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CHAPTER XXil—Continued.
“You see,” he concluded, “it ls erit-
feal., | can not understand,” he ex-
elalmed strongly, “the present attitude
of labor, 1t (s utterly lacking in sense
of gratitude, of loyalty, 1 like to think
of the mille as tho means to lfe for
thousandn of men. And It palns me to
son them becoms hostlle and grasping.
What have they to complain of ™
“Probably they teel entitled to a Iit-
tle more than a bare existence.”
“Dido't wo grant the aliding scale
" three years ago™
“"Perhapn,” Mark returned dryly,
“thoy gueas from the number of tem-
plea to paleontology In prospect that
- thi weale could falrly be ralsed, It

-~ oould."

“l1 don't hold with you.”

“"What does Henley say!”

*“What would Henley say but, Pight,
He Is mad-—utterly mad In his hatred
of unions,”

*Quite mad.”

“In this came he Is right. 1 have
not desarved to be compelled to stand
and deliver, | have always bpen falr
to labor. | have bean willing to com-
promise our differences, to make coo-
ceslons, | have felt toward them aa
a father to his children. They have
now no just cause to organise to fight
me, And my plaos for the future do
not wdmit of a shrinkage in incomse
from rulsed sesles or costly strikes.
Oh!1™ Quinby's hands clenched In the
strons of emotion. “If 1 were but as
rich sa MacOregor! Hae has been well
served by the mon he has made”
Quinby, It seemed, had forgotten his
lats tribute to his young lieutenanta,

"Who made him," Mark corrected.

*No," coptradicted 'Quinby sternly.
“*To whom he gave opportunity, As |
have given It to my pariners, And
never have | been so Il served as in
the handling of this Alsputa’™ He
paused (o let the truth of this diseery-
fce alnk into Mark's heart

“That in where I need you. Henley
s Abo last man ln the world for such
s matter, . It 1a not a bully's task
Truitt, 1 want you to take charge of
the sltuation, stand between Henley
and the men, and settle 1t."

“Humph! Easier ordered than done.
1 tdop't banker for the job, Mr, Quinby."

“You are thes only otie of the lot who
oan moeot labor In & buman plavalble
manner, It waa you, | belleve, who
saved un from a strike threa yearn ago
==1 have pever wvoloced my apprecia
ton of that, but 1 do so now. You can
do it. And you owe It to ma to try.
Ba taotful, be firm but gentle. Sauviter
in modo sod fortiter In re, Make nom.

| hedging, so you won't bave Lo
‘| with me,”

© Awhor of
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rupted. “Buwt If I pull It through, I'd
rather you'd lst me bulld that new
city.” He laughed queerly. "Btrange
a6 It may seom, the notlon appeals”

“But that, I fear, s out of the ques:
ton” Quinby shook his head sadly,
“A beautiful dream but—paleontology
han claimed me.”

They left the matter of reward for
future determination.

At Buffalo they left Quinby, whose
car was attached to a New York traln.

CHAPTER XXIIL

Philanthropy. )
The Quinby strike i now history.

It tn, howaver, no part of od his-
tory that during theOc ntha
preceding one man w “plan-

ning, spending himsels to i the
tragic outcome he foresaw. It was
quite hidden work, Even had It suc-
ceeded I would have been no more
widely heralded than In fallure.

He did foreses the outcome as tragle,
but not because & philanthropist’'s rep-
utatlon hung In the balance,

There was ofie man who saw and
understood bis efforts. He was Hen-
leoy.

They were together one day, Mark
arguing earneatly for s compromise.
Henley listensd, not because he was
lmpressed by the arguments, but be-
causo be was studylong the pleader.

“Are you for ua,” he loterrupled a
long perfod to demand eharply, “or
for the men?"

“I'm for both."

“You can't be for both. Are you,”
Heotley joarsd, “still trylug to play the
man of peace®™

"No. I'm trying to obtain a Hitle
Justice and to save the Quinby com-
pany from Idie mills."

"They won't be idle long, And we
can afford idlepess better than the
men can.”

“They're growlag bitter.
be violence.”

“Then let there be violence, 1T
know how Lo meet IL” Henlay's jaws
set. “Thera'll be no compromise. Let
us fight It out now, whila we're ready
—and the men sren't. The bharder the
fight the better I'm satisfied, because
the Jonger Nl take the unlom to re-
cover."

“You're hopelesn.” Mark eyed him
nignificantly. “I see Il bave to ap-
peal to Caosar.”

“Meaning Quinby? Caesar's ghost
must feel fattersd!™

“He has an interest ln the premises.
1 abould think it would be to your In-
terest—"

“Is that & kind of & threat!” Henlay
Inquired harsbly, "I'm. not afrald of
Quinby just now. Booner or later 1
expect to be kicked out of this com-
pany. But be can't kick me out of

steal. And I don't propose to see the
Il.ndunln run to suit the whims of
tough walking delogates and grafting
Inbor bosses. You seem to be in Quin.
by's coufidence. I'm free to say I don't
ke 1L It looks to me as though you'rs
go out

Thera will

demand more than you give
othern, The men give you all
bave and you refuse—"
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that1”

|* "Cheaper now than ever,” Henley
| Interrupted.

‘New York last week."”

\§ | own newspapers, They can saake and

i

| “Have you forgottent I think

comes through Mr. Quinby.”

“Take It soyhow,” he answered
promptly. “Since you won't let me
help you

“I don't like to be under obligations
to him* s

"Tike I ¥ he meant mischief, 1
think we'd have heard from him be
fore mow. And it's only falr for some-
body to met somethitg out of him.
God knows 1I'm dolog enough for him.”

“You mean with the man?"

“Yea, Though, It he only knaew It,
I'm not dolng it for his smke. 1 be
lieve it was for the men | undertook
the job" He shook his head gloom-
fly. “Bub the worst of It Is, I'm al-
most certain to fall*™

“Oh, | hope not.”

“Yes. Bometimes 1 think I'm the
only sane man left on sarth, KEach slde
thinka {t'a bound to win. One &lde ls
—and it [sn't the men, Bul they won't
listem to me. It makes me wick to
think what theyll have to pay If they
g0 Into this hopeless contest. You
don't know how the thing is taking
hold on me. You think this gueer talk
from e ™

“I don't And It queer."

“It is quesr. | haven't come to the
why yet. Do you bellove' he asked
abruptly, “that love can awaken all
the sympathles "

"I believa that It can.”

“Wouldn't It be strange,” he went
on musingly, “if through Quinby—the
philanthropist!—I've found my big
ldea?"

“Your blg Idea?" '

“Yes." He forgot that no Richard
Courtney had ever deflned It for her
“I'Il probably fall in this wrangle, But
after that—why not?—the happy city,
and in Bethel. The thing's getting into
my blood. Or am [, after all, the one
who is mad?

It she was white, he lald It to wearl
ness, “it you are, 1 love your mad-
ness."

A sllence. When she broke It he,
absorbed In the tmin of thoughts met
in motion by mentlon of the unbullt
eity, did not cateb the odd strained
note In the worde,

“Then you think 1'd better take the
poaition 1

“Abh!" He came back remorsefully

to the subject. "Of course. you must
take It."
“Even from Quinby ™

“However It demen, you're fitted for

You've earned "

“But,” ahe loslsted quietly, “I'd have
to llve at the hospital., I'd have no
excuse for keeping this apartment'”

“Oh, no, surely not! You musn't
glve It up. | need you, Kaszla—these
hours—" Alarm had driven all but
love—he still called it love—from his
heart for the moment, He leaned over
and eaught har to him.

“Not at once, perhaps,” she mur-
mured wenkly. “I could come here
sometimen—untl] the lease explrea—"

He laughed. “Do you think love Is
determined by & landlord’s contract ™

“Not by that!" With a Uttle gasp
Ing ery abe reached up and clung to
him,

-
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During the lust days of the negotis
tions Mark almost hoped the strike
could be averted. Then men, listen-
Ing to his persuasions, agreed Lo ne-
cept & merely nominal increase In the
wage scale. But the agreement must
be sigoed, not by the men as Individ
uale, but by the unlon for them; from
that stand the young organization, Its
very life at siake, would not be moved.

Three meo were in Henley's ofMce
on that last night before the declslon
was announced. One had just made
his final plea tor the compromise,

Henley shook his head firmly.
will not recognize the unlon.”

“But they ask so lHitle," i

Both glanced at the otherman, s tall
stately fgure, pacing, hands clasped
behind his back,” 4p and down the
room. A troubled despairing frown
roughened the lofty brow,

“I'm looking ahesd,” Henley replied.
“Labor organizations never go back,
unlesa you catch ‘em young and kill
‘am off. Recognize them now and
three years hence they'll demand a
ralsed scale, Next, It will be the clowed
shop. Then mnother raime, and so on.
‘We'll be running our mills for the ben-
efit of men who have no staks In them,
never knowlng when they'll be after
us with new outrmgeous demands. 1
will not have IL” Henley spoks with

"1

The pacing figure stopped, looking
at Mark. “What have you to say to

“l say, the men are desperate.
They'll stop at nothing to win the
strike. It will cont us millions.”

"I say,” Mark went on, “thls indus-
try, this company, can afford to grant
any demands labor will ever make.
And there's such & thing as bumanity,
paused,

Ism't enough, I say the public ds on the
men's. side and It hasp't forgotted the

Slamese twins of production and other

anxous pacing. But he was halted by
Henley's next wordns,
“Yon had s visit from some men In

*How do you know? Quinby was
visibly startied.

“1 adviked them to see you," Henley
rejolned. “They're men of powser. They

=

“Humph! They think as 1 do—
damn your reputationt”

Quinby started, glared. His tongue
fumbled waluly for words to answer
this astounding leso-majesty, He ook
A step toward Menley, mennelngly.

“Humph!" Henley grunted again
“You can save your wind, I'm not
afrald of you just mow. And I won'
let this sompany be erippled by giv-
Ing In to the unlon. The men who saw
you won't permit It either—without
punishing.”

"I nuppose you think they can keep
you in this company, too?"”

"No,” Henley anawered steadily.
“Between you and me they -won't In-
terfefe, Bul between you and them—
betwoen your expensive reputation and
thelr Intereat—they will Interfere, The
labor unlone are voir common spemy.

Then Men Listened to His Persua-
sions.

If you let them got a foothold here,
you may ms well lle down and die.
For there {sn't m sapot on earth where
the truth about Quinby“—hatred gave
savagery to the threat—"the plous
fraud, the hounder of women, the
traltor In buniness deallngs, won't
reach.”

Quinby’s glare had no power now,
as at another time, to subdus Henley.

He sank into a chalr, stretching out
his hands to Mark in a helplesa ges-
ture. “Can’t you say something ™

“If you aren't & coward and a fravd,”
Mark answered with undisgulsed dis-
gust, “you'll know wha* to ssy. If
you are—" He concluded with a shrig.

It wus an intolerable moment for
Quinby., He rose, made s pitlable ef-
fort to gather the tatters of his van-
ity around his naked cowardice,

“I leava you in charge. 1 go to New
York tonight. An expedition etarts for
Tibet tomorrow. [ shall Joln 1"

He stalked stify (o the door. There
ho atopped for'a second, looking back
with eyes that were not good to see.

Henley turned to Mark. "As for
you," he began sternly, “I've let you
play your game, becsuse you could do
ve harm, But now, having learned
that you can't pin faith even to the
vaulty of a coward—"

Mark met his gaze quistly. 1 bave
learned more than that, DBut, at least,
the feet were of lron, after all"”

The next day the fallure of negotin:
tions wns announced. On the next
the atrike was ordered.

Henley was ready. On the morn-
Ing of the third day detached squade
of atrangers appeared In the vielnity
af the mills, trylng Lo saunter slong
wilh the alr of casusl eane, They wore
Henley's strike breakers, gathered
from many cities,

And the strikers were ready, though
fow of them wot of preparation.

The frst squad slipped unnoticed
into the mills, and a second. Then
along the mile or more of street an

| le word p d from tching
crowd (o crowd: “Henley's strike
breakers!™ The third squad reached
the refuge of the mills only by a sud-
den overbearing dash. The fourth
found Its way blocked and itself
pressed back by a surging cursing
mob, The remaining strike breakers
mllied to this point snd In & body
tried by brute force to drive a lane
thirough the resisting pack of men and
women, But ths mob grew faster, gath-
¢red mround the Invaders, roughly
Joutling them and shrieking taunts and
blasphemies. Blows were struck, mis
siles burled. Then above the clamor
& shot was heard.

A ory, "A woman In killed!"” an-
swerad by & boarse freusled bellow,
Many weapons flashed from pockets
where (hey had laln hidden, Other
shots were heard, fired pointblank at
living targets, The meles becams a
battle. When It was over, the strike
breakers had fled and two score and
more 1ay dead on the streats. Through
the labyrioth of silest machinery and
chilllng furnaces a mob that panted
with the thirst for blood hunted out
and shot down those of Henley's men
who had reached the mills, . . . Mad?
Mad as though a bastile walted to be
taken. .

Two days the torror Insted. The mills
—ancred property!—weres wreoked.
Timid posses were driven back. Crased
orstore bafangued the mob and took
for fronlc text "the Blamesa twins of

fon." X

Then with measured tread and
gleaping bayonets cameo the force of
the law, and peace—the peace of the
onece more over Quin-

L
by's mills.
CHAPTER XXIV.

The Pressure of Truth,

crunched and furnaces !
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howaver, with u blare of trumpets. In
fact, he onme almost secretly, though
not wholly out of modesty; no e
parter so bold or so shrewd as to win
to his wellguarded proesence, The
eynlenl public had lately become
deeply Interested In the Siamess twine
of production and upon the devoted
head of thelr author had heaped its
eruel satlre,

Bul Quinby's return wae not with-
out W objects, One of them was Lo
unseat the arrogant Henley, and to
this Quinby, withou! concealment or
delay, bent his encrglen. In the other,
which seams to prove that In matters
of sex aro nelther prince, priest nor
peasant, but only man and woman,
more fAnesss wan omployed. Only one
person had an Inkling of this project
and she kept wall the secret

There was heard & merry cracking
of whips. One by one Quiuby won
the minor stockholdera over lo his
primary object and approached the
polnt whoere he could deal the blow.
Henley grimly walted. Mark was not
approached on the matter, for the suf-
fclent reason that he, too, had been
slugled out for vengeance

Quinby s back,” he told Knazia

| once

There was & perceptible pavee be-
fore she answered, "Yen. He visited
the hospital tho other day.”

"Keoeping his hand in, | supposs,” he
sald lghtly. “Unhappily, Quinby ia
cul off from public philanthrople ex
ercises untll the present cloud passes.”

She achleved n amile

“But humnnity's loss lan't our galn,"
Mark grinned wryly, “He's gotting
to eliminate Henley and me
from the company.”

“Oh, that's too bad
you—poor?™

“No. Put it will leave me consid-
erably less rich than I'd like to be ™

“I thought you dldn't eare for
money ™

“No man cares so lttle for it that
be's willing to lone 1. And 1l need
every dollar 1 have”

She guessed what he had in mind.
"You say you will need 111"

“For my happy elty.” He laughed,
then grew merfous. “Kazia, I'm golng
to bulld it At least, I'm golng to
start L~

“Ah!" Bhe turned away with a sharp
Intake of breath, “lt—it would be
something worth while."

For an hour, unconsclouns of crualty,
he discoursed of hin plans, eagerly and

logueptly, His elog wans not In
valn. She lstened without comment,
but as he talked the plcture he saw
grew before her, convincing, real—the
bappy city rising In the beautiful val
ley, & place where men tolled and were
not comnsumed, found refuge from wear-
Iness not In viee, but In clean con-
tented homes and wholesome sports,
gave of thelr bhest to the labor becauss
of Its earnings they had a just share,
living hopefully. . . . 8he _measured It
by the life of the steel maker ua ahe
had seen It, and him by the guality
of his dream,

“Do you see I

“1 sea IL"

“One of the things I've learned 1s to
understand men of wealth. Thelr cruel-
tles are the crueltlen of cownrdice—
the fear of those who have that those
who have not will force o distribution
of the mspolls, They're afrald of mny-
thing new or different. Therefore they
will fight me as only cowards can—un-
til they're convinced even humanity
can pay dividends. That,” he frowned,
“Ia where Quinby will ploch me. Every
dollar hie takes from me will lessen my
chances of pulling through the frst
fight”

“Can't you stop him1"

“As oany nfop & mad snake. Quinby
has much to take out on Henley and
e, And we're belpless.”

“Perbaps a way out will be found.”

The fiat lifeless volcs, so uniike hers,
recalled him to her.

"Are you disgusted?" he exciaimed
remorsefully. “Heore I've been clack:
Ing away lke Quinby himse!f, never
noticing bow tired you are. Lot me
take you back to the hosplial”

“No, | arranged to stay hers over
night to begin packing my things up.”

*But your lease--"

“Even leases,” she answered quletly,
“don't always run their full course.
The agent has a tenant who wants
this apgriment and I promised to move
oul next week."

“Kazla!" He found himself Oush-
ing. Only by a etrong effort could he
make his eyes meel hers, "Thal means
you think I'm forgetting you in my
new plans.”

“l think,” she anewered, "only that
you're & man and that love, especially
such love as ours, lan't enough.”

He looked at her in sllance for a mo-
ment, “Kasla,” he began very gently,
“] could lie to you, but there must be
no lles between us. Love len't enough
—aven such love as ours. A man must
do bl work. It's the Inescapable
law. Bul that doesn't mean that love
~that you—won't aAlways have a big
place with me, a place all your own.”
He drew her closer, so that her head
rested on his shounlder, and smoothed
the thick dark balr, “It never occurred
to me you wouldn't be as interested
an 1 In my pluns, You've glven me so
much, you've seemed #0 much & part
of what I'm Lo do—1've thought of It
as our work—"

A band stole over hls mouth, Bhe
ralsed her head, and she was smiling.

"Non't! You make me ashamed.
.+ . And now you must go."

“Can‘t 1 stay to help you?

“A moan pack!” ahe luughed gally.

“A man,” be sighed, trylng to be jo-
coes, “has so many lmitations, But
it all right, Kasla?"

Wil It make

“It's all right”
But when he was gons the gay man-
ner vaulsbed. The stromg fgure

droopad wearily, Bbe fell to hor knees
m-ﬂdr.mhr in her

4 e

of lover”

-

memorandum to call up the Todd how-
pital’ From the bexpttal he recelved
word that Mis. Whitlug had gone to
Hose anlley and agked him to follow
her, Bome one was dylog. Me did
not walt for dinnar, but halling & cab,
set out Q& another journey to Roso
ulley

He stumbled hastlly up the gloomy
stalrcase L0 Roman's door and rapped
lightly, Tt was apenad by an unkempt
forelgn woman, doubtless a nelghbor,
and he entered. Have for her the
kitchen wns empty. But by the light
of & smoky lamp that stood on the
table near an inper door, he saw a
group dimly outlined. On a narrow
bed lny a huga dropakal fgure, seam-
Ing to Mark already dend. The Mnatka,
more faded than ever, sal at the dy-
ing man's #slde, motionless ae he, her
gaze fxed rigldly upon him.

“Thank you for coming,” Kasia sald.

"I'm glad you sent for we. Is there
anything I ean do?

"“Yean, gat Plotr. He went away early
this morning and doesn't know. [t
wan very sudden. You'll probably find
him at—" She oamed a corner a mile
or more distant, "He makes speeches
thera every evenlng.'

The cab eame to u halt at & corner
whare many people passed. A small
changing erowd had gathersed around
a man who from his soap box ha
rangued them. He preached a goupel
that, beginning with a germ of love,
had grown In him into & creed of hate.
It wasm & rambling incoherent ha-
rangus, full of bitter denunclation and
vague generallties that never came lo
a point—the grotesque but pititul out-
pouring of & feshle mind obecssed by
a sense of Injury real or fancled and
criwcking under the effort to inoculate
others with Its venom. Mark listened
& moment.

“The man must be mad,” he thought
pititully

Plotr In hie ramblings came to the
late strike. He bogan = roll eall of
the masters of the Quinby company—
Quinby himselt, Henley, Higabes,
Hare—

“And Trultt!™ The hoarss volos be-
came, If that were possible, even more
bitter. He falrly writhed as He shrieked

out his charges. “Trultt the wite-
beater! The rounder! With his
womon—!"  For several minutes he

raved on, regaliog his audlence with
an array of disgusting but apoeryphal
dotalls of Trultt's lite that to his dls-
easnd fancy must have become proved
facta,

“Go tell bim o come hers,” Mark
ordered the cabman, “Tell him his
father to dying."

“Aw, hell!™ growled a big Irlshman
In the crowd, audible even to the cab.
“Shut up! Trultt's th* only wan av th*
lot wid bowlla t' him."

"Fool—fool!" Plotr ehook clenched
fsty ot the Irlshman, “Are you taken
In because he triod to stop the strike?
Who was he worklng for then, you or
Quinby? Whera was he when Hen-
ley's strike breakers came to steal
your jobas and shoot down your women?
Where was hin money when your
children were starving for bread?
Where—"

But the cabman hnd reached him
with Mark's For a t
Plotr stired stupldly, trylog to take
In Ita meaning. Then he uttored =
wild plercing ery.

“Dylng!" He lesned toward the
crowd, hands and face twitching tn his
frenzy. “My father's dying, but he
can wait while I tell you about this
Truitt, When he was starting out
he came to our house, becauss my
fsthor took pity on him. My father
loved him, better than he did his own
son. He watched over him, cared for
him, taught him all he knew of his
trade, Then the old man broke. Ha
wouldn't have been old unywhere else,

but he had burned himselt up trylng =

to make Quinby's furnace hells pay.
They threw him out, of course—and
Trultt took his job. Trultt—partner
of Quinby! The old man's heart broke.
Then his mind gave way. And now
he's dying—do you know where? In
Rose alley!"

The erowd had becoms very still
To them, too, the tragedy that tor-
tured the madman was clear; lafinite
repetition could not take away Its bit-
teTness,

“And that tsn't all.” The emotional
dellrium reached its climax, “In that
house was & girl—just an Igoorant
Hunky girl but the kind men love, And
Trulll made love to her. But when he
left us, be left her, too—another
broken heart! To forget him she mar-
ried a worthless rummy she had to
leave, Then she went out Into the
city to make her own living—you
know the fight and the price women
must pay or go down, And nhe—the
girl he wouldn't take up with him—
sbe pald—"

Bewllderment choked back the
stream of words. For a man—whoss
pallor was not dus to the garlah arc
lamp—had leaped from the cab and
waa clbowing & way swiltly toward
him, The crowd fell back to let the
man through, then pressed clossr.
Only Plotr and the Irishman recog-
nized him. Mark eaught Plotr by the
arm and jerked him roughly from tbe
box,

The Irishman's beavy hand fell on
Mark's shoulder. “Lat be, sor.” Then
he fell back before the livid counte-
nance Mark turned on him.

“Keep out. I'll do him no barm. I'm
only taking him to his father, whera
his place is inwtead of bhere black-
guarding woman he lsn't.fit to touch.”

Plotr jerked his arm free. I won't
g0 with you!"

But the Irishmay caught him, “YeTl
go s Misther Trultt tells yee T'm
thinkin' he's just loony, sor,”

(TO BE CONTINUED.)

Ona Line of Credit.
“Bo your grocer refuses lo give you
eredit for another thing.".
ot sxaotly; hrn bo'll give 1
| pAT on soe
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