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PROLOGUE.

With wildly shricking horn disturb- |
ing the very solitudes of the distant !
hills, and with pale and terror|
stricken chauffeur bending over the
wheel, the limousine of David Pow-
ers, millionaire lumber king, tore
through the granite gateway of his
bexutiful residence and dashed madly

along the shrub-bordered driveway
toward the marble porch
Powers himself—tyvrant boss of &

thousand underfed workmen—was
on the steps. Anxlety was betrayed
by every line of his working features.

Perry Travis, his legal adviser, was
with him, and as the machine came
to a sudden stop befors them, its
grinding wheels sending up a shower
of fine stone and gravel, Powers was
seen to pause and turn an instant
toward the vounger man as if for
support

He had heard the piercing, clank-
ing notes of the horn long before the
machine was in sight. He knew the
temper of his men. He realized that
bis affairs were approaching a crisis.
And he was afraid—afraid with the
pititul fear which comes over strong
men when they realize that the con-
fronting danger is of their own crea-
tion

With trembling 1imbs the chauffeur
climbed from his seat and averted his
tear distended eyes, as with unsteady
hand he pointed to the broken window
pane in the door of the handsome ma-
chine. The emall round hole, with its
pattern of radiating cracks, like a
serried and shattered mirror, told 1its
own story. Nothing but a bullet could
bave made a break like that.

Mastering his own emotion with su-
preme effort, Powers stepped toward
the machine, and with firm hand—for
his was a will of fron—he opened the
door. From out of the luxurious in-
terior he lifted the inert body of his
beautiful daughter and pressed her to
bis bosom—a bosom that was racked
and torn with partly stified sobs.

Gently—gently as when she had
been an infant some twenty Yyears
ago—he carried her into the house
and tenderly—oh, so tenderly he
placed her on a divan.

David Powers sank on one knee be-
side the cot, and then slowly his body
seemed to shrivel and =ag, much like
a half-filled bag of meal, as with a
complete surrender to grief he threw
himself prone upon the floor and utter-
od the single word,

“Dead.”

Travis stood sllently beside the
stricken father, unable to think or
move. The young woman who lay
there & victim to the wickedness that
the tyranny of her father had stirred
in the breasts of his workmen, had
been his flancee, and his sorrow was
but lttle less than that of the ago-
nized parent.
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David Powers was known as the
man who never smiled during busi-
ness hours. He was known as the
man whose employees all feared him.
He was known, too, as one of the most
successful lumbermen in the business
on the Pacific coast and all who
knew him envied him. Stern, domi-
neering, and with a genius for organi-
zation, he could get more work out
of less men for smaller wages than
any man in the state of California—
that s, more than any man eXcept
one. And the man who excelled him
a8 & driver of men, the man who
could extract one more ounce of labor
for one tithe less of wages was Jake
Bnyder, the chief foreman, pugnaclous,
hard as nails, fiinty-hearted and en-
tirely without sentiment

Jake made an ideal driver for 8o
exacting a boss as Powers, Watch
him mow on this morning several
weeks before the ehooting of Laura
Powers. Watch him as he talks
among the men there on the dock
and on the boat Note the feverish
anxiety with which the men bend to
thelr tasks when he glowers in their
direction.

Powers had just driven up to his
office In his high-powered six and had
sent to Jake.

The millionaire was looking over the
market column of the morning paper
when his foreman entered and he
never lifted his eyes from the absorb-
ing sheet until the fleld commander
bad drawn his chair up close to his
employer's desk.

Thers was no word of greeting be-
tween the men

Polnting & pudgy finger first at the
mewspaper and then at the nose of his
foreman, the millicnairs spoke tersely
and barshly:

“Lumber's high in ths East, Jake.
Drive your men to the limit and get
that shipment sast while prices hold
wp.”

Thers was & grim cruelty In Jake's
eyes and just a tinge of a amile on hia
@rm, thin lips as be aoawered:
“They'rs pretty near the limit now,

BEFORE HIS RISE TO FAME

Moted Awther Has Graphically De-
ploted Struggle of Yeuth to Get
Faothaid an LWe's Ladder.
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when | was almoat nvereome
of selfsommisaration and
anger. For inetance, | was

T—

it

!

TYRANNY o

A1l Moving FPicturs Rights and all For-
Btrictly Heserved.)

The uely smile was still on Jake's
face when he left the private office
and on the stéps of the building he
paused for a moment, spat on his
hands and sgquared his shoulders, as
it enjoving the prospect of trouble
that he scented,

And, like most of those who look
for trouble, Soyder found it. He had
hardiy left the docks to answer FPow

ers’ summons when Karl Hurd, deli

cate of face and hardly strong enough
for the work he had been forced to
accept, etaggered back, dropped the
plece of lumber he was handling and
almost sank to the ground from sheer
weariness. Too much work and not
enough food was slowly killing him,
and only the thought of his wife and
daughter gave him strength enough to
keep up.

Several of his fellow laborers came
towards him and offered to help him

They talked with discontent over con-
ditions that forced them to submit to
the treatment that Jake and Powers
meted out.

At a low warning shout from one
of their number, all jumped to their
places and were busy at work when
Jake came around the corner of the
nearest lumber pile—that is, all but
Hurd,

“Hera you, get to work and cut out
that soldlering,” velled Snyder as he
bounded across the low pile in Hurd's
direction.

“Get to work now, not next week.”
he added as Hurd was slow in re
sponding, emphasizing the words with
a vicious kick.

Sudden, swift passlon selzed Hurd,
and careless of all consequences—
thoughtless as to what the future
might hold for him—he lunged flerce-
Iy at hls foreman, and struck him
squarely between the eyes. His was
the strength of desperation and the
blow sent Jake reeling against the
lumber pile.

The startled shout—hall of amaze-
ment and hall of approval—which
greeted Hurd's action, as much as
the sudden Impact of doubled fist
against human flesh, brought him
quickly to his senses, and he stood
for a moment staring at his dazed
persecutor as the realization of what
he had done was slowly impressing
itself upon him.

And then fear seized him, and turn-
ing on his heel he fled—fled as if
& thousand demons were after him—
fled blindly up one lumber yard alley
and down the other with the enraged
Snyder, who had gquickly recovered,
dashing madly after him.

“Stop or 1 fire,” yelled Jake, and
then hlis revolver spoke—not once
but three times in rapid succession,
the vicious fire and the snipping bul-
lets adding to the pandemonlum that
reigned in the lumber yard.

But Hurd fled blindly on.

Stumbling, plunging, falllng and
rising again, he raced across the

‘“They're Pretty Near the Limit Now,”
Said Jake, “but We'll Speed "Em Up
a Bit"

rough, uneven ground, and reached
the rallroad tracks just as the inter
urban trolley bound for San Pedro
whirred into view. With his last re-
malning ounce of strength, he made
a desperate spurt and flung himself
headlong on to the front platform of
the rushing trolley. That he escaped
death beneath the wheels was a mir-
acle,

For just an instant Hurd lay prone
upon the platform and then slowly
drew himsell up to a standing posi-
tlon. He was too relleved at his
escape from Immedlate danger to
give much thought to the fact that
his job was probably gone—that he
was out of employmeat. That a
realization of his full plight would
have come to him eoon is possible,
had not a sudden commotion in the
interior of the car attracted his at-
tention. Glancing through the glass
door, he noticed Jake, the smoking
revolver still in his hand, advancing
along the center aisle of the car. His
face was working angrily and every
line of his ugly countenance cried out
tor revenge. He had been close upon
Hurd's heels in the mad race and a
duplicate of the wild lunge that
landed Hurd on the front platform
had catapulted him on to the back
one,

The Powers lnmber yard lay in low
ground just east of the trolley right
of way, and at the instant that Hurd,
glancing into the interlor of the car,
saw his pursuer advancing upon him,
the car was swiftly moving onto a

s

tregtle that cartied the trolley high
inte the air, over the lumber yard,
and on toward the city.

It was & time for quick action, and
Hurd was equal to the emergency.
With a new strength born of his mo
mentary respite, Karl gathered him-
gelt together for a spring, and mur-
muring a prayer for safety, he hurled
himselt flercely from the swiftly
moving trolley and landed on top of
a towerlng lumber pile. As he lay
winded and panting on top of the
rude skvecraper, he saw Jake car
ried swiftly past him on the dashing
trolley, shaking his fist at his esc aped
impotent rage

Slowly, his fingers gripping des-
perately at the projecting boards, his
feet unsteady and head swim
ming, Hurd ellmbed down the side
of the lumber pile that had been his
temporary haven. It seemed ages
before he reached the ground.

quarry in

And then le came face to face with
Snyder

'.".!k-- wild beasts the men glared at
each other

Slowly, cautionsly they approached
Snyder's attitude was eager, expect:
Snyder

ant, Hurd's was desperate
gwung his rude weapon easily, hold-
tng it ready. Hurds flata were

doubled. The two men closed.
Snyder, his intended blow blocked
tor the moment, found himself borne
backward by the flerce rush of the
other. He etruggled with a determina-
tion worthy of a better cause. And
his superior strength soon told.
Stralping and panting he slowly
forced Hurd to release his grip, and.
choving his opponent from him, he
suddenly, with the swiftness of a man
trained to such warfare raized his
elub and sent it erashing down upon
the skull of the underfed and poorly
nourished stevedors

Hurd dropped like a stone.
done.

He was

.
“Wait until my birthday, Perry—Iit's
only four months—and then per
haps—"
Laura Powers had gently withdrawn
her sgoft white hand from the more
masculine ones of I'erry Travis and
had gazed dreamily out across the
well trimmed lawns and beautiful gar-
dens
She was happy aud pampered and
indulged. She had reveled in a father's
love—a love that amounted almost to
worship. And now she knew that she
had gained another man’s love — the
love of a man who was worthy and
had her father’s approval.
Small wonder that the days had
flown swiftly. Small wonder that time
had taken unto itself wings. And now
her birthday was here. Already the
guests were assembling. Already Per-
ry was at the house, eager and impa-
tient for his answer. And even yet
Laura sometimes wondered just what
that answer would be
And Laura, while entering into the
gayety about her, yet found her mind
trequently wandering away from her
surroundings; found herself constant-
Iy trying to concentrate on the answer
she was so soon to give Perry.
And then he came to greet her. Long
and fondly he gazed into her eyes and
unconscious of her surroundings she
let him hold her hand longer than
was strictly necessary.

Quietly her father stepped up to
where they stood.

“Friends,” he said, "I wish to an-
nounce the engagement of my daugh-
ter Laura to Perry Travis.”

The confused laugh and the pretty
blushes that mantled her cheek, chas-
ing themselves {n telltale profusion up
to the wery roots of her wavy hair,
were enough to tell those present that
her father's words had not displeased
her. Perry had his answer.

Just then, as if the fates were loth
that happiness should reign supreme,
there came an interruption. While the
guests were crowding up and about
Laura, the women kissing her and the
men #howering congratulations upon
her, the servants were trying to keep
a committes of workmen from enter-
ing at the gate.

Tim Shand was at their head—Tim
the flery—Tim the eloquent. For
weeks now the men had been on
strike. For weeks there had been tur-
moll and strife. For weeks there had
been starvation in the homes of the
strikers and destitution among the
children of the workingmen. Ever
since the trouble between Snyder and
Hurd the discontent of the men had
grown. And then bad come the last
straw—the order given by Powers and
enforced by Snyder—an order, work-
Ing the men an hour longer each day
and all day Sunday without extra pay.
Even Snyder, tyrannical as he was
known to be, had protested slightly
at the latest outrage.

“The men’ll never stand it,” he had
said.

“Times are hard and it must be
done,” Powers had answered.

“The men will strike,” Snyder had
ventured.

“Then we will get others,” the mil-
lionaire had answered

And so, golng from group to group,
Snyder had driven them harder, had
shouted the new orders at them, had
sought to coerce them Into submlission
by a volley of filthy oaths

Even the worm will turn, they say.
and hungry, underpaid stevedores are
less patient than the earth-grubbing
insect. There were murmurs at Sny-
der's orders and open rebellion at his
language. Just how it started nobody
seemed to know; just who began it
doesn't matter. Suffice to say that
leaderless as the men were, {mpelled
by & common Instinct, they had sud-
denly rushed the rough-tongued fore-
man and had thrown him off the dock
Into the water. Then had come the
march to the office, the demand for
better pay. the clanging of the gate,

the call for the police—and the atrike.
Of all this not a word had reached

Laura. Of all this not a whisper, nrot
a sugmestion had found Iita way be-
hind the heautiful vinecovered stone
wall that surrounded the Powers es-
tate. Not a svilable had been per
mitted to digturb the peace and seren-
ity of the Hionaire's palatial res-
fdence, anc *nmhdh‘uy never would

have, if the men at an open alr meet-
ing on the afternoon of Laura’s party

had not appointed Tim Shand the
head of a committee to place their
grievances b o the millionaira

“We can never get to him at his
office. W will gee him at his home,”
Tim had st d

At last Tim and the angry Powers
came face to face

For a moment the two men glared
at each nther. And then Shand, with
the self-command and eloquence that
had made | a leader among the
workmen, quickly made bis plea for
justice

“We rome to vyou Mr. Powers, he-
cause we realize that you do not know
what the men have suffered Wa
know that if you had realized the
awful tyranoy of your underiing

conditions would have been improved
long ago. We ask you to take the
men back under proper working

Laura's Fiance Throwing Her Father's
Tenants Out of Their Homes.

conditions. And (this firmly), we
ask the removal of Snyvder. Not for
ourselves alone, but for our wives and
children we appear. They are starv-
ing.”

“Let them starve,” was Powers' an-
BWer,

laura was a surprised and startled
witness to this stirring scene, She
had never realized before that there
was such a thing as starvation.

A great compassion was born with-
in her. Her features showed the dawn
of a wondrous pity Putting her arms
about her father's neck she asked him
to tell her all about the strikers and
their hungry families. Laughingly he
put her from him.

“Those problems are not for little
girls like you.,” he told her. “Go and
join your guests. They will miss you.”

1.

Mina Hurd was a frail and delicate
woman of {wenty-five. A constant
battle with poverty had left its marks.
Far into each night she toiled with
needle In a desperate endeavor to eke
out the little family’s slender in-
come.

Bent over some hand-sewing, urg-
ing her weary fingers to unceasing en-
deavors to add to the slowly increas-
ing pile of finished garments beside
her, she hardly dared to raise her
eyes from her work, when a com
motion at the unpainted front door of
the shabby cottage warned her that
she was having visitors at an unusual
time.

Two laborers appeared at the door-
way supporting the half unconscious
Hurd between them. Iis head was
covered with blood. His eyes were
glassy. His feet shufMed and seemed
too heavy for him to lift,

“Your husband's been hurt, ma'am,”
eald one of the men, as guided by
Mina, they half dragged, half carried
the injured man to the scantily fur-
nished bedroom and propped their
stricken comrade in the shabby bed.

The happenings of the next few
hours were as a dream to Mina. She
had a hazy recollection that one of
the men had called the kindly-faced
and gentle Doctor Gray. She vaguely
remembered having fed something to
little Mina. She dimly sensed having

hadn't the strength of a halfgrown
boy

So intently were the men watching
each other that neither had heard the
approach of Mowers and his prospec- |
tive son-in-law

“What's the meaning of all this?"
the latter asked

“Please, Mr Powers, I've come back
to work. ['ve been laid I
hurt you know.”

Recognition showed In the face of
Travis

up wns

“He's the man who assaulted Sny-
der.” he sald, turning towards the mil
lionaire.

“You—you thug!" thundered FPow

ers. “You can't work here  We have
no place for disturbers like you Get
out.”

Perhaps it was because of the anger
aroused by his resentment against

Hurd, perhaps It was because the in
creasing extravagances of Laura made
him desperate to increase his Income
perhaps it was only becanse of pure
vussedness, but at any Powers
etraight from his
with his old employes at the gate to
his office. gent for his worthy fore
man, and issued the Sunday work or-
der that caused the strike and filled
hundreda of homes with want and
poverty and starvation. And all dur-
ing the weary weeks of the unequal

rate

went epeounter

struggle between ecapital and labor
Mina Hurd lay slowly dying, while
her husband sat helplessly by, sub

sisting on the charity of friends and
tuving medicine with the money Doe-
tor Gray forced upon him

.
It Laura Powers had been less
thoughtless—less selfish—1f ghe had
taken an interest in the condition of
her father's employees before the aft
ernoon of her interrupted Colonial
party, this tale of hardship and pri-
vation this story of tyranny and tofl
might never have heen written
The day after the party found her
starting out alons on a mission of
charity and exploration All night
long the word, “starving” had been
ringing in her brain, and she meant
to find out for herself if the wives
and children of her father's striking
employees were really suffering
And now driving slowly through the
streets formed by the cottages of her
father's men, she gazed with sicken
ing heart at the elgns of misery and
distress that multiplied on every hand
around her.
One particularly pretty child, sob-
bing as if her little heart would break,
attracted Laura’s attentlon,

“And what is vour name, my dar-
ling?" she asked tenderly.

“Betty Hurd.” sobbed the child.

“And why are you crying?™

"My mamma's gone.”

And following the persistent tug of
the little one's hand Laura suffered
herself to be led into Karl [urd's
house of gorrow and anguish; suffered
herself to be led to the bedroom
where the stricken husband, stunned
by grief, sat staring down into the
cold and slghtless eyes of the wife
who had offered herself on the altar
of toil and tyranny
Laura stooped to the little child,
and gathering her In her arms she
sought to give her some of that moth-
er comfort she would never know
again. Yielding to an impulse ehe
opened her purse and poured its con-
tents into the hand of the little one.

Easlly Influenced as children are,
Netty grabbed the money from
laura’s hand and running gayly to
her father's side she tugged at his
gleeve and lieped in her childish prat-
tle:

“See what the lady gave me.”

Dully Karl raised his paln-laden
eyes and gazed dumbly at the pretty
benefactor who stood at the foot of
the bed in sorrowing embarrassment.
Mutely he nodded his dumb thanks.

“I will ba back to do what I can
later.” And Laura, sobered and chas-
tened by what she had seen, slowly
left that house of sorrow. Hut her
unpleasant experiences wers only be-
ginning. Pandemonium reigned at
the house three doors away — the
house of Tim Shand—aggressive Tim
Shand, champlon of the men and the
spokesman of the committes that had
bearded Powers in his own home at
the Colonial party the day before.

Furniture waws piled high on the

helped Doctor Gray and one of the
laborers dress her husband’s wound
But from out the chaotic jumble of
her tangled memory one thing stood
bold and clear. It was the verdict of
the doctor, spoken in gentle, kindly
tones,

“Your husbhand has a severe In-
jury to the skull. }e cannot work for
many weeks."”

Followed days and weeks of des-
perate struggle for Mina, while Hurd
slowly recovered his strength.

Cama the day when Doctor Gray
warned Mina that she would bave to
be careful.

“That cough will get ygu, Ilittle
woman,” he said as he kindly refused
the money she proffered him.

“Husgh, he will hear you,” Mina
whispered as she looked apprehen-
slvely towards the bedroom where
Hurd had gone for his morning nap.
His convalescence was glow and he
needed all the rest he could get.

But her warning came too late.
Hurd had caught the words and un-
derstood. In half an hour he was
tottering from the house. In an hour
he was at the gate of the lumber
yard, asking to see his old antagonist.
He was willing to risk another en-
counter with Snyder to save the
health of Mina.

A new and surly gateman barred
the way.

And he tried to force his way past
the burly bully. The scufMe was short
and decisive. Hurd was thrown, limp
and panting, up against the fence. He

sidewalk and meo wearing the badges
of the sheriff’s office were carrying
more of it into the street despite the
violent protests of the wildly di-
sheveled Mrs, Shand.

Laura's interest was aroused, less
by the spectacls itself than by the
fact that Perry Travis, her flancee
and her father's legal adviser, was di-
recting the work of the despollers.

“And what does this mean, Perry?”
she demanded in tones that compelled
a prompt reply.

“These men are strikers. They must
go. They won't work. We need the
houses for others who will.” His re-
ply was jerky and stilted,

“But I thought these people had
pald for their homes out of their
wages,” she persiated.

He remained silent, both to her
question and to the insistent demands
of Mrs, Shand, whose excitement and
hysterla wers growing with each pass-
ing moment.

“Answer- me'"’ and Laura stamped
her pretty foot in anger.

“They are only partly pald for"” The
answer came slowly. “They are only
partly pald for, and as they remaln
in your father's possession untll en-
tirely cleared, and &s the men are
earnlng oo money and canpnot con-
tinue payment, we are foreclosing the
mortgages. That is all"”

“So you rob them of their homes.
For shame. T'll stop that” And Lau-
ra. showing Indignation in every pose
of her dalnty little body, hurried away

An hour passed—an hour freighted
with frightful portent for the actors
in the tragedy of toil mod tyranns
that is rapldly nearing its fr
tain. In that bour Laura
her father, and with arme ar 4 his
had wged him to have merey
take plty ow
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And so it happened at the
yment that bis daughter Laurs
lded to from tha houss
and go down herself and the
strieken familltes of her father's en
plovees, the strikers themselves had
decided to hold up her father’s aut
and give him the beating up they feit
ha so richly deserved

Sklllfully Shand disposed his forces
at a point of vautage in a turn of the
road just bevond the Powers man-
sion. The men wera armed with clubs,
and 4t & polnt in the boulevard where

g

trol

had

slip

tielp

they were hidden until the auto was
almost upon them, logs were thrown
across the highway. Hurd volun
teered to act as lookout, and Shand,

not knowing that the halfcrazed and
sorely stricken man had craftily stolen
the revolver from his own side pockst,
epted his services. "o up nDear
the gate and signal us when the auto

Wl

starts!” wera his final lInstructions
And go the stage was set,

Slowly the llmousine drew out from
the Powers estate.  The millionaire

had drawn the shades to protect him
self from the lnsults and glbes of his
men on the streets and Laura had not
bothered to raise them. Out on to the
road the machine swung and had just
gathered full momentum when the
chauffeur's heart was turned to stone
by the orange tongue of fame that
leaped from behind the trunk of a
tree, by the ringing shot of a well
aimed gun, by the crash of glass in
the body of the ear behind him, and by
the mad maniacal peal of laughter
that echoed wildly through the after.
noon air, As he brought the auto into
a quick turn he caught one glimpse at
a pair of etrangely staring. unhal-
lowed eves that peered at him from
behind the trunk of the grand old tree
at the roadside.

David Powers was an {influential
man in the community where he lived,
Police had guarded his palatial home |
all during the strike. They were near
at hand when the shooting took place. |
And so it happened that the exulting, |
grinning murderer was quickly caught
and was dragged into Powers' library
while the agonized millonaire, still in |
the first hurst of his awful grief, was
bending over the cold, dead form of |
his beautiful martyred daughter.

“Do with me what you will. [ have|
had my revenge! The world has one
less tyrant to oppress i, Hurd shout- |
ed. And then his eyes fell upon Pow-

Laura Visiting Her Father's Striking

Employees. |
|

ers. He started as If he had seen a
ghost,

“You," he muttered weakly. “You
1 thought—" {

And then his eyes traveled slowly
to the beautiful form on the couch.

“And she was kind to me" he
aobbed. “She gave my Betty money
She wanted to help us and 1 killed|
her."

The words seemed to arouse Pow
ers.
sclous that he was not alone.

“You!" he shouted in his turn.

His eyes blazed fury and he made
one infuriated leap at the manacled
manlac befora him. He would have
killed the man with his bare hands
had not the police and Travis re
strained him.

And thus they stood a tragic grougp
around the bier. And to each had
been meted out his own appropriate
punishment. Poor Laura had pald
with her life. Travis had paid with
loss of his flancee—with the prospect
of facing & blighted 1ife until relleved
by & merciful death. Hurd, in hils
wild pursult of revenge, had pald by
adding another sorrow, another re
morse to his already overwhelming
burden of woe. From David Powers
had been exacted the greatest trib
ute. He paid with the life of his most
precious possession—his daughter. For
in the Tragedy of Tyranny and Toll
as in the other great tragedles of life
the weak must pay as well as the
strong, the innocent as well as the
gullty.

WHO PAYS?

to find her father.

(END OF THE SERIES.)

ooes driven out of s shop by an In-
censed German grocer whom 1 had
saked to seitls an account of long
standing. Yet the days passed, the
dally grind absorbed my energles,
and when | was not collecting or tedi-
oualy guing over the stock in the dim
receasnen of the store, | was running
arrands In the wholesale district,
treading ths burning brick of the pave
ments, dodging heavy trucks and
drays and perspiring clerks who fAew
about with memorandum pads In their

| bank tellers.

Save Harvey, the ven-
erable porter, I was the last to leave
the store in the evening, and 1 always
came away with the taste of Preck &
Co.'s mall on my palate, it being my
final duty to “lick” the whole of it and
deposit it in the box &t the corner. The
gum on the envelopes tasted of win-
tergrean.— From Winston Churchill'a
“A Far Country.”

Brave French Child.
The remarkable adventures of =&

name, on the battlefield beyond the
Marne, were told in a lettar that Alex-
andre Millerand, the Freoch minister
of war, has made public.

When the troops were passing
through the village of Neuilly-en-
Thelle, little Andre sald to his mother,
“I'm going to follow the soldiers!” Off
he went, and the regiment he fol-
lowed was soon in the thick of the
fight. Sub-Lleutenant Grivelet took
the boy under his protection.

During the three days of the battle

bands, or awaiting the pleasure of

twelveyearold bcy, Andre Guede h:r‘

o

by the side of the lieutenant on the
firing llne and would not leave him,
even though the German artillery and
machinegun fire swept the ranks.
Lieutenant Grivelst was wounded,
and, still under fire, Aodre carried the
officer's sword, revolver, maps and
equipment while they looked for an
ambulance,

The lleutenant was picked up by the
Red Cross wagon and driven to the
rallway station to take the hospltal
train. Andre ran for miles after the

of Bouillancy the youngster remalned

vehicle and succesded In hiding him-

o

| self In the train. So he accompanied
| Grivelet to Riva Bella, where he l»
now staying, bappy in the companion
ship of his wounded friend.—Youth's
Companiocn.

Not Everything.

“My wite suspects me of every
thing.”

“Oh, I don't think It {s that bad.”

“You just heard her talking to me!’

“Yes, but she dido't say anything
about suspecticg you of belug 3 model
man.”
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| shooter who sald after each sbot.”

| he told us to pray for all for ¥
| he was going to offer the mas.
| he added, ‘Particularly [ recom?
| to your prayers the artillerymen

| the ‘I Profundis.

For the first time he became con

YEAR AGO THIS Wk

July 3, 1315,
German artillery Uncun!y b
tarded whele Frangg British f"“ﬂtl
Ererch res
- Julsed ¢ c
b WO attacke nege
‘ Teutonsg ¥t Russiang beyang
P river and took Stadxlinm ;
Italians repulsed pn :
. u's ear F
1 <dgrado ulam
German Bubmaring Bank five
Bri ind cne Belgian Steamery,
Russia subm

arine sang ¢
vessels in Blac firee

" K sea,
Morgan shot by Ergy i
» Germam-American,

July 4, 1915 |
‘At amtliery actions near

~ ey
pe Steenstraete, "

=
Teutona attacked

the

fiercel

¥ alom

Bug and took M i
2 eightsy

Erasmk ‘ "l"

Battle

aging along lsengy p
Vi )
between Caporetto and Gruuu."
L ¥
r_,-r-—.--- attack by Turkgip south L
ern Gallipoli repulsed by alliey
French steamer Carth :
age
by submarine, e '
July 8, 1915,

Germans tock French trenchey
in Forest of Le Pretre.

Russians made desperate mnu
betweem FPruth and Dniester gy
ers.

Italians shelled Malborgein and l
Predil.
Austrians defeated by Ry,

am
nartheast of Krasnik, !

July B, 1915,

British expelled Germans from |
trenches near Pilkem held sinee ||
April.
Teutonic drive in East slackensq
Italtans gained ground on Careg
plateau and repulsed Austrian at
tacks.
Italy closed Adriatic to commer.
cial navigation,

July T, 1915,

Russians, strongly reenforesd,
checked Teutonic advance towand
Lublin rallway,
Austrians repulsed repeated Ital
ian attacks on Doberdo platesu,
Terrific bombardment of Goritz
bridgehead.
Allies won furious fight In south
part of Gallipoli,
Italian cruiser Amalfi sunk by
Austrian submarine,
U. S. government took over the

Sayvilie wireless plant, !

July 8, 1915,

French took BOO yards of trenches
north of Souchez,
British repulsed German attacis |
near Pilkem. g
Russians forced back Austriam
narth of Krasnik,
Teutons checked on lower Zlsh ’
Lipa river. ¥
Italians repulsed attacks in Ca
nia.
Last German forces in Sout
west Africa surrendered to Genersl
Botha.

July 9, 1915,
British advanced north of Ypr
French made gaina In the Vi
near Fontenelle,
Italiang bombarded Platrw
fort in Anslcl valley.
Turks and Arabs threaten Agm

Piety After Slaughter.
The familiar story of the M
may the Lord have mercy ob
soul!" 1s matched by an Incidest
scribed in lan Maleolm's book.
Pictures Behind the Lines” “Thed
tain of our guns,” says the n
“was a priest; his altar s few o0
cartridge boxes. First of &

we have just destroyed,’ and be r#

—

Satisfactory Test
| "So0 you want to marry my
| ter, #h?" said the old map. “Do

think you have the patience sad
bearance to make her & kind 888
dulgent husband?”
“Surest thing you know,” replied
applicant for the sonfolaw fob.
can button a ecollar on @ shirt et
half a size larger, without

angry, and—"
“Say no more,” {nterrupted B
man: “she's yours, Take her.

b D
son. and my blessing goed with

—1'nidentited,

e i
Mot Guilty.
“Wa sat too much!
We do?
And wa sleep 100 much”
g

“And we don't take enoust €

clae.”

Don't we™ '
Have you over thought &
hinga®”
TNo. 1 get up at aix ocld
frequently piiss my preaktast 4
der to run threequarters oL8
catch a car.”
-
Brought Out. o
Ajaa Jape Addams rnntrl‘!
Hull houss Chicago. the e
noverty and hardship are §

ypers of character
| “Adversity bringd people it
| sald the great philanthropist
he elbows"

"

dern Tourt
The Mode 2 nott

I Mr, (Chugging keep

on hig travels?’

L

“Yes. Hut all he wrote 10 !

| tha number of hlowouts hB.
the amonnt of fines he



