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RESULTS OF THE NEW TARIFF.

The record of the first full year
under the new tariff law, so far as
relates to total importations and cus-
toms collections, is presented by a
ppecial statement compiled by the
bureau of statistics of the department
of commerce and labor in response to
numerous requests for information up-
on that subject. The figures cover
the imports of the twelve months, Aug-
ust 1, 1909 to July 31, 1910, and thus
Include five days under the Dingley
tarift, since the present law went into
effect on the morning of August 6.
The statement shows total imports
during the twelve months in qgestlon.
$1,5632,621,181, of which $768,047,231 or
49.16 per cent entered free of duty.
The. importations during the Yyear
were larger than in any corresponding
period in the history of the import
trade and the value of those entering
free of duty, the largest ever shown in
any corresponding year, while the per-
centage which free merchandise
formed of the total imports was larger
than in any corresponding year except
1897, the closing year of the Wilson
tariff, when large quantities of mer-
chandise then on the free list were
being imported in anticipation of a
change in the tariff law; the years
1892, 1893, and 1894, under the Mec-
Kinley tariff, when  sugar was ad-
mitted free of duty.lt;:i! the year end-

September 30, -

m%be peust:coml receipts during the
twelve .months, August 1, 1909 to July
31, 1910, were $327,873,672, a larger
total than in any corresponding vear
except 1907, when the total was $335,-
889,830. A comparison of the imports
and customs _receipts during the
period in question shows an average
ad valorem rate of duty on all im-
ports of 20.98 per cent and on dutiable
jmports only 41.26 per cent. The
average ad valorem rate on‘all im-
ports is lower than in any correspond-
ing period during the last twenty
years except the second year of the
Wilson tariff, when the average was
20.7T per cent, and the closing year of
the McKinley tariff, when the average
was 19.11 per cent, The average ad
rate on dutiable imports is
jower than in any corresponding
period of the last twenty years except
1896, when the average Was 39.48 per
c~nt, and 1895, when the average was
41.18 per cent, both these years being
under the Wilson law. :

A comparison of the record of the
Payne law, during the entire period of
IJts operation for which figures are
available, .with that of the,  McKinley,
Dingley, and Wilson laws, respectively
ghows the per cent of the total imports
free of duty as follows: Under the
Payne law, 49.16; under the Dingley
law, 44.31: under the Wilson, law
48.82; and under the McKinley law,
§3.04. The monthly average of cus-
toms receipts under the respective
tarifts were: Payne law, $27,322,806;
Dingley law, $21,676,085; Wilson law,
$13,867,938, and McKinley law, $14-
571,240, The average ad valorem rate
of duty on total imports was, under
the Payne law, 20.98 per cent; Dingley
law, 26.48 per cent; Wilson law, 21.92
per cent and McKinley law, 22.12 per
cent. Average ad valorem rate on
duitable imports, under the Payne
law, 41.26 per cent; Dingley law, 45.76
per cent; Wilson law, 42.82 per cent;
and under the McKinley law, 47.10
per cent,

GOOD ROADS ON THE INCREASE.

Automobiling in and around Ot-
tumwa has been increaged to such an
extent that the railroads find them-
selves minus numerous fares in the
summer season by the practice of
maochine owners” employing their cars
Instead of the usual conveyance. Good
roads is the reason of this amd the
enthusiast advocates of well kept high-
ways are to blame. 'The good roads
committee of the Ottumwa Commer-

cial club has been extremely active in |

prosecuting its work, and foreign auto-
mobiles driven almost daily over the
business streets of Ottumwa are monu-
ments to the work done for better
roadways. Recently Governor Carroll
and the state highways commission
traveled over the route of the river to
river good roads through Iowa and
Jound the thoroughfare very similar
to a parlor floor. This condition of
roadways has been for some-time past
the subject of complimentary articles
In newspapers as far east as Pitts-
burg, Pa. The trip of the Glidden
tourists over the Iowa roads and the
manner in which the highways im-
pressed the speeders has been given
Immense publicity in newspapers and
In automobile journals. Iowa's roads
ptand out as the best in the minds of
many, and they merit this good opin-
lon. A former employe of the Courier,
John W. Eichinger, the present secre-
tary of the Towa River to River Road-
way assocliation, is in a large measure
responsible for Towa's good roads. His
untiring efforts met a hearty response
from 10,000 citizens of all vocations,

of road building was completed in
Iowa last week,” he says, “when in
the short space of one single hour a
line of road 380 miles in length and
stretching entirely across the state
of lowa was put in the most perfect
condition of any road west of the
Mississippi river. Weeks and months
were spent in preparation for the
work, but not a pick or shovel was
used until the designated second was
ticked off, Then as if by magic 10,000
workmen swarmed out onto the road-
way, and when they ceased work sixty
minutes later lowa had one of the
finest long distance rcads in the en-
tire west.

“And not the least interesting thing
in connection with the tremendous

.piece of work is the fact that not a

man of the entire 10,000 engaged on
the work received one cent of wages.
Good will and patriotism alone are
responsible for the splendid showing.

“Last winter the lowa roads be-
came so fearfully bad that traffic was
practically killed and. farmers were
compelled simply to remain'in their
homes. Finally the matter became a
political question, and both parties got
behind the movement. Governor Car-
roll called a good roads meeting at
Des Moines early last March, and out
of this meeting was evolved the plan
of a river to river road stretching
from Council Bluffs on the Missouri
river to Davenport on the Mississippi,
a distance of 380 miles straight across
the state from west to east.

“‘Make the river to river road as
near perfect as is possible to make
just common dirt,’ was the sense of
the good roads convention. Instead
of appointing new committees to
handle the work the regular repub-
lican and democratic committees in
each county through which the road
would pass were appealed to. ‘The
chairman of the committees of each
party were asked to get in the game
and work for the road. Everybody
agreed to do so, and soon a rivalry
was created between republicans and
democrats, each to see which party
would have the most workmen on the
job when the time for work arrived.

“Last Saturday was selected as the
day, and from 9 o'clock to 10 o'clock
the hour of work, Every farmer
along the way was personally seen
by the committees, and practically
every man agreed to give the one hour
that was asked for. Farmers were
asked to bring their plows, scrapers
and road drags, and an organization
equal to those employed in profes-
sional railroad building was worked
out.

“In the weeks preceding the work
all bridges and culverts along the
road were repaired and put in first
class order that no delay might come
to the road builders when once the
latter started working.

“The result of the organization was
gshown last Saturday. Shortly before
9 o’clock in the morning farmers be-
gan getting out in the road. Hun-
dreds and thousands of plows, picks,
shovels, scrapers, road drags, grading
machines and other implements wero
brought along. Every farmer brought
his team with him. Superintendents
and overseers had been appointed in
readiness when promptly at 9 o’clock
the order was issued to ‘fall in.’

“And 10,000 determined men fell to.
For an hour they continued, working
with might and main, At 10 o’clock
the job was finished and the farmers
went back to their fields, leaving Jowa
the possessor of the finest piece of
long distance roadway in the west.”

. ROYALTY AND ACTUAL WORK.

To assoclate work or labor with the
crown heads of the old world to some
might appear as disrespectful, but not
go with at least a queen or two, an
emperor and a crown princess. They
actually work and seem to enjoy it.

“Nearly all the royalties of Europe
could, if obliged to do so, earn their
own living,” remarks John T. Gould
in a special article in an eastern paper.
“The late King Edward was one of the
best judges of wines and cigars in the
world. As a wine or tobacco expert or
as a dealer in these luxuries he would
soon have made a fortune.

“The queen of Roumania, Carmen
Sylva, makes an income from her
books that many American authors
might well envy. The emperor of
Russia has a sweet tenor voice trained
by the best teachers of our day. Had
he not been born to be a ruler of a
great nation he might have succeeded
in grand opera.

“Queen Helena of Italy is a linguist
of nnusual talent, Conversing fluently
and correctly in eight languages, she
could at any time fill a position of
teacher of languages in some high
school or college. The queens of Bel-
glum and Portugal have each a med-
fcal degree and, if necessary, could
support themselves as doctors.”

The emperor of Germany, master of
many vocations, is exceedingly well
equipped to earn a livelihood. “The
emperor, as everybody knows,” con-
tinues Gould, “is a poet, & musician,
an artist, a shipbuilder, a pottery
manufacturer, & horse dealer, a book-
binder, a preacher, a tailor, a sculptor,
a barber, a farmer, and a dentist. He
would have no difficulty in securing a
position if hard pressed. The king of
Spain is an expert chauffeur and auto-
mobile repairer.

“But the crown princess of Rou-

mania is the only royal persow who |

{s actually engaged in business. She
manufactures toothpicks, and this
year expects to turn out 265,000,000 of
them. The factory, of which she Is
the owner and active manager, is near
Bucharest. The workers are tenants
on the estate of her husband, and she
takes a personal interest in all of
them. Founded about six years ago, it
is now one of the largest and most
profitable concerns of its kind in
Europe.”

“HAPPY ENDINGS” ARE SOON DUE.
The theatrical season is about ripe

| —

CAS TORIA forlfantsand Ciiidren,  Bears the

The Kiad Y Have Always Bought

soaons (s

offerings to make this one feature a
point. Not so with the productions
given on the stage of Europe. In Lon-
don particularly the individual who
wants to see plays end happily is voic-
ing his dissatisfaction of the gloomy
character of the operas given during
the season just closed at Covent
Garden. Why, he asks, do bright and
volatile Italians like Mascagni and
Puccini, who avoid agything like
tragedy or unpleasantness in private

edies as themes upon which to write
grand operas? Even their predeces-
sors, Verdi, Donnizetti and others,
drew their inspiration from melancholy
and gore, and such later composers as
Gounod, Bizet, Charpentier and  La-
parra delight in plot and incidents
reeking of the police courts.

In the Covent Garden season was
the following array of crime and un-
happiness:

“Les Huguenots."—Hero and hero-
ine die together.

“Il Trovatore.”—Hero executed;
heroine takes poison.
“La Traviata.”—‘Heroine dies of

consumption.

“Rigoletto.”—Heroine murdered by
mistake, her father being responsible.

“Othello.”—Hero murders heroine
and commits suicide.

“Lucia di Lammermcor.”"—Heroine
stabs her husband and dies of a
broken heart, Hero stabs himself.

“Faust.”— Heroine causes her
brother's death, goes mad, murders
her child, and dies. Her lover Is car-
ried off by the evil one.

“Aida.”—Hero and heroine are en-
tombed alive.

“Lakme.”—Heroine takes poison.

“Romeo and Jullet.”—Hero takes
poison and heroine stabs herself.

“Pagliacei.”—Hero stabs heroine
and her lover. 1

“La Boheme.”—Heroine dies of con-
sumption, and hero and friends are
left starving,

“Madame Butterfly.”—Heroine, de-
s;zlr‘lted and betrayed, commits hara-
kirl.

“La Tosca."—Hero is first tortured
and then shot. Villain is stabbed by
heroine, who subsequently throws her-
gself over a precipice,

“Carmen.”—Herolne deceives one
of her lovers and is stabbed by him.

“La Habanera.”—Principal charac-
ter murders his brother and goes
mad; murdered man’'s ghost returns
and causes the death of heroine.

That {s a pretty dish ‘to set before
the tired business man!

—— —

AMERICAN MADE CLOTHING IN
EUROPE,

For the benefit of those who think
they can not get as good clothing In
this country as they could get if they
lived in Europe, we publish the fol-
lowing from the Daily Consular and
Trade reports, issued by the depart-
ment of commerce and labor:

In connection with the announce-
ment of two American houses that
their ready-made suits could be ob-
tained in the principal 'cities ot
Europe, Vice Consul Thomas R. Jones
reports from Glasgow on the introduc-
tion of American made clothing in
Scotland:

One of the largest tailoring and
gentlemen’s furnishing establishments
in Glasgow has recently purchased
from a prominent New York firm a
line of readv-made clothing for men
and is displaying the goods. This
was the first order of the kind from
this concern, and so far as ascertain-
able it is the first time any Glasgow
clothler has placed before his cus-
tomers American ready-made clothing.

The firm in question is delighted
with the experiment and is arranging
to handle American clothing on a
large scale, carrying a full line of
overcoats, sack suits, and tuxedos. The
good have already gold well and the
demand is developing. The Glasgow
firm admits that the finish on these
American goods is better than can be
accomplished by their tailors, regard-
less of the price charged. In other
words, they
enough to finish the shoulders, collar,
and lapels of a coat, with any material
at any price, as well as the American
goods are finished.

AMERICA’S RICHEST WOMEN.

Here is a list of some of America’'s
richest women, with an estimate of
their fortunes:

Mrs. Russell Sage.........$70,000,000
Mrs. E, H. Harriman..... 60,000,000
Mrs. Frederic C. Penfield... 60,000,000
Mrs. Hetty Green......... . 50,000,000
Mrs. C. P, Huntington..... 40,000,000
Mrs. Whitelaw Reid....... 35,000,000
Mrs. Henry J. Bracker..... 25,000,000
Mrs. Gustave Amsinck..... 20,000,000
Miss Faith Moore.......... 20,000,000
Mrs. John S. Kennedy..... 15,000,000
Miss Helen Gould......... 15,000,000
Miss Mary Garrett......... 15,000,000
Mrs. Elliott F. Shepard.... 12,000,000
Mrs. W. D. Sloane....... .. 12,000,000
Mrs. W. Seward Webb.... 12,000,000
Mrs, H. McK. Twombly.... 12,000,000
Mrs. Harry Payne Whitney. 12,000,000
Mrs. Cornelius Vanderbilt.. 10,000,000
Mrs, Potter Palmer........ 10,000,000
Miss Giulia Morosini....... 10,000,000
Mrs. Charles B. Alexander. 10,000,000
Mrs. Phoebe A. Hearst..... 10,000,000
Mrs. J. J, Lawrence...... 10,000,000
Miss Jennie Flood......... 10,000,000
Mrs. W. B. Leeds......... 10,000,000
Miss Laura Stallo......... 7.500,000
Miss Helen Stallo......... 7,500,000
Miss Grace Watt.......... 5,000,000
Mre. Julia Watt Curtiss... 5,000,000
Mrs. Herman Oelrichs..... 5,000,000
Mrs. W. K. Vanderbilt, Jr.. 5,000,000
Mrs, O. H. P, Belmont..... 5,000,000
Miss Anne Leary......eese 5,000,000
Mrs. Warner M. Leeds.... 5,000,000
Mrs. J. Watson Webb...... 4,000,000
Mrs, P. H. B. Frelinghuysen. 4,000,000
Mrs. Ogden Goelet........ 4,000,000
Mrs. Robert Goelet........ 4,000,000
Mrs. Elbridge T. Gerry.... 4,000,000
Mrs. James Henry Smith... 4,000,000

—Munsey's,

Colonel Bryan, says the St. Paul
Dispatch, ought to be an enthusiastic
advocate of good roads, All that he
has traveled on his way to office have

been reckys - -

life, choose horrible and sordid trag-|

have no tailors expert|pi
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(CHAPTER XVIIL.—Continued.)

The docks of the big, low-lying
steamer were piled high with gear of
every description. A trio of stout tow
boats were blocked up amidships, long
piles of lumber rose higher than a
man’s head, and the roofs of the deck-
houses were jammed with fishing boats
nested, one inside the other, like pots
in a kitchen. Every available inch was
crowded with cases of gasoline, of
groceries, and of the varied provisions
required on an expedition of this
magnitude, Aft, on rows of hooks, were
suspended the carcasses of sheep and
bullocks and hogs; there seemed to be
nowhere another foot of available
room. The red water line of the ship
was already submerged, yet notwith-
standing this fact her derricks clanged
noisily, her booms swung back and

lowed momentary loads. Those fisher-
men who had come aboard early had
settled like flies in the rigging, whence
they taunted their enemies, hurling
back insult for insult.

It was much like the departure of a
gold steamer during the early famine
stages of the northward stampede
save that now there were no women,
while the confusion was immeasurably
greater, and through it all might be
felt a certain strained and angry
menace. All the long afternoon The
Bedword Castle lay at her moorings
subjected to the customary eleventh
hour delays. As the time dragged on,
and the liquor died in the fishermen,
it became a herculean task to prevent
them from issuing forth into the street,
while the crowds outside seemed pos-
sessed of a desperate determination tc
force an entrance and bring the issue
to a final settlement. But across the
shore end of the dock a double cordon
was drawn which hurled back the In-
truders at every advance.

The fishermen who remained inside
the barnlike structure, unable to come
at their enemies, fought among them-
selves, bidding fair to wreck the build-
ing in the extravagance of their
delirium, while outside the rival fac-
tion kept up a fire of missiles and
execrations. As the hours crept on-
ward the tension increased, and at
last Boyd turned to Captain Peasley
saying: “You'd better be ready to pull
out at any minute, for: if the mob
breaks in we'll never be able to hold
these maniacs.” He pointed to the

black swarm aloft, whence issued

hoarse waves of sound. : “I don’t like

the look of things, a little bit.” A
o

“They are a trifle strained,
sure,” the captain acknowledged. “I'll
gtand by to cast off at your signal, s0
you'd better pass the word around.”

Boyd left the ship and went to the
dock-office, for there still remained one
thing to be done; he could not leave
without sounding a final note of tri-
iimph for Mildred. How sweet it would
be to her ears he knew full well, yet
he could not help wondering it she
would feel the thrill that mastered him
at this moment. As he saw the empty
spaces where had stood those masses
of freight which he had gathered at
such cost, as he heard his own men
bellowing defiance at his enemies and
realized that his first long stride to-
ward success had been taken, his
heart swelled with gladness and the
breath caught momentarily in his
throat. After all, he was going to win!
Out of the shimmering distance of his
desire, the lady of his dreams drew
closer to him; and ere long he could
lay at her feet the burden of his tra-
vail, and then—, Oblivious to the tur-
moil all about, he wrote rapidly, al-
most incoherently, to Mildred, trans-
cribing the mood of mingled tender-
ness and exultation which possessed

m.

“Outside the building,” he concluded,
“there is a raging mob. They would
ruin me if they could, but they can't
do it, they cant’ do it. We have beaten
them all, my lady. We have won!"

He was sealing his letter, when,
without warning, “Fingerless” Fraser
appeared at his side, his fishlike eyes
agleam, his colorless face drawn with
anxiety.

“They've come to grab you for kill-
ing that striker,” he began breathless-
ly; “there’s a couple of ‘squaretoes’
on the dock now. Better take it on the
‘lam’—quick!"” '

“God!"” So Marsh had withheld this
stroke until the last moment, when the
least delay would be fatal. Boyd knew
that if he were brought into court he
would have hard shift to clear himself
against the mass of perjured testimony
that hig rival had doubtless gathered;
but even this seemed as nothing in
comparison with the main issue. For
one wild instant he considered sending
George Balt on with the ship. That
would be folly, no doubt; yet plainly he
could not hold the Bedford Castle and
keep together that raging army of fish-
ermen while he fought his way through
the tedious vexations of a trial. He
saw that he had underestimated his
enemy's cunning, and he realized that,
it Marsh had planned this move, he
would press his advantage to the full.

“There's two plain-clothes men,” he
heard Fraser running on. “I ‘made’ 'em
as they were talking to Peasley. You'd
petter ‘beat it,’ quick!”

“How? 1 couldn’t get through that
crowd. They know me. Listen!” Out-
side the street broke into a roar at
some taunt of the fishermen high up in
the rigging. *I can't run away, and it
those detectives get me, I'm ruined.”

«“Well! What's to be done?” de-
manded Fraser, sharply. “If you say
the word, we'll shoot it out with them
and get away on the ship before—"

“We can’t do that—there are a dozen
policemen in front here.”

“well, you'll have to move quick, or
they'll ‘cop’ you, sure.”

Boyd clinched his hands in despera-
tion. “I guess they've got me,” he said
bitterly. “There's no way out.”

His eyes fell upon the letter contain-
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ing his boastful assurance of victory.
What a mockery!

“From what they said, I don't think

.t‘hey know you,” Fraser continued.
Anyhow, they wanted Peasley (0
point you out. When they come off,
maybe you can slip 'em.” ¢

“But how?” Boyd seized eagerly
upon the suggestion. “The whart is
empty—see! I'll have to cross it in
plain sight.”

Through the rear door of the office
that opened upon the dock proper they
beheld the great floor almost entirely
clear. Save for a few tons of freight at
which Big George's men were working,
it was as unobstructed as a lawn; and,
although it was nearly the size of a
city block, it afforded no more means
of concealment than did the little of-

fice Itself, with Its glass doors, Its

forth, and her gaping hatches nwal-'

counter and its long desk, at the far-
ther end of which a bill clerk was por-
Ing over his task. Iron-barred windows
at the front of the room looked out'
upon the street; other windows and a
door at the right opened upon the
driveway and rallroad track, while at
the rear the glass-panelled door
through which they had just been
peering, gave egress only to the dock
itself, up which the two officers werse
likely to come at any instant. Even as
Emerson, with a last desperate glance,
summed up the possible places of con-
ce?lment. Fraser exclaimed, softly:

‘There they are now!” and they
saw at the foot of the gang plank twn
men talking with Big George. They
saw Balt point the stranger:. careless-
ly to the office, whence he had seen
Boyd disappearing a few moments be-
fore, and turn back to his stevedores;
then they saw the plain clothes men
approaching.

“Here! Gimme your coat and hat,
quick!” cried Fraser in|a low voice,
his eyes blazing at a sudden thought.
He stripped his own garments from
his back; with feverish . haste. “Put
mine on, Théfe! I'll “stall fér you.

When they grab me, take it bv,..me..had ‘nat forgotten Fraser, the vaga-

run. Understand!”

"?:hat won’t do. Everybody knows
me."” Boyd cast an apprehensive glance
at the arched back of the bill-clerk,
but Fraser, quick of resource in such
a situation, forced him swiftly to make
tte change, saying:

N'Ix It’s your only ‘out.’ Stand here,
see!” He Indicated a position beside
the rear door. “I'll step out the other
way where they can see me,” he con-
tinued, pointing to the wagon-way at
the right. “Savvy? When they grab
me, you beat it, and don’'t wait for
nothing.”

“But you—""

Already they could hear the foot-
steps of the officers.

“I'll take a chance. Good-bye.”

There was no time even for a hand-
shake; Fraser stepped swiftly to the
door, then strolled quietly out into the
view of the two men, who an instant
later accepted him.

“Are you Mr. Boyd Emerson?”

The adventurer answered brusquely,
“Yes, but I can't talk to you now.”

“You are under arrest, Mr. Emer-
son.

Boyd waited to hear no more. The
glass door swung open noiselessly un-
der his hand ,and he stepped out just
as the bill-clerk looked up from his
work, staring out through the other
entrance,

“Fingerless” Fraser's voice was
louder now, as If for a signal. “Arrest
me? What do you mean? Get out of
my way.”

“You’d better come peaceably.”

Boyd heard a sharp axclamation —
“Get him, Bill!” And then the sound
of men struggling. He ran, followed
by a roar from the strikers, in whose
full view Fraser's encounter with the
plain-clothes men was taking place.
A backward glance showed him that
Fraser had drawn his pursuers to the
street. He had broken away and
dodged out into the open, where the
other officers responded at a call and
seized him as he apparently under-
took to break through the cordon. This
diversion served an unexpected pur-
pose. Not only did it draw attention
from Emerson’s retreat, but it also
gave the mob {its long-awaited oppor-
tunity. Recognizing in the officers’
quarry the supposed figure of Emer-
gson, the hated cause of all this strife,
the strikers gave vent to a great shout
of rage and trilumph, and surged for-
ward across the wide street, carrying
the police before them with irresist-
ible force.

In a moment it became not a ques-
tion of keeping the entrance to the
wharf, but of protecting the life of the
prisoner, and the policemen rallied
with their backs to the wall, their
clubs working havoc with the heads
that came within gtriking distance.

Scarcely had Boyd reached ' Big
George, when a wing of the besieging
army swept in through the unguarded
entrance and down the dock like an
avalanche, leaving behind them the
battling officers and the hungry pack
clamoring for the prisoner.

“Drop that freight and get aboard
the best way you can!"” Boyd yelled
at the fishermen, and with a bound was
out into the open crying to Captain
Peasley on the bridge:

“Here they come! Cast off, for God's
sake!” Y

Instantly a wild cry of rage and de-
flance rose from the clotted rigging
and upper works of The Bedford Cas-
tle. Down the fishermen swarmed,
ready to overflow the sides of the
ship, but, with a sharp order to George,
Boyd ran up the gang-plank and
rushed along the rail to a commanding
position in the path of his men, where,
drawing his revolver, he roared at
them to keep back, threatening the
first to go ashore. His Ilungs wer2
bursting from his sprint, and it was
with difficulty that his voice rose
above the turmoil, but he presented

such & figyre of determination thth

ing tackle, and, at the piping cry of his
whistle, was swung aloft .out of the
very arms of the rioters,
Above, on the flying bridge, Captain
Peasley was bellowing orders; a quar
termaster was running up the iron
steps to the pilot house; on deck the
gaflors were fighting their way to
their posts through the ranks of the
raging fishermen and the shrieking
confusion of the orlentals; the last
men aboard, with a “Heave Ho!l” in
unison, slid the gang-plank upward and
out of reach. the neighboring roofs,
lately so black, were emptying now,
the onlookers hastening to join in the
attack.
Big George alone remained upon the
wharf. As he saw the rush coming he
had ordered his men to abandon their
load; then he ran to the after-mooring,
and, taking slack from a deck hand,
cast it off. Back up the dock he went
to the forward hawser, where, at &
signal, he did the same, moving, to-
ward the last, without excessive hurry,
as if in a spirit of bravado. The ship
was clear, and he had not cut a haw-
ger, He had done his work; all but a
ton or two of the cargo was stowed.
There was no longer canse for delay.
“Get ahoard! Are you mad?"’ Emer-
son shouted, but the cry never reached
him. Back he came slowly, in front of
the press, secure in his tremendous
strength, deflance in his every move, a
smouldering challenge in his eyes;
and noting that gigantic frame with its
square-hewn, ‘flaming face, not one of
his enemies dared oppose him. But as
he passed they yapped and gnarted and
jostled at his heels, hungry to rend
him and only lacking courage.
As yet the ship, although throbbing
to the first pulsations of her engines,
lay snug along the piling, but grad-
ually her stern swung off and & wedge
of clearance showed. Almost imper-
ceptibly she drew back and rubbed
against the timbers. A fender began to
squeeze and complain. The dock plank-
ing creaked. Sixty seconds more and
ghe would be out of arm’s reach, and
still George made no haste. Agaln
Boyd shouted at him, and with one
tarewell glower over his shoulder the
big fellow mounted a pile, stretched
his arms upward to the bulwarks, and
swung himself lightly aboard. ;
Even yot Emerson's anxiety was of
the keenest; for, notwithstanding the
stress of these dragging moments, he

bond, 'uiié morally, twisted rascal, to
whose courage and resourcefulness he
owed so much. He strained his eyes
for a glimpse of the fellow, at
the same time dreading the sight
of a uniform. Would the ship
never get wunder way and out
of hailing distance? If those officera
had discovered their mistake, they
might yet have time to stop him. He
vowed desperately that he would not
Jet them, not it he had to take The
Bedford Castle to sea with a gun at
the back of her helmsman. He made
his way hurriedly to the bridge, where
he hastily explained to Captain Peas-
ley his evasion of the officers; and
here he found Cherry, her face flushed,
her eyes sparkling with excitement,
but far too wise to speak to him in his
present state of mind,

A scattered shower of missiles came
aboard as the strikers kept pace with
the steamer to the end of the slip, ex-
citing the fishermen, who had again
mounted the rigging, to a simian
frenzy. Oaths, insults, and jeers were
hurled back and forth; but as the big
steamer gathered momentum and slid
out of her bherth, they grew gradually
more indistinct, until at last they be-
came muffled, broken, and meaning-
less. Bven then the rival ranks con-
tinued to volley profanely at each
other, while the captain, with hand on
the histle-rope, blew taunting blasts;
nor did the fishermen descend from
their perches until the forms of the
dock had blurred together and the city
lay massed in the distance, tier upon
tier, against the gorgeous sky.

CHAPTER XIX.
In Which a Mutiny Is Threatened.
Even after they were miles down the

sweeping the waters astern in an an-
xious search for some swift harbor
craft, the appearance of which would
signal that his escape had been dis-
covered,

“1 won't feel safe until we are past
Port Townsend,” he confessed to
Cherry, who maintained a position at
his gide.

“Why Port Townsend? We don't
stop there.”

“No. But the police can wire on from
Seattle to stop us and take me off at
that point.”

“If they find out their mistake.”

“They must have found it out long
ago. That's why I've got Peasley fore-
ing this old tub; she’s doing ten knots,
and that's a breakneck speed for her.
Once we're through the Straits, I'll be
satisfled. But meanwhile—" Emerson
lowered his glasses with a sigh of fa-
tigue, and in the soft twilight the girl
gaw that his face was lined and care-
worn. The yearning at her heart lent
poignant sympathy to her words, as
she said:

“You deserve to win, Boyd; you have
made a good fight.” ;

“Oh, I'll win!” he declared, wearily.

“I've got to win; only I wish we were
past Port Townsend.” :
“What will happen to Fraser?” she
queried,
“Nothing serious, I am sure. You
see, they wanted me, and noobdy else;
once they find they have the wrong
man I rather believe they will free him
in disgust.”

A moment later he went on: “Just
the same, it makes me feel depressed
and guilty to leave ‘him—I—I wouldn't
desert a comrade for anything if the
choice lay with me.”

“You did quite right,” Cherry warm-
ly assured him.

“You see, I am not working for my-
gelf; 1 am doing this for another.”

It was the girl’s turn to sigh softly,
while the eyes she turned toward the
west were strangely sad and dreamy.
To her companion she seemed not at
all like the buoyant creature who had
kindled his courage when it was so
low, the brave girl who had stood so
steadfastly at his shoulder and kept
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lhle hopes t}livﬁ'durlng these last, try- 1

come to his rescue., He wondered if in
reality thigs change might not be due to
some reflected alteration {n himself.
Well! He could not help it,
Her strange behavior at that time
had affected him more deeply than he
would have thought possible; and while
he had purposely avolded thinking
much about the banker's sudden
change of front, back of his devout
thankfulness for the miracle was a
vague suspicion, a curious feeling that
made him uncomfortable in the girl's
presence. He could not repent his de-
termination to win at any price; yet
he shrank, with a’' moral cowardice
which made him inwardly writhe, from
owning that Cherry had made the sac-
rifice at which Clyde and the others
had hinted. If it were indeed true, it
placed him in an intolerable position,
wherein he could express neither his
gratitude nor his censure. No doubt
she had read the signs of his mental
confusion, and her own delicate sensi-
bility had responded to it.
They remained side by side on the
bridge while the day died amidst a
wonderous panoply of color, each
busted with thonghtl that might not be
spoken, in their hearts emotions oddly
at variance, The eky ahead of them
was wide-streaked with gold, as if for
a symbol, interlaid with sooty clouds
in silhouette; on either side the moun-
tains rose from darkness to
clear-cut heights still bright from the
slanting radiance. Here and there
along the shadowy shore-line a light
was borne; the smell of the salt sea
was in the air. Above the rhythmic
pulse of the gteamer roee the voices
of men singing between decks, while
the parting waters at the prow played
a soft accompaniment, A steward sum-
moned them to supper, but Boyd re-
fused, saying he could not eat, and the
girl stayed with him while the miles
slowly slipped past and the night en-
compassed them.
“Two hours more,” he told her, as
the ship's bell sounded. “Then I can
eat and sleep—and sing.”
Captain Peasley was pacing the
bridge when later they breasted the
glare of Port Towmsend and saw {n
the distance the flashing searchlights
of the forts that guard the Straits.
They saw him stop suddenly, and ralse
his night-glasses; Boyd laid his hand
on Cherry’s arm. Presently the Cap-
tain crossed to them and said:
“Yonder seems to be a launch malk-
ing out. See! I wonder what’s up.” Al
most in thelr path a pinty light was
violently agitated. “By Jove!” They'ro
signalling.” =
“You won't st
tioned Emefson, | =
“I don‘'t know, 1 am sure. I may have
w.” 2 ——
The two boats were dra
ther rapidly, and soon those
ridge heard the faint  but iner
patter of a gasoline exhaust. Carry
the same speed as the Bedford
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distance. The cyclopean eye of the
ship's searchlight blazed up, and the
next instant, out from the gloom leaped
a little craft, on the deck of which a
man gtood waving a lantern. She held
steadfastly to her course, and a voice
floated up to them.

“Ahoy! What ship?”

“The Bedford Castle, cannery tender
gor Bristol Bay,” Peasley shouted back.

The man on the launch relinquished
his lantern and using both palms for a
funnel, cried, more clearly now:
“Heave to! We want to come aboard.”

With an exclamation of impatience,
the commanding officer stepped to the
:lei::grnph. but Emerson forestalled
“Wait, they're after me, captain;
it’s the Port Townsend police, and it
ygu let them aboard they’'ll take me
oft."” )
“What makes you think s0?” de-
manded Peasley. «
“Ask them.”
Turning, the skipper bellowed down
the gleaming electric pathway, “Who
are you?”
“Police! We want to come ahoard.”
“What did I tell you?” cried Emer-

(To be Continued.)

‘What with the cocktail yarns about
Mr. Fairbanks and the stories told
about Sunny Jim Sherman to Senator
Gore, it seems that the vice presi-
dential office is becoming a pretty
strenuous job, remarks the Milwau-
kee News.

sound, Boyd remained at his post,|gon.
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The funeral of John Peterson whose
death occurred in Minneapolis, where
he was killed by a train Sunday, was
held yesterday morning at 10 o'clock
from the home of his mother, Mrs.
Frank Peterson 618 Spring street. Rev.
John Heefner, pastor of the German
Lutheran church conducted the serv<
{?. Interment was in Ottumwa ceme-
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Frank P. Vasey superintendent eloa

of the Albia schools is looking over th¢
work for the coming year and gottlﬁ
the details of the work in hand befo!
the opening of the term.

Miss Margaret Saandifer is visiting
relatives and friends at Blakesburs.
Miss Lula Clark returned home yes-
terday from a'six months’ stay In
California.

Mrs. J. D. Webb went to Memphis,
Mo. this morning for a visit with
friends,

County Superintendent Myrta Har-
low returned yesterday from a busi-
ness trip to Des Moines (
Miss Pearl Eno of Nelson, Nebr., is
thé guest of Monroe county relatives
and friends. %

Miss Kate and Helent Clayton of
Bloomfield are visitors at the home of
their uncle Jno. Demuth.

Dan Gholson who has been quite fll
for several days is showing a slight
improvement.

Miss Georgia and Florence Bunnell
left sl'lelsterday for their home at Can-
ton, Ill,

Attorney Enos Anderson of Chariton
made a combined business and pleas-
ure trip to Albi yesterday.

Ivyl Jenkins of Moberly, Mo., who
has been theé guest of his brother Judd
Jenkins at this place went to Knox-
lvme ~yes'erday for a short visit.
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the launch shortly came within hailing
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