1g low In his
teizlj:z his brows

Intentness to
nd tumbled

Amid the roar
perying: “Woo-

as he open-

o L'could only have read it
What an_escape had been mine! I
goked at my Uncle Jim and thought
‘of that night in Maldenhéad and the
b 1t had all worked out.
i Presently Jim 1ald aslde his plpe and
rose to his feet.
b “Well,” Davie,” he sald,. “what do
‘make of {t¥ .
i Truth to tell, my brain was In such &
hirl that I' could not marshal my
ideas. " I only knéw that the tale was
f horrible and that it affected me hor-
xibly.* But I _replled: “Bverything
s bad. ? father bas left me &

‘he answered, “but let us not
that, T think there Is no reason
}lgonld doubt the veracity of
I am sorry to say. I have
) n_mc_h;",dnr_lnx the last two

lon playing ‘about
\ (o TS
ve follow out his wish?’

. “Neither ‘can ‘we allow ourselves to
‘be killed. ' ¥ou would not hesitate to
hoot & wild beast that threatened you.

hayve human intelligence and
es of civilization to ald
ing Is certain, they know
' 18 not enough

ve pudished the

matters nothing
ther never did

m& accomplished by

in‘of Kung. How we are

stich & consummation 1

3 but of one thing

world is not blg
»

hatever of their aban-
Do matter what

id

.to.my father's, a death
not be prolonged Indefl-

&

Y you propose?’ I asked.
‘It 18 evident,” gaid he, “that one of
“itwo things must, happen—either we
kil Kung or‘he killsus. I gather from
“what .y ther says that the death
‘of Kung, coupled with that of Woo-
«<hing, “will ‘probably: end the feud, as
pthe only two chlefs left of
8l ‘councll who take a per-
est In the vengeance. Woo-

erent.” He Is In China
y “beyond the reach of

if peace Is denled
objection to war,
aﬁgﬁo‘nu debt to pay—
on which it 18 our bounden
fulfll I know your mother
pugh to forgive the hand
‘her down, but, you see, the
does " not “end’ there. As
are living men our turn
A 0 unless - we make ourselves
masters of 'the sltuation.”
% 1'had no doubt that he was right,
; i m such a foolbardy
g Kung In his na-
e oould not guard
~agalnst his emisgary in our own coun-
‘try, surrounded’ by pblice and the ap-
 pliances’ of ‘clvilization, how could we
‘hope to succeed in the very stronghold
_of the yellow fiends?” My uncle admit-
‘ted the apparent 80 of my ar-
\gument, but the idea of penetrating
‘into the enemy’'s country had taken
| possession of ‘him, and nothing that 1
could say made him waver in his de-
slgn. :

At all events,” I sald, “we cannot
ibe sure that theése men mean to con-
‘tinos the vengeance, It is Just possi-
Able that my: father in his hatred.and
sar of Kung may bave overstated his
iease, Ought we not to walt for some
aign, watching always? What if they
are satiefied?” . - :
' “It matters nothing,” he replied. “I
flam not. “Aré you®™ This rather bit-
ly, I'thought. -
did not answer, but looked at him
‘ln'a way that was more effective than
words, = -
“Borry,”

_ Thuow what | ek

Ahat stru

Hie sald spologetically. “¥ou
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EEICESTEN SQUARE.'
hich tollo:'Qed the man to be right. He knew what he

manuseript added a Was talking about. We shall have to
reness to the narra- Settle with Wooching and Kung.”

kill Kung.” |
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A THRILLING 8TORY S8
OF THE BOXERS
IN CHINA
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satisfy me until I hayve brought Lucy’s
murderer to book. I believe the old

Deep In my heart I was of the same

‘his pipe, i bellef, but If the truth must be told I

With a cry 'I
crowd impeded my pro

had some of my father’s horror of the

soclety, and I would not have been

sprang forward, but the
progress.

ill content to forget. But that was
not to be, as 1 was presently to know.
That night my uncle and 1 dined at
his club in St. James street, and after-
ward we looked In at a so called palace
of pleasure on the north side of Lelces-
ter square. Perhaps it was rather early
days for music halls, and I wentured
to suggest as much, but Jim (for I had
already reached that stage of intimacy
which permitted the use of the Chris-
tian name) protested that we had sup-
ped enough of horrors and that it was
sometimes advisable to forget. He
was like that, not much given to senti-
mentalisms, and 1 have found that it
is not your puling, whining man who
feels the most, though he usually com-
mands the most sympathy. Jim made
but a small bubble with his excite-
ment, but I, who read his face like a
book, could tell by his mouth or the
lock of his eyes how much he felt.

‘men are worse than wild beasts, | _As.usual the Emplre was very full

that ‘night, and. as we moved about
among the crowd, the lights, the bus-
tle, the well dressed men, the gandy
“women, all>made such a . complete
change that I congratulated myself
upon coming and my uncle In Insisting
upon his wish. Indeed, wedged in the
gay throng, I forgot for a time the Bo-
clety of the Hidden Meaning and the
shadow that hung over me. Kung
was & bad dream which I had dis-
pelled; Wooching & yellow phantom
that had passed from before my eyes.

But I was not permitted long to en-
Joy this sweet hour of forgetfulpess,
for as we left the theater I, looking
around as one will In a crowd, saw &
man standing on the curb, who arrest-
ed my thought-even though my eyes
swept past him. Back they came ip-
stantly, and I recognized in a moment
Wooching, the man with the strange
eyes.

With e cry I sprang forward, but the
crowd Impeded my progress, and after
nearly knocking down two men a third
brought me up with an oath. I stam-
mered an apology which, unless my
memory fails me, was recelved with
another unflattering adjective. But,
unheeding this, I sprang out on to the
road and was Immediately almost run
down by a hansom, the driver of which
loaded the air with a further contribu-
tion of choice billingsgate. But after
rushing wildly for a dozen yards or so
I pulled up, nonplused. The man was
nowhere to be seen.

Here my uncle jolned me, and, lay-
ing his hand on my arm, he gasped
out, “What Is 1t?"

“I saw him, He was here a moment
ago.” .
“He?”’

+ “The man with the strange eyes.”

Jim ground out an oath.

“Which way did he go?”

1 pointed along Coventry street.

“I would bave bad him, too, if the
crowd had not blocked me.”

“You are sure it was he?’

I was so sure that I did not take the
trouble to be emphatic, even though
-every nerve of me was a-thrill with ex-
cltement.

“Dflen lct us tollow.”

e moved westward among the peo-
ple, who were now very numerous,
owing chlefly to the emptying of the
theaters In the nelghborhood. But,
though we Intently peered Into each
face, we falled to encounter the object
of our search. Then we stood for a
time at the corner of the Pavilion, just
where Shaftesbury avenue empties It-
self into that ocean of light and life
which people call Piccadilly circus—
the brightest, gayest, saddest spot In
the whole world.

In sueh a place one might as well
search for the proverblal needle in the
bundle of hay, as expect to find an In-
significant little personage who had ev-
ery Intention of not breaking cover.
But still we stood watching the people,
the bewildering rush of cabs and car-
riages, the honest citizen hurrying
home to bed, the young dandy with the
immaculate shirt front and hat tipped
saucily on one side, who is a little
weak at the knee perhaps, but who is

“seeing life,” don't you know; the gray.
halred roue, the dawdling vagrant.
These, with the rattling of vehicles, the
laughiter and curses of men and wom-
en, the hoarse shouts of the newsboys,
moke up a babel unapproachable in
any other capital.

After a time, to the iInfinite risk of
life and limb, we ventured to cross the
elrcus.  Then, eyes open, ears alert, we
continued our journey homeward,
reaching our rooms without encounter-
ing anything that might be' termed
suspicious. It was with a feeling of
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the man could give us“mo satisfactory
information. The rooms were full—
they had been for some time previous

;

saw that his eyep had grown bard and
desperate, and I' knew that his bleod
ran wickedly. His falr skin wore a
dark; ominous fidsh which only visited
it in moments of intense anger.

“Well” sald I, “what's it to be—
flight or fight?™ -

“Fight,” he wered grimly. “Te
fily would be to live yotr father's life
and eventually to meet his death. No;
we must stand our ground and meet
Mr. Wooching with his own weapons.
He bas very kindly warned us. If we
‘neglect the warning, we shall deserve
to suffer.”

“Why should be have warned ve?” I
asked.

He was silent for a
during which be walked the length of
the room. Then houq.“ldo.’tmw.
unless it's vanity.” .

“Vanity!” Burely this was the stran-
gest form vanity had ever taken!

“Xes; of a kind—that s, supposing he
did it, which is not probable.”

“Then you think he dees mot werk
alone? v

“I am sure of it. That sign may be
merely & warniag to his associates. Re-
member what your father sald. The
soclety has all over the English
speaking worid. We shall be shadow-
ed day and night. Come hege.”

He had been standing by the window
peering into thy street, and as I ap-
proached him hi drew behind
the curtain and waved for me to
lUkewise. Unbhesitatingly 1
though Ig of the
up a position on the other side
window and peered out into the street,
but - seeing ndthing unusual there 1
turned Inquiringly to Mm. “Whst's
the matter?’ " | :

“You see that man 'In.the billycock
bat and the gray trousers?”

I‘Y“'ll d )

“Watch him.* ?

The person thus described,
seemed an everyday individual of
better class arfisan or shopman
would, In an érdinary:
tracted no attention ‘In
Opne would meet tha
men In a walk from
the bank. 1 myself,
would have seen him
only. The braln would
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no impression of his unim
sonality.
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be there for no good purpose.
sudden exit into Stafford street, just as
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wage was assured. It seemed to
that the ground beneath was sl
ping more rapidly-than ev:

We accordingly set
watch, Jim stationing
side of the window, I at the
saw the spy slowly our
from the Piccadilly We
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rvellef, and yet with a relief which did
not dixsipate my ¢ that I heard the.
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CHAPTER L
THE GREAT STRIKE.

*They say 5,000 men have gone out of
the Champion and De Mott mines this
morning,” said one of the passengers ia
the train to the young man In the seat
by him as they slowly drew up to the
station.

“1 wonder If that is 807" replied his
companion. “There seems to be some-
thing unusual going on. Well, goodby.
This s my home. I shall soon know all
about 1t.”

The young man caught up his travel-
ing bag and hurried out upon the plat-
form.

The station was entirely deserted ex-
cept i;y a few of the railroad empioy-

ees. The young man looked around a
moment, as If expecting some one, and
then walked hastily across the plat-
form and around the corner of the sta-
tion. From the side of the bullding the
town and the public square were in full
view. And as they came In sight the
passenger gave an exclamation of won-
der.

The public square was a small park,
with a band stand in the middle of it.
It was situated at the meeting point of
several streets, each of which seemed
to wander down the hills from the dif-
ferent mining districts, starting first
a8 a footpath trod by the miners, then
developing into a plece of country road,
adding on fragments of wooden side-
walks as it approached the town and
finally growing into a street with pav-

ing and cement walks and stores and '

office bulldings on either side. Direct-
ly In front of the band stand, facing
the park, stood a large church, which
with its lot occupied the entire space
between two streets. The rallway sta-
tion formed one side of the heptagon
made by the converging of the seven
streets. Another church bullding, two
wtreets from the other, formed another
side. The rest of the bulldings front-
ing the park were stores, offices of varl-
ous mining companies and a iarge ho-
tel

Into this center of the heart of the

mining town of Champlon on this par-
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This young man was the son
Duncan, owner of the largest

he had not seen anything to compare
with the remarkable gathering in this
mining town where he had been reared
previous to his college life in the east.
The minute he stepped into the
crowd several voices called out: “Stu-
art, lad, give us your hand! ‘Glad to

was
crowded with familiar faces, but Sto-
Duncan looked at only That
was the face of a short but muscular

until he was within easy speaking dis-

out a little over the crowd. -

“What's it all about? What's the
trouble?’ asked Btuart of the men
around him. “What's Eric doing up
there?”

Before any one could reply the young
man standing on the bench began to
speak. His words came very slowly, as
1f every one of them was being thought
out carefully. He stopped every mo-
tion of his body and stood perfectly
stil. The great crowd in the square
was 80 quiet that Stuart thought for a
second of a scene he once witnessed in
an English cathedral when 4,000 people
were kneeling just before a special
service

“Brothers,” sald the speaker, whom
Stuart had called Eric, “this is no or-
dinary movement In the history of la-
bor. What we have done and what wae
are about to do are of the most \
consequence. We have made a demand
for wages such as will sustain us and’

our families this winter in comfort.: It”

bas been refused, and we have come
out of the mines determined to make a
peaceful but resistless protest for the
rights of our manhood.” The speaker
paused & moment, and Stuart noticed
the hand around the post tighten its
grip. Then he continued. The qulet
of the crowd was, if possible, more
deep than before.

“Brothers, we need more than human
wisdom at such a time as this. It is fit-
ting that we bow our heads and im-
plore divine ald.” Every head In the
square was uncevered as the speaker’s
volce rang out clear and strong over
the crowd:

“Lord, we need thy help today. We
ask for wisdom, Grant us to know thy
will. O Lord, keep us from committing
any lawless act. Keep every man here
from drunkenness and violence to prop-
erty or life. We want simply our rights
men. We want wages sufficient to
in comfort. Bhow us what to do.
us today from evil. Bless all men

work with their hands. Bless our
flies. We ask it for Jesus' sake.
[This incident is based on
writer of this story was wit-
gathering of iron miners in
strike of July, 1805, where
miners offered just such a
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jon record among the miners, playing
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Stewardship.

there, the hills, the mines, the whole
with Its strong setting of human in-
terest, smote him almost with & shock.
And at the very nerveicenter of the
shock was that brief prayer. It was sc
strange, 80 unusual, so like a story, so
unlike real life. 4

Eric was spéaking again. He was
making an appeal to the miners to com-
mend thelr cause to the world by their
conduct. He spoke, as before he had
prayed, very slowly and carefully. To-
ward the end of his spéech he caught
sight of Btuart. i

His face flushed for an instant. The
eyes of the two men met. The look on
each man'’s face seemed to say, “I won-
der If he Is still the sam¢é?’

A clock In the steeple of the larger
of the two churches struck 8. Erle
Jumped down from the bench, and an-
other miner took his place and spoke
in & more Impassioned manner to the
men. * There were cheers and swinging
of hats. Stuart graduaMy worked his
way. out of the crowd) stopped fre-
“quently by acquaintances. At last he
had come out In front of the church
with the clock In the tower, looking
about him eagerly for some one from !
his own home, when a strong volce
from a man standing on tbe church
steps above him,exclalmed:

“Say, Stuart, when did you joln the
strike?” S %

“Doctor,” cried Stuart eagerly, with
& smile of welcome that lighted up his
thoughtful face wonderfully, “next to
fatbher and Loulse you are the very
person 1 wanted to see most. Where
are they? They were to meet me at
the train this morning.. Isn't this a
most astonishing nﬂurf, Tell me all
about it.” :

The doctor shrugged his shoulders.
“You know as much abdut it as I do.
The men went out this morning with-
out notice. The Freeport, Vasplaine
and De Mott miners aré all here with
the Champion men. They walked over
from the lower range early this morn-
ing.” :

“What do the men want?’ Stuart
asked vaguely. He had so many ques-
tions to put he asked the first that oc-
curred. §

The doctor thmxged" his shoulders

“The contract miners want $2 a day,
the trammers $1.75 and the men at the
top $1.50.” ¥

*“Who 18 the leader of the men?’

“You see for yourself; Eric Vassall
And it seems only yesterday that you
two men were young kids in knicker
bockers tumbling down the mines and
worrying the life out of the companies
because of your pranks. And now
Eric Is the leader of the biggest strike

the role of prophet and priest and 1
don’t know what all, and you"—

*And I,” interrupted Stuart, with an-
other smlile, as he pulled the doctor
‘down off the step above him, “I am—
|.80 far—nobody, until I.have bhad my
breakfast. I can’t understand where
father and Lodise can be. Haven't
:you seen them this morning?’

“No. ‘Get Into.my buggy. 1 will take
you up to the house.”

: The doctor’s office fronted on the
square, and his horse stood near by.
Stuart took one glance back at the
crowd as he and the doctor started up
,the street. \

. “It Is a remarkable scene. I have not
witnessed anything like it abroad. 1
have seen several strikes In England
and Germany and France since I have
been away. But I never knew a strike
to be opened with prayer, did you, doc-
tor?”

“No,” replied the doctor dryly.

, Stuart looked at him. He was driv-
ing, as always, with one foot outside
‘the buggy, the lines gathered up In a
Gareless way In one band and the horse
tearing along like mad up the sandy,
red, Iron ore street, for. they were off
the paving now and golng up a sharp
grade cut through one of the numer
ous hills that surrounded the town. The
doctor always drove that way, and a
ride with him was as exciting, Stuart
used to say, as working in a powder
oill during & thunderstorm.

“Why? Don't you think the prayer
was sincere?” Stuart asked.

“Sincere enough. But pshaw! What's
the use? We all know how the strike
will end, prayer or no prayer.”

“What's happened to Erie, doctor?
He never used to be religious. Not that
way.” :

“Salvation Army,” replied the doctor
briefly. i

“Oh!” Stuart looked puzzled, but he
thought he would have,it all ont with
Erlc. There was so much to talk over
‘Mince they had’parted a year ago. So
any grave questions had arisen In
elr lives that needed. to be discussed.
e was growing anxious as they drove
Mlong concerning his father and sister.
It was very strange that they had not |
met him at the sfation. But the strike !
and all might have kept his father. It
was a different home coming from that
of his anticipation.

The house stood back from the road
on the side of the hill. It was a hand-
some brick mansion, suwrrounded by a
dozen Immense pines. Stuart loved the |
place. It was dear to his memories. He
had no recollection of any other home,
although he had been born in one of
the eastern states. It was in this house |
that his mother had died when he was |
10 years old. He owed his thoughtful, |
romantic, truthful nature to her. From
his father, on the other hand, he had
inherited his slow, stubborn, occaslonal
flerce bursting out of passionate feel-
ings. He thought of all the happy
times In the old house where as a boy |
and later as college man he had en- '
Joyed all the luxurles of wealth and
lelsure and companionship.

Suddenly a men drove out of the
roadway into which he and the doctor
were just turning to go up to the house. |
Both men pulled up just in time to
avold running into each other.

“Is that you,’' Dr. Saxon?’ shouted
the man. “I was just going for you.
Mr. Duncan has been hurt. The horses
ran away this morning and"”—

Stuart did not walt to hear more. He
jumped out of the buggy and at the top
of his speed cut through the grounds
in front of the house. The doctor ut-
tered an exclamation, gave his horse
one short stroke with the whip and
dashed up the driveway like a whirl-
{ wind. At the end of the long veranda
i he stopped long enough to jump out
and let the horse go on to the barn.
He met Stuart just leaping up the
veranda steps. <

“Now, then, my boy,” sald the doc-
tor quietly, Slling up the' doorway with
hla lare Sroins aad gitting Qveiy Jp

' almost black with passion.

front "of Stuart, “don’t get éxcited.
This is my case, not yours,”

“Let me by!" cried Stuart, his face
\ “He Is my
father! Perhaps he s dying!
right have you to keep In the way?”

“Yery well.”” The doctor spoke soft-
Iy, almost like a child. He stepped
aside and began to walk slowly down
the veranda steps. ‘‘You have inherit-
ed the Duncan passion to perfection,
but If your father dies through your
neascnsical exerclse of It just now
don't blame me.”

8tuart made one stride and caught
the doctor's arm. “Come back!” he
sdid.. All his black passion wms gone
in an lnstant. “I will be a man like
you. Come! You will perhape need
my help.”

The doctor looked keenly at him and
at once turned around and entered the
house with him. The Incident would
not mean anything svithout a knowl-
edge of what was at stake on this oc-
caslon. But Dr. Saxon had good rea-
80n to believe that the life of the son
in this Instance was Imperiled by the
fearful excitement which at rare Inter-
vals broke out In him llke a torrent.
To confront the father with him under
those conditioms might prove serious
to them both.

Within the house servants were run-
ning .about In confusion. The doctor
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stoppéd one of them and sald roughly:
*Now, then, are you all crazy here?
Where is Mr. Duncan?’

“They carried him Into the north
room,”” was the answer.

“North room! Why didn't you carry
him to the north pole affd be done
with It! Here, Stuart! Send one of
the mén down for my black case at the
office and then come to your father.”

The doctor went down the long hall,
turned to the right Into another corri-
dor and entered a large room at the
end.

Lying over the bed In the middle of
the room was a young woman. Her
arms were clasped over the face of the
man who lay there, and she had faint-
ed In that position.

The doctor lifted her up just as Stu-
art entered.

“0 God! Loulse, too!” he cried.

The doctor gave him a look that
calmed him and replied: “No; she 1s in
a faint. Now, then, use all the sense
you have, and It won't be too much.
You look after your sister while I see
to your father.”

He put Loulse Into Stuart’s arms,
who, with the servant’s help, soon re-
stored her to consclousness, while the
doctor turned to the man on the bed
and In & masterly manner proceeded to

do all that his skill and keenness of
practice could do. !

Ross Duncan lay llke.a dead man.
He wab of powerful bulld and looked
very stern and hard even as he lay
there helpless. There was a terrible
gash over one of his eyes. He was
covered with blood and dust, brulsed
from head to foot, with clothes torn
and disfigured, but he had not lost con-
sclouspess, and, with the Iron will
which had always characterized him,
he managed to let the doctor know his
wishes.

“All‘right, all right, Mr. Duncan,”
sald the doctor In reply to a whisper
from the wounded man. “I won't give
you any angesthetic If you don't want
it. I shall have to sew up this little
place over your eye, though. Has that
tortoise got around with that case
yet?' he asked Stuart, who had left
Loulse a minute to come over to the
bed. 3

“He hasn't had time yet, doctor.”

“Why didn't he take my horse?”
growled the doctor. “How I8 Loulse?”

“Better. But what a terrible fall fa-
ther must have had!”

Stuart felt for his father’s hand, and
Ross Duncan's fingers closed over those
of his son. Stuart kneeled by the bed
and kissed his father's cheek as he
used to do when a boy. The older man
was evidently moved by the caress. A
tear rolled over his face.

“Come now,” broke in the doctor, ap-
plregtly gruffer than ever. “One would
think' you two hadn't seen each other
for a:year at least! We must get him
ready®for the operation. Stuart you
promised to help me. Glve me your at-
tention now."”

The doctor soon had his patient as
comfortable as the nature of the inju-
ries would allow. The case arrived,
the gash was sewed up quickly, and
at the end of the hour Ress Duncan
was resting under the Influence of a
draft, while the doctor, Stuart and
Louise were In another room talking
over the accldent.

The sister of Stuart Duncan was very
pretty, very proud and very selfish. She
was 6 years younger than her broth-
er. Bhe had been two years to a finlsh-
ing school In New York, but had not
finished any particular branch of study.
She could play the plano a little and
the harp a little and do other things,
except housework, a little. She lay on
the lounge now, with Stuart near by
stroking her head, and told the story
of the accident:

“Father and I started to drive down
to the station this morning to meet

you, Stuart. When we reached the !
crossroad leading up to the Forge mine,"

we were early for the train, and father
drove up to the engine house on some
business. When we got up there, the
miners were gathering to march down
to the squgre. It was the first news of
the strike we had had. Father was
very much excited and talked to the
men to persuade them to go back to
work. Some of them talked back in the
most insulting way; sald they were
free men and did not have to work for
& corporation and all that. You know
how they talk, Stuart. Nothing makes
father so angry, and I don’t blame him.
I think the men are simply horrid to
make all this trouble*just’ now as I
was getting ready to go east for that
yachting crulse with the Vasplalnes,
and this strike will probably stop thelr
golng.

“Then father jumped out of the car
riage and was golng to give one of the
men who Insulted him a good thrash-
Ing, and serve him right, when the rest
came around and made him get Into
the carrlage again. I never saw fa-
ther so angry. and I was scared almost
to death, the men were so rough. We

jJdrove back to the crossroad, and at
Shat stegp tura by *hgt old Reury ateny

*
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we came npon a crowd of miners
marching Into town from the lower
range. They were carrying a large
white banner with some horrid ple-
ture on It. Thie horses were frightened
and turned aud ran right toward the
old shaft. I don't know what hap
pened then. only we were thrown out,
and -t is a miracle that I was not-kill-
ed. Jem, the coachman, was driving,
and he fell on a plle of shaft ore. He
ran up to the house and got the other
horses and brought father and me
home. I fainted away several times,
ad when I saw father lald on the bed
! with that awful gash on his head I
|thought be was killed. If he dies, the
'mluera will be to blame. If it hadn't
i been for their going out on this strike,
| this horrible aceldent wopld not have
‘23'pened. It's all as horrid as it can

At this point Loulse burst into a
great fit of hysterical crying.

“Dear, you must have been hurt by
the falll” crled Stuart as he sootBed
and comforted her.

“No, no! I was not even bruisedi”
replied Loulse. She stopped crying and
8at up on the lounge and began to ar
range her hair.

Dr. S8axon walked toward the other
end of the room with a peculiar look on
his face. Then he wheeled around and
sald with his characteristic bluntness:
“I must go back to the office. I've left
directions for your father’s treatment.
He I8 not dangerously hurt. Send for
me If | am needed. Miss Louise, you
had better take those powders and
keep as qulet as possible today.”

He lald the medicine down on a ta-
ble and went out. A minute later his
horse was heard rushing by the veran-
da and down the road.

8o this was the home coming of Stu-
art Duncan after his year's absence
abroad. He had visited with interest
many of the famous capitals of Europe.
He had sauntered through museums
and picture galleries, he had studied
not very profoundly, but with genuine
interest, the people he had met and the
customs he had observed that were
new. The year had been very largely
a holiday ror him. He had used all the
money he wished, drawing on his letter
of credit without any thought of econo-
my. His father was several times a
millionaire and never stinted the mon-

ey. What he wanted was that his son
and daughter should have the best of
everything, from clothes and food to
education and travel. And Stuart had
gone through college and through Eu-
rope with about the same easy feeling
of having a comfortable time. He was
perfectly healthy, had no vices (he did
not even Iltke a clgar), unusually
thoughtful on some questions, with no
particular ambitions and no special en-
thusiasms. If he gave his future any
thought while abroad, It was slmply to
plcture a life of business in connection
with his father’s mining Interests. That
was his father’s desire, and Stuart did
not have any other.

He had come home from the picture
galleries and cathedrals of the old
world to face first of all this rough in-
cident of his father’s Injury. In con-
nection with it was the strike, which
was speclally personal not only be-
cause it involved the Duncan Interests,
but because the leader of It was Erle
Vassall, Stuart's old playfellow and
friend. The more he thought of Erie
the more he felt the strike to be a seri-
ous matter. So much might be involv-
ed in it for him and Erie.

Nearly a week weni by before Ross
Duncan was able to sit up and talk
much. During that tije Stuart faith-
fully remained at home. He had not
seen Erle, and Eric, as he supposed,
had not been to see him. His father
and Loulse necded his constant care.
But he anticipated meeting his old
playfellow with a curious feeling of ex-
citement whenever he thought of that
scene In the public square and recalled
the prayer and Its effect.

At the end of the week father and
son were talking together over the sit-
uation. The miners were still out, and
the strike was still on, with 2.0 pros-
pect of settlement.

“I tell you, Stuart,” sald Ross Dun-
can, while his great square chin grew
hard and tense, ‘“the companies wil
never concede the demands of the men.
I will never go an inch to meet them
while they are In thelr present atti-
tude.”

“Do you think the men ask too much,
father?” *

“Too much! With ore at the present
price! It 18 outrageous, just when we
were beginning to get on our feet
again, It bas been a very dull winter,
and things were just beginning to turn
our way again.”

“But I thought ore had gone up. Isn't
that what the men clalm as the reason
for their demand for an increase? They
say the wages ought to go up with the
rise In ore.”

“They are fools!” Ross Duncan
struck the plllow beside him passion-
ately. ‘“The companies were under
contract for large quantities of ore at
the old price before this rise came. The
rise will not benefit us any until we
have disposed of our old contracts.”

“Why don't the companies tell the
men 807"

“Pshaw! Stuart, you are”— Ross
Duncan controlled himself vlolently.
Stuart was alarmed for him. He rose
and went over nearer the bed.

“Father, you must not get excited.
Remember what Dr, Saxon sald yes-
terday. You must not talk any more
on this subject.”

“I shall. There, I can control my-
self.”

It was wonderful to see the change
that came over the man., He stiffened
his muscles, then relaxed them and let
his hand, which had been clidbhed,
open easily and lie open on the bed-
clothes. Then he spoke wlithout a
quiver of passlon, slowly and coldly:

“The companies do not tell the men
80 because the men:wouldn’t believe a
word the companles say. Yet there
{sn't o man in our mines who can say
Ross Duncan ever cheated a man out
of a penny or ever told him an untruth.
I tell you, Stuart, the men are the most
stubborn, ungrateful, Ignorant lot of
animals that ever llved. Why, all last
winter I kept more than a dozen fami-
lies golng with food and fuel because
they had been sick or shiftless, and I'll
warrant you those very famillies are In
the front row of the parades every
morning! The men are cutting their
own throats. The companies will never

give In."”
Stuart did npot say anything for
awhile. Then: “Don't you think, fa-

ther, that the men have been very qulet
and law-ablding? There has been no
disturbance thus far.”

To be continued,

Wublnf:on, D. C:
(Genessee Pure Food Co., LeRoy, N, Y.:

Gentlemen:—Our family realize so
much from the use of Grain-O that I
feel I must say a word to induce others
to use it. If people are interested in
their health and the welfare of their
children they will use no other bever-
qﬁe. I have used them all, but Grain-Q
I have found superior to any, for the
reason that it is solid grain.

< Yours for health,

O, F\ Meyers.

Personally Oonductsd Tours to Ca
fornia in Pullman Sleeping Oars

via Chicago Great Western Ry to &
sas City and Santa Fe route to Los A
Felea and Southern Californic. O .
sil:: ha\lngl pne?i' ltl;uml?iun Tour .t
per equip; with wide vestibul
steam heat and gas ll’ht. One of th:
new sleepers leaves \Vaterloo at 8:47 P.
., every Monday, via Chi
Western for Los Angeles and
California via Kansas City and reaches
Los Angeles the following Friday
morning. These tours are
conduated by an experienced offi
whogccompanies the train to its des-
tination. The cars are well equipped
for a long journey and are as comfort-
llr)’lo I‘l the allnlﬁnrd b:le;pen, while the
price for a double berth |
On}ﬁgﬂlff : s only about
nformation furnished b
Chicago Great Weatern Agent or i‘..?{
Lord, General Pass, and Ticket Agent,
113 Adams street, Chicago,

Residence Property for Bale,
A good house, barn and I lot in
ihncl:ianur‘ifor sale at a in,
ong time given on half of
mon%y if desirea. = e
Inquire of BRONSON & CARR,

California
Excursions

Weekly to Ios Angeles and Smn
Francisco via two different routes.
One through Tourist Car leayer
Oelwiein e'ver Monday at 2:55 p.m.
running via Kansas City and Santa
Fe Route to Los Angeles; another
leaves Oelwein every Saturday ss
74. M. running via Kansas City,
the Missouri, Kansas & Trxas, San
Antonio & Arkansss Pass and
Southern Pacific Railways %0 Lo
iAugell’o;. al’ldl Sllr)x Francisco, be-
g e only through Slee

Car from the g(orlhw:-‘:t to T':‘:.'.
golnu. Both of these cars are
rand new, wide vestibule and
.Pmlm h?i.'i ill' and 1xl-uu from B8t
'aul an nneapolis Lo

City via tho 2 sy

Chicago

0 (Great
uthern

Great
Western
Car leaving Monday arrives Los

Angeles following Friday after-
noon, avoiding all Sunday travel
Car leaving Saturday arrives Los
Angeles the following Wednesduy
morning and Sin Francisco Thurs-
day mornhf, passing  1hrough
Waco, San Antonio und El Puso.
For full information and ussist:inoce
callon or address any sgent of
the Chicago Great Western Ruil-
way, or

J. P. ELMER,

G. A. P, D, Cor. 5th & Rober* Sts.
4811 St. Paul.

»

When you want‘

Fine Furniture
AT
Fair Prices
GO :I'O
Werkmeister’s
AT A

Earlville.

Undertaking Solicited.

F. WERKMEISTER,

i Earlville, Iowa.

Some Reasons
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EIIIIEII HARNESS OIL
nequaled by any other,
Eenﬂcrs lmn'fleat.he: soft.
specially prepared.
Keeps out water.
A heavy bodied oil.

HARNESS
n excellent preservative.
educes cost of your harness,
ever burns the leather; its
fliciency is increased.
ecures

t service.

titches kept from breaking,

Is sold in all
Localities Manufactared by
Standard 0il Cempany.
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BEING

HELD UP

The person who pays his money out fo
poor lumber is in a worse situation
than the one who hands it over to the
footpad. A grayer injury has been
done him than the mere loss of money
represents. Be sure you invest your
money at the right lumber yard. To
make assurance doubly sure cowe to the

Hollister Lumbar Go.
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