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'I CHAPTER IV.

SAVANNAH MORBYN.

The days that followed were days of

trouble and doubt. Gibeon Prawle’s

influence with the men prevailed; the

strike was determined upon, and the

notices were given in.

After the scene in Mary’s cottage
there was no longer room for doubt in

Tom’s mind as to which side he would

take, and he declared strongly and

angrily against Gibeon.

This brought about much ill-feeling,
and Tom was threatened more than

once with what would happen if he

turned “knobstick.” Others, however,
more cautious and friendly, urged him

to leave the place and not fly in th<j
face of the majority.

“We must obey the vote of the ma-

jority,” said they, “no matter what the

cause may be. This giving in by the

minority is the very life-blood of all

.trades unions.”

“Then 11l have no more to do with

trades unions,” answered Tom, reso-

lutely. “What I say is that I’llnever

be a party to championing such a fel-

low as Gibeon.”

“But it isn’t championing him, but

standing by the union, lad, that you’ve

got to thinkof in this matter.”

“Then let the union take a sensible

line and act justly. D’ye think Ihaven’t

worked for the union? Nay, you know

I have, and that there’s no firpier be-

liever than I in the right of the men to

stand or fall together when the cause

is just. But not to protect such fel-

lows as Gibeon Prawle. If the cause

were a good one, I’d starve tillevery

blessed ounce of flesh wasted off my

bones before I’d give in; but not for a

skunk like that.”

And they could not move him.

They went to Mary to see whether

she would influence him; for after the

time when he had rushed in to protect

her, he had let it be known that they
two were to be married; but Mary
would not hear a word against Tom.

She thought he was doing' the right
thing and said so.

Reuben Gorringe went to Tom some

few days before the notices expired,
and spoke to him.

“What are you going to do in this

matter, Tom?” he asked.

“I’m going on with my work,” he

said.

“But you're local secretary of the

union.”

“Iwas. I’ve resigned. I’ve left the

society—at least they as good as turned

me out, when I wouldn’t strike.”

“Come to the office, I want to speak
to you,” and when they were alone, he

said: “Have you no influence to stop
this folly?”

“No, none. I have tried, but the

men are determined to stand by Gib-

eon,” said Tom.

“They are fools, and that’s the long
and short of it. What about the

women?”

“Idon’t think many of them willgo

out, if any do. I’ve heard one or two

talk about giving in a notice, but I

don’t think they will. They know

what strike pay means too well to

quarrel with their victuals for a shifty
scoundrel like Gibeon Prawle.”

“They can’t beat me,” said the man-

ager, resolutely.
“What about Gibeon?” said Gorringe,

after a pause. “What’s your candid

opinion about him?”

“Idon’t want to talk of him. He’s a

scoundrel and a cowardly frightener
of women,” said Tom, his eyes bright-
ening with anger.

“What do you mean? Is it because

he is the man com erned that you stand

by me and against the society?” asked

Gorringe, looking searchingly at the

other.

“Yes, that’s about the size of it,” an-

swered Tom. “Ifhe came back to the

millwe should leave.”

“We?” said Reuben Gorringe, quick-
ly and suspiciously.

“Yes. Mary and I have settled that.

We’d neither of us work where he was.

We’re going to be married, you’ know,
when this trouble's passed over a bit.”

The manager had bent over a drawer

at his table while this was said, and

made no answer for quite a minute,

seeming to be searching for something
he could not find. At last he got up

from his chair, and continued the

search with his back to Tom.

“Oh, are you?” he said, in a voico

meant to be indifferent.

"We shall wait till after this busi-

ness of the strike,” said Tom, all un-

conscious of the effect likely to be pro-
duced by his words.

Reuben Gorringe was a long time

searching what he did not find, And

when at length ho turned to Tom he

void-
“Iwanted to Aow you a sample of

¦hort-etapled stuff that 1 think tws can

use; but I can’t put my hand on itnow.

You must come In presently. If you
hold by me in this bother you under-

stand it’llbe for your good. I shall

want to have some one to depend
upon.”

Tom thought as he went out that

the manager was looking unusually
worried and bothered. And he might
have thought the matter still more

serious had he seen Reuben Gorringe
directly the latter was left alone. The

manager locked the office door and gave
himself up to deep thought; a set,

hard, desperate look fixing all the mus-

cles of his face in a rigid, thoughtful,
malignant expression.

But Tom saw nothing of this, and

thought so littleof what he seen that

when he told Mary what had passed at

the interview he scarcely deemed it

worth while to mention to her that he

had spoken of their coming marriage.
But Mary was thoughtful, and though

she said nothing to Tom she recalled

Reuben Gorringe’s words, and was

vaguely uneasy for a day or two.

At the end of that time, however,

Reuben, looking haggard and troubled,

went to her, and finding her alone

spoke to her about the marriage, and

his words were kind.

“I heard the news from Tom,” he

said, “and I was—was glad, that it was

no other man. I thought I should like

t© see you alone for a minute and tell

yoTi I was glad.”
Mary smiled very sweetly at the im-

plied praise of her lover, and thanked

Gorringe for his words.

“I thought, too,” be continued,
speaking not without some effort,
“that I should like just to tell you that

I am sorry for what I may have said

the last time wc—we were together. I

can’t tell you that my feeling for you
is changed in one respect,” he said,
smiling sadly; “perhaps it would be a

good thing ifI could. That feeling will

never change, Mary, but I willbury it

and hide it, and play at pre-

tending that it’s dead. Tom and

you are acting well by me in this

strike bother, and I’lldo what I

can for you both. I’ll show you that

if I’m not to be chosen before another

man, at least I can be man enough to

bear no malice toward him. Give me

your hand, my lass,” he took itand

pressed his lips to it. “God bless you,
and make you as happy as I wish you

to be.”

The girl said nothing—could find

nothing to say, being touched by his

words; but let her hand rest inhis fora

moment and then drew itgently away,

saying after a long pause:

“Ihope we shall be friends;” nor

had she even the faintest spark of

suspicion that he was not absolutely
sincere in all his words.

“Yes, we shall be friends, and there

fs something ! can ask you to do as a

first proof of it. You can do it, I

think. It is something connected with

this business of the strike. I have ar-

ranged, as you know, for the places of

some of the men who are going out to

be taken by women whom I am bring-
ing to Walkden Bridge. There may be

a little difficulty in getting some of

them housed, and I want to know if

you can take one of them here.”

“Oh, yes, easily,” answered Mary,
readily. “Who is it? Where does she

come from?”

“She is a weaver, named Savannah

Morbyn; and she comes from the other

side of the county.”
“When willshe be here?”

~To-morrow evening, so as to be

ready for the next day.”
“Do you know anything about her?—

her character, I mean?” asked Mary.
“I know her to be a good hand,

steady and reliable. A good girl, I be-

lieve.” and then he left.

Tom was pleased when Mary told

him as much of the interview as was

necessary to explain the reason of the

new hand coming into the cottage, and

drew from it a good omen as to their

future relations with Gorringe. He on

his side also had good news, for the

manager had offered him a better po-
sition in the mill, to act partly as over-

looker and partly to find employment
in the office, a position showing trust

and confidence and bringing better

wages.

Mary looked on this as a further

proof of Gorringe’s sincerity in wish-

ing to show his friendship, and was

both glad and grateful.
In the evening, therefore, she set to

work with a light heart to make the

cottage ready for the visitor, and the

next day as soon as the day's work was

done she hurried to the cottage and

found the stranger had already arrived,

“Are you Savannah Morbyn?” she

asked, looking curiously at the girl
whom she found sitting with her hat

and jacket stillon.

“Yes; and you, I can see, are Mary
Ashworth. I knew you at once from

the description given to me.”

The stranger got up from her chair

and went holding out both her hands

io Mary, who placed hers in them, con-

fidently and readily, and looked into

the other’s face.

As she touched the girl’s hands and

met the gaze of her eyes, Mary felt

herself shrink as if with instinctive

distrust.

“You are cold,” said the newcomer,

who tried to draw the girl closer to

her.

“I am tired, I think,” said Mary,
moving away from her. “The work

has been very hard and—and I want

my tea.” It was a lame conclusion,
but the girl could not explain nor ac-

count for the feeling which took pos-
session of her.

She took Savannah up the narrow

staircase and left her in the bedroom

she was to occupy, while she herself

went to that in which her mother and

herself were to sleep, and tried to

shake off the feeling that oppressed
her. They had tea, and when Tom

camo in to speak of the arrangements

for the next morning he found them

together.
“And is this Tom —your Tom?” said

Savannah, rising and smiling to Mary.
She put her hand into Tom’s and

clasped his firmly in her own while she

looked at him fixedly eut of her deep
violet eyes.

And as he held her hand and gazed

at her, devouring with his eyes the

ravishing and voluptuous beauty of

her faee, and the full, rich, graceful
form, he felt that such a woman os

this had never before stood clasping
his hand in hen, and reading his very

soul with eyes that seemed to burn

into every nook and cranny of his

mind.

He stood holding her hand, and felt

as though he could not turn away

from the eyes that riveted his, hold-

ing him as in chains which he had no

wish to loose, untilshe herself released

him.

There seemed some subtle power in

the woman that he had never met with

before; It maddened him, and even the

pained nnd scared look which he saw

on Mary Ashworth’s pale face did not

serve to recall him wholly to.himself,
nor make him conscious of anything
except a strange, fierce, passionate
pleasure in the company of this won-

drously beautiful creature. He was

like a man intoxicated.

CHAPTER V.

THE STRIKE.

Next morning the whole of Walkden

Bridge was early astir, and the great-
est excitement prevailed everywhere
as to what would happen at the mill,
what course the strikers would take,
and whet her there would be any dis-

turbance.

Tom, who was much cooler and more

Collected the morning than he had

been when with Savannah Morbyn on

the previous evening, was out very

early, as he had promised to be with

the two girls.
About half-past five, all tho people in

the village turned out and began to

form little knots of talkers here and

there in the street, gradually drawing
nearer and nearer to the mill.

Presently there Wfi3 Home littlehoot-

ing and hissing heard and a number of

people rz.n to see what was th© cause.

It came from a small group of the strik-

ers, who were standing together; and

the noise was intended as a demonstra-

tion against Reuben Gorringe, who had

passed on his way to the mill, and was

looking after some of the new hands.

He turned on the men at once and

went up and spoke to them.

“Why do you hiss me and hoot at

me?” he asked, in a loud ringing voice.

“What Iran among you all, or in the

whole of Walkden Bridge, can say I

have ever done him anything but good?
Haven’t I always paid good wages?
Can any man say with truth that I

haven’t tried to make the place com-

fortable? Can anyone of you say that

I ever discharged a man, woman or

child without fulland sufficient cause?

Why, then, do you hoot me?”

“Can’t we do as we like with our own

tongues? You ain’t boss of them, I

should think,” cried one of the men;

and the others laughed a little.

Gorringe faced him in a moment,
and addressed him by name.

“That’s not the tongue you spoke in

last fall, Dick Grant, when you were

away two months and a half, and I

paid your wages all the time. I’m not

boss of your tongue, it’s true; and, so

far as you’re concerned, I’m not boss

of your gratitude either.”

“What do you want to go against the

society for?” asked another, after a

pause.

“Put yourself in my place for a mo-

ment, Silas,” answered Gorringe.
“Supposing you were running the

milland were paying me the wage of

a tackler and I was earning that of a

tenter for you, would you go on doing
it because I perhaps happened to be

popular with the union?”

“You can’t go against the union,”

replied the man whom he had ad-

dressed as Silas. “It’s like letting the

spindle run when the yarn’s broken —

only waste ’llcome of it.”

“Aye, aye; that’s it,” chorused one

or two.

“Then it must come,” said Gorringe.
“But it’s you are forcing this fight,
not I. And some of you know me well

enough to be able to tell whether I’m

likely to give in. If you hold out,

your places willbe filled up; and I’ve

more offers of hands than I’ve places
for.”

“They won’t be allowed to work,”
muttered one man. “We don't mean

having scallywags here.”

“Then if you win, it’ll mean the

shutting up of the mill; that’s all. I

don’t know whether you think that’s

likely to do you any good. It’llharm

Mr. Coode and me a bit, no doubt; but

I’llgo back to the loom again before

I’llgive in. And now, look here. I’ll

give you all a word of advice.” He

spoke excitedly. “If you mean vio-

lence by what you say about scally-
wags, I tell you this: I’llmeet you
with your own weapons. Two sides

can carry on that sort of play, and

you’ll find that I can be as much in

earnest in protecting those who stick

to me,as I can in opposing those who

turn against me.”

With that Reuben Gorringe went on

his way; and now no sound followed'
him. His will had for the time con-

quered them; and more than one of

the men were sorry that any dispute
had ariseq.

In truth there was not much heart

in the quarrel. The men had obeyed
the call of the society in coming out;

but they all knew that Gorringe had

been a fair employer, while many had

received such services as that he had

twitted the man Grant with having
forgotten.

After Gorringe had left them, there

were a few mutterings and murmurs,

and some of the men even talked about

going home, when messengers came up
the street saying that the strikers

were to go together in a body to the

millgates before the time for opening
them.

The group to whom Reuben Gor-

ringe had been speaking walked down

the main street tc *»'here the other men

seemed to be collecting, and joined
them. When they all got together
they seemed more satisfied with the

line they had taken—there is always
comfort in numbers. And they buoyed
up each other’s spirits and courage
with much talk about tne justice of

their cause and wisdom of their ac-

tion.

“Come ou. lads," tried Gibeon

Prawle, “let’s get tip to th* mfH and

see what sort of scally ways old Gor-

ringe has bought. We’llgive ’em a bit

of Walkden Bridge greeting, eh?” and

as he laughed some of the others

joined.
But the men were neither enthusias-

tic nor angry—only rather curious to

see who had been brought over to the

mill.

They had not been long at the gates
before a little commotion showed that

some of the n srkers were approaching.
Two or three women weavers and a

couple of half-time lads and lasses

were the first to come in sight; but

when they saw the crowd and the long
lane of strikers and their friends, they
hesitated, stopped, and then turned
back. At this there was a great burst

of cheering. It was the first victory.
But it was not to last long.
The cheer had not died away before

one of the heavy gates was swung
back, and Reuben Gorringe stood in

the way as calm and collected as if it

was an ordinary day and he were

waiting to greet the workers. At

sight of him a groan was raised. He

took not the slightest notice of it and
walked forward between the rows of

men and women to the roadway.
When he reached the road he waited

for the first workers—act tho c e who

had before appeared and retired—and

when they came he spoke quietly to

them, as if no one were present but

themselves; and walked with them

until they were inside the gate.
No attempt had been made to inter

sere with the women as they passed
through, and others, seeing this, came

forward at once, and, hurrying
between the rows of men and women,

entered the mill gate. The first really
hostile demonstration was made when

the first strangers—half a dozen wom-

en and three or four men—came in

sight and were led by Reuben Gor-

ringe into the mill. ,t

At first an attempt was made by the

pickets to intercept and speak to them.

This was foiled, however, by Gorringe.
Then one or two cries and a little hoot'

ing followed, and a few muttered ex-

clamations.

s
“No knobsticks; down with all

scallywags! Ugh, blacklegs! What do

you want to come here and take hon-

est folks’ work, for?” and questions of

that kind, especially from the men’s

wives, were heard amid excitement.
The strikers grew more angry as the

number of new hands increased, till

talk of violence began to be heard

from men and women alike. -

The excitement had reached its

height just when Tom Roylance came

in sight with Mary and Savanndh; and

his appearance seemed to fill the

whole crowd with anger.
“Knobstick! Scallywag! Blackleg!”

resounded on all sides and in allkeys
of angry-voiced men and women, with

hoots and yells, and some threats;
while fists were clenched and shaken,
and the whole crowd surged about ex-

citedly.
Tom walked in front with Mary, and

he passed deliberately through the

angry, flushed and gesticulating
crowd, casting a glance now and then

over his shoulder, as if to assure him-

self that Savannah Morbyn, who was

following close behind, was safe.

Savannah seemed almost to enjoy
the scene. She held her head erect

and faced the crowd with a smile as

she passed through them. Iler tall

and stately figure, drown up to it*

full height, and her beautiful face

brought upon her the eyes, of many,
and some of the younger men would

have pardoned her for her acts on ac-

count of her pretty looks. But not so

the women, whose scornful, angrj
comments were loud and voluble.

[TO BE CONTINUED.]

Rather Unlucky.

“Ever sit down at a table where there

were just thirteen?” asked the man in

the shaggy ulster.

“Once.” replied the man with the

white spot in his mustache.

“Well, you never observed that any
bad luck followed it, did you?”

“Why—haw—yes. Bad luck for most

of the thirteen.”

“Any of them die?”

“Not that I know of. Never heard of

any of them dying.”
“Not enough victuals to go around?*

queried the man with the snub nose.
“Who’s talking about victuals? There

wasn’t any victuals.”

“I thought you said you sat down to

a table where there were thirteen per-
sons?”

“That’s what I said. The table was

in a lawyer’s office. It was a meeting
of creditors. There were twelve of

them. I was the other man.”

There was a long pause, and then the

man with the baggy trousers inquired:
“Inwhat way did the meeting prove

unlucky, if I may ask?”

“None of ’em ever got a blamed cent

out of me,” answered the man with

the white spot in his mustache, heav-

ing a deep sigh.—Chicago Tribune.

Light Wanted.

The professor of the chair of politi-
ical economy had talked to the class

an hour and a half.

“I have tried to make this whole

question of the tariff perfectly plain to

you,” he said, wiping the perspiration
from his glowing face, “and I trust I

have succeeded. Still, if there should

be some among you who desire further

light on this matter I am ready to an-

swer any questions you may ask.”

“Ithink I understand the most of

your lecture, professor,” spoke up a

deeply interested young man on the

front seat, “but I’d like to know

whether this ad valorem you’ve been

talking about is a manor a woman.”

—Chicago Tribune.

With or Without Blinds.

The supreme court of Indiana has

decided that saloonkeepers can pull
down the blinds, notwithstanding
local laws prohibiting it. The court

holds that where municipal corpora-
tions pass ordinances they must be

reasonable and that the use of blinds,

shutters, colored glass and screens it

business houses and dwellings is on*

of the conveniences of civilized life,

almost aa necessary as ttye houses them

Mhrea.

THE FREIGHT TRAIN.

Bow I Jove to wotck the Jocai

Winding up around the hill

tn the sunrise of the morning,
When the autumn air is still!

And the smoke like loosened tresses,
Hosts away above her back,

And to hear the chuka, chuka,
v Chuka, chuka of the stack.

The man who rides these mountains,
Whose fiery steed of steel

Drinks at nature's Cowing fountains,
Must Inevi’ably feel

A divine and peerless painter
Spread the scenes along the track,

While he hears the chuka, chuka,

Chuka, chuka of the stack.

In the solemn hush of midnight,
When his pilot plows the gloozp,

s’rom a hundred hills wild roses

Send their subtle, sweet perfume
To the weary, weary watcher

Whose lamps lightup the track.

And a hundred hills give back the

Chuka, chuka of the stuck.

Oh! how I miss the music

Of the whistle and tlm beli.

And the drumming of the furnace.

More than any tongue cun tell!

And the mighty massive mogul

Always seems to call me back,
With her chuka, chuka, chuka,

Chuka, chuka of the stack. ¦
¦

—N. Y. Sun.
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. . is low in price for a first-class machine.

.
.

To see it is to buy it

Live agents wanted In every

town.

Liberal discounts allowed.
Write at once for prices, terri-

tory, etc. Address,

Frank S. Bechtel,
Manufacturer HANOVER,

York Co., Pa.
4 ' ¦

Cigar Dcalei-a and Saloon Keeper*
A/r'I'ICNTIOJN’I

The King of all slot machines Is our famous

AUTOMATIC “NICKEL MYSTERY"
cigar vending machine

R ;lwaH

IlfcOi
Enafayi'i--r- '-P~- -

—¦—

It is the modern money maker. Will pay your
rent, delight your patrons, ornament your place of
business, and help you on to Easy Street. It is a

machine that can be used to as much advantage
in a saloon as in a cigar store. The public is go-
ing wild over it. Don't fail to write for pricesand
further particulars at once. Address,

The “Magic” Automatic Machine Co.,
N. T. VVeier, Mgr. Butler. Pennn.

Agents Wanted. Liberal Terms.

¦ ig

|fegviS£Sl..l_, ssx

you want to make money F
If so the Automatic 11 Fortune Telling
Machine is what you want. The greatest in-
centive to trade ever invented. Pays for itself at
the rate of 500 per cent a month, just the thing
for Cigar Stores. Saloons, Billiard Rooms, New*
Stands and all places where cigars are for sale,
for Ice Cream and Confectionery parlors it is a

big drawing card; also a big money maker for

Drug Stores and Soda Fountains. As a money-
maker it can't be beat, and the biggest trad*

boomer on the market. Made to work both fora
nickel or a cent just as you want it. Don’t fail
to order one at once. For terms and further
particulars address the

Butler Automatic Machine Co.,
Mxla OSes 116 W. Jeffensa St, Butler, t*.

Agents wanted. Liberal term*.

; H
;! INTERNATIONAL :!

;! DICTIONARY !
Successor oftb« i>

'! “Unabridged.’’ < ’
] 1 ’ Ten year* spent in! '
1 ' , revising, 100 editors 1 !

t employed, more than! >
' 300

’
000 ei P entleil, 1 ;

! \ • A Grand Edueator ! !
1 k-.' ,aWWi! Abreast of th*Times ' [

KSz { A Library in Itself ! ;
! ’ Invaluable in the! >

1 household, and to the 1 '
!teacher, professional' (

! man, sell-educator. ,

Ask youx Bookseller to show ittoyou.; !
Published by

'
'

' [
0.4 C. MERRIAM Co.,6ra»cnsu>3f ass-.V.S-A. !

1 *ar"Pcnd for f-eeproepectns containing tpecfmsn
Ulustmtlous, testimonial*, eta.

HfDonot b y reprint* of ancUnt edition*.
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