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1. Thirteen year him
ed together in affecshun that
mony a bridal couple on
1woon to shame. Thin come
rayptile into Paradise in ithe form
of & woman. Five years ago she come
end whin I learned it first I was near
aralized. Siveral toimes 1 found Jim
Hoonter gone to town at noight, and
after & toime I asks him where he'd
been

It's called into town TI've been'
says he, ‘for social discourse.’

“‘It's & woman,’ says I

A woman,’
mor liss; but there are others as will.’

“‘Oh, you old rascal,’ says I ‘A
noice time this is to break down the
raysolushuns of a loifetoime.’ '

“Thin, a little after, she come in from
town to visit him A dirty, mis-
formed, unwomanly thing she was,
loike & big, glouchy rag doll, with a
sour, yellow face

“‘OL,’ says she, turnin’ her eyes up
whin- she looks at the 014 Girl here,
‘how wonderful are the works of the
Lord!”

“ "Whet is thot to do with 1t says I

> bl

ne

me,

this «

to meself. ‘Madam,” says I aloud to
her, ‘she was made In Schenectady,
New York.'

“"Who s the famale? says I to Jim
Hoonter whin she’d gone away.

“‘She’'s no fameale,’ says Jim Hoon-
ter; ‘the’s a woman of God.’ 4

“ “Thin her face is not her lolcinse,’
says L

“‘She’s opened the Scriptures to me,’
says Jim.

“And that she had In & most peculiar
%ay. For a year thin Jim Hoonter did
nothin’ but rade the Book, sittin’ where
you sit now, sor, and git that woman to
point out what it mint. Thin he took to
maliin’ thim pictures of strange bastes
slong the wall, as you see. And thin he
fagured alongside of thim. No mathe-
matical jaynus he was, and it come
bard fof him to fagure; but fagure he
did noight and day, mutterin’' to him-
self.

v ‘And why don't you think on these
things?” says to me

““I lave it to thim better able, says L

““You're & poor lost follower of the
Babylonian woman,’ says be, manin’
the Holy Church of Rome.

*“*Oh, out with ye,” says I, ‘with your
fiyvin' goats and your five-tailed rats
end al] your other bad drames. If I
don’t question your choice of women,
yvou meight have the dacency to lawve
moine alone.’

“And so we passed along, gettin’
cowlder and cowlder. spakin’ little, but
lookin’ a great dale, tili four years ago
this month came siong.

says he, ‘nather more
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“One mornin’ 1 found him lookin' at
me unusual--more fond lgike than for
mony a dsy. ‘Pat’ says he, ‘you poor
lost soul, wor't you listen (o me and
prepare?’ -

““For what?' says 1.

‘“The ind is at hand.’

" ‘What ind?” says L

“ “The ind of the world,” says he.

“ “When is it schedooled? savs I

‘*A wake from nixt Thursday. at
noon,’” says he. ‘It was revaled to me.’
“‘Oh, was It?" says L

“‘It w'as,” says he solemn loike, ‘and
there are others also who know the ap-
pointed toime.’

“‘Do they? says I. ‘I'll bet you a
month’'s wages, to be paid in hiven or

hill, as may be, thot Thursday'll see
none of vour bloody foolishness, nor vet
a wake from Thursday. And now.’
I. ‘shut up; you make me mad.’
spache of moine turned Jim
- against me to the ind. And
. leike the fool I was. shut me
about the whole blissed thing

says 1.

mouth

and goes about me business,
“Thursday mornin’ come—cowld and

black ard lowry—a more disraputable

day 1 niver care to see. Whin I come
into the engine room, there was Jim
Hoonter before me—white and solemn
loike, but most tremenjously excited—
walkin' back and forth mutterin’
to himseif.

“*"Tis come,” says he, '’'tis come, the
great day of the faste.’

*"Tis a dirty day they took.’ says I.
Thin nothin’ more was said. and 1
turned to me work. A dirty day it was,
with a low, clutterin’, most obnox-
fous draught, and for two hours thin I

and

BOT,

most broke me back buildin’ up 2 most
gorgeous foire to pacify the Old Girl
here and make her do her work laike
a dacent, respectable machine—as I've
done for her mony a teime hefore and
since. 'Twas near to tin o'clock whin

1 set me down again. Manewhoile old
Jim Hoonter had set back where you're
sittin’ now, sor, porin’ at his Book.

“At tin o'clock Jim Hoonter steps
over to me where 1 was sittin’ on me
box. ‘Pat,’ says he, ‘you must lave me
soon.’

“ ‘How's thot? esays 1.

““The hour is at hand,’ says old
Hoonter, ‘and much as 1 fale for you,
Pat,’” says he, ‘ 'twill not do for me to be
found by the angel in your company,
you poor benighted siave of the Babylo-
unlan woman.’

A ¥ S

“ “Why don’t you go yourself?' says I:
‘this is no place for resavin' angels.
I'H- take care of the Old Girl’

* ‘Niver, Pat,’ says he../Where should
they look for me but here, where I've
been these thirty years? No, you'll go
yourself.’ 4 3

" *Niver,” says I, ‘not wan step.” And
thin for a little while he dropped it.

‘“At half-past tin it was, or near eliv-

“‘You must,’ says he.

“*rrTwill take mony an

droive me from this place.’
‘With that he took me by me sh

insult to

in, when he came at me again. ‘Are you ders and pitched me outside—I was no
goin’'? says he, throwin’ wide the door.
“‘Not 1,” says I.

T was apparent that their visit to
the Art Museum had nothing to
do with art. It was equally plain
that their feeling for each other
could not be described as pla-

tonic. Bettina, to be sure, affected un-

consclousness as she sauntgred
through the lofty rooims where the
marble figures flashed coldly into view,
exciting one to a new love of mere
flesh and blood; but all the time she
knew that to the man at her side she
was queen of the world. Also, it was
evident enough from the look of dis-
content on the man's face that her
loyal subject was not altogether hap-

Y.
“Your place is right here on a
pedestal along with the other statues,”
was what he was saying to her, “The
trouble with you is, Betty, that you
won’'t listen to your heart. I might
as well plead with this marble figure!”
The queen, with well-feigned re-
luctance, brought her glance back
from the headless “Victory” that
seemed forever on the point of flight,
to the youth at her side, who was
glowering &t her with an odd mix-
::ro of rebellion and adoration in his

ce.
e ‘.‘Reauy. Steve,” she repifed at last,
I'm ashamed of you, It's not my
heart that's at fault—it's your purse.
You know that perfectly well!” And
with her chin at an angle beautifully
eloguent of injured innocence she pre-
tended to study the sculptured figures
about her. In reality she watched
him—feit him straining at his chains—
with an exultant sense of the charm
of being queen.

Her words and glance made him
savage. It was hard enéugh to bear
her delay in putting their love affair
on that practical basis which points
like an index finger to matrimony;
but so long as it had seemed to him
an honest hesitation, he had borne it
with what be could summon,
His lips set ¥u an inflexible line, and
witheut a word his hand closed firmly
upon her arm, and, with more deter-
mination than gentleness, he,
her to a bench near by.
“Well?” she questioned, when she
had settled herself 1 a cornsr of the

side her. In truth, though she strove

guided

seat and bhe had squared himself be- second hefore

valiantly to conceal it, the
a trifie startled. 1

Her late obedient subject studied
her for some moments in silence, and
with an expression rather too sug-
gestive of flint to be entirely to the
cueen’s taste. 'Then he spoke and his
words fell ag erisply as icicles.

“It is about time that you under-
stood me,” he began at last. “You
have played with me long enough.
What T have to say now is just this:
You may take me or leave me, pre-
cisely as you choose; but whichever
you do must be done at onee.”

He paused a moment and then
elaborated:

“I'm tired of playing the devoted
subject—tired of being: made to feel
that my love is nothing and my lack
of wealth everything. I have twelve
hundred a year.” He paused for a
brief moment, conscious of a mad de-
sire to make the matter as bad as pos-
sible, then added: “And there is no
certainty that I'll ever have more.”

Though he would have thra:‘ha
cheerfully, any man who had .
to make such an assertion sbout him,
to say it to her himself at this partic-
ular moment afforded him & grim sat-
isfaction.

‘“What I want—what I will have,”
he continued in a muffled voice, with-
out giving her a chance to spéeak, “is
a definite, final answer!” And then,

‘queen was

full

more than a poor mouthful for him—

dangerous clearness.

that I could

- and the first thing I knew I was bat-
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terin’ with both me fists against the
outside of the door, shut and fastened
in me face.

“Me passfon beln’ knocked out of me,
I took toime to think. It came across
me all at wance, There was a ragin
foire in there, and the water was way
down in the boiler. I was just gone to
tind to it whin he shoved me out.
Would be lit up on it whin ‘twas
toime? *Twas nearly thot already, and
ne one could tell what the old thing
would do if he didn’t tind to her. Thin
I tried me powers of persuashun. ‘Jim,’
says 1. Niver a word.

*‘Jim, me boy,’ says I, ‘listen to me.
Maybe it'l]l be at noon toime. You know
bist; but for the love of hiven take care
of the Old Girl till twilve o'clock.’

“Thin I listened, but niver a word. I
wint argund and looked in at the win-
der. There he stood before the bcilers,
radin’, as if I'd niver spoke. I dida"t
wait a minute longer, but run straight
up to the boss.

“ ‘For mercy's sake,

gor,” says I,

‘come along down and tind to Jim
Hoopter:"
, “What's this?’ says the boss.

“‘It's Jim Hoonter,' says I. ‘He
thinks- the world is comin’ to an ind at
the noon whistle. And he's locked him-
self in down there, and he's runnin’ her

i
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ment!"” she flung at him in a tone of

ever have hesitated!

‘No, a thousand times no!'"

She noticed with a cruel delight the
sudden, still whiteness that overspread
his face as, with an ironical bow, he
turned and walked rapidly away. Then
a new feeling suddenly clutched at her

heart.

It

“I only wonder

is

Had she not lately been a queen, with
@ loyal, faithful subject to whom she
had turned an ear quite royally indif-
ferent? Had not a revolution occurred
in her small domain and a republic
been proclaimed? Could she not under-
stand now the sorrows of a8 Marie An-

tolnette or a

BEugenie?

And so at last the latest of dethroned
queens reached her own door, trying to

philosophize about the matter,

doubtless her predecessors had done
After all, it was for the
best. She was poor and Steve was

before her.

r—in possessions.

But by some

eakish operation of the law of com-
. with

pensation both
tastes of an unmistakable
“Yes, it's all for.the
aloud, as she closed the
behind her, “It’s all—-"

in

were endowed

richness,
* she satd
of her

she felt in the dull, l!‘:: world was

&
®

daughter—and the bills of a wife. That
was all that a girl in her position could
do. It was the fault of modern ideas.

It was after she heard about his at-
tentions to the Folsom girl that she
wept no more and became markedly
indifferent to the coming of the post-
man. From this time, too, she con-
scientiously tried to tolerate old Mr.
Fullerton and his flowers, the two ever
arriving with an alternate ty
that was full of meaning.

She plctured herself as a Queen
agaln, and this time with all the out-
ward semblance of one. But, per-
versely enough, she could not keep

Steven Converse out of the scene, If
she saw herself rolling down
avenue in the Fullerton victoria she

as instantly eveked the imgge of Steve

teness
while she nodded with the haughty
nonchealance of & great lady.

And so the weeks lengthened Into
months, and the ex-Queen assured
herself that she was forgetting.

L . L 2 ., L] . .

“Not going out, my dear?’ pro-
tested her mother as she appeared In
the hal one my Sunday, with
mackintosh and umbrella.

“Yes, mother mine. It's a filne day
g,r u!:e Art Museum. No crowd, you

ow!”

She had never entered the place
since that fateful afternoon, but now
she was all a-tremble with eagerness
o get there. Some inward mot
pud‘: had gone e W
TUAr she wanted to vieit the
more just because there she could feel
a little nearer to him. )

The turnstils tted her with a
not so it seemed to her,
the museum into the atmos-

of that distant afternoon. Be
fore the ‘‘Victory” she stopped for
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more than a statue herself—-and then—
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“The boss wint down the stairs §':
steps at a tolme and began poundin’ a
the door. His language was outrajous.
But not a word says Hoonter.

«Plase, gor,’ says I, ‘try bein mfor;
gintle and quiet lofke with him, i
may make a suggestion.’

“‘Come now, Hoanter,' says thg boss,
lowerin’ his voice, ‘be raysonable; come
out of there.’

* ‘Depart,” says Hoonter in a sclemn
voice. ‘You're disturbin’ the spirit.

“ ‘But the boiler,’ says the boss.

“Niver fear,’ says Hoonter, ‘that,
boiler will last till the appointed toime.
And niver a syllable more could he git
out of him. ;

“ “There's some comfort in thot,’ says
1 ‘We've got till twilve ony way. "Tis
he knows the Old Girl most thorough
and ivery pound she can stand.’

“*Fhin, all at wance, some blcod}t
jdjut got word to the hands upstairs
thot the boiler was goin’ te bust, and
down they come, tumblin® out hid first
and droppin’ iverything just where it
was. The women wint out in a boonch
under the big tree across the road, and
the min and byes come over as close to
us as they dared. p ;

“1t was elivin, halfhpsst elivin o clock,
and nothin’ doin'. AIfl of a suddin there
came a little whistlin’, mutterin’ noise
inside.

“ “What's thot?” says the boss.

« «'pis the safety valve,’ says I Thin
mony of the more ecautious and timper-
ate moves away, and the boss wint to
kickin’ the door and hollerin’ frantic.
But niver a word. 3

“‘Lit's go 'round’)’ to the
front winder.’

“Whin he comes out there was &
crowd of small byes outside on the llt-_
tle illivation beyond the wiqder. dancin’
up and down, and throwin’ small pib-
bles at the panes and hollerin’, "W hisk-
ers! Whiskers! Whiskers!” fit to raise
the did.

“And just as we stook our hids ou}t
the door a big hunk of coal come a-ﬂy,-
in’ out, and old Jim Hoonter was yllli'n -
‘Depart from here, children of Bel'ial. 5

“‘Git out o’ here, you little rats,’ says
the boss. and more to it: bhis language

says I,

was tirrable.

“But they'd done their part; they'd
got him wild and excited. There he
was inside, walkin' about stately loike
in the white steam from the boliler,
mlnke a poor domned, sufferin’ ghost in

Wi
and wandered blindly onward,. When
the mist cleared from her vision she

' found herself in the Fgyptian room.

Great carved figures glared at her with
stolld faces, and a ripple of interest
stirred within her. With mournful
eyes she read the inscriptions beside
the mummy cases.

So this brown and moldering bundle
had once been & Queen. Through the
raised lid of the case she could just
catch a glimpse of the object now so
dried and terrible, but once so splen-
didly human.

“Pcor Queen,” she murmured softly,
as with her chin resting on her hand
she gazed down at the gorgeously or-
namented mummy case. “Poor Queen!”
and before she realized it, a tear had
splashed down on the glass.

Having been a2 Queen, something of
the sadness and futility of it all wrung
her spirit. Somehow, being rich or poor

- did not now seem to matter;

happy seemed the greatest thing.

She was too absorbed in her
to notiee a young man who had

his way nearer and nearer to

her in a somewhat furtive manner.
Suddenly, as if he could not longer re-
sist the temptation, a few quick steps
brought him to her side.

The ex-Queen looked up in
and then put out both hands imy
ly. But the proud, high look of mas-
tery had not yet vanished from his

face.
“Did you really mean i1t?” he de-
manded.

For all answer she lifted her eyes to( ;o " 7

his for one brief, full mement. Even
Queens must learn their legson. She
had had

Outside r
the rain was only interrupted the
waliling of the wind and the Egyptian
room was very quiet and deserted.

As the newly enthroned Queen turn-
ed to leave she looked down with a
flushed, wistful face at the royal mum-
my. en she murmured something
80!

ftly. :
“What's that?”’ asked her lover. But

uuw reply he looked slightly mysti-

no use of telling you,” she
ed, “belng only a man you'll never
but I was saying good-by

thenudydﬂy.lr!p.gbo!

“‘Lit’s climb in here,” says the boss,
makin’ a move to go in at the winder.

“ ‘Hold on, sor,’ says I, grabbin’ him.

“0ld Jim Hoonter come over across
the room a®d set himself back in thot
little alcove ioike by the winder. He
was draggin’ an ax after him.

“:1it’s come back and talk it over/

;

qust was quarter to twilve, and the
interest was tremendous. It had bhe-
gun rainin’ a little, and the women
were huddled together loike shape in a
close boonch under the big treew sobbin’
some, and whisperin® to one anotner.
Some of the men steod back by thim
and some nearer us. ‘Twas pretiy stil],
only for the whistlin® of the safety
vnlzze. and the noise of the oldAn‘nlx up-
stairs goin’ floppin’ and slappin alm'x;
by fitself, where they'd gone off with-
out shuttin' off the machinery.

“«We'll push in the door, Says the
bose. ;

“*Niver,"' says I. ‘you can t‘ break It
in an hour in thot little intry.

» “There's the back doer,’” says x_u.

“ “Thot's the same, only worse, Says
1, ‘bein’ a smalier door." -

« wphin says he, ‘we’ll get him by §o-
in’ in the winder.’

“Now, the¢ winder stands up Anbow
the ground, a8 you see, sor, as high as
a man’s chin. You'd have to go scram-
blin’ up loike a cat in a cellar. ‘It would
be lofke smashin’ eggs for him,’ says L

“Thin the boss lit loose. “You dirty,
low, blackguardly cowards,” says he to
the min, ‘what are ye standin’ thm_
gapin' for? I'll till you wan thmg_.
says he, yellin’; ‘they ain't wan cent's
worth of insurance on her, and whin
wance she goes up your livin’" goes with

her, for she won't niver be bullt up

agin.
“Nobody says wan word.

“ “What'll we do,” says the boss;
‘what'll we do?" 2

“ “Phere’s only wan thing I kanow of,
says I ‘Lit a small man crawl down
the manhole where they put in the coal
and open the bar on the door.”

“‘Oh, yis,’ says ivery wan at wance,
‘thot's ft."

“<'Twill be very dangerous,” says L
‘gittin’ over back of him without his
seein’ you.’

“ ‘Better wan man lose his loife,” says
Tim Moynihan, ‘than the whols of us
starve to dith.’

““Thin you'll go," says L

“‘Oh,' says Tim, stippin’ bask, ‘ohly
think of me poor family.’

““You go,’ says a young French fel-
ler to me.

“‘Go yourself," says I, ‘you're & sin-
gle mon.’

“ Well" says he, ‘if I'd got us all
into trouble the way you have I'd go
pretty quick,’ says he.

“+You're a brave mon,” says L

“Thin the whole of thim took it up
against me. ‘Yis,’ says Tim Moyni-
han, ‘you're the meon; you ought to
go. You know the way, too."

“ “Yis. yis,” says the rest of them.
*“ “You're mighty willin’,’ says I, ‘for

me to go in there and git split up from
ind to ind loike an oyster.’

“But still they kipt comin’ at ma.
Thin the blood of me ancestors
us within me. ‘T'm not so
as mony of you, butLP.

' ik

“ ‘Lit me down," I
“Thin they opened
loike and lit me down,

hollerin’ fit to split
Jim Hoonter’s attemtion to
and the rist goin’ around
boss to the door to jump
pulled the bar.

“Whin I struck downm on
wint slippin' down the
of all I could do. all
in’ noises I iver h
very worst. But th
side, and batin’ om
their sticks, and
Whin I seen this I
a cat and wint sloidin’
on me billy. I was
across whin he sees
s0 dark in there as
Thin I jumped and he
for me, whin he
his ax, I rached
half second first an
bar. Thin he grab
hoind and nearly crushed
out of me bones. I was no

not

it B i TRl s
was t I o
up with me. .
pn:h?'“h" cries I; ‘for the love of God
“Thin I remimber no mere beyon
crush and a filendish noise, and :u:
rollin’ round the floor before me loike
tin thousand cats a-foightin’.
smashed me lig in two whin they
in and I'd gone sinselepy.”
Without b
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come

He stopped
out of his pi of the
box; but at the same time he gave me
a so! od that intimated

tho‘ be puttin’ up wl& her,
r, and dhrivin’ iver m
onchristian schemer that she ia!
for all and for all’—he began

ing the pipe—“she’s niver ;“E
h&nro@ me, nor put the
Ty

per



