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CHAPTER XIV.

The island of Grande Terre, off the
coast of Loulsiana, runs parallel with
the mainland; and at its western end
Is & secure harbor, reached by the
Great Pass of Baratarin, whose water
is from nine to ten feet In depth.

Here, on Grande Terre, were sold
the captured cargoes and prizes; and
people from all parts of Loulsiana
came hither to purchase them, with
ne apparent attempt or desire to con-
ceal the object of their mission.

Jean Lafitte was, with Plerre, sit-

ting In the dining-room of his own |

house, of which, however, the latter
was nominal master,

"And so Laro 18 dead, and the Barra
de Hlerro In English hands,” Pierre
was saying,

“Tell me ot thy plans, and what s
o become of the lovely Senorita La
zalle”

At this, Jean, putting aside hig for.
mer mood, sketched out clearly all his
intended operations, telling In detall
of his interview with Philip La Roche
who with his widowed sister, Madame
Riefet, would take the Spanish
beauty Into thelr charge,

It was now some two months sinee
the governor's edlet had been lsguod
against the Introduction of  Afriean
slaves; and he bhad followed this by
an addross “To all whom it might
concern In the tereitory,” stating that
it had come to his knowledge that
welllnld plans existed to defeat and

evade this ediet by way of Baratarla: |

and, ng Jean now learned from Plerre,
& rumor was afloat that the governor
contemplated serting a price upon the
head of Jean Lafitte, smuggler, slave
trader, and pirate,

“It 18 oniy a rumor as yet"
swered Plerre, with no slgn of anxi
ety; “and, together with the storles
of bad fecling growing between these
states and England, it gives the people
a little of the excitement they ever
seam to crave”
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£ i, Brown ' Compa)
Perrreo),

!t where the evening sky was glittering
v in the day's gray ashes.
It was the Island Rose; and the
song was one her mother had taught
her—one Lafitte had heard the girl

sing during thelr journey from the
Choctaw country,

“Mademolselle Rose,” he sald,
speaking very softly, as the sweet

volee died away, breathing the final
words llke a sigh from a breaking
| heart.,

“Who I8 {t—what do you wish?'" she
inquired timidly, and not a little

| startled.

“It Is I, mademolselle.
remember me?”
| “Ant"

It was a ery ol Joy; and two amall
hands, white as her snowy draperies,
were held out to him.

"It I« my Captain Jean,
how glad | am to see you!™

“Are you?"' was all he was able to
say In reply, as he took her hands,
and wondering to himself for belng so

Do you not

And ob,

tongue-tiod in the presence of  thia |
mera ohild,
“Surely | am, So often have |

asked myself durlng this long summer
where you were and what doing.  Oh,
Captaln Jean, 1 am so very glad you
have come back., And now yon will
gtop in New Orleans?"

She spoke eagorly, fenrlessly, ng If
happy In showlng her liking for him.

“T fear not, ma'm’selle. 1 am here
for a few honrs only, on business, and
came to goe your grandfather. You
gpeak of the summer belng  long,
Were you not happy, ma'm'selle?”

She moved uneasily, and her hoad
drooped; but she did not reply.

“Tell me, Htile lsland Roxe, were
vou not happy?’ he asked agaln, tak
ing her hand. “"Remember that it was
I who brought you here—I, wha loved
| and revered your mother, And I must

ferl the decpest regret to have heen
the means of bringing her child to un.
happiness, Is
kind to you?"

not your grandpere

“Will you promise to do this?"

"] wisn tnere would be war declared
agalnst Great Hrituin!" declared Jean,
with sudden animation, as he nodded
his mequiescence In Plerre's reason-
fng. “She has been sneaking around
this country ever since her whipping

here, trying, without appearing to try, |

to obtain another hold upon it. She
never seems to really know when she
{s well thrashed.”

It was now Pierre’s turn to nod,

“If war eame,” continned Jean, his
eyes sparkling as If with satisfaction

the idea, “do you know 1 think 1
hould mo to the governor and offer
#il 1 bave for hils nssistance,”

“AR? sald Plerre, with o
elovation of his heavy eyebrows

“Yog:; for you and |, with our man,
conld then fight like any respeetable
cltizent inu defence  of this country
agoinst the English.”

“That might be, was Plerre’'s spec
ulative remark. But his tone changed
as he added, bending his eyes, filled
with & meaning look, upon Jean's im
passioned face, alow with a new and
better  enthusinsm, “And  England
hates Bonaparte”

"Hates—yes:; but fears, as well
Oh. if 1 can but help lay low his most
hated enemy, 1 shall fecl, in dylng for
it, the greatest happiness [ ever
knew."

Pilerre whistled softly, and renching
for & flagon of wine, filled two glasses,

“Haore, Jean,” hg sald, lfting one of
them, “let us drink to the overthrow
of English power In any land whereln
we may abide, and long life and pros
pertty to him you love”

L] . . - . L]

Twillgdt was coming when Jean La.
fitte took Yis way to the house of
Count de Cazeneau

Ip the avenue of live onks, upon

wse hranches the gray mogs draped
fillaments looking ghostly in the twi
light, he passed (o the pillared portico
of the count's residence, and, as was
hig privilege, entored its wide door
unannouneed,

The low strumming of a guitar from
a near-hy room drew his footsteps to
ward it, and he was soon standing on
ite threshold,

No candles were lit, but a woman's
white drapery gleamed trom the far
ther end, In an alcove-windowed re-
cosa looking onut to the western sky,

slight

“Oh, yes," was ner
“He bhas been—means to be, very
kind, I am sure. He has given me

| many pretty things—clothes, and jew-
| &ls, and books—things of which |
| never knew before In all my life.”

“Yet, little Rose, I feel that some-
| thing I8 troubling you,” Lafitte de-
clared confidently. *I wish you would
tell me what it 18; and perhaps 1 can
|lim[ the way to make you as happy
and contented as 1 want to feel you
are in this new home to whieh |
brought you.”

His vaolee,

nasty raply.

with Its  gontle (nslst-
ence; the firm pregsure of his hand
upon  her small fingers—these {m-
pelled her, after a brief hesitancy, to
wny, speaking very softly, “There
sedms 1o be some mystery about my
surronndings somaething In my
graondpera’s lfe 1 eannot understand;
and this makes me uncomfortable,
And he has such strunge associates.”

It was well for both the girl and the

man that the darkness hid the look
of the face when he heard these
worids.

“On the island, where we gpent the
summer, such rough, droadful-looking
men eame to see him, and then disap
peared suddenly, 1 neéver spoke with
them, for he hade me keep out of
thelr way; but they frightened me, for
they looked wileked and crael, and
many of them were as dark-skinned
ns our slaves, Some of them were
dressed so oddly, with red eaps on
their heads, and rings In thelr ears.
[ eonld not but wonder why he ghould
permit sueh men to enter his house,

and what could be their business
with him."”
“Thero are many strangers and

rough-looking men about New Orleans,
Httle Rose, and we  are obliged to
come Into contact with them in busi-
ness maotters,” sald Lafitte, “I know
these of whom yvou speak, and 1 know
they would never harm you." And he
patted reassurlngly the hand she had
not offered to withdraw,

“But.,” he adaed, “you had better
keep away from sueh men, as yonr
grandpere bade you; for you must be
lleva that he loves you, and knows
wnat 18 best for you, Remember, too,
that 8o long us 1 live you can rely
upon me to keep you safe from what-
ever might harm you or make vor un-
happy.”

“Ah, that 1s pleasant for me to hean '
and to know, Captain Jean,” she res
plied, with ehildish frankness, releas-
ing her hand and laying it on Lis
arm.  "But” now with some anxlely, |
“how can you ever be able to do much
for me, should 1 need you? It s long
gince | have geen you, or known
where you were; and now you tell me
you are here but for a few hours, and
will then go away again, 1 know not
where,"

Although geemingly “'twixt smiles
and tears,” she spoke with an arch
nalvete that affected Lafitte most curl:
ously,

“You know Zeney, the one called a
witeh, your grandpere's slave!” he in-
quired with apparent irrelevance,

“Yes, of course,” answered Roselle,
surprise showing In her volee. "She
I8 a dreadful-looking old womnan, with
blg black eyes, At firet | was afraid
of her, but now 1 am not, for she knew
and loved my mother, and has talked
to me of her,”

“B8o? Well, that s quite as It
should be. And now, little Roso,”
again taking her hand, "remember al-
ways what 1 say to you now: Should
you ever wish to tell me anything, or
necd any service you think I can ren-
der, all yon need do Is to tell Zeney,
and then allow three dayvs to pasg in
which to see me or hear from me.
Will you promise to do this?”

He bept toward her with an earnest-
nesEs In his manner that eaused her to
wonder at the time and afterwards,

"Yeu, | promise, and | thank you,”
she answered softly, and left him,

A Tew moments later the Count de
Cazenean entered the room and greet-
od Lafitte with a cordiality he necord-
wd to few men; but the Island Rose
did not return.

(To be continued.)

WRITTEN BY MARSHAL BLUCHER
Interesting Letter From Great Soldier
to His Wife,

There hag Just been discovered in
the family archives of a landed pro-
prietor In Mecklenburg a hitherto un-
miblished letter written by the cele-
brated Marshal Blucher to his wife
on the eve of the Battle of Waterloo.
The letter Is conched In the unlque
gtyle and spelling pecullar to the old
eoldier, which, however, are partly |
lost in the following transiation from

the German:

“Comprenne, June 17, 1816,
“Here 1 it In the room In which
Mary Lowisa spent her bridal night

It 18 hard to Imagine ansthing more
beautiful than Comprenne, What a
pity that T must part from here toe
morrow, because within three days |
must be In Paris.®

“It is possible, and most probable,
that Honaparte will be handed over
to me and Welllngton, Do not think
I ean do anythiog belter than to have
him shot. Tonls wonld bhe a service to
mankind, In Parls he I8 wholly de-
gerted; everybody bates and desplses
him.

“1 belleve this will all be over in
short while, and then | shall hasten
home, ‘There are many pretty things
here, but 1 muost not take anything
away. “BLUCHER.”

—Dundeo Advertsor.
Hard on Foreigners in Mexico.

“Onee while sojourning In the City
of Mexleo | happened to eall upon a
friend at one of the principal holels of
that eapital,” sald  Representative
Southard of Ohlo,

“While in his room 1 noticed a very
fMne revolver, and, making some com-
ment upon I, he pleked It up and be-
gan to explain how, nlthongh it was of
single action, he could fire It ng fast
as though It were double actlon, In
some way his hand struck the ham-
mer, causing the weapon to explode,
In a second my friend turned deathly
pale and became so agitated that he
could searcely speak.

“Having noticed that the bullet
struck a rug and took a downward
course, 1 didn’t see and eaune for ex.

citement, and, Ufiing up the rug,
showed him where the lend took
lodgement.  He became ealm pretty

goon, and then he explained his aglita-
tion, ‘Had that bullet gone into the |
court,’ all the hotels down there open
into a eouri, ‘Instond of the floor, and
had it struck any Mexiean, my life
would not have been worth a ten-cent
plece. T have lived down here long
enotgh to know how swift is the pun-
Ishment meted ont to foreigners, even
in ease of necldent, where . native 18
injured. Indeed, had T been unforiu.
nate enough to have eansed the death
of one of them, It 18 guite probable
that you, ns well as myself, would
have been execuled. The faet that
you had nothing to do with the ghoot-
Ing would have been of no avall, for
vour presence here would have con-
demned you.'"—Washington Post,

Three Balls and Out.

“So yon refuse to give me  the
money, eh?” sald the profligate zon.

“Yeos," replied the stern  parent.
“Not another cent of my hard-earned
eoln for yon"

“Then here goeg” erled the youth as
he selzed a sllver-mounted pistol from
his father's desk

“Unhappy boy!" exclulmed the old
man a8 he sank helplessly Into a
chalr, “what wonld yon do—take your
life?"

“Not so you could notlee 11" re
plled the wayward offspring as a din-
holienl grin chased |tself over his
heardless phiz. "T'm merely golng to
loan this lead pill dispenser to my
‘nnele:’ see?”

The Real End.
“Yes, he was killed by a blow from
a policeman's club.”
“Sort of hard wood finlsh, eh?'—
Puck,

Not to His Taste.
Visltor—And are you unhappy?
Conviet—Kind of that way. This

here simple life |s sorter monotonous
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By LEIGH ATWOOD ®
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It was my first “allowanece,” you
sea, that was why 1 thought so much
about It. | know now It Is lmpos-
sible to make an allowance do, and
nobody expects it either,

I was only ten pounds short at the
end of the quarter; and, really, |
hadn’t been a bit extravagant, except
perhaps for that lovely jeweled muff-

chaln, which cost—but there, that
doesn't matter,
Dad scolded me a little, the old

dear, and of course gave me some more
money; but it seemed to me 1 ought
to save It myself, yet somehow |1
couldn't.

However, one day all of a sudden 1
had a splendid {dea. | would write &
book! It looked so easy and pald so
well, 1 knew, because Mr, Kingswell,
dad’'s friend, wrote books for which
he got heaps of money—thousands of
pounds, somebody told me.

It proved to be very much more trou
ble than you would think, 1 had read
somoewhere that one ought to parse
every word one writes, 1 didn't see
Yet 1

watched while he sat In dad's arm-

chair to read it. He Is what you
would eall a fine man, with such
strong shoulders and lovely hrown

' halr with lttle tips of gray, like sih

ver dust, on it. [ was just thinking
l'how niee he looked sitting there, and
what & firm nose and mouth he had
when suddenly he glanced up and
sald, abruptly: “So your hero It
young and handsome—a real Apollo
You admire hendsome men?”

“Oh, no,” 1 sald, "1 admire strong

men, not that sort at all But |
thought It was the usunl thing In
books."

L didn't say any more till the whold
of the sheets had been read. It took
some time, for 1 sceribble awfully when
I try to write fast. And then | asked
him what he thought was the matter
with it. 1 told him that the editor
suld it was too crude, and he agreed,

I was offended, and 1 expect he
saw It, for he went on as quilckly as
possible to explaln what he meant,
He suld a great deal, but as far as
I ean remember the meaning of It al
was that 1 had had no experience ot

getting engaged and that  sort  of
thing and thut the tale showed this
wenkness, He sald | had much to

learn and before | corrected the story
1 ought to try to Ilmprova,

Did you ever hear anything so silly?
How could 1 galn experlence In a day
or two? Who wag there to help me?

why. did it, for of course an I told Mr. Kingswell what | thought
puthor must expect to put up with | of his {dea. Of course it would be
w little Inconvenlence; though | am | useful, but Impractieable,

afrald the parsing wounld bhave made
dear old Miss Howard shudder, for 1
always hated parsing at school,

I soon gave up the fdea of writing

a book

A tale would be quite enough and
far less bother. S0 | burnt the
other stuff, parsing and all, and

started on the tale, 1L was easy to
decide what it should be about. All
the tales U've read have been about
a girl, & man and a wedding. So |
soon got It donme, It was rather a
rush to get It copled by post time, but
I managed It and sent it off to the
cditor In whose paper | wished it to
appear, and then walted for him to

| send me the check.

Aboutl two days Inter o blg envelope
eamea up with my letters nnd 1 couldn’t
think what It might be; but when 1
opened It 1 was Indeod surprised, It
wiE my tale, The «oditor didn't
want it

After breakfast 1 went  Into  the
Hbrary and sat down to read the man:
useript over, | picked up the printed
slip whien came with it, Marked on
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THE EDITOR DIDNYT WANT 117
It were two or three words about the
tale having “no plot” and bLelng “too
ernde.” It was s0 absurd, beciause
there was a plot. | know what a plot
Is. We studied the plots of Shakes.
peare at school. The plot {8 the tale,
and my tale was about n man who
met a girl and mareied her,

1 was thinking tols ot
Kingswell was announced After he
had shaken hands he went nnd stood
on the henrthrug with one elbow on
the chimney plece, looking at me at
the writing table surrounded by all
my papers,

“Whatever documents
there? Are you auditing
hold accounts?” he asked,

when Mr.

have
the

you

“No," 1 sald, I don't have anything |

to do with the accounts yet; [ don’t
think 1 counld manuge them"™ o
course 1 couldn't. Hadn't 1T made a
muddle of my own allowance?)

“"Ah!  Then you uare perhaps cul
culating your personal HabiHtjes?
But, no, Fsee you are not dealing with
figures."

He was langhing, 1 could tell; but
I didn't mind that, some people lnugh
80 nleely, and | determined to tell him
all about |t,

“T am writing a story,” 1 sald, “or
rather T have writton one, and, would
you belleve, the editor 1 posted It to
has sent It back.”

“IU's & hablt 1 am wold editors have,”
Mr. Kingswell replled, quite serlously,
thoungh | fancied his eyes were laugh
ing.

“It's a very sllly habit,” | asserted,

“and editors must be very stupid if
they are all like this one. Why he
says there Is po plot In my tale;

could anything be maore ridiculous?”

“What 1s the story? Tell me all
about It returned Mr. Kingswell,
"and 1 shall bhe able to sympathise

more completely,”

8o 1 1old him briefly, of course, for
there wasn't much to tell, and when
I had finished:

“Indeed, Misa Mareh,” he sald, "the
editor must be mistaken. Given w
man and & woman there's bound to
be & tale. But let me read it. Per-
haps you haven't worked It out prop-
erly. You are Inexperienced, you
know.*

hotse- |

I nlwaye knew he was a fine chum
I had known him for ever so many
years, but I think he was Just a trumg
for what he suggested, It was that
he should be my lover for a fort
night, so that I might see how a mac
would aet if he loved somebody
Since he didn't mind the trouble, .
was of course perfectly willlng, and
soon after we had arranged It he left
Hut no sooner had Mr. Kingswel
gone than I began to feel wretched
| It was about his last book., 1 read
Lit, There was such a nlce zirl in It
about ke me | should think., T won
dered if she protended to be ha vers
dear friend while e wreole the book
| Tt wasn't a niee ldea sowohiow
| Next day Mr. Kingswel! wrote m.
n Jittle note asking me to go skating
[ with him that afterncon on the lake

hl went, and did enjoy myself Im
mengely. He looked after me ang
talked so nicely that [ was sorrey

| when he had to go back to dinner
| Dad was laughing when he met us in
the hall. 1 didn't sea why, for |
| hdn't told hiey about our plan, and
[T didn't seem to want to; bot sud
‘llnnly ha kissed me and went off In
a hurry, which I thought was rather
funny of him.

I had always felt & wee bit jeslous
that Mr. Kingswell always came to se
dad and not particularly me; hnt now
whoen | knew his vislts were really
| mine It was delightful, 1 had a love

I gava him the manuseript and |
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Iy time and the days just flew by
The fortnight begnn to draw to the
tend, 1 counted the days as  they

|puﬁm‘|l, I eouldn’t help thinking how
{1 should miss a lover, For he was o |

| splendid actor; anyone would lllillkh
| he really meant it ‘
|1 remember once we went for &
walk—dnd, Mr, Kingswell and I--|
when one of  those harum-searan |
Graham boys dushed up on his bl
eycle Just a8 we were crossing the
rond, 1 ean't tell how it happened

but the next minute Mr, Kingswell was |
Ifting me up all covered with road
dust whilst dad was anxiously en
treating me to tell him if 1 were hurt
| wasn't, and said so; and really {1
wag a good thing dad had turned W
speak to the boy, for It took my
“lover” quite a long time to reallze
there was nothing the matter, He
kept on holding me as If he would
never let me go and 1 distinetly heard
him murmur: “Thank God for that
my darling,” when | sald 1 was ab
right, exnctly as If it really mattered
to him,

At length the last day came and Mr,
Kingswell did not appear till the even-
Ing after dinner, Dad had gone to his
study; he wouldn’t let me go with
him, but satd 1 had to amuse mysel!
till he came back. [ took my violin
nnd tried to play—>but couldn't, | was
too lonely, Bo I just cuddled up on
the big settle and tried  not to ery
Some one came In. | thought it was
dad until 1 looked up and saw-—Mr
Kingswell.

He looked so stern, | wondered what
wine the mutter till I remembered the
fortnight was really over now, and ol
course he would go back to being just
“dad's friend.” T dldn't know there
waus such a difference—1 wished | had
never learned Gverything seemed
miserable now; and really our experi-
ment would not be of much use, for |
vowed 1 would never write about Mr
Kingawell in a book—I would just re
member him myself.

Of course the right thing for me tg
do was o thank him for his kKindness
in helping me, but | was afrald to
He was looking at me so unmerciful
ly, Indeed, that I daren't try, especial
Iy as | knew my volee would be sure
to shiver as 1f 1 had just been crying—
and of course I hadn't, Bo [ Jusi
walted and longed for dad to come It
till at last he spoke,

“And so our acting
jory?"

It was (he first time he had called
me that, and 1 lked to hear It. |
conldu't think of anything to say, and
neither did he for & mowent; then he
suld quite suddenly;

“You think me a good actor, don*
you? Marjory—dariing—Iit was real!’

I found my volce and gasped out:
“Oh! | am so glad,"”

But I hadn't time for uny more, for
Mr. Kingswell was only a little way
from me, and he takes such big

I8 over, Mar-
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NOT h CANDIONTE

ROBBINS DECLINES TO RUN FOR
GOVERNORSHIP.

Former Leader of Conl Operators SBald
to Be Aftor Senatorial Toga—
Has Bupport of Miners and
Labor Unions.

Indianapolls, Ind.—F. L. Robblnos,
president of the #ittsburg Coal com-
pany, who held the center of the
stage durlng the heated coal confer-
enceg In this city, In which e broke
away from the “stand-pat” operators
and stood by the side of John Mitchell
for the readoption of the 1903 scale,
has absolutely declined to be a candl-
date for the Republican nomination
for governor of Pennsylvanla. His
stand in the coal conference pinced the
260,000 voting Pennsylvania coal min-
ers behind him and also gave him the
support of the labor unlons of the
great Industrial state, The United
Stutes Steel corporation crowd and
other great Industrinl  Interests  In
Pennsylvania also were urging him
to make the race and insisting that,
though certaln  rallrond  Interests
would line up agalnst him, the nom-
Inntlon would be glven him on a sll-
ver platter.

The rallrond Interests
turned against him because of his
stand at Indlanapolis. He not only
opposed and fought the polley agalnst
an advance In wages adopted by the
bituminous rallronds and thelr rail
rond coal companles, but his stand
also was opposed to the intereats of
the great anthracite coal rallroads
On top of that he asslsted John

have beon

PRANCIS L. ROBRINS,
(Prominent Coal Operator Who Has De-
clined a Gubernatorisl Nomination,)

Mitchell, In the Indlanapolis confer
ence, in showing that the railroads
owned bituminous conl mines, and
that thelr ownership brought de
moralization to the trade and fte
WAZes,

Robbing was born In Ripon, Wis.,
in 1866, In college he was an ath
lete, and especially a crack basebal
player, He attended Cornell to com
plete his education. His athletle daye
he turned to account well. He bullt
up wonderful reserve energy that has
gerved him so well In the long battles
In Indianapolls, lasting three and four
days and nights with hardly a break
He has turned hls muscle into mil
llons and I8 now Kknown as “‘the
world's largest coal operator and &
multl-millionaire"-—the employer ol
70,000 men. In 1850 Robbins was »
large individual operator when h¢
evolved the plan of consolidating the
conl companies in the western Peann
gylvania district. The Pittsburg Coa:
company, which has matured out ol
that thought, has numerous subsidiary
and allied companles; It has Its own
frelght ears, Its own docks om  the
lnkes, Its own lake bonts, its own
mining towns and It mines, with Its
subsldiary companies, 21,000,000 tons
of conl a year—almost double the nor-
mal output of all of the mines in In
dinne, Robbins bas nvaded Ohlo and
has established his Interests in the
Hoeking valley through half a dozen
companies, and he has planted the
Hinols Colllerles Company in  TIH
nols. It bas elght mines, with an out.
put of 1,600,000 tons a year, He doml
nates the coal trade over the great
Inkes.

For many years Robbins wnas the
leader of the operators in the Jjoint
conferences with the miners In  In
dinnapolis. Because of his  “changs
of heart," which caused him to desert
the “stand-pat” forees of the oper
ators, hoe was ofiielally deposed In the
apeclal conference in Indianapolis and
J. H. Winder, of Ohlo, president of the
Sunday Creek Mining company—the
gecond largest producer—was  elected
ofMicial chalrman, Robbins was mnot
only deposed but practieally ejected
and denounced. His panal composure
wns not ruffled in the least. He moved
over to the miners’ slde of the house
und sat down between two colored del
egates from Indian Territory. From
that position he dissented from the
stand of the “stand-pat” operators,
who, he sald, threatened (o precipitate
n great industrinl panic on the couns
try. He offered to readopt the 1903
geale with the present eomditions and
he has done so and put his mem to
work. Had It not bheen for Robbins'
stand a natlonal suspension of mining
would have been certain,

Though Robbins has declined to be
a candldate for governor, it 18 under
stood that when the time comes for
him to sllp Into the United States
sennte he wlill not ghow the same re-
luetance, And in this plan he wilb,
have the support of the miners, who =
gay they have always found him &
bard fighter but a just opponent.




