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Look tapped upon a cottage door, 
A gentle, quiet tap; 

And Laziness, who lounged within. 
The cat upon his lap, 

Stretched out his slippers to the fire 
And gav&a sleepy yawn: 

"Oh, bother! let him knock again!" 
He said; but Luck was gone. 

Luck tapped again, more faintly still. 
Upon anotherdoor, 

Where Industry was hard at work 
Mending his cottage floor. 

The door was opened wide at once; 
"Come in!" the worker cried. 

And Luck was taken by the han4 
And fairly pulled inside. 

He still Is there—a wondrous gueft 
From out whose magic hand 

Fortune flows fast—but Laziness 
Can never understand 

How Industry found such a friend; 
"Luck never came my way!" 

He sighs, and1 quite forgets the knock 
Upon his door that day. 

—Priscllla Leonard, in Youth's Com
panion. 

A Knave of 
Conscience 

- By FRANCIS LYNDE. 

(Copyright 1000, by Francis Lynde.) 

CHAPTER XXII. 
"I tell j'ou, Griswold, there is no 

doubt about it; we have Jasper 
Grierson to thank for every move in 
this block game of ours. Every dol
lar's worth of work that we have 
lost has been taken away from us 
by his orders; and when we shall 
come to the heart of this strike busi
ness we shall find out that he is at 
the bottom of that." 

The partners were closeted in the 
private office of the iron works, dis
cussing the discouraging outlook in 
general and the ultimatum of the 
workmen in particular, and thus far 
Griswold had been unable to offer 
any helpful suggestion. 

"I don't like to believe that, Ned," 
lie protested. "It is a terrible charge 
to bring against any man. Besides, 
what motive could he have?" 

"The one motive he has for every
thing he does—greed. He meant to 
swallow me whole when he lent me 
the money for the enlargement of 
the plant. You stepped in and 
stopped that, and now he means to 
swallow both of'us." 

Griswold shook his head. "I can't 
conceive the hardness of it, Ned." 

"If you should accuse him of hard
ness it would make him laugh in 
your face. He would say it was 
business. But that is nothing to 
bim. He is something more than a 
driver on the Juggernaut-car of 
business. He is a robber, out and 
out, and one who sticks at nothing. 
Have you heard of that deal he is 
engineering with the old banker from 
New Orleans?" 

"What banker?" 
"Old Andrew Galbraith, of the 

Bayou State bank." 
If Griswold did not turn pale at 

the mention of Andrew Galbraith's 
name it was because his face was al
ways colorless. Yet he forced him
self to ask the question: 

"I haven't heard of it; what is it?" 
"Grierson is about to stick the old 

Scotchman for a cool million in the 
Red lake pine lands. You know 
what they're worth—or, rather, how 

•utterly worthless they are." 
•"C--, /'".Iii'iik j'ou must be mistaken, 

Tfefl. It would be sheer robbery." 
"I am not mistaken; it came as 

straight as a string. It is a family 
patter and I ought not to mention 
It even to you. Young Blanton drew 
•tip the pampers and, as you may have 
guessed before this, he and Gertie 
have no secrets from each other. 
The deal is all but closed." 

Griswold went silent at that, slt-
-'iing quiet for so long that Raymer 
•wondered a little, and would have 
wondered a great deal if he could 
'have known what a lion's net of re
sponsibility his bit of information 
foad flung over the silent one. 

Truly, of all men living, Kenneth 
"Criswold should have been the last 
to feel any conscientious promptings 
•toward the saving of the man whom 
'he himself had robbed; and yet the 
promptings were there, full-grown 
and insistent. He was still wrestling 
-with them when the noon whistle of 
the iron works jarred sonorously 
upon the air, and Kaymer got up and 
walked to the window commanding 
a view of the gates. And it was 
Raymer's voice that broke his rev
erie. 

"It has come," said the ironmaster; 
and Griswold quickly joined him at 
.the window. 

The men were filing soberly out 
at the great gates with their dinner-
pails and other belongings. The 
strike was on. 

CHAPTER XXIII. 
It was late in the afternoon of one 

•oi the matchless summer days when 
<Jriffin became an involuntary Crusoe. 
It was in the second week of the 
strike and the fourth of his sojourn 
In Waliaska, and being no nearer the 
solution of his problem than he was 
on the day of theory-framing when 
he had made sure that Charlotte 
Farnham's robber-lover would in due 
time make his appearance, he had 
fallen into the way of killing time 
in a rowboat on the lake. It was 
weary work, this waiting for a man 
who might never turn up, and there 
•vas a limit to the satisfaction to be 
g-otten out of prying into the affairs 
of a small city whose history one 
might read as he ran. So Griffin 
took to the rowboat and the lake, 
pulling slow-races against time, 
wrestling with his problem mean
while, and calling himself hard 
names; saying that it was only the 
inertia of the place, and not th« 

hope of success, which was keeping 
him. 

In the afternoon of the Crusoe 
hazard he had pulled out to the islet 
in the middle of the lake, had drawn 
the light boat up on the sand and 
had climbed the low bluff to smoke 
the pipe of reflection in the shade 
of the trees. It was here, with his 
back to the bole of a great oak, that 
sleep found him, smiting the pipe 
from his teeth and blotting out the 
hour in which the sun was sinking 
behind the western hills and the 
wind was rising. From this sleep 
unawares he was awakened by the 
whipping of the branches overhead 
and the crash of tiny breakers on 
the beach; and when he came alive 
to the realities he sprang up quick
ly and ran down to the little cove 
where he had left the boat; ran and 
looked and congratulated himself 
ironically; for the boat was gone. 

"By Jove! I ought to have a leath
er medal for this, and I'll got it if 
they ever find out at headquarters," 
he jeered. "Hello, there! Boat 
ahoy!" 

A small cat-boat with two women 
and a man in it was scudding down 
the lake, and the involuntary Cru
soe yelled himself hoarse. But the 
wind was against him, and the cat-
boat held its course toward Wa-
haska, heeling smartly to the~fiaws. 

Griffin climbed the bluff and meas
ured his chance of escape in a glance 
that boxed the compass. Off to the 
southward a steam-launch was mak
ing for the hotel pier, but there was 
no other craft in sight save the cat-
boat. Whereupon he refilled his-pipe 
and prepared to take the conse
quences of his carelessness philo
sophically, as he did most things. 

"I guess I'm safe to make a night 
of it, but it won't be the first night 
I've slept out of doors. All the 
same, I hope this wind won't blow 
up a rain. I wonder if I couldn't 
rig up a shelter of some kind under 
the lea of this kingdom of mine." 

Coming down to the bluff edge to 
see, his attention was once more 
drawn to the yawing cat-boat. The 
wind was coming in sharper flaws, 
and the seamanship of the man at 
the tiller of the small craft was a 
thing to be admired. He was evi
dently making for one of the private 
landings below the hotel, and as the 
boat came under a hill-broken lea 
of the shore the alternating gusts 
and lulls called for a quick eye and 
steady nerves. Griffin was a bit of a 
sailor himself, and he gave the un
known skipper of the cat-boat his 
due meed of praise. 

"By Jove! he's no fresh-water 
sailor. Most of these countrymen 
up here would have had that sail 
double-reefed long ago. I wonder 
who he is?" 

The answer to the query was sug
gested when the cat-boat came up 
into the wind at the small pier on 
the water front of the Farnham 
grounds, and the suggestion was as 
the spark of fire to a train of pow
der. There was a swift succession 
of minor explosions as the spark ran 
along the train of conclusions in the 
detective's mind, and then the crash 
of a great one. Griffin sat down on 
the edge of the bluff and held his 
head in his hands. 

"Heavens and earth! What wood
en-headed tobacco signs we all are 
when it comes to a show-down!" he 
ejaculated. "Here I've been agoniz
ing over this thing for a month 
when the answer to all the answer-
less questions has been parading in 
plain sight every day. I said when 
I should have found Miss Farnham's 
lover I should have my man, but I 
had to be marooned out here in the 
middle of the lake before I could 
put two and two together. Mr. 
Kenneth Griswold—alias anything 
you please—it will be unlucky for 
you if y.ou can't prove up on your 
record." 

From apostrophising the man .to 
observing his movements at long 
range was but a step, and Griffin 
whipped a field-glass from his pocket 
and focussed it upon the boat and 
the Farnham pier. He saw the big 
sail shiver down, and a moment later 
Griswold handed the two young 
women up to the pier. There was a 
little pause, apparently of expostu
late, on the part of the women, 
and then the big sail went up again, 
flapping and shivering in the wind 
like a huge white flag. The cat-boat 
edged away from the pier, fell off, 
came about, and pointed its sharp 
cutwater straight for the island. 
Griffin shortened the glass and 
dropped it into his pocket. 

"Well, now; that's more than good-
natured," he muttered. "You may 
be a robber of banks, Mr. Griswold, 
but you've got a kind heart in you." 

When the rescuer's purpose to 
bring up under the lea of the island 
became evident the castaway scram
bled down the low bluff and made 
his way around the southern point, 
to be ready to climb aboard. The 
boat doubled the northern sand-spit 
and it was waiting for him in the 
sheltered cove behind the island 
when he came in sight of it. Gris
wold hailed him cheerfully. 

"Thought you had come across an
other Skipper Ireson, didn't you, 
when we went on and left you? I 
saw you waving, but the young la
dies were a little nervous and I 
thought I'd better land them and 
come back after you. Can you make 
it from that log?" 

Griffin could make it and did; and 
a moment afterward the cat-boat 
shot out from the island shelter, put 
her lee gunwale under and showed 
her bottom strake to the setting sun. 
Griffin crawled aft and balanced him
self on the uplifted weather rail be
side the helmsman. 

"You have the courage of your con
victions," he remarked, nodding up
ward at the full sheet of the strain
ing sail. "I looked to see you reef 
before you put out again." 

"I know the boat," was Griswold's 
rejoinder. And: "I hope you are 
not nervous." 

"Not at all; I've sailed a little my
self." 

"Good. We'll get it decently fresh 
when we are out in the open, but 
we'll make it all right." 

The prophecy was fulfilled in both 
halves, but the detective held his 
breath more than once before the 
cat-boat had thrashed its way 
through the perilous middle passage 
of the open lake to the calmer water 
in Waliaska bay. At the pier lie 
helped his rescuer make fast and 
stow the sail, and they walked up
town together. At the hotel en
trance Griffin introduced himself by 
name and made shift to tlianli the 
man whom he meant to bring to jus
tice. 

"I owe you one, Mr. Griswold," he 
said, at the hand-grasp, "and I'm 
afraid I shall never be able to pay 
it in kind." 

Griswold laughed. "It is not a very 
heavy obligation. At the worst you 
might have had an uncomfortable 
night of it." 

"Perhaps it wouldn't have been any 
worse than that. Well, maybe I can 
save you an uncomfortable night 
sometime. Won't you come in and 
smoke a cigar?" 

Griswold thought at first that he 
would not, and then changed his 
mind. He was invited to dinner at 
Dr. Farnham's, but it was yet early. 
Now there is nothing like good to
bacco for speeding an acquaintance 
between two men, and Griffin's single 
extravagance ran to fine brands of 
cigars. So the chat in the hotel of
fice went hither and yon, and finally 
came down to the topic which was 
at that moment engrossing the town 
—the strike at the iron works. 

"They are a hard-headed lot of 
fools," said Griswold, not without 
warmth, when he came to speak of 
the strikers. "They are just like 
all the rest; they don't know when 
they are well off. We meant to go 
into the profit-sharing with them 
next year, but the way they are act
ing now you would think that Ray-
mer and I are their sworn enemies." 

"Violence?" queried the detective. 
"Threats of it; plenty of them." 
"What will you do?" 
"We haven't decided yet, but my 

idea is to import what labor we need 
and go on." 

"That will be pretty sure to make 
trouble, won't it?" 

"Oh, I suppose so. But we've got 
to fight it out sooner or later." 

"No chance for a compromise, eh?" 
"Not in the least, now; in fact, 

there never was any. Their demands 
were most unreasonable." 

"So I think," said Griffin, coolly. 
Griswold looked at his companion 

THE BOAT WAS GONE. 

curiously. "I thought you were a 
newcomer." he said. 

"I am; but I was here before the 
strike began, and I've looked into it 
a little—just for idle curiosity's sake, 
you know. There's a good-sized nig
ger in the woodpile, and I've been 
wondering if you and Raymer knew 
about it." 

Griswold glanced around to make 
sure that no one else was within 
hearing. "The men were stirred up 
to it, you mean?" 

Grillin nodded. 
"Raymer said as much, but I 

couldn't believe it." 
"It's a fact," said the detective, 

with the same air of assurance; "a 
fact susceptible of proof." 

Griswold came awake to the possi
bilities in a flash. 

"Could you prove it?" he asked. 
"Perhaps; if I wanted to. 
The defender of the rights of man 

puffed thoughtfully at the good ci
gar for a moment. Then he said: 
"Who are you, anyway, Mr. Griffin?" 

The detective's smile was no more 
than grimace. "Perhaps I am the 
walking delegate of the Amalgamat
ed Ironworkers," he suggested. 

"Perhaps you are, but I don't be
lieve it," Griswold rejoined. And 
then he apologized. "I had no right 
to ask the question, and I beg your 
pardon. But I'd give a good bit to 
be at the bottom of this strike busi
ness." 

"You are at it already, if you will 
take your partner's word and mine. 
The whole thing is a put-up job to 
break you." 

"But the proof," insisted Griswold. 
"It can be had, as I said; but it 

is immaterial. Just go on the sup
position that a certain capitalist is 
trying to smash you and act accord
ingly." 

"But if your supposition is the true 
one we should be only postponing 
the evil day by giving in to the men. 
If this man whom you and Raymer 
suspect has stirred up trouble once 
he can do it again." 

This time Griffin's smile was child
like. 

"There is one sure way to tie his 
hands, and I wonder that it hasn't 
occurred to you," he said, , 

"Griswold laughed. "We are BO* 
big enough to buy him off." 

"It doesn't ask for money; it asks 
for a little finesse. The man we are 
talking about is a law unto himself, 
but there is a power behind the 
throne." 

"His daughter, you mean?" 
"Yes." 
Griswold puzzled over it for a mo

ment, and then said: "I don't eee 
the application." 

"Don't you? Well, I'll tell you. If 
this young lady knew what is going 
on she'd stop it." 

"Why should she?" 
. "I'm not going into particulars," 

laughed Griffin. "If you can be Ned 
Raymer's partner without knowing 
what the whole town is talking 
about a stranger couldn't give you a 
pointer." 

"By Jove!" said Griswold, as one 
incredulous; but a little later, when 
he got up to take his leave he 
thanked the observant one. 

"Don't mention it," said Griffin. 
"I may have to do you an ill turn 
some day, and this will serve to show 
that I'm not malicious. Are we 
square on the score of the uncom
fortable night I might have had?" 

"Rather more than square," Gris
wold acknowledged, and he went his 
way with many new stirrings of the 
conscience-pool. 

The detective stood at the hotel 
entrance and watched his late res
cuer out of sight. After which he 
went in and had speech with the 
clerk. 

"Griswold stopped awhile with you 
when he first came here, didn't he?" 
he asked. 

"Yes; he was here sick for awhile." 
"When was that?" 
"It was some time last spring." 
"Could you give me the date?" 
The clerk could and did, or 

thought he did. But it was surely 
the very irony of chance that some 
one should distract his attention at 
the critical moment of date-fixing, 
making him miscall the month and 
so give Griswold 30 days more of res
idence in Wahaska than he had real
ly had. Griffin's eyes narrowed and 
grew hard; and then a slow smile 
took the hardness out of them. He 
turned away to climb the stair to the 
dining-room, and the smile outlasted 
the ascent. 

"I'm d—d if I'm not glad of it!" 
he confided to the hatrack when he 
was going in to his dinner. "But it 
knocks me silly just when I was 
sure I had my man. I wonder when 
I can get a train out of tljis dead-
alive town?" 

TTo Be Continued.] 

JOKE ON SAM JONES. 

Ilia Favorite Drink Wti Buttermilk 

and He Got All He Wanted, 

of It Free-. 

"Speaking of practical jokes," said 
a man, from Texas, to a New Orleans 
Times-Democrat reporter, "reminds 
me of a little thing that happened a 
few years ago in one of the more pros
perous towns of the big state. There 
was a big religious revival going on 
at the time, and it was being conducted 
by one of the most noted evangelists 
of the country. Sam Jones was the 
man, and he was stirring things up in 
that section of the world. The town 
was wrought up over his sayings. One 
day he found himself in possession of 
a bottle of good old wine which had 
been sent to him as an evidence of good 
faith in a profession made by some man 
who had decided to quit the rum habit. 
Sam Jones had no use for the wine. In 
a jocular way he presented the wineto 
the newspaper crowd, telling the boys 
they might manage to get a little in
spiration out of it. One of the boys in 
writing a little skit about the thing, said 
Mr. Jones had given the wine to the 
boys of the press, and had incidentally 
mentioned the fact that buttermilk 
was his favorite drink. The little town 
was in the hub of the buttermilk belt. 
Enough milk was produced in that part 
of Texas to float the American navy. 
The newspaper notice had a marvelous 
effect. It brought forth the butter
milk, and it came in all sorts of quan
tities to the hotel where the evangelist 
was stopping. Buckets, bottles and 
cans, utensils of almost every kind 
were left at llie eating place for the 
Georgian. Milk bells were ringingand 
milk wagons were rolling up to the 
place oil during the day. I never saw 
as much buttermilk in my life. Sam 
Jones, if he had lived to be as> old as 
Methuselah, could not have consumed 
the quantity of milk which had been 
hauled, carried and 'toted' to the hotel 
by Texans who read the little squib in 
the newspaper about buttermilk being 
the favorite drink of the evangelist. 
Sam Jones was somewhat annoyed by 
the thing at first, but the funny part 
of the situation dawned on him, and ap
preciating the good spirit of the offer
ing, he got a deal of fun out of it. It 
was a good practical joke, and yet al
together unintended, for the newspa
perman never dreamed of the conse
quences." 

Looking Forward. 
"When 1 grow up," said little Ethel, 

with a dreamy, imaginative look, "I'm 
going to be a school-teacher." 

"Well, I'm going to be a mamma and 
have six children," said tiny Edna. 

"Well, when they come to school to 
me I'm going to whip 'em, whip 'em." 

"You mean thing!" exclaimed Edna, 
as the tears came into her eyes. ''What 
have my poor children ever done to 
you?"—London Tit-Bits. 

Financial Effort. 
Jack—Was the church garden-party 

a success? 
Jul'a—Well, I worked hard enough; 

I ate ice cream with every young 
man on the grounds.—Detroit Free 
Press. 

ART IN ARCHITECTURE 
Designed and Written Especially 

for This Paper. 

IIE elevations and floor plans, as 
here shown, describe a very 
neat and attractive up-to-date 

modern design for a home of moderate 
cost. The arrangements of the rooms 
on each floor can easily be seen by 
glancing at tin, floor plans. 

There is a 9-foot piazza all the way 
across the front, and running down 
one side to the dining-room. 

There is a large hall, 7 feet G inches 

There is a cellar under the entire 
house, whith contains a hot-air fur
nace, eoal bins, etc. 

All of the interior trim is of cypress 
on the first floor, and is all finished in. 
the natural wood, with one coat of 
wood filler, properly rubbed and then 
covered with two coats of tb<! best in
terior varnish complete. 

Main staircase is built of oak com
plete. The interior walls throughout 

SECTION. 

A HOME OF STRICTLY MODERN DESIGN. 

by 13 feet; a parlor, 12 feet 6 inches by 
11 feet 6 inches; a back parlor, 12 feet 
by 15 feet 6 inches, and a dining room, 
13 feet G inches by 15 feet 6 inches, 
all of which are connected by sliding 
doors. 

There is a cellar under the pantr3', 
5 feet by 6 feet S inches, and kitchen, 
12 feet by 13 feet. On the second floor 
there are five bedrooms and bath, 
sizes of which are as follows: 10 feet 
by 10 feet, 13 feet by 16 feet, 11 feet 6 

are all plastered and finished with 
sand finish. 

The kitchen, bathroom, etc., con
tain full and complete modern sani« 
tary plumbing, as shown on the plans. 

All of the exterior walls are covered 
with two good coats of white lead and 
linseed oil paints complete. 

The main roof is covered with shin
gle stains, bronze coated. 

The hardware throughout is of dark 
bronze. 
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PLANS OF FIRST AND SECOND FLOORS. 

inches by 15 feet G inches, 11 feet G 
inches by 13 feet, 10 feet by 13 feet; 
bathroom, 7 feet by 7 feet G inches. 
There is also a large back hall, 3 feet 
4 inches. Additional rooms can be 
easily finished off if desired. 

All of the exterior walls are 
sheathed and papered, plastered, sided 
and shingled complete, as shown on 
the plans. All of the gable and main 
roofs are covered with heavy dimen
sion cypress shingles. 

The front door is beveled plate gifts* 
complete. 

Mantels are of quartered oak, with 
large beveled plate mirrors, tile floors, 
facings and fireplace fixtures c<m« 
plete. 

The above design can be erected in 
most places for about $3,500. 

The design and plans of this liotlso, 
as here shown are made by Stanley A. 
Dennis, of 2S0 Broadway, New York 
city. 

SOOT AFFECTS EYES. 

Owing to llie Xow General V'se of Soft 
Coal Eye Trouble 1M lCiiideinic 

in Kew York. 

Slander and fraise, 
Tt is better to be slandered by 

some than to be praised )\y others, 
—Chicago Daily .News. 

According to the house surgeons of 
the eye hospitals and infirmaries the 
prevalence of soft coal soot in the air 
of this city continues to have an in
creasing evil effect upon the eyes of 
its inhabitants. As was pointed out 
some time ago, the presence of in
numerable particles of soft eoal float
ing in the atmosphere increases the 
number of cases of inflammation. A 
table has just been prepared at the 
Manhattan Eye and Ear infirmary of 
the number of cases of eye trouble 
treated there. Last year the total 
number of such eases for September 
was 6,7G7. This year for the same 
month the number has risen to 9,053. 
"For the month of October," said a 
house surgeon to a Tribune reporter, 
"if present indications give a proper 
basis for prediction, the number will 
rise above 10,000. When the trouble 
began we noticed that more eases came 
from districts in which soft coal 
was being used particularly. While 
the elevated railroad, for instance, 
was burning soft coal, many cases 
were located along its lines. After 
this was stopped the majority came 
from the neighborhood of the piers, 
where the coal was being handled. 
But n'.'W the burning of bituminous 
eoal has become so general throughout 
tlie city, in hotels, apartment houses, 

stores and so forth, that there is no 
special territorial distribution observ
able. 

"in cities where soft coal is habit
ually used, especially in the west, eye 
trouble is much more general than it 
is normally in New York. It is not 
only that the introduction of foreign 
matter upon the eyeball results in in
flammation that makes this trouble so 
important, but such inflammation al
ways renders the eye sensitive to con
tagious troubles, such as acute ca
tarrhal conjunctivitis, or pink eye, and 
trachoma. The latter has shown a 
considerable increase among scliflol 
children, particularly in the poorer 
classes. It has the most favorable con
ditions for becoming epidemic when 
air is close or burdened with foreign 
matter."—X. Y. Tribune. 

Machine IJrillx Square Holes. 
A machine which will drill square 

holes has at last been made. An Eng
lishman named Edward Segitz is the 
inventor, and his apparatus is said to 
have solved a problem heretofore ie-
garded as being about as unaeeom-
plishable as the mathematical impos
sibility of "squaring" the circle. Ke-
gitz's machine is a three-winged1" drill, 
semi-round, which yet cuts four 
straight edges in its rotary motion. 
That is, the motion appears to the eye 
to be rotary, but there is, of course, 
a maneuver in the t riple ilauge which 
produces the square cut, triangular, or 
other ang ilar holes, with automatio 
regularity and machine speed. 


