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ELEVENTH EPIS3DE

The Saving of Dan O'Mara
Young Peggy O'Mara was troubled

i mind. She had become suspicious
to her own father. On more than one
occasion of late that debt-harrted
toller from the Applewalthe works
had been visited by a stranger who Im-
pressed the sophisticated young Peggy
uas anything but attractive. And an
honest man. Peggy argued with her-
mself, finds no need for stealing up to
a house at night and closeting hlmself
with Its owner behind the locked door
of a cellar workroom. So the spindle-
legged daughter of Dan O'Mara. watch
tbig for her chance, decided to investi-
gate.

But the gitli'l chances for investl-
gation were limited, for Peggy was a
hard-driven young housekeeper, with a
bedridden mother to look after as best
she could. Late one night, however.
when Dan O'Mara had led his myste-
rious visitor Into his cellar workroom
and locked the door behind him, the
gilrl slipped off her broken-toed shoes
and stole silently down to that under-
ground chamber of mystery.

Thee. with her ear to the keyhole.
she overheard enough to confirm her
darkest suspicions. She stole away.
etricken in spirit and struggling in
vain to keep back her tears, for the
girl's love for her toil-hardened father.
It not always blind, was at least with-
out limits. She waited until the mys-
terlons visitor had stolen out through
the house, with a parcel under his
arm. and then once more made her
way down to her father's workroom.
The door, this time, was unlocked. So
$9 entered noiselessly and crept over
to where Dan O'Mara sat staring at
the wall with unseeing eyes.

'Pop, what're you thlnkln' about?"
suddenly asked a tremulous voice
close to his shoulder.

He swung about like a shot.
"What should I be thlnkln' about?"

be demanded.
"You're thlnkln' about that man who

was down here ten minutes ago." was
the girl's answer.

"What man?" equivocated the cul-
prlt.

"Chinatown Charlie."
"And how'd you know he's called

Chinatown ('harlle?" demanded rebel-
lious-eyed Dan O'Mara.

"I know more'n that, pop." said the
girl. with a gulp. "I know that city
crook's ropln' you in for work I never
thought you'd do!"

"Work? What work?"
"There's a bunch of opium smug-

glers got wise to the fact that the dye
works is brlngln' in tons of that Kai-
sow wood from China. And certain o'
them blocks is goRein' to come In hol-
low, with secret marks, and you're
loin' to dig the opium out o' them and
hide it here until that hop runner for
Chinatown Charlle comes and carries
it away in a laundry bag!"

"Well. what about It?"
"You can't do it, pop. Hop smug-

glan's a pen job. and you know It."
"I got 'o take me chances." protest-

ed the man.
"But this ain't givin' you a chance,

pop."
"Ain't your mother got to have med

iclne?" demanded her father. "Ain't
we behind in our rent? And ain't the
company docked me ten a month since
that one-armed man had me machine
work taken away from me?"

"But you'll have more'n your ma-
chine taken away from you, pop.
You'll be queered with the company.
for tamperln' with stock, and then the
bulls '11 get wise and send you up the
river for smugglln'!"

"I've thought that out, me gerll. I've
no love for gron' agaiitst the law, at
me time o' life, but I guess we've got
to taka chances. We've got to, or go
under for good and all! For F'm think-
In' your poor mother was right when
she said there waa no crime so black
as the crime o' beln' poor!"

The face of the young girl hardened.
The look that came into her eyes was
opeuly anarchistic.

"But they'd promised to raise your
pay. over to the dye works!" she re
mintded him.

"Instead o' which they took off me
machine and gave It to that one-armed
snitch who claimed I'd been workin'
against the company by tr3yin' to in-
vent a chemical color that'd soon be
stndin' their old logwood plant t' the
scrap heap!'

A fighting light came Into the Celtic
eyes of the thin-blooded young girl.

"They've never given you a chanct.
none o' them!" she passionately
avowed.

"T'hen me that you don't be spollln'
me last asel" warned her father u
he got up from the table and pro
ceeded to hide away an artflly hol-
lowed out block .1 Kaiow wood.

Slent as 'eggy O'Mara remained a
on th.- subject of her discovery, she f
broo}ded l,:ig and darkly on this heav- n
ir ciowlI that hung over her home and
her father's good name. It haunted a
her thoughts as she worked. It tilled
her blind young heart with a spirit of n
revolt. It converted her into a di- P
minutive yet lowering-browed Ishmael-
Ite. She hated the owner of the works, 0
she told herself as she carried her fa- h
ther's dinner pail to the factory the a
next day. and she hated the hard- e
voiced foreman of the shaft room. She r
turned to stare belligerently towards
Ai:.on Applewaithe. the immaculate Y
son of the factory owner himself, as f
he ushered into the room of whirring
shafts and flying belts a small group a
of visitors.

Yet the Ishmael-like young face soft- a
ened a little as she looked at one mem- h
ber of that approaching group. For
one fair-haired girl of about twenty,
dressed in black, whom young Apple- d
waithe piloted about amid the roaring
and clattering machinery and repeat- h
edly addressed as "Miss Golden," was
beautiful enough to bring a wayward d
pang of envy to the breast of Peggy
O'Mara. As she watched her eyes sud-
denly widened in alarm. For Margery
Golden, in staring about the room, had
unconsciously moved closer to one of
the ponderous machines. There the
loose end of her motor-cape was
snapped at by a spinning cog wheel, as
a hound snaps at a bone. The next
moment the whirling teeth had fas-
tened themselves in the fabric of the
garment edge. carrying it back be-
tween the jaws of the twin cogs that
quickly closed on the cloth and
seemed to reach out for more.

At the same moment that Margery
Golden turned about to determine the
meaning of this sudden tug at her
clothing, the alert-eyed Peggy O'Mara
made an apparently maniacal spring
for that astounded young woman's
throat. For Peggy had long since
learned the meaning of guard rails and
the menace of high-powered ma-
chinery.

With a quick jerk of her thin young
fingers Peggy tore the cape free where
it was already straining against the
white column of its wearer's throat.
And with a movement equally quick
she dragged the woman in black away
from the whirling wheels, even before
young Anson Applewaithe. with a be-
lated shout of warning, sprang for the
control lever of the machine itself.

It was not until Margery Golden
saw the iron teeth of the cog wheels
swallowing up the last of her vanish-
ing cape that any inkling of her dan-
ger came home to her. And even then
she could not quite understand the
horror on young Applewaithe's face.

"By Jove. that was lucky!" gasped
that young man as he threw the shaft
belt off the pulley and brought the
machine to a stop.

And then Margery realized what it
all meant. An unkempt factory girl
had saved her from death,

Margery Golden stepped back and
leaned against a guard rail. Then, aft-
er looking studiously at the slattern
and slightly abashed figure of her de
liverer. she opened her pocketbook
and from it took out two or three neat-
ly folded bank notes. These she held
smilingly out to the girl with the
broken-toed shoes.

But a quick flash spread over the
usually colorless cheeks of Miss Peggy
O'Mara as she backed determinedly
away from the bills.

"Don't you care to take them?"
asked the somewhat astonished young
woman in black.

"No ma'am!" was the girl's almost
sullen retort. "I ain't earned 'em!"

"But I rather think you have," per-
sisted the other, still smiling.

"You see, you saved my life. And
surely you won't embarrass me by
arguing that it's not worth that
much!"

"I don't want your money." an-
nounced the sullen-eyed girl. putting
her hands behind her. But already
young Applewaithe was discreetly do
ing his best to pilot his visitors away
from the scene.

"Money does them no good, you
know," explained that affluent young
man. "And 1 think youll be interested
in seeing our macerating vats!"

Peggy O'Mara stared after the de-
parting group. So intently did she
stare after them that she was oblivl-
ous of the movements of the one-armed
man who had been stooping low over
his machine, in a pretense of filling Its
oil cups. He crept out to where a
small gold locket had dropped from
Margery Golden's neck during the en-
counter. He caught it up from the oil-
stained floor. looked at it for one short
moment, and then slipped It triumph-
antly into his pocket. After that he
stood behind his machine, well out of
sight, watching the fair-haired girl In
black as she stepped out through the
factory door. Illa eyes, as he watched
her. were both calculating and sinis-
ter. But the pallid-faced girl standing
so close beside him had no means of
knowing that this preoccupied and
stoop-shouldered workman who had
lost his right hand was Jules Legar.
long known to his enemies as the
Iron ('law.

That mysterious one-armed man.
however. was destined to become bet-
ter acquainted with Peggy O'Mara
than she imagined. For that night.
when the uneasy-minded girl knew her
father to be once more shut up in his
cellar workroom. she was further
disturbed by the sound of stealthy
steps across the bare wooden floor of
her home. She tiptoed out through
the door, crossed to the cellar steps,
and crept silently down into the dark-
ness.

There, vaguely outlined against the
door cracks in the wall shielding her
tathwr, she counld make out a stealthily

inquisitive figure. And she knew that
figure could mean no good to the house
of O'Mara.

She crept as silently up the broken
steps again, went to her father's time-
worn tool chest and from it took out a
somewhat rusty but ominous-looking
revolver.

The thin-armed girl with the thick-
bodied revolver then crept back to-
wards the cellar. She had reached the
top of the stairs when she saw a dark
figure slowly emerge from the gloom.
She stood there, with her jaw set and
her six-shooter leveled, waiting for the
intruder.

Thn a gasp of surprise broke from
her lips, for she saw it was the one-
armed workman from the Applewaithe
factory. And the next moment she re-
membered that this was the s;.•ne man
who had tried to rob her father of his
work. And she no longer hesitated.

"Get out o' this house!" she com-
manded. "And get out quick. or 1'11
put a hole clean through you!"

For a moment Legar stared round-
eyed at the apparition conrfrot ting
him. Then he turned and backed
slowly yet discreetly away, with his
eyes steadily fixetl on the pistol bar-
rel so diconcertingly close to his body.
"Now. my girl. I mean no harm for

you here." he tried to argue, as he felt
for the door behind him.

But life had left Miss Peggy O'Mara
a good deal of a cynic.

"You mean harm for me father-
and that's enough for me! Get out o'
here, and go while the goin's good!"

"Listen to me," persisted Legar as
he backed through the door, "you're
doing your father more harm, at this
very moment, than I could ever do
him."

But the grim young face of the girl
did not relax.

"I'll take me chance on that," was
her retort.

"But you're losing your chance
you're-"

Legar did not complete that sen-
tence. Instead, he leaped suddenly to-
wards the girl with the firearm, for'
he had noticed her dress sleeve catch
in the screen-door hook. This had re-
sulted in the momentary deflection of
that ever-menacing revolver barrel.
and Legar's long fingers had encom-
passed that weapon before she could
level it again. With a quick turn or
two he had twisted it out of her hand
Then 'he caught her by the shoulder
and swung her fiercely about. Even
then she was not actively afraid of
him. The tears in her eyes were more
those of mortification than of terror.

"Now, my girl, I'm going to tell you
a thing or two," said the man with the
revolver, stooping closer to her in the
moonlight. "You think I'm an enemy
of your father's. But you're wrong.

i: "I
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The Girl Seemed Honest.

All I am is a treasury agent. And I've
been wondering if you know how many
years it means for a man who gets
caught in a twenty thousand-dollar
dope-smuggling coup?"

Legar turned and nodded pregnantly
toward the cellar where he knew
O'Mara to be.

"You've nothin' on me father!" pro-
tested the now terrified girl.

"Nothing beyond the fact, of course,
that he's carrying Kaisow wood away
from the Applewaithe factory. And
why ho's doing that you know as well
as I do!"

A sob suddenly shook the meager
body of the white-faced girl.

"For Gawd's sake, mister, gather me
in if you want to! Take me, but don't
send me father up! He's a good man
at heart, and wouldn't so much as
harm a fly.! You can kill me if you
want to, but don't be hard on me fa-
ther!"
Legar stood thoughtfully regarding

her.
"I don't want to kill you, my girl. I

want to help you. And if you're willing
to take a turn at helping me, in a
move or two, I believe I could still
make this thing come out all right."

"You'll let me father off?" she de-
manded.

"Yes."
"Then tell me what I'm to do."
"You remember that young lady at

the works this morning, who nearly
got drawn into the machinery?"

"The skirt with the starry eyes?
Sure!"

"Well, I want to meet that young
lady. in secret."

"And where do I come In?" aekei
the worldly wise girl.

"I want *you to go to her house and
ask her to come to the sluiceroom of
the factory tomorrow night."

"I can see that millionaire dame
losin' her beauty sleep to beat it out
to a dye dump like this!"

"Then it's up to you to take her
there," was Legar's retort.

"But I ain't no miracle worker!"
Legar drew back.
"Then our bargain is to fall

through?" he demanded, with a head
movement towards the cellar door.

"But how'm 1 goin' to make her
come?" inquired the distressed girl
Legar drew out the gold locket which

he had picked up from the factory
Boor.

"Thisa b e throat when
you tore b s this morning.
Take that her you'd found
it after sbs feel sorry for
you. In got to make her
feel sorry • elou'd better try a
faint, whete ing to her, and
tell her Lsten for a couple
of days. give you money
But you that your moth-
er is w9 rs you are."
"But s' n't swallow that

sob stuff't"
"It's up make her. And

the best her out here is to
persuade a basket of food
and wine it back with her
in her own knows you belong
to *he ment here and
she won't I ous. You do your
work right, ll have her here
tomorrow

The yo which life had al-
ready left' led the sinister
figure in th ht.

"And her out to that
sluiceroom you goin' to do
with her"

The on laughed quietly.
"That's strictly between

her and m. his calmly enunci-
ated repl, pped slowly back
and disap•' ugh the shrub-
bery beside cottage.

The girl staring after him
without m :'S. intently did she
look after hing figure that
she did itl a second figure.
even more a than the first.
as it sllippIi~ the shadows and
stepped q de her.

She •:rt and stared
up at the itnger confronting her.
And it did not add to her peace of
mind to discover that this stranger
wore a mask over his face.

"What d' you want here?"' was her
brusque demand.

"I'm looking for a young girl who
happens to be in trouble," was the
quietly spoken reply.
"Then I guess you'll have to keep

on travelin'," announced Peggy as she
swung up the broken steps with as-
sumed nonchalance, strode in through
the door, and shut it after her. She
stood there for several minutes before
venturing to move. Then she silently
reopened the door and stared out, to
make sure that her visitor had taken
his departure. Instead of catching
sight of the masked figure, however,
she was a little startled to see the
one-armed man push his way in
through the bushes and once more
creep to the door where she stood.

"What did that man want?" quick-
ly demanded the newcomer.

"I didn't wait to ask him." was the
girl's retort.

"No. I guess this isn't a time for
waiting." ruminated the other aloud.

"And for that reason we'll have to
speed up that bargain of ours. and put
the thing through tonight!"

"Tonight?" echoed the girl in a whis-
per of alarm.

"Do you want to save your father?"
"I'll bring 'er," she announced with

grim determination. "I'll bring her,
even though I have to throw a string
o' fits to start her on the way!"

The Drums of Death.
It was not until Margery Golden

was seated in the suede-upholstered
landaulet that she found time to ques-
tion the expediency of her midnight
mission. Yet as she looked at the un-
happy and hollow-eyed girl at her side
she felt sure that her journey, odd as
it had at first seemed to her, could not
be altogether a mistake. The girl was
honest. of that there could be no ques-
tion, for she had journeyed many long
miles to restore a trivial bit of jewelry
to its owner. She had also refused to
accept money. She had even seemed
unwilling, after Margery had packed a
large motor hamper with jelly and
milk and potted meats, to have that
luxurioau pdhig lady venture so far
a-field at iu an hour of the night.
But Margsy Mlt that it was a case
where the leos of time might possibly
mean the loss of a life, and she was
glad, as they went humming out past
the thinning lights of the city's re-
motust sutibrb, that she had not hesi-
tated to do what she could to repay
her debt to the daugh!:,.r of Dan
O'Mara.

"-Vhy are We stopping at the Apple-
waithe worksr' she asked as the car
drew up beside the unlighted roadside.

"Because me mother's here for the
night," explaitned the wistful-eyed girl
as she clambered down from the car,
grateful for the gloom that already
surrounded her. "You see. ma'am. they
put us out o' the house this mornin'!
So pop got the watchman here to let
me mother ileep in one o' the base-
ment roomL"

"Will yeaotther be here?" inquired
the somewhat bewildered young wom-
an at her Ihees.

"I can j+t 'lm, ma'am," explained
the girl as -g put down the hamper,
"ift you'l dit step in through that
door."

"Bat twllelke me to where your
mother fL d Margery, gathering
up her Oshe g lanced into the
diag febly lighted by its
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With a Bed-Ridden Mother to Look After.

"I'11 be back in a minute, ma'am." the bo
girl replied, only too glad of any rea- we
sonable excuse for disappearing. mt

Margery, in the meantime, peered an
doubtfully about the somber building
in which she found herself so unex- we
pectedly a visitor. Along one side of
the room in which she stood she could do
make out dark masses of dye wood mt
piled as high as her head. Beside this ing
she saw, in the uncertain light, an As
open pit filled with water. Into one tw
side of this pit ran a cement-walled of
sluiceway. stained almost black, with thi
a watergate set in the upper part ot ini
its channel. The opening in the far a
side of the pit, which was guarded by wl
a heavy iron grill as big as a park ar
gate, led into a high-walled cavern me
across which stretched a number of po
huge steel drums. Set in these drums an
were rows of knife-edged cleavers.

The polished surfaces of these great wi
blades of steel shone ominously in the an
half-light.

Margery was still staring at the lo
great drums bristling with cleavers an
when with a suddenness that startled re
her the electric lights were thrown on be
across the roof of the chamber. She sc
wheeled about quickly to discover the ly
cause for this. As she did so, an invol- he
untary gasp escaped from her lips. For at
standing beside the door, with his fin- fo
ger still on the switch, the Iron Claw bl
himself confronted her.

"Why are you afraid of me?" he con- te
fidently purred. For the girl drew m
slowly away while he as slowly fol- he
lowed after her, step by step. Then, to
with a movement that was feline in its to
quickness, he flung out an arm and ca
seized her. Then he turned her delib- ra
erately about until she faced the black si
walled sluiceway. But the girl shrank th
back.

"Don't be afraid of it, my dear." he in
mocked as he led her forcibly, step by Le
step, to the lip of the channel through of
which the mill water was curling and le

eddying. "In fact. I want you to look ni
at it closely and understand it fully. 81
It's wonderful, wonderful for many
reasons. At the end of this sluice, you in
see, is a log mangle. I have seen those m
knives shred a six-inch timber in less in
than a minute's time." is

He turned and stared down at the b

white-faced girl, drinking to the full di

the dizzy wine of her terror, wringing
a voluptuous delight out of her word- L
less gape of horror. Then the look on e"
his face suddenly altered, and be ai
wheeled about, still clutching the girl f'
close to his side. He stood staring at W

the door which he had locked but a ft
minute before. And his face sudden- P
ly hardened as he saw the heavy iron to
latch of that door move.

Margery, following his glance, also
watched that door. And when she
heard the thump of a heavy timber on h
its panels a new hope sped through a
her. That hope equipped her with tI
fresh strength. It prompted her to
struggle against the Iron Claw with "

the utmost power of her desperate k
young body. But her enemy, for all o
her efforts, was too much for her. Foot g
by foot he forced her back towards
the open sluiceway. Then, with a mut-
tered gasp of finality and a sudden up- d
ward heave of his shoulders, he flung b
the girl headlong into the water. c

As he did so the door burst open.
For the heavy-hearted Peggy O'Mara, t4
after slipping guiltily away from the
sluiceroom where she had left her
quite unsuspecting victim, awakened a
for the first time to the full enormity
of her offense. As she stood there in
the darkness, staring back at the dark
mass of the factory walls, the aches of
remorse lay heavy on her young heart.

She was standing there, with tears
of helplessness in her eyes, when a
figure stepped up to her. She would
have fled, incontinently, at the ap-
proach of that intruder. But the
stranger held her with a gently re-
straining hand. And as she peered up
at his face she saw that it was the r

man in the laughing mask.
"The righting of wrongs is a part of

my business in life. Can I help you?"
The girl hesitated.
"Yes." she finally confessed, with a

burst of tears. And through her sobs
she brokenly recounted as much as
she dared of that night's proceedings. t
But she continued to weep.'1

"And me father'll be goln' to the F
pen for what I'm tellin' you." she
wailed out in her misery. t

"He will not." avowed the Laughing '

Mask. with decision. "He'll have

more than help before this night is r
over, and a better job and a clear con- c
science before another one comes! s
But tefl me first where you left this c

girl you brought out from the city?"
"Inside the door o' the slulceroom

I there."
"Good God!" gasped the man in the i

mask. Then he caught the spindle -a
Ilegged Peggy O'Mara by the hand and
started for the shadowy pile of the fac- t
Itory on the run. "Quick!" he said as
he ran, "show me the door!"

rThe half.-breathless girl pointed it
I ottohim. But as he ran up to it he a
Sfound it locked. He stooped and tfran-
t tlaly caught up a piece of timber al a
ma. along and heavy as his oin

body. Peggy O'Mara. seeing that its ':

weight seemed more than he could i"
manage, promptly ran to his assist- g'
ance. di

"Now, come together," he said, "for g'
we've got to knock that door in!"- "

Twice, three times, they charged the li
door before it gave way. But the mo- ec
ment its panels crashed in the Laugh a'
ing Mask leaped through the opening. ft
As he did so he caught sight of the
two struggling figures on the brink th
of the blackened runway. As he saw fr
the figure of the woman flung headlong P,
into the open sluiceway he leaped with te
a shout towards the one-armed man si
who stood on its brink. But that one- fr
armed man, with a lightninglike move- t
ment. whipped a revolver from his ce
pocket, swung round on the intruder, ol

and fired. gi
The Laughing Mask wheeled half '

way about, staggered a step or two, ei
and then fell forward on his face. (1

The wide-eyed Peggy O'Mara, fol- re
lowing at his heels, saw both that fall ui
and the fact that the Iron Claw had al- nl
ready leaped towards the control o0
board of the water mangle. Peggy a
screamed aloud, shrilly and belligerent- v
ly, as she leaped for the man already a
before the control board. She caught
at him, clawing at his upraised arm, iF
fought him with every jot of her thin- tI
blooded girlish body.

Hut she was no match for that de- c
termined and malignant opponent. The o
most she could do was to distract and I1
harry him for a precious moment or
two. Then, realizing she was a factor
to be eliminated without scruple, he
caught her bodily up from the floor, a
raised her above his head. and with a a
sickening thud, sent her body against v
the solid masonry of the factory wall. f

She lay there stunned, without mov- r
ing. moaning brokenly with pain, as s
Legar darted back to the control lever n
of the mangle drums and shifted that t
lever to the spot marked "start." The I
next moment he had thrown over the i
switch of the sluicegate control.

He ventured one triemphant glance
in the direction of the whirring
mangle knives and the slowly ascend-
ing gate. Then, with a grimace of sat- t
isfaction, he leaped over the inert y
body of the Laughing Mask, ran to the t
1 door, and disappeared in the darkness. n

Had that flight been less hurried I
Legar might have observed that the c
eyes of the Laughing Mask were open, c
and the inert body, weak as it was
from the loss of blood from a flesh
wound in the hip. was already pain-
fully gathering itself together for some t
predetermined movement. That move-
ment, wavering and unsteady as it
was, took the crawling man directly to
the control board of the water mangle.

There. by a supreme effort, he raised
himself to his feet, groped about with
an unsteady hand, and swung back
the lever.

The next moment the roar of the
machinery stopped, the threshing
knives stood poised. But it had been
only in the nick of time. For Mar-
t gery Golden, who had clung to the
sluicegate until its withdrawing bars
had compelled her to relax her last
desperate clutch on its bars and drop
back into the black tide carrying her'
closer and closer to those flailing
blades of death, now caught and clung
to a graphite-covered driving chain litI
tie more than a yard from the fore-
most mangle drum which towered

r above her like an open jaw. And as
she clung there, a renewing wave of
y hope swept through her body, for from

n the sluiceway wall above her she could
hear a reassuring if somewhat un-
steady voice calling down to her. And
that voice, she knew, was the volce
of the Laughing Mask!

a (TO BE CONTINUED.)

The Marseilles-Rhone Canal.
Completion of the 5-mileMarserlleO

Rhone canal, which will permit small
SMediterranean steamers to anter the
Rhone river, indicates that not quite
, all of France's energy is being con-
sumed by the war. A four4ad4-half-
mile tunnel through the Rove momn-
Staln, the canal's chief obstacle, has
Sbeen successfully bored, practically
Sending the six years of labor put in on
this great public work. Unlike the
Turkish railroads in Palestine. this
project seems to have been pushed to

ea conclusion in spite of the war rather
than because of it. Yet its advantages

g where huge armies are depending on
e water-borne munitions and food can
a readily be grasped. To the PFrench
e. canal system, already the most sxtes-
! sive in the world, it will be an addition
Sof prime importance.

Matter of Business.
"I hope you don't associate with

a that man I saw you speak to in the
Sstreet just nowr"

d "Associate with him! What do yo
c- take me for? That man. sir, is one
s of the most rascally, corrupt, maesk

ing. under-handed, low-down, villa
it ons. sad depraved seoundrels tht
a ever kept out of Jall"
a- "I know it. But why agm e• as
I- speaklag terms with him c mll"

S"Why. Im- law~w."

FIRST PRINCIPLES OF SAVING

Men Must Look to the Future If There
Is to Be Any Progresr Made

by the World.

Soclallst•' claim that the world would
be better off if every man received arind
consumed all that he producell so that
nobody coul accumulate wealth or he-
aome more rirosperous tha:i his neigh-

bor. If all men were equally strong,
intelligent. honest and Industrious,
suth a sta:it' ml iiih he piosilhe; bilt the

superlualn must come iirst.
If u si•aill group of mieln living by

themnselves sa uinohilang andi do no
work to imllprove their future. they
will not prl'gress. They woutld liii\' to

hiild anid tlherwvise create rcal \\eiltlhi
for futu re use.. or theiy wiouilll remaninr
barbarians. The aibrigine's oisf Amer-
ica, At:strili awii mniost of Africa lived
fr'onI hillld to Illlluti for ages. Alert-
caiLL Inlli: ns were ipraictica:l socialists,
and they imilde nil pirogress. litihugh
tiery \aere l'lihysic•:ly stroing zill Intel-
,t'tually bright. They rellillined liarbta-
rilans Ietcaullse they tgave no thought to
the fItll ure.

If it few llen, beginning wlith nolth-
ing nmore than means of Iharce suste-
illnlii. pIlllt lsid.e every yealr likens of
valuel such aIs gol, liccelt allll e to Iti'lll-
selves, or ltllild houses., n1ike btiols,
cliloth and oliter things of vlili', that
canl lie kelpt for future use thiy will
impllroive their citnolitloi in lift' and

grow rich In prolportiou to their Indtlus-
dustry andl thrift. The accunluliltiion of
gold or other imolney is a ;secondallry
Illatter. lR'eal weallth can lie accuniu-
iated in olher ways, hut mloney Is a
coinvtnlietlce that stanldardizes vaIlues
andi has Ibecome indispensalle to our
form of civilization.

Whern wealth has been accumulated
the conlniunity is benefitedl hy its exist-
ence. As it grows, roads can be buhllllt,
pure water can be brought into the
towns, etc. Such progress is inipo)s-
sible if there is no store of wealth
from which to draw to pay or suslain
the min who do the work before it le-
comnes Iroductlve. It may lbe sitd that
other mnemliers of the comlnunlt ty could
give part of the welllth they piroduce
while public works are being construct-
ed. That is true, but It would be the
txauct accumulation of wealth to which
refcrence is made, and Its outward
andl visible sign would be the roads
and the waterworks. By giving part
of their earnings or products for such
a plurlpost' they piut aside somlletllng of
value for future use. In this case roads
and a water system.

Sonmeone has to save if ally progress
is to be madte, and the more that save
the facst'r will be the rate of progress
anid the greater the prosperity of the
comnunity. What the masses lack is
iol'rtrect undetrstanding of tllelr common
inil, ','t.-New York Comnimercial.

Never Knows What He Wants.
The nuisance for the man wllo has

acquiretd great financial resources usu-
ally Is that he doesn't know what lihe
wants. 'Possessing the resources and
feeling the normal necessity to have
recourse to them.,- hbe looks about for
somnetthing to want, and he selects the
nmost costly thing. The acquisitlon of
this most costly thing always inivolves,
In practice, the separator, of richd
man from society. .Thus, be will ac-
quire a large estate, or seeraet
estates, and cut himnsel A•
world by gates, doors, mlei

lodge keepers, menials, and eaetab-
ties. Or he will acquire a 2.0(.toa
yacht and cross the Atlantic privately,
though less quickly, less conmfortably,
and even less privately than on a great
liner. Or he will keep a private or-
clestra, Instead of being seen at con-
'erts. All which, though magnificent.

is antisocial and silly, and Is secretly
felt to he so by the rich man when he
haplpens to wake up in the middle of
the night and can't go to sleep again--
Womnan's Home Companion.

Generous Mani
A Scotch comedian whose frugality

is as notorious as he himself is famous,
had an engagement in Glasgow some
years ago, and as he iad a friend who
could put him up for the week, no ho-
tel was going to get free advertising
through his residence within Its walls.

His host had just become the proud
possessor of a son and heir, but his
pritie In the kid did not prevent him
from giving the star all the attention
the 111ost exacting guest could expect.

The Satturday night brought a taxi
to the door. and while the host was
carrying down the luggage the come-
dian. after bidding his hostess good-
by. pulled a handful of silver out of
his lscket and said: "Do ye ken,
Mrs. Whitewood, if I had a copper I
wad leave it for the bairn !"-Saturday
Evening Post.

Prisoners Married by Proxy.
Four French prisoners of war in

G3ermany, now in the camp at Stendal,
wt're' Inarrlel rect'utly to their respec-
tive fiancees in France. The arrange-
ments wt'rci ciompleted through the
Spanish , Idassy in Berlin. Exactly
at the tint" at which the wedding cere-
mony, with the brides absent, was per-
ing performed in the prisoners' camp .
at Stendal. another ceremony, with the
bridegri.mas absent, was performed in
France.

Think This Over.
What the average man calls dignity,

isn't. It is usually self-deftnrse. The
sritllt'n wutrer t,f the nllhltgt-il dignity

knows instinctively that he is a pin-
headti. and11 lt-s~rn't want to you to get
Intinuite enough with him to find it out.
-- Life.

Worse Domestlc Ones.
"I suppose Blinks is now expert-

,,ncing some of the worst horrors of
\a ar."

"hlardly. He enlisted to get away
from them."

In the Restaurant.
"That man yondler is from a zoo."
"How do you know ?"
"I heard him ordt'r a pony of

brandy, a pousse-cafe and some hot
dogs."

DOeePeratle.
"Is dis high cost of ilvln' worryta'

your" asked Meandering Mike.
"It's drivin' me deperate, r"ple4

Plodding Pete. "m Ilmos tempta i.
W 50 to wuu'k


