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CHAPTER IX,

| Asparague, Also Potatoes,
What is written ig8 written. Grace
moved to Graystone Hall and Halsay
remained at the factory cottage; nor
did the separation, which was regard-
ed by both as merely temporary after
all, afflict either to the extent that
both had supposed it would. Grace

now became acting mistress of a large |

and elaborate menage. Asg to her hus-
band, his domestle affaire fell Into the
hands of Mrs, Ann Sullivan, wife of

Jim Sullivan, Halsey's most trusted
foreman In the factory.

Mrs, Sullivan, blessed with six alill-
drea of her own, alleged that it would
be no trouble whatever to her to take
on the sweeping, mending, and all
else for an additional household, and
to furnish meals for the solitary heal
thereof; and such was her ability to
make proof of all these statements
that she in part was to blame for the
sad truth that Halsey was not as un-
happy as he ought to have been.

The chief reason for Halsey's eacy
rendjustment, however, lay eomewhera
in his comparison of the Halsey blood
with blood half Rawn. Grace had
been cold, after all. She had openly
been discontented, and especially un-
happy since the birth of the deformed
child. She had left him and gone to
her father with no great protest: no:
did she, at the occasions of their rare

and lessening visits, displiy more than |

lukewarm Interest in her husband and
her former home, Within six months
she was beginning to blossom out in
railment, In demeanor. She spoke of
things not. In his knowledge though in
hers. She was changing. She was
going up in the world. He, for the
time at least, was doing no better
than to stand still; as the factory now
was doing, and International Pomr.
nleo—marking time, waiting for some-
thing.

Ann Sulllvan was not a bad phi’oso-
pher, besides being a good cook, and |
at times she did not hesitate to en-
gnge Mr. Halsey In conversation when
they met at this or that time of ths
day; as when by chance, one
tide when he eame home for lunch,
he found her sweeping down the front
stalr,

“You're lookin' lonesome to-day, Mr.
Halsey," she remarked without much
preliminary. “You're fair gricvin® for
your wife, 1 suppose? Nut why should
Yyou explet anny woman to stay hore
whin she has such n Pa, with such
a house as her Pa has?

"Would you have gone over thers,
Mra. Sullivan?* asked Halsey, stop-
ping and feeling in his pocket for n
pipe of tobacco, It was a question
they often had discussed,

“Nould 1?7 In a minnit! TI'd lave
Jim 8ullivan for iver If I'd one chnnet
such ag your wife had.”

8he grinmed, but her look belled her
epeech,

“What I'm wantin’, Mr. Halsey,” sha
went on, “is what anny woman wants,

1 want a diamond star to wear on me |

head whin I'm sweeping flures, I need
di'mond earrings and bracelets to
wear whin I'm makin' your beds, you
mind; and a eilk dress that hollers
Tm acomin’!® whin I start out to
scrub the steps. Ain't {t the truth,
Mr. Halaey? Aln't that what lvery
woman In the wurrld, at laste In
America, Is wantin®?

“Sure,” nodded Halsey. “Don't for
Eot the automoblle while you're wish
ing.”

"Truo It is! Whut woman of anny
soclal position has not got her awto
mobeel to-day? Luk ot me. If I had
me rights, I'd have me electrie bro'om
brought to the coorb Ivery mornin’ for
me to go to market; and ivery evenin',
after 1'd got me lweep!n done, l'd
have me long gray torpedy come
nround to take me and Jim out fer g
fast spin up the bullyvard, Me with
d'monds on me halr, with rings on
me fingers an’ bells on me toes, &
settin’ there an' lukkin® scornful. Oh,
I was born In Ireland, but I'm Amerl
can now, The day Jim Sullivan gives
ime what Is me due, and I git me fArst
\awtomobeel, ‘twill be the proud day
fer me—-{la day whin I'm first fined
fer vi'latin’ the speed Iaw of the city
L"ru A great counthry, this!™
! Mrs. Bullivan grinned happily at her
‘m but presenily set hm
‘bmn against the door-jamb and
,turned to speak more In her real mind
; “Anny woman wants to blackguard
‘s little once In a while, Mr Halsey,
'sir, and all women like to lie twice
'In & while. I'm just lyin’ to you now,
'beenuse the birds Is slngin' and the
\weather 18 so fine,

hunl Anny woman that's goln'
ba happy is goin’' to be happy be
of the stomach she has for
and the joy she has for dano
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iovea ner man and her children.”

“I'm glad you think so, Mrs, Sulll
van.‘.

“You know I think so! Oh, maybe
it's because I wasn't born in this coun
try. Over there, 'tls the woman helps
to make the atake, Here, gha helps
to spend it. '"Tis a fine country this—
for pollicemin, So far as bein' happy
in it's concerned, 1 dunno! Maybe it's
the Irish in me that’s happy, and no!
the Americon. [ dunno again., Tis
ull a gquestion which you want to be,
rich or happy!"

*Or useful!” ventured Halsey.

“They're the same. Bein' useful is
bein' happy. Ain't it the truth?"

livan reached once more for her im
plement of industry.

“Jim Sullivan fits in his job.,” said
she. “He's strong and ean hold his
Job all right. 1'm strong, and I can
hold mine here, fust the same. We've
only six children, and I wish "twas a
dozen. No, it's no trouble to take
care of this house, too. I'm only

thinkin® of that little lamb of yonrs

she tuik away with her. 'Tis a mother
ehe nades."

“Please don't, Mrs. Sullivan,” said
Halsey quietly.

“I mane no harm, and I'm feelin® fer
you, me boy, you havin' a cripplea
child to face the world where even
tbe gtrong has hard enough {fmes
ahead, Still, she'll huve money, mny
Hial”

“Well, Mrs, Sullivan, I'm not sure
of that—"

“Of course it's none of me busines:
—ai course not. But only look ot tne
ay and only hear the birds this morn
'l You're young, and God muy give
von two yet the dozen thut 1 have
lougaed for, denfed ag 1 do be with only
six. You'll be goln' up yersell sonmw
day, with all thim rich folks, Mr. Has
ey, boy, I'm gtayin’ here with Jiw
Sulllvan, Whin we can’t afford epar
rowgrass we eats potuties.”

“Hut tell me, Mr. Halzey," she wenl
on shrewdly, “how long will we he
havin' even potaties to eat? Yo don't
keep min there in the factory long—
there’s not many at wurrk now, e
sldes, there's no smoke in thim chim:
bleys! And ‘tis time, What's the
mystery there, boy?"

“A good deal of labor troubles,”
commented Halsey non-committally.
|  “More than that!” she insisted,
drawing close to him. “Listen! 1
mean well to you, boy, and so does
Jim, He'll stick. But Jim told me
the night that he could walk out, ana
plek up a elean tin thousand doliars
fer the walkin'!®

Halsey controlled himself. Thizs was
| news of staggering sort. “Why doesn’t
he, then, Mrs, Sullivan? That's a good
denl of money,” he said quistiy.

“Yes, why doesu't he?—with me
half American and “gettin' more so
aich year—me a-npeedin’ di'monds and
awtomobecls! The feol Irish! "Tis
mayhe his ijlotic idea he ought to
etick.”

Haleey made no answer except to
look over at the gaunt factory buiid.
| Inga. A blue-coated figure was pacing
back and forth before the door,

“There's Jim Sullivan workin® in-
elde, and there’'s Tim Carney walkin®
bent outside,” she resumed; “and the
pickets tryin’ to break in, and soma
one else tryin® to break In, What's It
about, Mr, Halsey? For the company?
What's the company 7™

“It furnisbes asparagus for some,
and potstoes for others, Mrs, Sulli
van."

“Oh, does it, thin? Does it mind
that potaties cosis more than they
did, and so pay us better, or worie,
for what we do? If what we ont goes
Lup, we can't Uve; and If we Kan't live,
them thnt ean has got to support us
somochow, Aln't it the truth? What's
the ind of it. me boy?

*I'm not askin' about the justice of
it, but about the business of it. If our
men starve, what'll we do? Mr. Hal
sey, slr, we'll raise hell! That's what
well do! Too much asparagus In this
country, and too few potaties, and
thim of a bad class, I8 goln' to ralso
hell In this country. Aln't It the
truth?

“Luk at Jim workin’ there. And luk
At Tim protectin’ of him. *Tis fine,
lsn't t? I'm thankin® God, meself,
there’s birds and sunshine in the
world. If it wasn't for thim dod the
priest, I'm wonderin’ sometimes what
us poer folks would do.”

“The theory Is that some meh are
born stronger than others, Mrs. Sul-
livan, and so entitled to the upura-
gus," smiled Halsey,

“In It s0? Jim Bulllvan yonder Is
atrong In what makes a man, In what
makes o woman I'm strong. Hasn't
God got a place for us, as well as Mr.
Rawn?
haven't such as us got to take it?—I
don’t mean the asparagus, but just
the potatios?”

“But I've sald enough,” she went
on, turning suddenly. **Tis only be-
cause I'm fond of you, me boy, that
I've sald so much. There's devilment
Ind mystery goin' on here. 1 don't

ask you what your mystery Is, so
don't msk me what Is mine. Jim's
likely to stick, and so sm L "Tis lkely
we ean be useful In the world, and as
for bein' strong, we're strong enough
to have each other, And as 1 was
sayin', we've the birds and the sun-
shine—and the priest! 8o take your
mystery you've got in there, and
match it up with mine. L'ave Jim

Sullivan alone, and when these two
mysteries git together, yours and ours,
why, maybe there’ll bo hell!™
| Halsey did pome thinking when he
was alone. He knew now, and had
known, that something, somebody be-
‘wides the plekets of the labor unlons,
bad an eye on this mysterious factory
of thelrm. He had felt for a long time
that there was an enemy working
somewhere, that a sapy was making
definite attempis Lo get secret Infor-
matlon, Now, this unknown enemy
i wans able to offer ten thousand dollars

Halgey nodded again and Mrs. Sul |

| enougn.

It was worse than serfovs. He had
been sufficlently warped. Why, then,
his pipe cold In his teeth, did he sit
gtaring now and think of thipgs alio-
gether apart from the factory? Why
did he dream of the birds and the sun-
thine? Why did comnaricons still
force themselves into his mind, and
why did he long for something life
hod not yet bLrought to him—some-
thing that Ann Sullivan and her man
owned, though they had so lttle else?

‘ CHAPTER X.

} Tha Silent Partner,
There are men who make a living,

}

rometimes a very good one, through |
the process of teaching others to do |

what they themselves ean not do, Yon
ean purchase for a price in any of
many quarters printed maxims em-
bodying full formulae covering the se-
eret of auceess; In ench ease from one
who has not succeeded. Nothing 18
cheaper than maxims, in type, In
worsteds, or In transparencies, To be
in the fashion you should have cer-
tnin of these above your desk, and

| wheels endiessly

thenld ineline your ear to those who |

profess to tench what can not be

irn'lgl:t have got some knowledge nll

the power of even a little stream. Ten !
feet below you, that power ageln

would have been quite as great; and

len [eet below that again as great;

and 8o on, to the sea. It required tho

advice of no professional maxim ma-

ners to teach a few of aur great men, |
our speclally endowed superiors, John |
feawn first among them, that this pow

ar one day must be used, In aeccord

wneae a8 it shall be used, the burden |
| of humanity may be lifted frem buo

wan ghoulders, or thrust crushingly

down upon them until indeed human.

ity shall cease to hope. The earth and

Its fullness are no more the Lord's

today. They are John Rawn's,

The simple plan of the Interna-
tional Power company was to make
some strong obstructlon invitiug the
enormous resistance of the Futher of
the Waters, tantalizing that power
Into belng. Thus, Iiwa manner perfoet-
iv simply, this force, once evolied and
intilized, wonld turn  numberlesg
tirelessly. So mbeh
for the material side of mamfested
power. The essence, the soul, the in-
tangible gpirit of that material pow-
L was, In the plans of Tuternational,

"isught even by those most nearly Ot | < De transmitted by wire ut first, und

121 to teach
Jolin Rawn eared little for maximy,

bheing above them. in his own belicf |

st least. In all Hkellhood e Lad ney
er read the advice of the philosophern
to wit: that each man should hitch
hls wagon lo a star,
gomething better. He hitched his ta
a river.

No, he knr_"..-lI

Very naturally, John Rawn selecte]

the largest river he ecould find. Hh
silent partner was none less than tha
Father of the Waters!

There is this to be sald about a
river, that it Is whoily tireless ani
immeasurably powerful; that it enters
into no combinutions ngainst capital,
and does Its work without unseemly
disturbances. Rawn wias wise enough
to know these things, nor asked any
maxims to advise him thereln. In hiv
bellef it was better to allow this sor|

| sort; power to iift and labor,

of silent partner to furnish the indus. |

try and the cconomy.

Who shall measure the power of a
river, for ever filling to the sea? How
many milllons of horses and men hay
it equaled in its wasted power in each
geperation, in each deeade, in each
vear? Certainly suliciont to lift Lhe
entire burden of labor from the shoul
ders of the world.

What mind esn messura the extent
of such a foree, or dream the poasi
bilities of its application, if It could
be set to work? What equivalent of
human brain and brawn could be val
ued apgninst this careless, ceaseless
power, derived endicssly from the air
and the earth—power given to the
peoples of the exrth before the arsival
of our present political and industrial
masters; given them in the time when

the earth was the Lord's and the [ull-|

ness thercof.,
carth, the food produced in the soli,

3 v ] {
the waters offering peths and power | the strength even of

before the earth and its  fulluess

pesied from the honds of the Lnrd.l tle, measure and sell

into those of our present masters,
these, It may be econceived, were ine
tended a8 the Lord's gift to the
peoples of the earth,
was qul
lawn,
Toll has always been the human lot.

te before the advent of Jolm

The miner:lzs under the

Thnt, however, !

Jater through the free air. Its gale fn
definite and mercliantable quantities
would come as nenr to the solution o!
the problem of perpeciunl motion and
perpetual profit s may be arrived at
2a this world of limitations,

Rawn asked uothing better than Gtz
tlea. It was heautiful, and he valual
L over all his 1.any and varlous otl.»r

ventures, He could let his silen

virtner put other meun out of wur--;
und go these could be remred at such
price as he himself cared to get. il9
saw the time approach when he woull
be able to retall at o price, remota
{from his silent, tireless partner's .a-
bors, merchantable packazos of power,
to feed a cart, & plow, a wheel of avy
to L'l
ceaseleszly without remonstrance. [t
was and s a splendid dream. 18 bevr-
Ing Is as you be Rawn or Halsed, ‘I aat
pmser shall labor for or agalnst mwat-
kind as ourseives ghall say.

Bhall we blame ourselves, or Join
Rawn, in this republle, that he saw
on nhead only limitless personal pows
er, limitless gold, jewels, wine, women,
personal induigence of any sort that
appealed to him? Shall we blame Hul-
gey for dreading the lssue of these
plans, delaying them all he could;
clinging to the belief that the earth
was the Lord's and the fullness there
cf; and that the lLord gave It to all
mankind? And shall we blzme tha
etock-holders for being impatient at
renewed delays? The wire transmis-
gion was installed, malking every man
In the Internetlonal rich. Yet every
man in the sceret of the real ambi-
tion of this company burned Inwardly
&t this enfoiced secrecy and this un.
gcemly delay. The mysterious factory
at the edge of the great inland cliy
etill was sllent. The diteciors raged.
They wanted to drain to the last drop
this tirelesa
They wante:d to begin to bot-
sell for ever,
the very force which holds the spheres
In thelr places In time we shall per-
fiaps see completed what these men
planned. There I8 no logleal reason

glant.

| why, if one planet can be owned by a

We have carried the mechanical bur |
dens as well a8 the mental burdens |

of life on our own human bodies and
soule: although all the time thousands
of patient glants were wolting, willing |
to serve us. John Rawn could sea
them wrniting, He knew to whom ons
duy would be due the power, and the
kingdom, and the glory., He could
ook toward the white-topped moun-
tains, foreseeing the day when they
would be put under tribute, because
they brecd tumbling  waters of im-
measurnble strength and utility, Their
heritnge of beauty and majesty Is
naught to minds such as that of John
Rawn's. TUtility 1s the one word in
the maxims of such as these, men
beloved of the immortal gods,

We speak of kings, of emperors, but
what emperor in all the history of the
world had servants such ns these, sub
misalve glanta such as these, to work
for him? We speak of miracles of
old. What miracles ever equaled the
business wonders, the money-piling
miracles, of the last twenty years Iu
Ameriea?

Where gat thls silent partner of
John Rawn's |ts own tremendous
power? Out of the sun and the earth,
the parents of humanity, The rain-
drop on the leaf, shot through with
the shaft of the sun, feli to some near

And If God don't give ".‘ by rill and, Joined by other rills,

 marched on, allve,
dous,

Ureless,
toward the sea.

tremen:
Even far ug

townrd thelr souree, had your llitle
boat lodged, eounter to the current, of,
| fome rock or snag, and had you at
| tempted to push it back against the
thrust of the downcoming waters, you

auny other woman that Uribe money. The case was serlous  The Case Wan Serfous Enough,

John Rawn or so, yct others should
not

For a long time Jim Sulllvan, fore
man at the factory of the Internation-
al, wondered and pondered as to the
real Intent of these strange machines
which he saw little by little growing
up under the uncommunicative diree-
tion of the superinten loent, Halgey, He
had never seen anytlhing like them,
with their vast colls of Insulation,
thelr Intricate cogs and wheels, thelr
centrally-hidden huge glass jars, and
the long, toothed ridge, ke a delicate
metal comb, which surmounted the
top of each. There was something
mysterious about it all. He was surel
that Halsey did something with these |
machines when the men were noll
about. The very alr seemed throb
bing with some tenze quality of mrs
tery. The men themselves were sus-
picious, irritable. Never was the air
In any factory more surcharged alike
with lgnorance and with anxiety, Man
after man, good mechanie though he
was, quit the place sinply because he
did not know what he was doing. The
fecling of mysiery wus tense, oppres
slve.

On one eertaln Sunday morning Jim
Sullivan. strolled over to the vacant
factory. He knew that the superin- I
tendent had spent almost the entire!
pight there working alone on one of
these mysterious machines. It stood
there now. And—yes! it was different
from what It had been when Sulflvan

last saw It! It was now apparently
complate, so far as he could tell
There was no one near it. Halsey bad

gone home, to bed. Of late be had
been very tired, pale, haggard; and ho
always was at work In the fuctory,
when good men slept, and knew light
winged dreams

Jim Sullivan stood now looking at
the grim, uncanny machine, haunds In
his pockets, wondering. He looked
nbout him, wuperstitiously, There
seemed to be something in the alr, he
could mot explain what. He turned,
looking behind him, and tiptoed to the
front door, where Tim Carney, the
blue-coated guardian, stood leaning
ugainet the wall.

“Tim!" he whispered, although there
was noue (o hear. “Come on in hers!"”

“What is It, Jim?" asked the watch-
man,

“l dunno; that's why I'm eallln'
you"

“Has anny wan broke imto th'
place™

“Not as 1 know, but somethin's hap
poned here. I'm figurin' ‘twas the boss
done It. Come In and have a luk, now,

He's gone home*
They stepped gingerly on acrosa the
floor, along the row of unfialshed ma-

(Continued on Page 4)
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c \RDE'\ UOLD hiows how to make your backyard “We have n brother-in-luw who loves a joke. We
fruit, how to cut down your grocery live in Greater New York, and consitdler ourse tves quite (l’:l'e'i =
ot cash tor your surplus, How to wheti I sent us the Farm Journal ns o New Yeur'y gt we neatrly
reet. died hanghing. ‘How to Tans bops'—we 1\! e only use bacon ll}

1 livsx jars! fow 1o keep cows (lcan'=—wlien we Use condetiser
ow the preat Weber duck- s J"‘” ,0,! ""‘l“ d.T“‘I “How 10 plint oniois'=—when we
v year @ cents each on 40,000 duck- pever plant anything more ir:p st than' Niles of the valtey. 1
e Lutter than chickens, dnd just accopred the it with thanks, lor we are too welkboed to Jook &

i )
H-J\\ they du e ul.\ -

#ile horse b the mo ml Seon my ) c[u a8 caug '{:t l;_\ a h;uumu
TURKE s the met poem, 1 begun 1o read i, then when 1 wanted the Farm Jourua
I“:Y SFLRET? m C!ﬂ; t m"r‘\ }I;r:q:" i tound my husband d-‘i»h interested in an anicle, Then my
) L3 5 .'_ Mozt iac A :' h‘mh Bovw ,lr: oldest =on begnn 10 ask, ‘Has the Form Journal come yet? Heis
(.‘-JI ',“l' :I‘ ul::n:l e 3 s ll-;-w f pewelan, and basn L much te o i Hiermture: but we fiss dmn:kh
e St (el toTes ! e a e
¥ veut silkuess, to & , and bow 1o maken lh'rdc}-r:lll‘.h PAY. aterest and uplitt in this fine paper I we pppreciale our Sew

Year's gl more and more,” writes Ella B. Burkman,

4] received 'Corn Secrets’ and ‘Poultry Secrets,”
andconstder them worth their weight in gold,” says W. G, Newall,

“What your Eoa Baok tells wou'd take a beginner
years (o learin, says Roy Chaney,

“Puck Dollars is the best book I ever had on duck-
ralsing,” says F. M. Warnuck.

“1f vour other booklets contain as much valunble

informaton as the Ege-Book. | would coustder them cheap at
double the price,” says F. W. Manstield.

The MILLION EGG-FARM rives the methiods by
which ). M. Foster made over il\ 009 1 year, maluly from
eeis. Al chie sm raisers should learn about the “Rancoran
Unit” amd hiow Foster FEEDUS hens to produce such quantities
utc.“.c,p\u iy doowantcr

DRESSMAKING SELF-TAUGHT :hows how any 1
imtelligent woman can design and moke her own clothes, inghe
heighs of fishion, The authot has done & singe she was a gul.
She now has A s esinl dressmaking evtablishment and a
scilisol ol diesatnaking  1llasteated with diagrams.

a clesr, impartial statement of

SHALL 1 fAR“? I “ Tonts g, 3 . "
dvantages and drawbacks of favming. (o help those who _i think your Egg-Book is a wonder,” says
srtint guestion. 1t wamis yor of d.m,u—h. C. P'. Shirey. :
.1‘u and mist ake & Do L start, equipment necde “The Farm Journal beats them all.  Every issue has
.[. cost, chantes of succcsa, lww to get govermment aud, rt- reminders and “wleas worih 3 yenr's subscription,” writes
These bavliels ave 5 a o inchet, and profasely ithteated, T. H. Potter

“One vear azo [ took another agricultural pa
and it Yook a whole column to tell what Farm Journal teils in
one paragraph,  says N. M. Gladwin,

“1t ouzht o be in every home where there is a chick,
a chitd, a cow, & cherry, ur a cuvumbes,' says 1. D, Bordus,

Farm Journal FOUR full )uu

with any one of these booklets bOth fOI' sl w

The Bouklets are Mfddmrﬂlh—ﬂvvﬂﬁﬂlﬂl.
Do vive to say WHITH dpoulict yvou want

" WILMER ATKINSON COMPARY, PUBLISHERS FARM JOURNAL. WASHINGTON SQUARE. PHILADELPHIA
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Special Combination Offer

OF THE

News-Advertiser

The News-Advertiser is regularly $1.00 a year, If you
subscribe NOW we can give you the News-Advertiser
for on® y2ar and the Farm Journal FOUR years,
with any one of the Farm Journal BOOKLETS,

ALL FOR $1.50

and to every subscriber whose order is received
before the edition is exhausted, the publishers
of the Farm Journal promise to gend also their
famous ALMANACQ, *"Poor Rishard Revived,”
for 1913, provided you WRITE ON YOUR My name s
ORDER, *"If in time plense send the Almanac,*’ i

If you are now taking the Farm Journal, Aiees
your subseription will be MOVED AHEAD for
four full years.

11 you maine we bookiet, Farm Journal will be sant for FIVE yuary. |

et BOTH rs, fill out order herewith
and un& 1t to us, g.(g"l!' to the Farm Journal,

NEWS-ADVERTISERR, Alamogordo, N. M.

I accept your special offer.  Plense send me the
NEws-ADVERTISER for one year and Famm JoumNAL
FOUR years.

with this booklet ALL FoR $1.50

the Fi Journal?
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