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The hoard of direetors of the Daily
Public Motor Printiog and Publishing

" Com y, five in number, met annuall
Pah th fiaé day ot July; *

* Their daties usually comp

- rised the
" doclaration of a vorylarge dividend,

ordering cetain handsome improve-
ments, olecting a prosident, sécretary

. and . treasurer for the ensping year,
- and r sdjonrnment to
. luncheon.
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when they went their seversl
ax befl thelr varions social

es of the Daily

cirrying fresh co
, with sceeptablas
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' Motor dividend checks in their pocketa

e i adiaie from toat
iy tiog from ¥

land f'u‘«’i";?m; facos,

Buat this year the directors, sa Mr.

] E:l‘iulh Whittaker truthfuolly remarked,

‘gtruck a powerful enag.”
Mr. Whittaker was in the towing line
and this was naturally a favorite form
of expreesion. He had “boarded" the
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Whittaker, rapping the desk loudly
with his broozed knuckles. “An'
that's what I thought on, when I set
thero fignrin’, ‘That's what I kep’,
thingin’ on, when I begun askin' gues-
tions 'ronnd th' office, AF. found Kirt-
ley Breem' had-been c¢Goped up there
1& s slave, more'n twonty years!
' Thet's what- makes him stageer,’ says
I, startin’ fur his room.”

#Starting for his room?" several of
tha’d.lnezor edilors exclaimed incredul-
oualy. iy

“Yes, startin’ an’ gettin’ there, too.

"Breem,' says I, ‘I want to see you

down ¢’ th' docks & minnts.” *Not now?’
sald he, lookic' up savage. ‘Right
now,’ says I. He looked up sgin gapin’
like nt his work, then at his watch, an’
says: ‘Doyou realize what thereis to
be done here, st this time o' th' day,
Mr. Whittaker?' 'I‘mb'!! not,’ says i
'An’ it dou't make no difterence if I
don't. The Motor'll run itself fur half
a hour or sa.' "

“And Kirtley Breem went with you?"
they asked with increasing interest.

i VolLl, sorter went; wmostly towed

Motor company when it peeded a few

thonsund sorely, and Lis journalistic as-
gociations had made him quick in simile
and comparigon, Sht

Indeed similae conditions wers troe
of the enfire dirgctory.

Lomster, wholesale leather, Lu-
cins Shotwell, beoker, Addison Schoo-
Jey, imeporter and Rufus Backus, reti
capitaiist, were all, like Mr. Whittaker,
podden acquisitions on various occaxions
when the Motor’s gffairs were in peril-
ons condition.

Tlhiese farslghted gentlomen had be-
como associated in this commercial way
80 long befare, that the foonders of this
poweriul engive of civilization, follow-
ing the invariable ludimxpllﬂﬁalu ate
of originators, had, with one exception,

- passed from sight into wonted beggary

and oblivion,
The directory, as now formed, had ox-

. isted for yenrs, placid in ita equable and

ample roturns, sercoe in its unctuous

" honors, undisturbed by ita almoat rip-

‘ploloss harrassments; in the genial and

! ah. I got him onto my fast tog,
'Greased Lightnin' "—steam’s always up
on her—tipped the Cap'n a wink, an'
we ahot out into th' barborin a f]i[y,
hei‘}om Kirtloy Breom knew what was
upl" -

“Whew!"” exclaimed the interested
fli?r.autor editors, “How did he take
‘ L

“He didn’t take it. He jeat got white
an' saya: ‘Put me ashore at once, sir!’
‘Not moch,’ eays I, ‘till you've Lad a
broakfsst on gea nir.' ‘I'll hold you re-
laouaibln to the directary, sir!’ snya be,
'Go it says 1, noddin’ to th’ Cap'n '
puton more steam. ‘This is an onl-
rage, elr!’ says ho. ‘It's what you nead,
'n got t' have, paper or no paper;

says L. .

“Good!” gaid several of the director
editors heartily.

“Bad!" eﬂculued Editor Whittaker
warmly. “He jest turned away from
me, straighter 'n' 1've ever seon him;
run his holler eyss up an’ down th’
bay; canght sight o' an opposition tug
headin' toward th’ city, aﬁoututhou:-

mellow atmoaphere of propriotary jour-
nalism,

The one exception was Kirtley Breom,
the Daily Motor's managing editor,

He was a thin, dark little man, with
bushy brows and sunken eyes and
cheeks.” Ilis clothing hung loosaly up-
on him. Ile came and went as softly
and silently as the night. From nine
in the morning nntil nine at night, and
often much latar, duripg evory day of
the year [or more than twenty vears, he
timd mat at the same desk in his shirt
sleeves, with an old straw hat shading
liis ayes and a cob’ pipe in his mouth;
and he had never uttered an unneces-
sary word in all that time,

Yaou could not fiud his address in the
eity directory. ‘Lhe general public
‘knaw nothingof him. Hisname never
appeared in panels of prominent eiti-
cons, drawn for great public platform
peeasions,

Not n soul connected with the Daily
Moter knew where he lived, or how;
or whether ho was o bachelor or was
human encugh to have divers little
Breems dangling and rompiug about
iim, in' the morning hour or hour of
lamplight he might know the sacred re-
treat which wiso men have in homes,

He was inexplicable, inextricable, in-
eradicablo.
powerful though frictionless sway, his
unobtrosive personality had bocome as
inseparablo a p or fixtore, in
the Daily Motor eyatem naits engine
fires, its presathunderings, its copy, ite
types, its supernal odor of printer's ink,
its hundreds of ragged newsboye or its
loiterers for nickels or notices.

Socinl ayatems had changed; this de-
partment editor and that had come and

_ gone; newspaper management had been

rovolutionized ; tnonarenies had becoma
republica; geographies of continents
had - been rendjusted; buot  Kirtley
Breem, who had come in - with the
foundera of the Daily Motor, still sat
there coatless at his desk undor an old
straw hat, smoking a abort cob pipe and
dolng his work as noiselessly ns thongh
he were the ghost of the hnman who
had beeun his silent though wmighty
toil at the seli-samo desk more than
twenty years before.

“What's the trouble about DBreom,
anyhow, Editor Whittaker ?"" asked the
a;llio: Motor director editors concern-
edly,
‘.:stra before they had begun ealling
cach other “editor,” partly eerions and
partly in jest, and tho title was of such
‘plensant sound and significance that it
wonld have been something of a hard-
ship to have it overlooked in the city
directories, by their contemporacies ot
by each other now.

“Well,” replied - Editor Whittaker
stoutly, “it's jest r'case of gls:Klrtlai
Breem out o' commission long enou

for repairs, or we kin look round for

some other craft in his place.”

“Failing  powers?' asked Editor
Backus, casually.

“\Wa might increase his salary,” sug-
gested Editor Bhotwell, erisply.

“'Or reduce bis wages and his hours,,’
ndded Editor Lometer, cautiously. I
have found that to be q‘uile an excel-
lent spur to lngging belp."”

“What appenr to bs chop-marks on
his invoico of trouble?" inquired Edi-
tor Bchooley, with his huge Importa-
tions uppermost in bis own mind.

“Kinder gonernl gononees, 1'd call
it;" retorned Editor Whittaker anxions-
ly. “The other day I come up hero to
the board room, to figurs up o little;
an' Breem rode up in the elevator 'long
with me. Ilv jest nodded. Nothin'
cordinl or henrty about it. 1 thought
to mveell: 'You're stoopin’ more'n
common, Kirtley Dreem! but didn't
mention it; he's so cussed touchy.”

“Cugsed touchy!" echoed the other
dirsctor editors sympathotically.

“Wall, when he got off at his floor he
kinder whirled 'round dazod like, ns
though he'd forgot where his room was,
‘What's tho matter with Dreem? ]
gnid, thinkin' out loud. ‘Terbncky!
Elpi.lll up that juckanaposo’ an elevator-

oy. ‘Bash!' anys I; ‘and’ no mora re-
marks liko that nbout your betters, or
ye'll git your envelopo at tho oflice;
that's what you'll git, sonny,’ says L 1
wont to figurin', but kop' thinkin’ o
Kirtley Breem,"

Y[t does youn honor;" romarked one
of the diroctor editors encourngingly.

“It dou't do us honor that we hain't
been thinkin' o him long ogol" re-
torted  Editor Whittaker feelingly.
“Wa've got moro'n a thousand por cont
on our money alroady, Who's made it
fur us? Kirtley ireom! Who's beon
tuggin' an’ puffin' an’ strainin' an haul-
in' an’ bufletin’ an' plungin' while wo
ot 'ronnd takin' toll 7 Kirtloy Breom!"

"Kirtley Hrecm;" two or threo of the
director editors marmured placidly.

"Who:u put the Daily Pl:lhlln Klnl.or
ahead o' any other nowspaper in the
whole kentry; got it nigh onto two han-

red th nd dnily circulation; and

mnde it puy ua thirty, forty, sometimos
ﬂ!tg;.“pu!r con[t.‘on our sharea 7"

“Kirtloy Broom;" they answerod
thoughtlolly and in lln|lﬂl)1r.

"1 shiould say mo;” mnorted Editor

ntirely aside from his-

and foot for’ard; waited a bit, studyin’
like; an', finally with a polite ‘Good
morain’, Mr. Whittaker!’ taok a header
into the water; come up five hundred
foot nft o' th' ‘Greased Lightnin',’ an’
made for that other tug like a ol’ ealt;
now an' apin raisin’ his hand, an’
motionin’ 'em to slow up. They did,
too; hove him a line; pulled him
aboard; an’ th' last I seed of him, he
was a-settin’ on th' capat'n, dryin' off,
an’ writin' out assignments with poncil
an' papor he'd borrored from somebody
on that pesky opposition tug!”

Mingled exprosaions of surprise, mer-
riment and concern followed Editor
Whittaker's, recital.  When theso had
guieted, the dougbty tug owner said
solemnly:

“I'nat night he quit twe hours lator
than usoal, more holler-syed, humped
an' goae-lookin' than ever. Kirtley
Breem's got to have a vucntioni if the
Motor stops while he's takin’ it!"

“Well, well, woll!" “Bless me, bless
me!” “To besurs!” “Withoutdoubt,”
and “Cortainly, cortainly, cortainly!”
followed this determined gentiment;
and the Motor directors at once set about
discusaing ways and means to effect the
dosired-cesulr, =

It was the only distracting conleronce
the Motor directors had ever known,

Who should convey their decision to
this strange man who was breaking
down at bis post and who regarded it as
the most dendly of all afronts to bo in-
terrupted, in his own interost, in his
life-consuming toil? What recourse
could be resorted to, if ho refused togo?
How could thoy cajole, wheedle or bully
aman of his indemitable parpose into
leaving for o d"f' a weok or a month,
the labor which was destroying him
and Fﬂ in which the very elixir of his
waning life was found ?

Tt wos a strange exporienco to-these
proprietary journalistsa to encounter
such a character. The more thoy dis-
cussed Kirtley Breem, the fnrthor he
soemed from them; the more necessary
to them und their great proporty.

The entire matter, they all agreed,
wna portentous, must receive immedi-
ate attention, and could only be handled
in the most delicate diplomatic manner,

¥o one of them conld be prevailed
upon to singly undertake the mission.
Itshould be effected, they at last de-
cided, through the full board, acting as
one man., No one should shirk respon-
sibility, And their managing editor
lhnulvf be mado to feel that there was
no temporiziog with the real power bo-
hind the Daily Public Metor; no, in-
deed!

lle waa therefore immediately sum-
moned before them. It was the firat
time this Lad ever occarred, and when
Kirtloy Bream entered tho board room
he was at loss to understand the eignifl-
cauce of tho Motor's chiefl owners all
sitling confuscdly together as if busied
in inexplicable problems beyond eall
and nudging each other as though their

-| tongues were lost.

e stood thore in the attitude of one
impationt to return to bhis work.,” One
hand held the knob of tho halt open
door, while tho other elowly removed
his old straw offico Lint, He gave them
all nsearching glance, as some inventor
mochanic, eallod {rom his mastorful toil
to parley with investing novices, might
uncongciously pormit a gleam of con-
tempt to flasle through lis lone-habit
look of subserviency.

Then be turned as if to depart, but
the board recoversd itself suddenly and
juet in time toarrest his nitention.

“Oh—ali—Mr, DIeeom ?" Kditor Loma-
ter managoed to artienlate.

“0h—nhi—Mr. Broom ' came jerkily
from tha other members of the board,

“Sit down a moment, Mr. Dreom,
plonse,” urged Bilitor tchiooley, looking
around helplessly for somebody eclae to
begin.

“Yes, yos, do sit down;" “Little mat-
ter, yon know;" “Want to get botter
aequainted;” “Quite a plensurs, 1 do-
claro;" and “'A lLittle reav'll do you good,
Mz, Broom;" followed from members of
the board in quick succession.

‘Tho last remark, by Editor Shotwell,
wag a happy one. 1teomowhat reliovod
the genoral embarrassment. The man-
aging oditor seutod himself wearily, lix-
ing bis attention upon tho open door
with the wariness ol o picket whoa tho
onoiny’s linos erowd closely.

“Wao wish to congratulate you, Mr.
Breom, on the euccess, the extraor-
dinary success, of the Motor,” began
Editor Bhotwoll uneasily.

YSuccoss of tho Motor,” the other four
blandly echoed.

“And express our entisinclion os to
tho general—tho general—""

“State of tho market,” vonturod Fi.
Itor Lomster in & burst ef helplul en-
thusingm, suddenly recallingltho rocent
I:nﬂly advance in hides,

Y"And emphinsize our approval of your
editorial managemant in every particu-
lar, save on ono point,” bravely insist-
ed Editor Backis,

"Opa point,"” tho otbors hearbily reit-
torated.

1lere Kirbloy Droem's thin ' fingors

\

croshed his old straw hat likea bunch
M,_n

int,” blarted out Editor

rmly, *we can't by no

means agree. That p'int is—"

“Never mind, sir,” came quickly and
quite sy decidedly from the masaging
editor. “You shall have my resignation
lnz:ur hands in five minntes’ time!”

Kirtley Breem said this, there was
an awful look in hhtl.ﬂ.ngc. eadaverons
face; n look eich as might come over
the of one who, whipped on by &
steadfast loye or heroic duty or sacrifice
in endless and rewardless toll, reaches
snddenly tRe ultimate ‘of effort—in
tarror for ita swift ruin to others, trans

red in momentary realization of a
pitlloss scourge at end.

Bome instinctive conscionsneas of this
seamed to fit through the minda of the
men belore him, and for & moment it
stilled them. But in an instant more
they were all upon their feet, restrain-
ing him from bia purpose and filling
:;u room with the clamor of their pro-

als,

“Lord[—we didn"t mean that!" gasped
Editor Whittaker, In a very perspiration
of mild desperation. “Can't we no
ways git inside your machinery, lon
nuifit’ do a lostle friendly packin, an
oilin’, Kirtley Breem?"”

The managing editor arose to go. Ed-
itor Whittaker, with a quick move of
his {at little body, reached the door be-
fore him; snapped it shut with a loud
elick; turned the key in the lock; and
with his dumpy brown hands behind
him and his dumpy broad back againat
the door, he exclaimed trinmphantly:

“Kirtley Breom, it's no uge! Yon've
pot t' listen t' th' voice o' reason.
You're killin' yoursolf here. Tlris 'sre
board's unsnimously decided that
you've got t' take s vacation. All work
an' no play—hang the rest of itl—t'
kinder go into dry dock 'n’ git th' bar-
nacles off yer copper 'n’ yer gineral ap-

aratuses brightened wp. Now. make
t four, six or eight weeks, jost aa ye
like; bat ama go, t'morrer mornin'!"

“(ood, good " “Go it!" enthusiastic-
aily cried tle rest of the boardi

“\We ain't no all around editors,
like you be, Kirtley Breem; but we're
goin” ' take torns here at th' whoel,
while you go below. If sha (the Motor
was undoubtedly referrsd to) goes
smooth, then smooth mho goes! 1if she
goos jinky an’ cranky, we won't mind a
few cogs a-slippin’l Git yor dunnage
t'gother t'night, Breem, Now, no hem-
min' an’ hawin'! IV'a passed th' board
'thout ary nay!”

The mnnn.g{'ng editor was helpless in
their hands and he looked it. He
seemed to boe panting like a caged
animal, More than once he endeavored
to rise, and then to speak. His eyes
{lamed and paled and ap, to pene-
trato, out above thoir heads, to the re-
motest ontreachings of the great estab-
lishment. 1f these men could have
known, they could not but have fol-
lowod them on, on, far beyond all that!

“I've been hero vory, very long;” he
faltered.

“Don't matter;" rotorted Editor Whit~
taker doggedly, “'All th’ wues!”

“You are all very kind, gentlemen,
But—but I simply cannot afford it."

As ho said this, his eelf conscions-
ness was of meanness and insignificance.
To them, he scemed infinitely beyond
aud above them. Five fat hands, iu-
stantly made five swilt dives into five
plethoric pocketa.

YiOh, it lan’t that! Itisn't that!” came
8o like a ory from the lips of Kirtley
Broem, a8 the old straw hat swished
through the air, that the five fat hands
rolaxed and elid silently fyom their re-
ceptaclos,

“Anybody weighting you down, keap-
Ing you back, choking you of, smother-
ing vouunder, Breem!" Editor Loms-
ter, who had for a time been eilent,
blurted suddenly at the bowed man
upon the rack.

“Who eaid there was? Who dare say
that!" lie answered back hoarsely and
fiercoly, shaking his clenched fist and
crughod hat deflantly at the speaker,
“My God! Let me out of here at once!
—at once, gentiemen " o

Trembling and palid, Kirtley Breom
nernur. toward the door. Bat Editor
Whittaker anticipated bim. Ho had
one arm about him in a twinkling,
holding him gently yet firmly as a vice.
Ho raised tho other and let it flutter
back and forth toward his astounded
companions for a long time, before he
peemed able to gather fitting words
from his turbid aad onrushing thoughts
and conjectures,

“There’'s some things,” he finally
gtammered, “a leetle too close t’ th’
vest, ' bear anto, even atween friends—
na wo all be here. Kirtley Breem takes
u vacation, That's’ passed th' board.
Kirtley Broem can aflord it. That's
pssed the board. It's none o th'
board's businesst’ prod an’ poke. That's
pasaed th' board, Whatever bothers
anybody’ll bo ‘tended to, Kirtley
Breem's own way. ‘That's passed the
board, I'll gee Kirtley Broom privately.
That's passed tho board. Th' board now
stands adjourned till t'morrer mornin’,
nine o'clock, sharp, ready fur editorial
business, And that's passed the board
'thout ary nay!"

And with this, Editor Elijah Whitta-
kor with their managing editor still cap-
tive in gentle bonds, withdrew [rom the
most menorable bonrd meeting the di-
ractory of the Daily Pablic Motor Print-
ing and Publishing Company had ever
known. 1

Though it docs not so often happen
in this world of onrs, suprome coniempt
can ag awiltly be flashed into mensure-
loss esteom as passive adwiration be
transformed into revolting pity.

In n moment's time Kirtley Breom's
igolate, desolats, sell-prisoned life had
Lesn magically tonched and softened—
and here the only vaeation the wmanag-
ing oditor had ever known had really
begun—by rough old Elijah Whittakor's
cunning and protecting percoption, for
it carriod nlong with it thoss frm, fine
human qualitics of consideration und
compassion which can alone rench, re-
nssure and roacuo the sore nnd harried
human heart.

Whoy had pessed tho managing edi-
tor's desk and moved together without
apparont purpose to the window over-
looking tho roois and checkered chan-
nols of the groat city. The dusk was
already purpling the dusty ways, and so
ewiftly marshaling tho city lights that
it seomed like o great firmament of up-
leaping atars bencath them,

Editor Whiktaker saw that his com-
panion’s oyes wero fixed on a little pock-
oty hollow of shadow—a miserable
quarter of the city which he also well
know—botweon high nand crowdin
wallg, porhapa half a mile to the nort
of I'rinting Touse Squara; but he let
him look and think undisturbed, with
his hand upon his shouldor, eo long as
tho mood remained upen him,

Standing thus, his features wore by
turng sot nnd hard, flled with alarm
and approhension, stern with sudden
rosolve, ﬂuivnring in apparent hopeloss
pity, or drawn in pain and disconrage-
inent, At lnat hot toars tumbled from
lis faco almost bounding, Editor Whit.
takor imagined, toward the dark hollow
botwaen the northorn walls,

“This in inoxeusable!” ho faltered
with a start, seeming to suddonly recol-
:uiet that n board member stood beside
1,

“ltogh! Thia is dead right!" retortod
Editor Whittaker with a burst of feol-
ing, in which objocts grew Lazy beloro

his own padgy face. “Yo don’t haye t'
give it a name, peither, Kirtley Breem.”
“Twenty-two lm .
aging editor deliberataly, as if thinking
wonderingly and slound and with an
inclination of his head in the direction
of the bit of light-surrounded shadow

between the walls.

Editor Whittaker'srough hand stroked
his shoulder softly and reassuringly.

*And always darking, darkening, just
28 you sea it now!” This, atill as if
thinking aloud and with his thin finger
(rembling toward the spot which was
fast mergiog from shadow into black-
nees.

“Lots o' change in that time," sald
Editor Whittaker com{ortingly.

“In gome things there is no change.”
It came almost a1 a groas from Kirtly
Breem's lips. Then, delibsrately:
“\When must I leave the city "

“Morning !—morning!" was the stout
and almost aggressive repl

ply.
#1f T do not go—my place will bo filled | d

by another 7"
“Youn That's passed the board!”
“Well, I will go; on. one condition,”
“Needn't name it. Its yours afore

namin',”

“That you—no other hnman being.
Mr. Whittaker—divide my salary, each
day, into three equal sharos, place the
money in separate envelopas and have
them delivered, by some person entire-
ly disconnscted with the employes of
the office, and still so that thers will be
no doubt abont their absolute delivery,
to the three persons whose names and
addresses 1 will leave with you."

“You kin be jest s sure of it, as that
'Lijah Whittaker lives.”

“At gbout nine o'clock, every even-
ng?"

“Nine, t' th’ stroke o' th’ heur. Pall
out your watch, t' th’ minute, wherever
yo be, an’ knotw it's dona!”

Kirtley Breom looked into the honest
old oyes on instant, when he stopped to
his deek with an almost youthful tread
and wrote threo names and addresses
which Editor Whittaker placed labori-
onsly in bia wollot. Thon tho monag-
iag editor hastily eot his books and
papers aright’ called his assistant and
gave him a fow general directions; nod,
with bis still vigilant guard close beside
him, with many timorous fits and starts
and attompts to return, which wero
Eromutlr checked by his companion,

o at lnst found himeolf npon the
crowded streot.

“Don’t it feol like out o' prison, now,
honest, Breem "

“Honestly, it feals like the sensation
of being hanged; but God bless you,
Mr, Whittaker! is in the very tingle
and choking of it all!”

“Tut, wut! Bother! Bosh! Why,
Ha'?’a blessin' of you this very min-
uie!" u

They grasped hands and stood there
gilently for a moment. When Kirtlay
Breem’s hand was withdrawn there
wore bills of large denomination within
it. Thecrowd had pushed between him
aod his companion; but ho could seo
his fat handa waving him away and
hear his kindly voice roaring apove the
din of the street:

“Jost n word, when you'ro anchored,
t' know where ‘yo be, if ya don't mind.
Forgit th' Motor, Forgit yoursell. For-
git trouble. Go back twenty year—t'
where ye was raised, mebby—an' begin
over agin! Good-bya!”

Whereupon Kirtley Breem set his
again darkening face hurriedly toward
the) black spot between the towering
city wallg, for the last time.

“That's a human bein' that's been
murdored by inches, balf his liletime,"”
mused Editor Whittaker, watching him
closely na bo pushed through the dense
oarly evening throngs of Park How.
“An' he's stood an’ took it like steel, or
onp o' them air gods they tell about,
I thought I had stuff in me. Iain'tin
th' same hundred yonr with that fol-
low!"

He at once examined theslip of paper
which Kirtley Breem had given him,
aud began muttering:

W Twolva Forsyth street? Forsyth
stroet? That's no {it place for th' man-
agin' editor o' th' Motop t' live in!
"Lhat's a tough deeatrict, tint is,  Mebby
Breom dow't live there? Mebby—
Whew! Hore, here, bere, "Lijah Whit-
taker, that won't dol"

Ho held the addrosscs out at nrm’s
length under a shop window, scanning
thom engerly and spelling them out
carefully.

W ¢Mra. Botay Hopper, Ill:mmluwpe:'|
Fourth Flat, 12 Forsyth Streat, City!"’

Editor Whittaker mopped his for&-
hend, pl 1 on hin ap los and
refloctod & moment dubioualy,

“That looks bad; mighty bad. But
it's only number one," he added hope-
Ially.

Mre. Rachol Breem, Widow, Fourth
Flat, Forsyth Street.' Umph! That's
belter, ‘Panl Broem—' what's this?
‘Gegem,” Gam, Gawmn?—Gam 7—Gam?
Shoved his pen through that three
times, otbered, an’ somo alip, prob-
'ly, Same number, though, 12 farayth
Btroot."”

Editor Whittakor replaced the paper
in hia wallat, carciully put his spocta-
cles in thelr case, ghut his lips elosely
together, nodded his head several times
jerkily, buttoned bis cont across his
chest an though actiing out in storm
weather, boarded an up-town car ant{
a few minutes later, found himself
plunging through the writhing mnsses,
the lonthsome scum of all nations, that
swarm like human maggots in the fese
tering city trench koown as Forsyth
stroet,

Ho had searcely found its Number 12,
boloro he caught a glimpeo of Kentley
Bresm behind him, It was impossible
for him to retreat and he planged into
the shadowy entrance, groping to the
right and leit ns he scrambled up the
croaking stairs, for wome momontary re-
troat from obsorvation,

This impulse spurred him into quick-
1y clamboring up, up, up. The footstopa
of Kirtley Lreem wero close bebind.
“More by hit than wit,” as he alter-
ward related, his arm suddenly lunged
forward into darkened epnce. e
pushod aftor it, and fonnd himsell in an
open closet, safe from detsction, at the
very moment that Kirtloy Broem open-
ing anothor daor bosides lis own, stop-

ed with the nssurred trend of famil.

arity into n dimly-lighted réom beyond,

Editor Whittuker's breath and equa-
nimity wora soon regained. Ho waw
that one side of the closet where he
stood waa fittod with a half door, walst
high, and this was opon. The misor-
uble vista thus presented ecomprised
threo tiny roowe, Onw was a kitchoen
and n bed room; another was a bed
rooin and a dining room ; while the third
way u bed room and sometining which
stood for living room and parlor. In
the firat was lotay Hopper, house-
koeper, grumblingly preparing n seant
ropoat. In the socend stood a little
table apread with u serimped cloth and
a handlul of dishes, and Kirtley lroem
beaide it, white and besitant; & storin
whippod human slab of marole among
the ruins and graves of hopes and loves
and homo,

In tho third room was a white-haired
old woman, propped in a rickety inva-
lid chalr, bedecked na with tho rom-
nants of ancient finory. A look of
flerco famine, wholly romoved from
physical hunger, was in hor skinny
facoand Maming oyor; while her chat-
toring lips uttered little glibbering
nhrioks of surprise or complaint of glee-
fulnoas at the varying fortunos of carids,
shufllod, dealtor played nbove her lnp
froni hor own hall palsied liands, or

{roui the fluttering, talon-like fingers of

" paid the mans

a man whosa face reflected unmistaka-
biy li ts of relationship with all
her pitiful canning and wollish greed.

Then lnl}l;ued .Wl[imak scene tIrtm!_h
opened to Editor Whittaker's astouna-
.3'.'}&. soch pages of the life-book in
great towns as that hardenod, softened,
world-wige man had neveraven dreamed
balore.

Kirtley Broem stepped into the
kitchen aod placed some money in
Betsy [opper's hand. .

“I'shall go away for a little time, in
the morning,” be said quiotly, “Butit
will ali come, everv night at nine—don’t
lat them doubt itfor & moment, Botay
—just as it has coma every night for

ears.” x

Then he turned and walked steadily
to the two at cards. .

He eame to his mother’s side, put his
hand into hers and lot it rest there a
molnont, when he bent over her putfed
and powdered locks and kissed hor tea-

orly.

Iig tock his brother's hand, and it
rested there s moment, too. In botl,
that which stood for his lilo blood re-
mained,

Mother and brothor clutched what
they received just as florcely, just as ro-
morsolessly, just ;s Hippantly and un-
pratefully as the enteloss maws of
Chunce would in turn clutch it from
them ; just as this trinity of harpies biad
done ten thousand times boforel—and
Kirtloy Breem, in the infinite heroisin
of s dovotion more hopeless than the
grave, turoed from this rupacious
{alulty without a tremer in the pallid
lines of his ghostly iace.

I1L

A fat and pudgy lorm dodged nlong
through the street throngs behind
Kirtley Breem on his way to a great
uptown railway station, the next morn-
ing; and a certain fay and pudgy fnce
peered eagerly over Kirtley Broom's
shoulder upon the ticket be had pur-
chased with that halting yet enger and
Huttering diffidence of a school boy on
half-holiday quest for undotermined
fiold of exploration.

'Uhis once scanned, the fat and pudpy
form wriggled quickir out of line into
the impatient waiting crowda; ite own-
or norvously watched Kirtley Breem nn-
til be had passed the ticket inspectors
and bis {orm, hig ahoulders aud lnally
his hat, were lost in the waving bobbing
of liords along the noisy platforws be-
side the trains; with an ‘exclamation of
undisguieed satisfaction and reliel, at
lagt turped to & roailway map upon the
wall; and, slowly repeating “Brice's
Cove ?—[irice’s Uove ?—Brice's Cove?’
ran his {at and pudgy flnger hack and
forth nlou$ tho heavy notted line.

“Umph! Novorheerd o' that.  Muat
be on salt water, though. Yes, yes;
hera 'tis.  Flag station, If it ain't jest
like him t' bury biesell whore there
ain't nobody ¢’ even plaot a beadstun
over him1" §

Ho now pushed his fat and pudgy
hond into the ticket window, as thero
was o moment’s lull in purchases, and
inquired anxiously about Brico's Cove.

“Twenty-elght miles out, First flag
station. All rocks and trees and water,
Hali o dozen old sea-captaina rmnp
round there, Nobody can live near'em.
One woman there; that's all we know
of. Bhe'stelograph operatorand station
agent, Wo call her ‘General Mannger
Mary,! because she runs th'town and
th' captains to boot!” gibly replied the
voice in tho window.,

“Thankee, thankee, sir;" anawored
the questioner neartily, replacing his
apectacles in their caso and turning
abruptly away, muttering to himself:

[{ (GGanaral Manager Mary'll only

ran afoul o' Eirtley Breem an’ send
him t' dry dock till he kin git romod-
eled, fore an' aft, deck an' keel, 'Lijah
Whittaker'll have the cussedest load
offon his mind that aver got onto it vet!
But, Lord!—all them other editora’ll
be waitin’ down thero t' th' Motor office
t' begin!”
He thus sot out from one completed
task to another, cheerily comforting
himsolf from timo to time with tho
half audible refloctions:

“One managin’ editor’s vapationin’,
anyhow;.an’ 'Lijah Whittaker's gained
onp o s p'inmte. Ii this editor buei-
ness ain't too allfired wenkenin', I'll
tnekle them gamblin’' blood euckers
v'-morrer, an' t'-morrer ain't any too

oon |

When Kirtley Breem stepped {rom
the scarcely halting train at DBrice’s
Cove etation, the only passenger to
nlight among ite iumbla of gnarled
constwise trees and its huge, fantastic-
ally piled rocke, he felt a strange sonse
of ‘insupportable weight in his limbs, a
whirring and confusion in his ears, a
dull beating and throbbing in his hoad;
and, though it was still balmy aod ra-
dient morning, it esemed that a pro-
pentons hush and twilight wero settling
down upon him and closing him in, as
if by the finttering pinions of night and
rost, all alone there in the silent old
hamlot where ho waa born,

Just a glance or two through this
goothing twilight which was swiltly
coming on, révealed everything as he
hiad laft it more than twonty yonrs be-
fore with mother and brother, and
waiting sweetheart behind; his spirit
big with resistlesa purpose, his soul
swelling with lofty motive, his hoart
thrilling {rom what remained and what
surely must be waiting for Mary Brice
and Kirtley Breem, the other side of
offort aud ita uoblo gains—tho brown
roadway winding among the fr-covered
craga to the droning couutry nests
among the aweot New Eungland hills;
the tumbling stream that song itsoll
nslesp across the shallows within the
shadowy cove; the *“'Foint” where, like
frowning {rigates dragged the land, the
hugo old habitations raised their great
@ablos and ponderous chimneys abuve
tho dark masses of fir, whore for con-
turios the storming eea captuing—the
Brices and the Breema—had dwelt, and
whero his Iather had nevor returnoed
frem tho one vovage of wreck and death
which bad transformed the lad, Kirtley
Breem, into tho brave admiral of the
helpless howe fleet; and beyond, with
ten thousand memory whispers now,
tho overlasting wictiery of tho amiling
boundless sen.

I'o what measureless shores awaken-
ed recollection may instantly voyagoe
amid the thundoringa of reality or the
gilences of dreams, no adequnio humun
revelation has boen maede. What illi-
mitable goozraphies of droam-life hape
and eflort and dolor and losgs, perlinps
of ball-hinted rediscovery, Kirtloy
Broom saw unrolled before him in bt
a single moment of time, can nover be
told or known,

But thoclicking of tho talegraph broke
the spell upon him for a little,  In thia
intorval ot inaterial conscionsncss, ho
somohow enterod the tiny, vinec-coverod
stution and wroto thia brief dispatch:
Bliijak Whittaker, Ewxg, Motor lalitorigh Ruinua,
New York City.
At Drico's Cove statlon, No plans; and sub-
Jeet to recall ut your couvenlence,

KInTLEY IIRERM,
ITe lonnod ngaings the countor after
ho had filed tho measage. Strangely, bis
fingors hond clutched inlo the wire-
guard, as if for support, Faintand far
distant were the form and face and voice
of tho matronly, bustling litle wowun
who took the moessage wnd fee without
looking up,
The clicking of the instrument begun
to soom to him but av the ocho back
from somo far continent, Its indistinet
palpitation, rathor than sound, was sud-
denly wholly stilled, 'I'he matronly lit-
tle womau at tho instrument ewuong

around in her chair, sprung to hor foct

and thrust her fece forward acro
connter to the wiite tace at the
Her bands grasped wildly ag bise
ing fingers in the wircs.

“Kirtley 7—Kirtley Breew! Isityap
or vour ghost, at last!"

His lips scarcely movedl
was hall articulate **Mary
tween them. And that was ¢
man fell heavily and unconecions
the station floor; aud ther
threshold of his boyhood luwiy uqd
sconos, the blessed vocotion of wayyy
night and ile rest had come, for a Ly,
to Kirtloy Breem at last,

It was upwards of a wontl
when the managing oditor nwok
was lyivg upon a broad bed in
parlor of the ancient Brice waasip,
The roown was high and long, and wide
and cool, and bui for the ontlandi.y
relica of salling in far-oll soas baup e
grotesquely againat ita panvlod w
lind tho seeming to the onwe lying 1l
of eome plonsant cathedral naye.
knew the room,

L
1t was where, io th,
old days, his troth had boen plixhre)
with girlish Mary Brice.

Hlis oyvelids closed again,
thought he leard the whisperings of

aud L

tho brecze through the rustliug Grs, the
chattoring and low soogs of the hi
within the shrubbery, even the mons
ured throb of the sen against its graniy
walle. |

e had known and loved theo
sounds in his youthtide, long ajv.

By and by it seomed as il he eaught
another old-time mound within L«
room—tho steady elick of a needle sowe
whore near his head.

Ho will look, lie thinks, but Lis Lead
will not move; and thon his vosteady
glnnee alights upon bis own band, [
ia o like a skeloton’s Lhaot ho imagines
ho smiles grimly. Bat the hand, if Ly
a row of bones now, weizhe incaleulubly
tons and falla gomowhere, with n rattls?
he wondors, among tho [olds of thy
snowy conatorpane. A quick ear ling
heard even so slight 8 movement ay
this. 'There aro soft and hurricd foot
steps, Thoen a woman's lguro is beud.
ing over bim, He canool sco, but iy
her eyes are unuttorable longing, s
linite patience, unspeakable drowd,

Bha gazes into bis dull eves an ju-
gtant; rosts one of her palms upon his
forebead and hands with questioning
touch; whispers to hersell, “Thunk
God!l 1lo is out of danger now!” ro-
turns to her table and roreada, for the
thousandth time, o telegram, more than
a month old now,; from Elijah Whit
taker, which eaya: “Keep on forgotting
ber, Boas though she wes nothing to
you. Bhe's bumping along like a raft in
shallow water; but if you care for her,
your own [uture or the future of thew
that’s moro than halpless, quit sending
telegrams; and don’t come back hero til'
I give the word!"—when sho stands
and looks far out mpon the sen, repont-
ing pitifully to herself: *If it had not
bean for fer. Oh, if it hod not been for
that!"

A purgling sound as il the invalid
would speak, bridgs ber instantly to his
gido with cheerful, emiling face, Sho
lifte him n littlo upon Lis pillow, leeds
him tiny bits of broken ice, and tinds
that his emaciated hand is clinging fnst
to hor own.

“Mary |—Mary Brice!” the almoat
motionless lips are whispering, “Can’t
—you—always—he—be to mo like—
this "

Eho werely soothingly answored:

“Kirtloy, I will sea!”

Sho leaves bis bodeide puntly, taking
the crumpled message with her. Ele
straightway doms ler hat aud wrap-
pings with determined littlo jerkings
and stampings which jostle burning
tears from ber handsomo, earnest oye:.
And then, whilo another watcher site
beside Kirtley Breom through the live-
long droning Eia]lztemlmr day, “General
Manager Mary" Brico and Acting Maa-
aging Editor Elijah Whitaker first know
each other and all the sacritice that
wasg;—and that very evening, whon the
invalid awnkened from apothor varation
in the land of nothinghess aud rest and
reached out his skeleton hand while
his lipe quiveringly formed the quostion
of the morning, thore was an exuoituut
flutter beside him and he dreamed or
be know that a warin face prossod
ngainst his own while dreaminz or
knowlng tho firet life-giving words of

enra;

“Kirtley, Elijah Whittaker says:
‘Tell Kirtly Breem the board hias nuuni-
moualy a0 pasped !
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