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CHAPTER III. 

OAKLEY took the satchel from 
General Cornish's hand as the 
latter stepped from his pri
vate car. 

"You got my note, I see," he said. 
"I think I'll go to the hotel for the rest 

: of the night." 
He glanced back over his shoulder 

us he turned with Dau toward the bus 
which was waiting for them at the end 
of the platform. 

"I guess 110 one else got off here. 
It's not much of a railroad center." 

"No," agreed Oakley impartially; 
"there are towns where the traffic is 

"heavier." 
Arrived, at the hotel, Oakley led the 

>way upstairs to the general's room. It 
adjoined his own. Cornish paused on 
the threshold until he had lighted the 
gas. 

"Light the other burner, will you?" 
lie .-requested. "There, thanks, that's 
better." 

- He was a portly man of sixty, with 
a large head and heavy face. His 

^father had been a Vermont farmer, a 
• injyi of position and means according 
vto the easy .standard of his times. 

When the civil war broke out young 
Cornish, who was just commencing the 
practice of the law. had enlisted as a 

•••private in one of the first regiments 
raised by his state. Trior to this he 
had overilowed with fervid oratory and 
had tried hard to look like Daniel Web-
•ster, but a skirmish or two opened his 
eyes to the fact that the waging of 
war was a sober business and the pol
ishing off of his sentences not nearly as 
important as the polishing off of the 
enemy. He was still willing to die for 

: the Union if thera^was need oe It, but 
while his life Avas spared it whs well 
to geton. The numerical importance 

••iot imnwej^^Bi.was a belief too firmly 
impIantS^ m nis nature to be over-

; thrown bj> any patriotic aberration, 
i His own merits, which he was among 
the first to recognize, and the solid 
backing his father wits able to give 
won him promotion. He had risen to 
the command of a regiment, and when 
tln> war ended was brevetted a briga
dier general of volunteers along with 
11 score of other anxious warriors who 
wished to carry the title of general 
back into civil life, for he was an ami
able sort of a Shylock, who seldom 
overlooked his pound of flesh, and he 
usually got all and a little more than 
was coining to liini. 

After the war he married and went 
west, whore he resumed the practice 

ffiof his profession. bi»t he soon abandon
ed it for a commercial career. It was 
' not long until he was ranked as one 
;sof the rich men of his state. Then he 
fturned his attention to politics. He 
i.was twice elected to congress and serv
iced one term as governor. One of Ills 
^.daughters had married an Italian 

prince, a meek, prosaic little creature 
saexactli live feet three inches tall. An
other was engaged to ail English earl, 

v whose debts were a remarkable 
fe achievement for so young a man. His 
si?, wife now divided her time between 
a , Paris and London. She didn't think 
; much of New York, which had thought 
iiseven less of her. He managed to see 
r her once or twice a year. Any oftener 
»{would have been superfluous. 
•u There were moments, however, when 
s' he felt his life to be wholly unsatisfac
tory. He derived very little pleasure 
if from all the luxury that had accumu-
;s lated about him and which he accepted 

with a curious placid indifference. He 
would have liked the affection of his 

': children, to have had them at home, 
sfi: and there was a remote period in his 

past when his wife had inspired him 
k with a sentiment at which he could 
a only wonder. He held it against her 
, that she had not understood. 

He lurched down solidly 
chair Oakley placed for him. 

® you are comfortable here," he said 
kindly. 

'' "Oh, yes." He still stood. 
"Sit down," said Cornish. 

•': as a rule, believe in staying up after 
>• midnight to talk business, but I must 
i. start east tomorrow." 

He slipped out of his chair and be-
'•;• gan to pace the floor, with his hands 

thrust deep in his trousers pockets. "I 
want to talk over the situation here. 

: I don't see that the road is ever going 
to make a dollar. I've an opportunity 
to sell it to the M. and W. Of course 
this is extremely confidential. It must 
not go any further. I am told they will 
discontinue it beyond this point, and 
of course they will either move the 
shops away or close them." He paus
ed In his rapid walk. "It's too bad it 
never paid. It was the first thing I 
did when I came west. I thought It a 
pretty big thing then. I have always 
hoped It would justify ray judgment, 
and it promised to for awhile until the 
lumber Interests played out. Now, 
what do you advise. Oakley? I want 

into the 
"I hope 

\ <• * 

"I don't,' 

xo get your mens, ion unnersiana ir 
I sell I won't lose much. The price of
fered will just about meet the mort
gage I hold, but I guess the stock
holders will come out at the little end 
of tiie horn." 

Oakley understood exactly what was 
ahead of the stockholders if the road 
changed hands. l'erhaps his face 
showed that he was thinking of this, 
for the general observed charitably: 

"It's unfortunate, but you can't mix 
sentiment in a transaction of this sort. 
I'd like to see them all get their money 
back, and more too." 

His mental attitude toward the 
world was one of generous liberality, 
but lie had such excellent control over 
his impulses that, while he always 
seemed about to embark iu some large 
philanthropy, he had never been known 
to take even the first step in that di
rection. In short, he was hard and un
emotional, but with a deceptive, un
swerving kindliness of manner which, 
while it had probably never involved 
a dollar of his riches, had at divers 
times cost the unwary and the indis
creet much money. 

"I am sure the road could be put o:i 
a paying basis," said Oakley. "Certain 
quite possible economies would do that. 
Of course we can't create business; 
there is just so much of it, and we get 
it all as it is. But the shops might be 
made very profitable. 1 have secured 
a good deal of work for them and I 
shall secure more. I hud intended to 
propose a number of reforms, but if 
you are goiug to sell, why, there's no 
use of going into the matter"— He 
paused. 

The general meditated in silence for 
a moment. 

"I'd hate to sacrifice my interests if 
I thought you could even make the 
road pay expenses. Now, just what'do 
you intend to do?" 

"I'll gi t my order book and show you 
what's been done for the shops," said 
Oakley, rising with alacrity. "I have 
figured out the changes, too. and you 
can see at a glance just what I pro
pose doing." 

The road and the shops employed 
some "IOU men. most of whom had tlieir 
homes in Antiocli. Oakley knew that 
if the property was sold it would prac
tically wipe tlie town out of existence. 
The situation was full of interest for 
him. If Cornish approved and told 
him to go ahead with his reforms, it 
would be an opportunity such as he 
had never known. 

He went into his own room, which 
opened'ooft Cornish's, and got his order 
book and table of figures, which he had 
carried up from the ofiicc that after
noon. 

He had taken 'a great deal of pains 
with his figures, and they seemed to 
satisfy Cornish that the road if prop
erly managed was not such a hopeless 
proposition after all. Something might 
be done with it. 

Oakley rose in his good esteem. He 
had liked him, and he was justifying 
his good opinion, lie beamed benev
olently oil the young man and thawed 
out of his habitual reserve into a gen-
.ial, ponderous frankness. 

"You have done well," he said, glanc
ing through the order book, with evident 
satisfaction. 

"Of course," explained Oakley, "I am 
going to make a cut iu wages this 
spring if you agree to it, but 1 haven't 
the figures for this yet." The general 
nodded. He approved of cuts on prin
ciple. 

"That's always' a wise' move," he 
said. "'Will they stand it?" 

"They'll have t3." And Oakley laugh
ed rather nervously. He appreciated 
that his reforms were likely to make 
him very unpopular in Antiocli. "They 
shouldn't object. If the road changes 
hands it will kill their town." 

"I suppose so," agreed Cornish indif
ferently. 

"And half a loaf Is lots better than 
no bread," added Oakley. Again the 
general nodded his approval. 

the tigiit, ir it is a ngnt, an to yourseu. 
I'll see that Holloway does what you 
say. He's the only one you'll have to 
look to ill my absence, but you won't 
be able to count on him for anything. 
He gets limp in a crisis. Just don't 
make the mistake of asking his ad
vice." 

"I'd rather have 110 advice," inter
rupted Dan hastily, "unless it's yours," 
he added. 

"I'll see that you are not bothered. 
You are the sort of fellow who will 
do better with a free hand, and that is 
what I intend you shall have." 

"Thank you." said Oakley, his heart 
warming with the other's praise. 

"I shall be back in three months, and 
then if your schemes have worked out 

"You have dune well," he snid. 

at all as we expect, why, we can con
sider putting the property in better 
shape." (A' part of Oakley's plan.) 
"As you say, it's gone down so there 
won't be much but the right of way 
presently." 

"I lio|ip that eventually there'll bi? 
profits," said Oakley, whose mind was 
beginning to reach out into t!?e future. 

"I guess the stockholders Will drop 
dead if we ever earn a dividend. That's 
the last thing they are looking forward 
to," remarked Cornish dryly. "Will 
you leave a 0:30 call at the office for 
me? I forgot, and I must take the 
first train. Good night." 

"What sort of shape is the shop in?" 
he asked after a moment's sileuct 

"Very good on the whole." 
"I am glad to hear you say so. 1 

spent over a hundred thousand dollars 
on the plant originally." 

"Of course the equipment can hardly 
be called modem, but it will do for the 
sort of work for which I am bidding," 
Oakley explained. 

"Well, it will be an interesting prob
lem for a young man, Oakley. If yon 
pull the property up it will be greatly 
to your credit. I was going to offer 
you another position, but we will let 
that go over for the present. I am 
very much pleased, though, with all 
you have done; very much pleased 
indeed. 1 go abroad in A about two 
weeks. My youngest daughter is to be 
married in London to the Earl of Min-
chester." The title rolled glibly from 
the great man's lips. "So you'll have 

CHAPTER IV. 

THE next morning Oakley saw 
General Cornish off on the 7:15 
train, and then went "back to 
his hotel for breakfast. After

ward, on his way to the office, he 
mailed a check to Ezra llart for his 
father. The money was intended to 
meet his expenses in coming west. 

He was very busy all that day mak
ing out his new schedules and in fig
uring the cuts and just what they 
would amount to. He approached his 
task with a certain reluctance, for it 
was as unpleasant to him personally 
as it was necessary to the future of the 
road, and he knew that no halfway 
measure would suffice. He must cut, 
as a surgeon cuts, to save. By lopping 
away a man here and there, giving his 
work to some other man or dividing it 
up among two or three men, he man
aged to peel off $2,000 on the year. He 
counted that a very fair day's work. 

He would start his reform with no 
particular aggressiveness. He would 
retire the men he intended to dismiss 
from the road oue at a time. He hoped 
they would take the hint and hunt 
other positions. At any rate, they 
could not get back until he was ready 
to take them back, as Cornish had as
sured him he would not be interfered 
with. He concluded not to hand the 
notices and orders to Miss Walton, the 
typewriter, to copy. She might let drop 
some word that would give his victims 
an inkling of what was iu store for 
them. He knew there were unpleasant 
scenes ahead of him, but there was no 
need to anticipate. When at last his 
figures for the cuts were complete he 
would have beeu grateful for some one 
with whom to discuss the situation. 
All at once his responsibilities seemed 
rather heavier than he had bargained 
for. 

There were only two men in the of
fice besides himself—Philip Kerr, the 
treasurer, and Byron Holt, his assist
ant. They were both busy with the 
payroll, as it was the Gtli of the 
mouth, and they commenced to pay off 
in the shops on the 10th. 

He had little or no use for Kerr, who 
still showed where he dared iu small 
tliiugs his displeasure that an outsider 
had been appointed manager of the 
road. He had counted on the place for 
himself for a number of years, tat a 
succession of managers had come and 
gone apparently without its ever hav
ing occurred to General Cornish that 
an pxcellent executive was literally 
spoiling in the big, bare general offices 
of the line. 1 

This singular indifference on the part 
of Cornish to his real interests had 
soured a disposition that at its best 
had more of acid in it than auything 

else. As there was no way m WHICH NC 

could make his resentment known to 
the general, even if lie had deemed 
such a course expedient, lie took it out 
of Oakley and kept his feeling for him 
on ice. Meanwhile he bided his time, 
hoping for Oakley's downfall and his 
own eventful recognition. 

With the assistant treasurer Dan's 
relations wore entirely cordial. Ilolt 
was a much younger man than Kerr, 
as frank and open as the other was se
cret and reserved. When the (5 o'clock 
whistle blew7 he glanced up from his 
work and said: 

"I wisli you'd wait a moment, Ilolt. 
I want to see you."' 

Kerr had already gone home, and 
Miss Walton was adjusting her hat lie-
fore a bit of a mirror that hung on the 
wall back of lier desk. "All right," re 
sponded Holt cheerfully. 

"Just draw up your chair," said Oak
ley. handing his papers to him. At 
first Holt did not understand; then he 
began to whistle softly and fell to 
cheeking off the various cuts with his 
forefinger. 

"What do you think of the job, By
ron?" inquired Oakley. 

"Well, I'm glad I don't get laid off. 
that's sure. Say, just bear iu mind 
that I'm going to be married this 
summer." 

"You needn't worry; only I didn't 
know that." 

"Well, please don't forget it, Mr. 
Oakley." 

Holt ran over the cuts again. Then 
he asked: 

"Who's going to stand for this? You 
or the old man? I hear he was in 
town last night." 

"I stand for it, but of course he ap
proves." 

"I'll bet he approves," and the as 
sistaut treasurer grinned. "This is the 
sort of thing that suits him right down 
to the ground." 

"How about the hands? "Do you 
know if they are members of any un
ion ?" 

"No, but there'll be lively times ahead 
for you. They are a great lot of kick
ers here." 

"Wait until I get through. I haven't 
touched the shops yet. That's to come 
later. I'll skin closer before I'm done." 
Oakley got up and lit his pipe. "The 
plant must make some sort of a show
ing. We can't continue at the rate we 
have been going. I suppose you know 
what sort of shape it would leave the 
town iu if tiie shops were closed." 

"Very poor shape, I should say. Why. 
it's ithe money that goes in and out of 
tills office twice a month that keeps the 
town alive. It couldn't exist a day 
without that." 

"Then it behooves us to see to it that 
nothing happens to the shops or road. 
X am sorry for tiie men I am laving off. 

but it can't be helped." 
"I see you are going to chuck Hoad-

ley out of his good tiling at the Junc
tion. If he was half white he'd a gone 
long ago. lie must lay awake nights 
figuring how he can keep decently 
busy." 

"How do you think it's going to 
work ?" 

"Oh, it will work all right, because it 
has to, but they'll all be cussing you," 
with great good humor. "What's the 
matter anyhow? Did the old man 
throw a tit at the size of the payroll?" 

"Not exactly, but he came down here 
with his mind made up to sell the road 
to the M. and W." 

"You don't say so!" 
"I talked him out of that, but we 

must make a showing, for he's good 
and tired and may dump the whole 
business any day." 

"Well, if he does that there'll be no 
marrying or giving iu marriage for me 
this summer. It will be just like a 
Shaker settlement where I am con
cerned." 

Dan laughed. "Oh, you'd be all right. 
Holt. You'd get something else or the 
M. and W. would keep you on." 

"I don't know about that. A new 
management generally, means a clean 
sweep all round, and my berth's a 
pretty good one." 

In some manner a rumor of the 
changes Oakley proposed making did 
get abroad, and he was promptly made 
aware that his popularity in Antioch 
was a thing of the past. He was re
garded as an oppressor from whom 
some elaborate and wanton tyranny 
might be expected. While General 
Cornish suffered their inefficiency, his 
easy going predecessors had been con
tent to draw their salaries and let it go 
at that, a line of conduct which An
tioch held to be entirely proper. This 
new man, however, was clearly an up
start. cursed with an insane and de
structive ambition to earn money for 
the road. Suppose it did not pay. Cor
nish could go down into his pocket for 
the difference, just as he had always 
done. 

What the town did not know and 
what it would not have believed even 
if it had been told was that the gen
eral had been on the point of selling, a 
change that would have brought hard
ship to every one. The majority of the 
men in the shops owned their own 
homes, and these homes represented 
the savings of years. The sudden exo
dus of two or three hundred families 
meant of necessity widespread ruin. 
Those who were forced to go away 
would have to sacrifice everything they 
possessed to get away, while those who 
remained would be scarcely better off. 
But Antioch never considered such a 
radical move as even remotely possi-
i>io it counted the shoos a fixture. 

They had always been there, ana ror 
this sufficient reason they would al
ways remain. 

The days wore'on. one very like an
other, with tlieir spring heat and leth
argy. Occasionally Oakley saw Miss 
Emory on the street to bow to. but not 
to speak with. While he was grateful 
for these escapes he found himself 
thinking of her very often. He fancied 
—and he was not far wrong—that she 
was finding Antioch very dull. He 
wondered, too, if she was seeing much 
of Ryder. He imagined that she was, 
and here again he was not far wrong. 
Now and then he was seized with what 
he felt to be a weak desire to call, but 
lie always thought better of it in time 
and was always grateful he had not 
succumbed to the impulse. But her 
mere presence in Antioch seemed to 
make him dissatisfied and resentful of 
its limitations. Ordinarily he was not 
critical of his surroundings. Until she 
came, that he was without companion
ship and that the town was given over 
to a deadly inertia which expressed it
self in the collapsed ambition of near
ly every man and woman he knew had 
scarcely affected him, beyond giving 
him a sense of mild wonder. 

He had heard nothing of his father, 
and in the pressure of his work and 
freshened interest iu the fortunes of 
the Huckleberry had hardly given him 
a second thought. He felt that since he 
had sent money to him he was in a 
measure relieved of all further re
sponsibility. If his father did not wish 
to come to him. that was his own af
fair. He had placed no obstacle in his 
way. • 

CHAPTER V. 

LVTE one afternoon, as Oakley sat 
at his desk iu the broad streak of 
yellow light that the sun sent in 

1 through the west windows, ho 
heard a step on the narrow board 
walk that ran between the building 
and the tracks. The last shrill shriek 
of No. 7, as usual, half an hour late, 
had just died out in the distance, and 
the Informal committee of town loaf
ers which met each train was plodding 
up Main street to the postoffice in sol
emn silence. 

lie glanced around as the door iutt> 
the yards opened. He saw a tall, 
gaunt man of sixty-five, a little stoop 
shouldered and carrying his weight 
heavily and solidly. His large head 
was sunk between broad shoulders. It 
was covered by a wonderful growth, 
of iron grajfhair. The face was clean 
shaven and had the look of a placid 
mask. There was a curious repose in 
the man's attitude as he stood with a. 
big hand—the hand of an artisan—rest
ing loosely on the knob of the door. 

"Is it vou. Dannie?" 
Continued on last, page-
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Geo. Menagh & Co. Broadway and 
Main St. 
Denison, Iowa 

WE PAY CASH ROR BUTTER and EGGS. 
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: All summer goods are being sold at prices that will 
open your eyes* 

White Dress goods 25 to 33* per cent below regular 
price. Low cut shoes at almost half price, all it takes 
is a look to convince you that there is some areat 

< bargains. \ X X X X 
.r % 
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One Half the Flour sold in Denison is Wizard. Why! Because 
its the best. Try a sack the next time yot* need any. X 

' Hardware Main St. 

Everth<ng for the coolness and 
comfort of the kitchen is found in this 
department. 

Gasoline Stoves, a very good as 
sortment still left to pick from. 

Cold storage refrigerators are the 
best on the market. During* this hot 
weather you need one of these refriger
ators to keep your eatables from spoil
ing. We carry them in all sizes. 

Harness I 
Successors to C. Sievers & Sons. -

We make anything you want in 
the harness line. ,< < . * 

Light driv.'ng harness are a speci
alty, and are made from all the newest 
patterns. .r... - 3 

'».K 
Binder repair work done prompt

ly. Give us a trial we can please you 
in any line. 

CLEAN UP PRICES IN SHOE and 
DRY GOODS DEPARTMENT.  * 

' " rV5S 

1 

Remember, Everything we sell is guaranteed to be entirely satisfactory or your 
^ money will be cheerfully refunded. X X ^ 
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