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Dan singled our WCMUICK aim .Joo 
Stokos ami throe or four others as the 
committee ami inaile straight toward 
them. 

"Well, men, what do you wintV" lie 
asked liriski.v. 

"We represent every department in 
the shops, sit-," said I.entiek civilly, 
'•and we consider Branyon's discharge 
as unjust. We want him taken back." 

"And suppose I won't take him back, 
what are you uoins' to do about it. eh7" 
asked Dan jrood uaturediy. and, not 
•waiting for a reply, with old time deft-

"I do n't  wish to mukc h im <i xenpvi/oni 
lar the rest of you." 

ness he swung himself up into an emp
ty llat car which stood close at hand 
and faced his assembled workmen. 

"You know why Branyon was dis
missed. It was a business none ol' 
you have much reason to be proud of, 
hut I am willing to let him come back 
011 condition he first offers an apology 
to Mct'iintock and to me. Unless he 
does he can never set his foot inside 
these doors again while 1 remain here. 
1 agree to this because 1 don't wish to 
make him a scapegoat for the rest of 
you, and 1 don't wish those dependent 
on him to suffer."' 

lie avoided looking in Mcl'lintoek's 
direction, lie felt rather than saw 
that the latter was shaking his head 
in strong disapproval of his course. 
The committee and the men exchanged 
grins. The boss was weakening. They 
had scored twice—first against ltoger 
Oakley and now for Branyon. 

"I KUehS Branyon would as lief be 
excused from making an apology if 
it 's all the same to Milt," said Bentiek 
less civilly than before, and there was 
a ripple of smothered laughter from the 
crowd. 

Dan set his lips and said sternly, but 
quietly. "That's for him to decide." 

"Well, we'll tell him what you say, 
and if he's ready to eat humble pie 
then? won't be no kick coming from 
us," remarked Bentiek impartially;-;; 

"Is this all?" asked Oakley. 
"So; we can't see the cut." And a 

murmur of approval came from the 
men. 

Kan looked out over the crowd. Why 
couldn't they see that the final victory 
was in his hands? "Be guided by me," 
he said earnestly, "and take my word 
for it, the cut is necessary. I'll meet 
you halfway in the Branyou matter. 
Let it go at that." 

"We want our old wages," insisted 
Bentiek doggedly. 

"It is out of the question. The shops 
are running behind. They are not 
earning any money, they never have, 
and it 's as much to your interests as 
mine or General Cornish's to do your 
full part in making them profitable. 

"Waires can't go back until the busi
ness in the shops warrants it. If you 
•will continue to work under the pres
ent arrangement, gooil and well. If 
not, 1 see no way to meet your de
mands. You will have to strike. That, 
however, is an alternative I trust you 
will carefully weigh before you com
mit yourselves. Once the shops are 
closed it will not be policy to open 
tliem until fall, perhaps not until the 
first of the year. But if you can af
ford to lie idle all summer it 's your 
own affair. That's exactly what it 
means if you strike." 

He jumped down from the car and 
would have left them then and there. 
hut1  Bentiek stopped in front, of him. 

"Can't we talk it over, Mr. Oakley?" 
"There is nothing to talk over. Ben-

tick. Settle it among yourselves." 
And he marched off up the tracks, 
with MeOliutock following in his wake 
anil commending the stand he had 
taken. 

The first emotion of the men was one 
of profound and depressing surprise at 
the abruptness with which Oakley had 
terminated the interview, and his evi
dent willingness to close the shops, a 
move tlie.v had not counted on. It 
dashed their courage. 

"We'll call his bluff!" cried Bentiek, 

and the men gave a lamt clieer. xney 
were not so sure it was a bluff after 
all. It looked real enough. 

There were those who thought with 
a guilty Jiang of wives and children at 
home and no pay day, the fortnightly 
haven of rest toward which they lived. 
And there were the customarily reek-
less souls, who thirsted for excitement 
at any price and who were willing to 

see the trouble to a finish. These 
ruled, as tli<\y usually do. Not a man 
returned to work. Instead they hung 
about tiie yards and canvassed the sit
uation. Finally the theory was ad
vanced that if the shops were closed 
it would serve to bring down Cornish's 
wrath on Oakley and probably result 
in his immediate dismissal. This the
ory found instant favor and straight
way became a conviction with the ma
jority. 

At length all agreed to strike, and the 
whistle in the shops was set shrieking 
its dismal protest. The men swarmed 
into the building, where each got to
gether his kit of tools. They were quite 
jolly now and laughed and jested a 
good de^il. Presently they were stream
ing off uptown, with their coats over 
their anus, and the strike was on. 

An unusual stillness fell on the yards 
and in the shops. The belts as they 
swept on and on in endless revolutions 
cut this stillness with a sharp, incisive 
hiss. The machinery seemed to ham
mer at it, as if to beat out some last
ing echo. Then gradually the volume 
of sound lessened. It inuinblou to a 
dotage of decreasing force, and then 
everything stopped with a sudden jar. 
The shops had shut down. 

McClintock came from the otfiee and 
entered the works, pulling the big doors 
to after him. He wanted to see that all 
was made snug. lie cursed loudly as 
he strode through the deserted build
ing. It was the first time since lie had 
been with the road that the shops had 
been closed, and it affected him 
strangely. 

The place held a dreadful, ghostly in
ertness. The belts and shafting, with 
its innumerable cogs and connections, 
reached out like the heavy knuckled 
tentacles of some great lifeless mon
ster. The sunlight stole through the 
broken, cobwebbed windows to fall on 
heaps of rusty iron and heaps of dirty 
shavings. 

In the engine room he discovered 
Smith Huberts and his assistant, Joe 
Webber, banking the fires, preparatory 
to leaving. They were the only men 
about the place. Roberts closed a fur 
nace door with a bang, threw down his 
shovel and drew a grimy arm across 
his forehead. 

"When do you suppose I'll get a 
chance to build steam again, MiltV 

"Oakley says we won't start up be
fore the first of September." 

T 
CHAPTER XV. 

I lie first weeks of the strike slip 
ped by without excitement. 
Harvest time came and went. 
A rainless August browned the 

earth and seared the woods with its 
heat, but nothing happened to vary the 
dull monotony. The shops, a sepulchor 
of sound, stood silent and empty. Gen
eral Cornish, in the role of the avenger, 
did not appear on the scene, to Oak
ley's discomfiture and to the joy of the 
men. A sullen sadness rested on the 
town. The women began to develop 
shrewish tempers and a trying conver
sational habit, while their husbands 
squandered their rapidly dwindling 
means in the saloons. There was large 
talk and a variety of threats, but no 
lawlessness. 

At intervals a rumor was given cur 
rency that Oakley was on the verge of 
starting up with imported labor, and 
the men, dividing the watches, met 
each train, but only familiar types, 
such as the casual commercial traveler 
with his grips, the farmer from up or 
down the line, with his inevitable pa 
per parcels, and the stray wayfarer 
were seen to step from the Huckleber
ry's battered coaches. Finally it dawn 
ed upon the men that Dan was bent on 
starving tlieiu into submission. 

liyder had displayed what for him 
was a most unusual activity. Almost 
every day he held conferences with the 
leaders of the strike, and his personal 
influence went far toward keeping the 
men in line. Indeed, his part in the 
whole affair was much more important 
than was generally recognized. 

The political campaign had started 
and Keuyon was booked, to speak in 
Antioch. it was understood in ad 
vance that he would declare for the 
strikers, and his coming caused a wel 
come flutter of excitement.. 

The statesman arrived on No. 7, and 
the reception committee met him at 
the station in two carriages. It in
cluded Cap Roberts, the Hon. Jeb 
Barrows, Ryder, .Toe Stokes and Ben 
tick. The two last were an inspiration 
of the editor's and proved a popular 
success. 

The brass band hired for the ocea 
sion discoursed patriotic airs, as Ken 
yon in a long linen duster and a limi 
wilted collar presented himself at the 
door of the smoker. The groat man 
was all blandness and suavity—an oily 
suavity that oozed and trickled from 
every pore. 

The crowd on the platform gave a 
faint, unentlmsiastic cheer as it caught 
sight of him. It had boon more inter
ested hi staring at Bentiek and Stokes. 

They looked so excessively uncom
fortable. 

Mr. Kenyon climbed down the steps 
and sli;>ok hands with Mr. Ryder. 
Then, bowing and smiling to the right 

nd left, he crossed the platform, lean
ing on the editor's arm. At the ear-
•iagos there were more greetings. 

Stokes and Ben I id? wore formally pro-
entod, and the congressman mounted 

to a place beside tliem, whereat the 
crowd cheered again, and Stokes and 
Bentiek looked, if possible, more mis
erable than before. They had a sneak
ing idea that a show was being made 
of them. Ryder took his place in the 
second carriage, with Cap Roberts and 
the Hon. .Tel) Barrows, and the proces
sion moved off uptown to the hotel, pre-

oded by the band playing a lively twe-
step out of tune and followed by a 
troop of bare legged urchins. 

Alter supper the statesman was ser-
nadeil by the band, and a little later 

the members of the Young Men's Ken-
on club, attired in cotton flannel uni

forms, marched across from the Her
ald office to escort him to the rink, 

where he was to speak. He appeared 
radiant in a Priii-.-e Albert aud a shiny 
tile and a boutonniere, this time lean
ing on the arm of Mr. Stokes, to the 
huge disgust of that worthy mechanic, 
who did not know that a statesman 
had to lean on somebody's arm. It is 
hoary tradition, aud yet it had a cer
tain significance, too, if it wore meant 
to indicate that Kenyon couldn't keep 
straight unless he was propped. 

A wave of fitful enthusiasm swept 
the assembled crowd, and Mr. Stokes' 

oungest son, Samuel, aged six, burst 
into tears, no one knew why, and was 
led out of the press by an elder broth
er. wiio alternately slapped him and 
wiped his nose on his cap. 

Mr. Kenyon, smiling his unwearied, 
mirthless smile, seated himself in his 
carriage. Mr. Ryder, slightly bored 
md wholly cynical, followed his ex
ample. Mr. Stokes and Mr. Bentiek, 
perspiring and abject and looking for 
all the world like two criminals, drop
ped dejectedly into the places assigned 
them. Only Cap Roberts and the Hon. 
Tel) Barrows seemed entirely at ease. 
Tlie.v were campaign fixtures. The 
band emitted a harmony destroying 
crash, while Mr. .limmy Smith, the 
drum major, performed sundry bewil
dering passes with his gilt staff. The 
Young Men's Kenyon club fell over 
its own feet into line, and the proces
sion started for the rink. It was a 
truly inspiring moment. 

Since an early hour of the evening 
the people had been gathering at the 
rink. It was also the opera house, 
where during the winter months an 
occasional repertory company appeared 
in "East I.ynne." "The New Magdalen" 
or Tom Robertson's "Caste." 

The place was two-thirds full at a 
quarter to S, when a fleet courier ar
rived with the gratifying news that the 
procession was just leaving the square 
and that Kenyon was riding with his 
hat off and in familiar discourse with 
Stokes and Bentiek. 

Presently out of the distance drifted 
the first straius of the band. A little 
later Cap Roberts and the Hon. Job 
Barrows appeared on the makeshift 
stage from the wings. There was 
an applausive murmur, for the Hon. 
Jeb was a popular character. It was 
said of him that he always carried a 
map of the United States in tobacco 
juice on bis shirt front. He was bottle 
nosed and red faced. No man could 
truthfully say he had ever seen him 
drunk, nor had any one ever seen him 
sober. .  Ho shunned extremes. Next 
the band filed into the balcony and was 
laboriously sweating its way through 
the national anthem when Kenyon aud 
Ryder appeared, followed by the 
wretched Stokes and Bentiek. A burst 
of applause shook the house. 'When it 
subsided the editor stepped to the front 
of the stage. With words that halted, 
for the experience was a new one, he 
introduced the guest of the evening. 

It was generally agreed afterward 
that it had been a great privilege to 
hear Kenyon. No one knew exactly 
what it was all about, but that was a 
minor consideration. The congress
man was well ou toward the end of his 
speech anil had reached the local situa
tion, which he was handling in what 
the Herald subsequently described as 
"a masterly fashion, cool, logical and 
convincing," when Oakley wandered in 
and, unobserved, took a seat near the 
door. He glanced about him glumly. 
There had been a time when these peo
ple had been, in their way, his friends. 
Now those nearest him even avoided 
looking in his direction. At last he be
came conscious that some one far 
down near the stage and at the other 
side of the building was nodding aud 
smiling at him. It was Dr. Emory. 
Mrs. Emory and Constance were with 
him. Dan caught the fine outline of 
the hitter's profile. She was smilin. 
an amused smile. It was her first po
litical meeting, aud she was finding it 
quite as /unny as Ryder had said it 
would be. 

Kan listened idly, hearing only a 
word now and then. At length a sen
tence roused him. The speaker was 
advising the men to stand for their 
rights. He rose hastily and turned to 
leave, lie had heard enough, but some 
one cried out, "Here's Oakley I" and in
stantly every one in the place was 
staring at him. 

Kenyon took a step nearer the foot
lights. Either he misunderstood or 
else he wished to provoke an argument, 
for lie said, with slippery civility: "I 
shall be pleased to listen to Mr. Oak
ley's side of the question. This is a 
free country, and I don't deny him or 
any man the right to express his views. 
The fact that 1 am unalterably oppos
ed to the power he represents is no bar 
to the expression here of his opinion." 

Oakley's face was crimson. lie 
paused irresolutely, lie saw the jeer 
on Ryder's lips, and the desire pos
sessed him to tell these people what 
fools they were to listen to the cheap, 
lungy patriotism of the demagogue on 
the staire. . 
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UNSURPASSED 
The demand of the times is ior pure food and we cater to those 

who want the best.  No impure canned goods or other articles of food 
are to be found on our shelves. Our line of groceries is the most 
complete to be found in Denison. 

Phone orders are given prompt and careful attention, and prompt 
deliveries are a specialty with us! 

The Broadway Grocery j 
Eggs. I W. E. TERRY, Manager. Cash paid for Butter and 
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When You See • S 
the new line of Jewelry E. C. Chambsrlin has just put in, you will say 
it is hard to beat. Better get our new prices on watches too. 

H E, C, CHAMBERLIN, Jeweler and Optician. 
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Advertising Novelties, 
Tans and Souvenier, 

A Wonderful Line 
•M 

Call At The Review Office. 
Notice of The Incorporation of The 

Semmann Manufacturing Company. 

TO WHOM IT MAY CONCERN: 
You, and each of you, are hereby 

notified that we, the undersigned, H. 
G. Semmann, Emil Semmann and 
Liborius Semmann, have organized 
ourselves into a body corporate, and 
formed a corporation, to be known as 
the SEMMANN MANUFACTURING 
COMPANY, and its principal place 
of business to be Denison, Crawford 
County, Iowa, and its principal busi
ness to be the buying of material for, 
and the making and selling of harness 
and saddlery. 

The amount of capital stock au
thorized is Fifteen Thousand Dollars 
($15,000.00), of which Eleven Thou
sand Dollais ($11,000.00 is subscribed 
for and paid in, in cash, and it 
will commence business on the 31st 
day of July, 1906, and run for twenty 
years, with power of renewal. 

The highest amount of indebted
ness to which it may at any time sub
ject itself shall not exceed two-thirds 
of the capital stock, actually paid in, 
in cash. The private property of the 
incorporators is exempt from corpor
ate debts, and the officers of the cor
poration shall be a President, Vice-
President, Treasurer and Secretary, 
to be elected at the annual meeting 
of the coi poration, to be held on the 
third Monday of July of each year. 
Until its next regular meeting, its 
President is H. G, Semmann; Vice-
President, Liborius Semmann; Treas
urer, H. G. Semmann Secretary, 
Emil Semmann. 

Dated this 11th day of July, 1906. 
H. G. Semmann, ...,rs 

- Emil Semmann, ' | 
Liborius Semmarn, 

Incorporators. 

Ask For A Review Map. 
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I Cleaning : 
\ and 

Repairing 1 

> Ladies and Gentlemen's Clothes 
| Cleaned and Repaired by J 

\  E x p e r i e n c e d  E x p e r t s  j  

Steam and dry Cleaning 

| Rush Orders Our Specialty | 

* s 
| Jorin Caspersou, f 

J First door north of Review Building 5 

Cab, Bus and 
Transfer Line 

Jas. Tranter & -Sons, Ivor's. 

Denison, Iowa. 
Good Teams and Careful Drivers for 
Day or Night Service. Meet all trains 
and make party or special calls to any 
part of the city, day or night. 
Crawford Phone 135 ..... Iovva...rhpne 99 

Omaha. 
Commercial College 

FALL TERM OPENS SEPT. 3 
ALL DEPARTMENTS. 

$1 NN PE" MONTH is not an unusual 
1  VSJ price tor iirst-

class Stenographers or Bookkeepers. The de
mand for fcood ones is unprecedented. All you 
need is toad capabilities, ambition, and the 
kuid of instruction we can give you. 

Win You Try It? 
E1^*nl New $100,000 Building _ n 
And Equipment. Practical Teachers, ROHRBOUGH BftOS., PROPRIETORS, 
I uorougn Courses. City Advantages. CATALOCUI FRie. OMAHA, NCB. 


