" two or threo of the
diroctor editors murinurod placidly."Who's put tho Daiiy Public Motor
ahoad o' any othor newspaper in the
whole kontry; got it nigh onto two hundredthousand daily circulation; and
made it pay us thirty, forty, somotimos
fifty, por cont on our shares?"

"Kirtloy Broom;" they answorod
thoughtfully and in unison.

I should say io;" snorted Editor
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Wbittaker, rapping the desk loodlj
with uia bronzed knucklea. "An1
that's what I thought on, when I Ml
there figurin'. That's what I kep1
tbingia' on, when I begun aakin' anestlona'round tb' office, an" found Kirt.
ley Breem bad been 050ped up there
like a tlarr, inore'n twenty yearal
Thati what inakee him atagger,' aays
[, startin' fur hia room."
"Starting for hit room?" eeveral of

the director editors exclaimed incrednlDual/.
"Yea, atartin' an' gettin' there, too.

"Brecon,' says I, 'I want to gee you
lown ttb'docks a minute;' 'Not now?'
laid he, lookic' up aavage. 'Bight
aow,' aaya L lie looked up agin gapin'
like at hia work, then at hia watch, an'
iaya: 'Do you realize what there is to
bo done here, at this time o* th' day,
Sir. Wbittaker?' 'Frob'ly not,' aaya L
An' it dou't make no diflerence if I
lon't. The Motoc'll run ilaelf fur hall
i hour or so.' "
"And Kirtley Breom went with yon ?"

they aaked with increasing interoat
"Well, sorter went; mostly towed
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'Greased Llgutnln''.steam's always up
in her.tipped the Cap'n a wink, an'
ire shot out into th' barbor in * jiffy,
jefore Kirtley Breom know what was
Dpi"
"Whew!" exclaimed tho interested

iiroctor editors. "How did ho take
nr
"IIo didn't take It. tie jost got white

an' says: 'Put me ashoro at once, sir!'
'Not moeh,' says I, 'till you'vo had a
breakfast on sea air.' 'I'll hold you reiponsibioto the directory, sir!' says be.
'Go it,' says I, noddin' to th' Cap'n t'
put on more steam. 'This is an outrago,fir!' says lie. 'It's what you noed,
n got t' have, paper or no paper;'
lays L
"Good!" said several of the director

jditors heartily.
"Bad I" ejaculated Edilor Whittaker

uarmly. "lie jost turned away from
lie, Btraightor V I've ever seen him;
-un his holler eyes up an' down th'
bay; caught sight o' an opposition tug
icndin' toward th' city, about a thousindfeet for'ard; waited a bit, studyin'
like; an', finally with a polite 'Good
nornin', Mr. Whittaker!' took a header
into the water; come up five hundred
feet aft o1 th' 'Greased I.ightnin',' an'
node for that other tug like a ol' salt;
low an' agin raisin' liia hand, an'
sotlonin' 'em to slow up. They did,
;oo; liovo him a line; pulled him
iboard; an'th' last I seod of him, ho
iras a-sottin' on th' capst'n, dryin' off,
in' writin' out assignments with pencil
>n' paper he'd borrored from somebody
in that pesky opposition tug!"
Mingled expressions of surprise, merrimentand concern followed Editor

iVhittaker's. recital. When tlioio had
inintml th# tiii» nwnnr naiil

lolemnly:
"I'hat night he quit two hours lator

than usual, moro holler-eyed, humped
in' gone-lookin' than over. Kirtley
Broom's got to have a vacation, if tho
Motor htops while he's takin' it!"
"Well, well, well!" "Bless me, bless

rool" 'To beBuro!" "Withoutdoubt,"
md "Certainly, certainly, certainly I"
Followed this determined sentiment;
lod tho Motor directors at once set about
iiscussing ways and means to effect the
jesired result.
It was tho only distracting conference

the Motor directors had ever known.
Who should coavoy their decision to

ttiia atrange man who waa breaking
iown at his post and who regarded it as
the most deadly of all affronts to bo interrupted,in his own interost, in his
life-consuming toil? What recourse
jould be rosoried to, if ho refused to sro ?
How could thoy cajole, wheodle or bully
i man of hia indomitable purpose into
leaving for a day, a week or a month,
tho labor which was destroying him
*nd pret in which the very olixir of his
waning life was found?
It was a strau^e experience to these

proprietary journalists to encounter
iuch a character. The more thoy dis-
sussed iurtley ureem, too larinor no
lecmod from them; the more necessary
to them ami their groat prooortv.
The entire matter, they all agrood,

nrna portentous, must recoivo immodiiteattention, and could only bo handled
in the most delicate diplomatic manner.
No one of them could be prevailed

upon to singly undortako tho mission
It should be effected, they at last decided,through tho full board, acting as
3110 man. No ono should shirk responsibility.And their managing editor
should bo made to feol that thero was
10 temporizing with tho real power bohindtho Daily Public Motor; no, inleed!
lie was therefore immediately summonedbefore thorn. It Mas tho first

time this had over occurrod, and when
iurtley Bream entered tho board room
10 was at loss to understand the signifi2auceof tho Motor's chief owners all
sitting confusodly together as if busied
n inexplicable problems beyond call
md nudging each other as though their
;onguos wore lost.
Ho .stood thore in tho attitudo of ono

impationt to return to his work. Ono
riand held the knob of tho halt open
loor, while tho other slowly removed
lis old straw oflico hat. Ho gavo them
ill n searching glauco, as some invontor
mechanic, called from his mastorful toil
to porloy with investing novlcoB, might
anconsciously pormit a gleam of contemptto (lash through his long-habit
look of subservioncy.
Then ho tumod as if to donart, but

tho board recovered itself suddenly and
just in timo toarrost his attention.
"Oh.all.Mr. llreotu?" Kditor Lomatermauagod to articulate.
"Oh.ah.Mr. Broom?" carao jerkily

from the other mombors of tho board.
"Sit down a niomont, Mr. Broom,

please," urged Kditor Schooley, looking
around helplessly for somebody olso to
begin.
"Yes, yos, do sit down;" "Littlo mattor,you know;" "Want to got bottor

acquaintod;" "Quito a pleasure, 1 doL-laro;"and "A little rost'll do you good,
Mr. Broom;" followed from mombors of
tho board in quick succession.
Tho last remark, by Kditor Shotwoll,

was a happy ono. 1 t'somowhat relievod
the genoral embarrassment. Tho managingoditor seated himself wearily, fixinghis attention upon tho open door
with tho wariness of a picket whou tho
auomy's linos crowd closely.
"Wo wish to congratulate you, Mr.

Broom, on tho success, tho extraordinarysuccess, of tho Motor," began
Kditor Shotwoll uneasily.
"Succoisof tho Motor," tho other four

blandly echood.
"And oxpress our satisfaction as to

tho gonoral.tho gonoral."
"State of tho markot," vonturod KditorLomstor in a burst cf helpful enthusiasm,suddenly rocalling^tho rocont

hapny advanco in hides.
"And oniphaaizo our approval of your

editorial managoinont in evory particular,savo on ono poiut," bravely insistedKditor Backus.
"Ono point," tho othors hoartiiy roittoratod.

^ t

Hero Kirtloy Broom's thin Angora

\

cruabed hi* old atrav bit like a banc!
of "killed copy."

Oa tb*t p int," blartad out Edito
Whittaker firmly, "we ain't by n
muni agree. Tnat p'int It."

mind, air, cime quickly am

quite aa decidedly from tbe managim
editor. "You tball hare my reaignatioi
la your hiuda in five minute*' time I"
A* Kirtley Breem aaid tbit, there wai

au awful look In bla atranje, cadareroui
face: a look inch a* might come ore
the face ol one who, whipped on by
ateadfatt lore or heroic duty or aacrifici
In endleaa and rewardlets toll, reacha
uddenly tlie ultimate of effort.It

terror lor lt« awllt rain to otbera, trana
figured In momentary realixation of i
pitUoaa acourge at end.
Some Inetinctlve conaciouaneaa of thli

teemed to fit through tbe minda of thi
men before him, and for a moment i
tUlled them. Bat in an inatant mon
they were all aDon their feet, reatraia
ing him from hia purpose and fillinf
the room with the clamor of their pro
teata.
"Lord 1.we didn't mean that!" gaapec

Editor Whittaker, in a very persplratiot
of mild desperation. "Can't we nc

waya sit inaide your machinery, loot
nuiOt'do a leetle friendly packtn, an
oilin", Kirtley Broom?"
Tho managing editor aroae to go. Ed

itor Whittaker, frith a quick moro o
his fat little body, reached tbe door be
fore him: anappod it ahut with a louc
click; turnod tho key in tbelock; and
with Ilia <lnmpy brown hands behind
him and hii dumpy broad back agaiasl
tho door, be exclaimed triumphantly:
" "Kirtley Breom, it'» no uiel Yoa'n
pot t' listen t' th* voice o' reason
Yon're kiUin' jrouraolf here. This 'er<
board's unanimously decided tbal
you've got t' take a vacation. All wort
an' no play.hang tbe rojt of it!.t
klndor go Into dry dock 'n* git th' bar
nacles olf yer copperV yer mineral np
paratusos brightened np. Now. makt
it four, six or eight weeks, joat as yi
like; bat out ye go, t'morror mornin'l'
"Hood, good I" "Go it I" enthusiasticallycried the rest of tho board.
"We ain't no all around editors,

like you be, Kirtley Braem; but wo're
goln't' take turns here at th' wheol,
while yon go below. If sha (tha Motoi
was undoubtedly referred to) goes
smooth, then smooth ahogoes! if she
goos jinky an' cranky, wo won't mind a

few cogs a-alippln'l Git yor dunnage
t'gether t'night, Breom, Now, no hemmin'an' hawln' 1 It's passed th' board
'thout ary na^l"The managing editor was helpless in
thoir hands and he looked it. He
seemed to bo panting like a oaged
animal. More than once he endeavored
to rise, and then to speak. His eyes
flamed and paled and appeared to penotrato,out above thoir bead9, to tho remotestootreachings of the great establishment.If these men could havo
known, they could not but have followodthouion, on, far beyond all that I

"I've been here vary, very long;" he
faltered.

"Don't matter;" retorted Editor Whittakerdoggedly, "All th* wussl"
"You are all very kind, gentlemen.

But.but I simply cannot afford it."
As ho aaid this, his solf conscious-

nets was of meanness andinsignilicance.
To thom, he aoomoJ infinitely beyond
and above them. Five (at bands, instantlymade five swift dives into five
plethoric pockets.
"Oh, it isn't tbat! It isn't that I" came

so like a cry from the lips of Kirtley
Broem, as the old straw bat swished
tlirouL'h the air, that tho live fat bands
relaxed and slid silently fgom their receptacles.
"Anybody weighting you down, keepingyou back, choking you oQ, smotheringyouunder, Broem!" Editor Lomster,who had for a time been silent,

blurtod suddenly at the bowed man
upon tho rack.
"Who said there was? Whodaro say

that I" ho answered back hoarsely and
fiercely, shaking his clenched fist and
crushod hat defiantly at the speaker.
"iMy God I Let mo out of here at onco I
.at once, gentlemen I"
Trembling and palid, Kirtley Breem

sprang toward tbo door. Bat Editor
Whittaker anticipated him. Ho had
one arm about him in a twinkling,
holding him gently yet firmly us a vice.
Hn rnifliwi tint other and let it flutter
back and forth toward his aetoundod
companions for a long time, before ho
Boomed able to gather fitting words
from his turbid and onrushing thoughts
and conjecturos.
"Thore's Home things," he finally

stammered, "a leetie too close t' th'
vest, t' bear onto, evenatween friends.
as wo all bo here. Kirtley Breear takes
a vacation. That's' passed th' board.
Kirtley Broom can aflord it. Tluit't
passed tho board. It's none o' th'
board's business t'prod an' poke. That's
passed th' board. Whatever bothors
anybody'll bo 'tended to, Kirtley
Broom's own way. That's passed tho
board. I'll seo Kirtley Breem privately.
That's passed tho board. Th' board now
stands adjourned till t'morror morniu',
nine o'clock, sharp, ready fur editorial
business. And that's passed the board
'thout ary nay I"
And with this, Editor Elijah Whittakorwith their managing editor still captivoin gentlo bonds, withdrew from tho

most memorable board meeting the di<
rectory of the Daily Public Motor Printingand Publishing Company had ever
known.

II.
Though it does not so often happen

in this world of ours, supromo contempt
can as swiftly be flashed into measurelessostoom as passive admiration bo
transformed into revolting pity.
In a moment's time Kirtley Breom's

isolate, desolate, solf*prisonod lifo had
boon magically touched and softened.
and here tho only vacation tho managingoditor had ever known had really
begun.by rough old Elijah Whittakor's
cunning and protecting percoptiou, for
it catriod along with it thoso lirm, fine
human qoalitios of consideration and
compassion which can nlono roach, roassuroand rescuo tho aore and harried
human heart.
Thoy had passed tho managing oditor'sdesk and moved together without

apparont purposo to tho window overlookingtho roofs and checkered channelsof tho groat city. Tho dusk was
alroady purpling tho duBty ways, and so

swiftly marshaling tho city lights that
it scorned like a groat llrmameut of upleapingstars beneath them.
Editor Whittuker saw that his companion'soyos wore fixed on a iittlo pockotyhollow of shadow.a miserable

qunrtorof tho city which ho also well
know.botweon high nnd crowding
walls, perhaps half a mile to tho north
of Printing llouio Squaro; but ho let
him look nnd think undisturbed, with
his hand upon his shouldor, so long as
the mood romainod upon him.
.Standing thus, his foaturoi woro by

turns sot and hard, filled with alarm
and approhousion, stern with sudden
rosolvo, nuivcring in apparent hopeless
pity, or drawn in pain and discouragement.At last hot toars tumbled from
his faco almost bounding, Editor Whittakorimngined, toward tho dark hollow
botwoeu tlie northern walls.
"This is inoxcuiablo!" ho faltorod

with a start, Booming to suddooly recollectthat a board motnbor stood bosido
him.
"Bosh! This is dead right!" rotortod

Editor Whittakor with a burst of fooling,in which objects grew haxy boforo

> bin own pudgy face. "Ye don't hm t'
giro it name, neither, Kirtley Breem,'

r "Twenty-two yoara." Mid the man>
j trine editor deliberately, aa if thinking

wonderingly end aloand and with an

1 Inclination of hia head in the direction
i of the bit of lighMnrrounded ahadow
i between the walla.

Editor Whittaker'srongh band stroked
I bis abonlder aoftly and reassuringly,
i "And always darklng, darkening, jusl
r at you lee it now!" Tbis. atllt at il
i thinking aloud and with hit thin tlngei
> trembling toward the apot which wat

faat merging from shadow into blackinets.
"Lott o' change in that time," taid

t Editor Whittaker comfortingly.
"In tome things there it no change."

It came almott as a groan from Kirtly
) Breom's llpt. Then, deliberately:
t "When mast I learo the city?"
i "Morning!.morning!" was the stoat
- and almost aggressive reply.
[ "If I do notgo.my placo will be filled

by another?"
"Yon go. That's passed the board!"

1 "Well, I will go; on. one condition."
i "Needn't nims it. Iti youn alorc

namln'."
"lhat you.no other human being.

1 Mr. Whittakor.divide my salary, each
day, into three equal shares, place tbe
money in separate envelopes and have

[ them delivered, by somo person entire
ly disconnected with the employes ol
the office, and still ao that there will be
no doubt abont their absolute delivery,

I to tbe three persons whole names and
addresses 1 will leave with you."
"You kin be jest as euro of it, as that

I 'Lijah Whittakor lives."
"At about nine o'clock, every even.in*?"

t "Nine, t' tb' stroko o' th' hour. Pull
: out your watch, t' th' minute, wherever

ye be, an' know it's done!"
Kirtley Broom looked into tlio honest

old eyes an instant, wben he stooped to
his desk with an almost youthful tread
and wrote three names and addrosses
which Editor Whittaker placed labori.ously in bis wallet Then tho managingaditor hastily sot his books aud
papers aright'; called his assistant and
gave him a few general directions; and,
with bis still vigilantguard close boside
him, with many timorous fits and start/i
and attempts to return, which wero
nmmnilir chocked bv his companion.
bo at last found hlmsolf npon tho
crowded street.
"Don't it ieot like oat o' prison, now,

honest, BreemV
"Honestly, it (cole liko tho sensation

of being hanged; bat (iod bless you,
Mr. Whittaker! is in the very tingle
and choking of it all!"
"Tut, tut! Bothert Bosh! Why,

He's a blejsln' iof you this very minute!"
They grasped hands and stood ttioro

liontly for a moment. When Kirtley
Broom's hand was withdrawn there
were bills of large denomination within
it. Tho crowd had pushed between him
nod his companion; but ho could seo
his fat hands waving him away and
hoar his kindly voice roaring apovo tho
din of tho street:

"Jost a word, when you'ro anchored,
t'know whero'yo be, if ye don't mind.
Forgit th' Motor. Forgit yourself. Forgittrouble. Go back twenty year.t'
where vu waa raised, mobby.an' begin
over agin Good-bye!"
Whereupon Kirtley Breem set his

again darkening face hurriedly toward
the; black spot between tbo towering
city walls, for tho last timo.
"That's a human bein' that's been

murdered by inches, half bis lifetime,"
mused Editor Whittaker, watching him
closely as ho pushod through tho donso
early evening throngs of Park Kow.
"An' he's stood an' took it like steel, or
one a' them air gods tltey tell about.
1 thought I bad stuff in mo. I ain't in
th' samo hundred yoar with that follow!"
He at onco examined the slip of paper

which Kirtley Breem had given him,
and began muttering:
'"Twelve Forsyth street?' Forsyth

street? That's no lit place lor th' managin'editor u' th' Motoj t' live in!
That's u tough deestrict, ttfnt is. Slobby
Breem don't live there? Mebby.
Whew! Here, hero,hore, 'Lijah Whittakor.thai won't do!"

iio bold the addroasoa out at arm's
length undor a shop window, scauulng
thom engorly and spoiling them out
carefully.

" 'Mrs. Botsy Hopper, Housekeeper,
Fourth Flat, 12 Forsyth Street, City I"
Editor Whittaker mopped his forehead,plumped on hix spoctaclos and

rellectod a moment dubiously.
"That looks bod; mighty bad. But

it's only number one," he added hopefully.
" 'Mrs. Hnchel Broom, Widow, Fourth

Flat, Forsyth Street.' UriiDhl That's
bettor, 'rani Broom.' what's this?
'ti-a-m,' tiara, tiara?.tiam?.Gam?
Shoved his pon through that throe
times. Bothered, an' somo slip, prob'ly.Sauio number, though, 13 Forsyth
StrooL"
Editor Whittakor replaced the paper

In his wallet, caroiully put his spoctacleiin their case, shut his lips closely
togothor, nodded his head sovoral timet
jerkily, buttoned his coat across his
chost as though sotting out in stormy
woatlier, boarded an up-town car and,
a lew minutes later, found himself
plunging through tho writhing massos,
the loathsome scum of all nations, that
swarm liko human maggots in tho festeringcity trench Uuown as Forsyth
street.
Ho had scarcely found its Number 12,

boforo lie caught a glimpse of Kenlley
Broom behind him. It was impossible
for biui to retreat and ho plunged into
the shadowy ontranco, groping to the
right and loft as ho scrambloil up the
croaking stairs, for somo momentary rotrentfrom observation.
This impulse spurred him into quicklyclambering up, up, up. Tho footsteps

of Kirlloy Broom wero close behind.
"Moro by bit than wit," as ho afterwardrotated, his arm suddonly lungod
forward into darkened space. Ho
pushod aftor it, and found himself in nn

opon closot, safe from detection, at tho
vory moment that Kirtloy Broom oponinganother door besides his own, stoppodwith the assurrod trend of familiarityiuto a dimly-lighted room beyond.

Editor U'hittnkor'a breath and equanimitywore soon regained. 1 lo saw
that one side of tho closet where ho
stood was thtod with a hall door, waist
high, and this was opun. Tho rnisorublovista thus presentod coniprisod
throo tiny roomB. One was a kitchen
and a bod room; another was a bod
rooin and u dining room; whilo the third
was a bed room and somotiiing which
stood for living room and parlor. In
the first was Belsy llupper, houaokoopor,grurahlingly preparing a scant
rouast. In tho Becond stood h little
table Bpread with u scrimped cloth and
a handful of dishos, and Kirtloy liroein
beside it, white aud hesitant; a storm
whipped human slab of mamle among
tho ruinB and graves of hopoa and lovos
and homo.
Iu tho third room was n whito-hnirod

old woman, propped in a rickety invalidchair, bedeckod ns with tho remnantsof anciout tlnory. A look of
fleroo faiuine, wholly romovod from
physical hunger, was in hor skinny
faconud flaming oyos; while hor chatteringlips tutored little glibbering
shrieks of surprise or complaint of gleefillnosH at tho varying fortunos of cards,
shullled, dealt or played above hor lap
from hor own half palsied bauds, or
Iroui tho fluttering, tnloti-liko llugera of

a man whose (tea reflected unmistaka'bly lineaments of relationship villi all
bar pitiful cunning and woltish greed.
Tbea followed a little scene which

opened to Editor Whittaker's astoundied eyea inch page* of the life-book in

great towns as that hardenod, softened.
worJd-wiso man bad noveroven dreamed
before.
Kirtley Breem atepped into the

kitchen and placed some mono; in
Betsy Hopper's hand.
"1 shall go away for a little time, in

the morning," be aaid quietly. "But it
willaU come, ererv night at nine.don't
let them doubt it for a moment, Boloy
.jut ** i( coint\ every night for
years."
Then he turned and walked steadily

to the two at carda.
He name to his mother's sido, put his

band into hers and lot it rest there a

moment, when be bent over her putTcd
and powdered lock* and kmed bor tondorly.

lie took bis brother's hand, and it
roiled thore a moment, too. In both,
that which stood tor bis lifo blood remained.
Mother and brothor clutched what

they received just as fiercely, just as remorselessly,just ju fliopantly and ungratefullyas the sateloss maws of
Chance would in turn clutch it from
them; just a* this trinity of harpius bad
done ion thousand times boforel.and
Kirtloy Breem, in the infinite Heroism
of a devotion more bopoioss than tho
grave, turned from this rapacious
fatuity without a tremor in tho pallid
lines of his ghostly face.

III.
A fat and pudgy form dodgod along

through tho street throngs behind
Kirtley Breem on his way to a groat
uptown railway station, the next morulnir;and ft PArLftin fat and nudcV face
peered eagerly over Kirtiey Bruum'a
shoulder upon the tickot Ijo had purchaaedwith that halting yet eager and
fluttering diffidoace o( a uchool boy on

half-holiday quest for undeUrminod
field of exploration.

This oace scanned, the lat and pudgy
form wrigglod quickly out of lino into
tho impatient waiting crowds; its ownernervously watched kirtley Breem untilho had Dasaed tho tickot inspectors
and his form, Ma ahouldora and dually
his hat, ware lost in the waring bobbing
of hoads along the noisy platforms bosidothe trains; with an oxclamntlou of
undisguised satisfaction and relief, at
last turned to a railway map upon the
wall; and, slowly repeating "Urlco's
Covo?.Ilrico'a Covo?.Brlce'a Covo?"
ran his fat and pudgy finger back and
forth along thoheavy nottod line.
"Umph! Neverheordo'that. Most

bo on salt water, though. Yos, yea;
here 'tis. Flag station. If it ain't jest
like him t' bury bieself whore there
ain't nobody t' even plant a hoadstun
ovor him!"
He now pushed hia fat and pudgy

boad into tho ticket window, as thero
was a moment's lull in purchases, and
inquired anxiously about Brice's Cove.

"Twenty-eight miles out. First flag
station. All rocks and trees and water,
nHII a UUiUU UIU gan-ba(itaiua miiujj
round thorn. Nobody can livo nearW
One woman thore; that's all we know
of. She's telograph operator and station
aviont. We call her 'General Manager
Mary,' because she runs th' town and
th' captains to boot!" gibly replied the
voice in the window.
"Ibanhoo, thankor. sir;" answerod

the questioner heartily, replacing bis
spectacles in their cnso and taming
abruptly away, muttering to himself:

"If General Manager Marv'll only
run afoul o' Kirtley Broom an' send
him t' dry dock till ho kin git remodeled,fore an' aft, dock an' keel, 'Lijah
Whittaker'll havo the cussedest load
often hit mind that ever got onto it vett
But, Lord I.all them other oditors'll
be waitin' down there t' th' Motor office
t' begin I"
He thus sot out from one completed

task to anothor, cheerily comforting
himself from timo to time with tho
half audible reflections:
"Ono managin' editor's vacationln',

anyhow;-an' 'Lijah Whittaker's gainod
ono o' his p'lnts. If this editor buttinessain't too allflrsd weakenin', I'll
tackle them gamblin' blood suckers
t'-morrer, an' t'-morrer ain't any too
soonl"
When Kirtley Breem stepped from

the scarcely halting train at Brice's
Cove station, tho only passenger to
allsht among its jumble of gnarlod
coastwise trees and its liugo, fantasticallypiled rocks, he felt a strange sonso
of insupportable weight in his limbs, a

whirring and confusion in his ears, a
dull boating and throbbing in his hoad;
and, though it was still balmy and rudientmorning, it seemed that a propentoushush and twilight wero settling
down upon him and closing him in, as
if by the fluttering pinions of night and
rest, all alone thero in the silent old
hamlot where ho was born.
Just a glance or two through this

soothing twilight which was swiftly
coming on, revoaled everything as he
had loft it more than twonty years beforewith mother and brother, and
waitingswoetheart behind; his spirit
big with resistless purpose, his soul
swelling with lofty motive, his hoart
thrilling from what remained and what
sorely must be waiting for Wary Briee
and Kirtley Breem, the other side of
effort aud its nobio gains.tho brown
roadway windiug among the lir-covorod
crags to the droning couutry nests
among tho swoot Now England hills;
the tumbliug stream that sang itsolf
asleep across tho shallows within tho
shadowy cove; the "Point" where, liko
frowuing frigates dragged tho land, tho
hugo old habitations raised their groat
gablos and ponderous chimnoys above
tho dark masses of fir, whore for conturiostho storming soa captains.tho
Bricos and tho Brooms.had dwolt, and
whoro his fatbor had nevor returned
from the ono vovago of wreck and death
which had transformed the lad, Kirtley
Broom, into tho bravo admiral of tho
helploss homo Hoot; and beyond, with
ton thousand memory whispers now,
tho ovorlasting wichorv of tho smiling
boundless sea.
To what measureloss shores awakenedrocolloction may instantly voyage

amid the thundorings of reality or tho
siloncos of dreams, no adequate human
rovolatlon has boon mado. What illimitablegoographies of droam-lifo hope
and oflort and dolor and loss, perhaps
of half-hinted rodiscoverv, Kirtley
Broom saw unrollod boforo him in but
a singlo moment of time, can novor bo
told or known.
But theclickingof tho telegrr.ph broko

the Bpoll upon hiui for a little. In this
interval ot material consciousness, ho
somehow onterod tho tiny, vino-coverod
station and wroto this briof dispatch:
XHjah WNttaker, Esq., Motor lUltorial Humus,
Xar York Citv.
At Unco's Covo station. No plans: and subjectto recall at your couvoulctu'o.

tvIKTI.KY ItltKKM.
Ho lonnod against tho counter uftur

ho liad lilod tho tnowitKC. Strangely, IjiB
lingors had clutchod into tho wiroguard,us if for support. Foiutnnd Inr
distant worotho form and facoaud voico
of tho matronly, bustling littlo woman
who took tbo mogsago und too without
looking up.
Tho clicking of tho instrumont begun

to 800111 to hi in but an tho acha hack
from aoino far uontiiiont. Its indistinct
palpitation, rathortlian sound. \vo« suddenlywholly atillod. Tho innlronly littlowoman at tho instrument swung
around in hur chair, sprung to lior loot

I

and thrust her faco 1 rward serves
counter to the white ia« «» at tho window
iior bauds graspod wildly at his ciutcLingtiugers iu the wire*.
"Kirslev?.Kirtley iireem! Is ; \ -oryour chost, nt la«t!"
iiis lips scarcely moved, but thorp

was half articulate "Mary!." from i>..

tween them. And that was nil Mr tho
man fell heavily and uneauecioutj u;v:i
tho station floor; au<t thcro. w* ;h*>
threshold of his boyhood homo and
sconos, tho blessed vocation of menu:
night and its rest had come, tor a iiuir,
to Kirtley llreem at last,
H was upwards ol a month later

when tho managing editor awoke. H,.
was lying upon a broad bed in tin* hu-e
parlor of the ancient lirico mansion.
Tho room was high and long. and w <i,»
and cool, and but for tho outlandish
relici of sailing in far-oti Hons bauKing
grotesquely against its panelod walls i:
had tho soetning to tho one ly>n>c there
of somo pleasant cathodral nave. l|P
knew tho room. It was where, in the
old days, his troth had been planted
with girlish Mary Bricc.

Ilis oyelids closed again, aud ho
thought ho heard tho whispering t,f
tho breeze through Iho nistliugtiry, the
chattoring and low songs ot tho birds
within tho shrubbery, even tho mensuredthrob of tho sea against its uranito
walls. lie had known and loved theio
sounds in his youthtido, long ago.
By and by it peemod as if he caught

another old>timo sound within tli»
room.the steady click of a needle somewherenoar his head.

llo will look, ho thinks, but his hend
will not move; and then bis uugteadv
glanco alights upon hie own hand. It
is bo liko a skeleton's that ho imagines
ho smiles grimly, hat tho hand, i( hut
a rowol bonoa now, weigU9 incalculable
tons and falls soinowhero, with n rattle?
ho wonders, among tho folds ot the
Bnowy countorpano. A quirk oar Ima
heard even so alight a movement as
this. There aro soft and hurriod foot
stops. Tbon a woman's figuro is bendingover bim. IJo cannot sco, but m
her eyos aro unutternblo longing, jjjfinitepatience, unBpeakablo dread.
Sho ga/.os into bis dull eyus an inetaut;resta one of her palms upon his

forehead and hands with questioning
touch; whispers to horsolf, "Thank
God! llo is out of danger now!" returnsto her tnblo and rereads, for the
thousandth time, a telegram, more than
a month old now/ from Klijah Whittaker,which says: "Keep on forgetting
ber. Be as though sue was nothing to
you. She's bumping along like a raft in
shallow water; but if you care for ber,
your own futuro or tho futuro of them
that's rnoro than helpless, quit sending
tolegrams; and don't come back hero til*
I givo tho word!".when sho stands
and looks far out upon the sea, repeatingpitifully to herself: "If it had not
been for her* Oh, if it had not boon for
that!"
A gurgling sound as if tbo invalid

would speak, brides her iustuntly to his
sido with choorful, smiling faco. She
lifts him a little upon his pillow, feeds
him tiny bits of broken ice, and tiuds
that his emaciated hand is clingiug fast
to hor own.
"MaryI.Mary Bricol" the almost

motionlow Hps aro whisporlng. "Can't
.you.always.be.bo to mo like.
this?"
Sho merely soothingly anawored:
"kirtloy, I will see!"
Sho loaves his bodsido gently, taking

the crumplod message with her. Sho
straightway dons her hat aud wrap-
pings with determined littlo jerking
and stampings which jostio burning
toars from hor handsome, earnest oyos.
And thou, while another watcher uits
beside Kirtloy Broom through tho livelongdroning September day, "General
Manager Mary" Brico and Acting ManagingEditor Elijah IVhitakorlirat know
each othor and all the sacrifice that
wos;~and that very evouing, when tliu
invalid awakened from another vacation
in tho land of nothingness aud roet and
reachod out his skeleton hand while
his lips quivoringly formed tho question
of tho morning, there was an oxultaut
flutter beside him aud he dreamed or
he know that a warm faco pressed
against his own whilu dreaminc or
knowing tho ^first life-giving words ui
yeara:

"Kirtloy, Elijah Whittakor says:
Tell Kirtly Bteoin tUo board haa unanimouslyso passed 1* "

I"...'-» r iiiiim nun"
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breath jof health!
from the sea.the bracing jeffects of a stay in the Jjmountains.the toning up |;
Sualities of absolute rest. Blat rest which is so neces- H
sary to the weary wife, the N
overworked fatlier.may
be found in

Brown's Iron Bitters
if taken faithfully. Men and women pain H

Malaria 8££3|Dyspepsia igfssl
Poor BloodSsSl
WeaknessSSI

H JTV >-v 2 fl lor it contains the H| Debility| You know best whether || you need it. If you arc |Hailing do not delay.sick|ness may be at your door! js
B Tbo Geaniao bns the Crossed jjp3 Rod Lines ozi Wrapper. w
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«cll u. But get the genuine. n

3 Brown Chumical Co., Baltimore, Md. jg

MACHINERY-

CAROTHERS & HOWE,
- loll null 2167 MAIN StltEKT.

MACHINERY.
Automatic; Safety Gjs or Oil En^lnci.

BICYCLES.
Wo will OXCUaURO your old mount (or att WU

EI/Ui'TlC CKAN'K 1UCYCLI-:. tuitcst road w

and l>QM lull rlluiN r on o trfn. '

jj^KDMAN Si CO.,

GENERAL MACHINISTS
And Mamifncturors of Marino and

Stationary Englnos.
*u\7WUliKl.lXO, \V. VA.


