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novel come at last.

““The Jungle’ is the long looked for American

It is the equal of any of Zola’s.
—Ryan Walker, New Vork.
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dainful splendor, emerging from jewe

shops and florists; hg sgaw &é‘ir ‘0‘:131;::
veted equipages, with lackeys robed in
be:'\.rskm‘s, their faces charged to the
point of bursting with insolence and
contempt. Shivering, starving, agonized,
he wandered about among sights such
as these, one helpless arm tied fast, and
the other outstretched for a pittance of
money or a bit of hread, and a rage
that Was almost madness heaping itself
up within him, a longing to hurl himself
upon it, to smash it and crush it, to
fling a bomb into the midst of it all, and
blow it into eternity, i

Then one day there hefel him the ane
adventure of his life. Tt was late at
night, and he had failed to get the price
of a lodging. Snow was falling, and he
had been out so long that he was cov-
ered with it, and was chilled to the
bone. He was working among the the-
atre-crowds, flitting here and thecs, tak-
ing large chances with the police, in his
desperation half hoping to he arrested.
When he saw a blue-coat start toward
him, however, his heart failed him and
he dashed down a side street, and fled a
couple of blocks. When he stopped
again he saw a man coming towards
him, and placed himself in his path.

“Please sir,” he began, in the usual
formula, “will you give me the nrice of
a lodging T've had a broken arm, and I
can’t work, and I’ve not a cent in my
pocket. I'm an honest workingman, sir,
and I never begged before. It's not my
fault, sir—" :

Jurgis usually went on until he was
interrupted, but this man did not inter-
rupt, and so at last he came to a breath-
less “stop.  The other had halted, and
Jurgis suddenly noticed that he stood a
little unsteadily. “Whuzzat yon say?”
he queried, suddenly, in a thick voice.

Jurgis began again, speaking more
slowly and distinctly; before he was half
through the other put out his hand and
rested it upon his shoulder. ‘“Poor ole
chappie!” he said. “Been up—hiec—up—
against it, hey 77

Then he lurched toward Jurgis, and
the hand upon his shoulder became an
arm about his neck. “Up against it my-
self, ole sport,” he said. “She’s a hard ole
world.”

They were close to a lamp-post, and
Jurgis got a glimpse of his face. He
was a young fellow—not much over
eighteen, with a handsome boyish face.
He wore a silk hat and a rich soit over-
coat with a fur collar; and he smiled at
Jurgis with benignant sympathy. “T'm
hard up, too, my goo’ fren’.” he said.
“T've got ecruel parents, or V'd set you
‘up. Whuzzamatter whizyer?”

“T’'ve heen in the hospital.”

“Hospital!” exclaimed the young fel-
low, still smiling sweetly, “thass teo
{bad! Same’s my Aunt Polly—hic—my
| Aunt Polly’s in the hospital, too—ole
auntie’s been havin’ twins! Whuzzamat-

\te\‘ whiz you?”
| “Tye gol a broken arm—" Jurgis be-
‘ gan.

“So,” said the other, sympathetically.

“That ain’t so bad—you get over that. T
wish somebody's break my arm, ole

chappie—damfidon’t! Then they’s treat
| me better-—hic—hole me up, ole sport!
Whuzzit you wamme do?”

“I'm hungry. sit,” said Jurgis,

“Hungry! Why don’t you
supper ?”

“I've got no money, sir.”

“No money! Ho, ho—less be chums,
ole boy—jess like me! No money, either,
ole chappie—a'most husted! Why don’t
you go home, then, same’s me?”

“T haven't any home,” said Jurgis.

“No home! Stranger in the city, hey?
Goo’ God, thass bad! Better come home
wiz me——yes, by Harry, thass the trick,
vowll come home an’ hassome supper—
hie—wiz me! Avrful  lonesome—rno-
body home! Guv'ner gone abroad—
Bubby on's honeymoon—Polly havin’
twins-—every damn soul gone away!
Nuft—hic—nuff to drive a feller to drink,
1 say! Only ole Ham standin’ by, passin’

lates—damtican eat like that, no sir!
The club for me every time, my hoy, I
say. But then they won't femme sleep
there—guv'ner's orders, by Harry—home
every night, sir! Ever hear anythin’ like
that? ‘Every mornin’ do? T asked him?
“Ne, sir. every night, or mno allowance
at all, sir; Thass my guvner—hic—
hard as nails, by Harry! Tole ole Ham
to watch nie, too—servants spyin’ on me
——whuzyer think that, my fren’? A nice,
quiet—hic—good-hearted ~young feller
like me, an’ his daddy can’t go to Furope
—hup!—an’ leave him in peace! Ain’t,
that a shame, sir? An’ T gotter go home
every evenin' an' miss all the fun, by
Harry! Thass whuzzamatter now—
thass why I'm here! Hadda come away
an’ leave ‘Kitty——hic'—left her cryin’, too

~whujja think of that, = ole sport?
‘Lemme go, Kittens,’ says I—'come early
an’ often—I go where duty—hic—calls
me. FKarewell, farewell, my own true
love—farewell, farewe-hell, my-own-
true-love!””

This last was a song, and the young
gentleman’s volce rose mournful and
wailing, while he swung upon Jurgis’s
neck. The latter was glancing about
nervously, lest some one should ap-
proach. They were still alone, how-
ever.’ -

- «But T came all right, all right,” con-
tinued the youngster, aggressively. “T
can—hic-—I can have my own way when
1 want it, hy Harry—Freddie Jones is a
hard man to handle when he gets goin'!
“No, sir, says I, ‘by thunder, anc‘g i don’t
need anybody goin’ home “with me,
either-—whujja take me for, hey? Think
T'm drunk, dontcha, hey?—1 know you!
But I'm no more drunk than you are,
Kittens, says I to her. And then she
answered, ‘Thass true, Freddie dear’
(she’s a smart one, is Kitty), ‘but I'm:
ctayin’ in the flat, an’ youre goin’ out
into the cold, cold night!” ‘Put it in a
pome, lovely Kitty, said L ‘No jokin’,
Treddie, my hoy, said she. ‘Lemme me
call a cab now, like a good-dear’—but I
can call my own cabs, dontcha fool your-
self—I know what I'm a-doin’, you bet!
Say, my fren, whatcha say—willya
n home an’ see-me, an’ hassome sup-
er? Come ‘long. like: a. good fellow—
don't be haughty-—T likes  you, ma
‘homey, ‘deed I do!’ - You're up against
it. same as me, an’ yourean m}nerstau a
feller: vour heart's in the rxght.place;
by Harry—come ‘long. ole chappie, an
we'll light up the houses an’ have some
fizz, an. we'll Taise hell, we  will—

hazsome
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I can do as T please—the guv'ner’s own
very orders, b’ God! Hip! hip!”

_ They had started down the street, arm
in arm. the young fellow pushing Jurgis
alqng, half dazed. Jurgis was trying to
think what to do—he knew he could not
pass any crowded place with his new
acquaintance without attracting atten-
tion and being stopped. Tt was only be-
cause of the falling snow that people
who passed here did not notice anything
wrong.

Suddenly, therefore, Jurgis
“Is it very far?” he inquired.

“Not very,” =aid the other. “Tired, ars
you though? Well, we’ll ride—whatcha
say? Good! Call a cab!”

And then gripping Jurgis tight with
one hand, the young fellow began search-
ing his pockets with the other. “You
call, ole sport, an’ T'Il pay,” he sug-
gested. “How's that, hey?”

And he pulled out from somewhere a
big roll of bills. It was more money
than Jurgis had ever seen in his life be-
fore, and he stared at it with startled
eyes.

“Looks like a lot, hey?” said Master
Freddie, fumbling with it. “Fool you,
though, ole ~chappie—they're all little
ones! I’ll be busted in one week more,
sure thing—word of honor. An’ not a
cent more till the first—hic—guv'ner’s
orders—hic—not a cent, by Harry! Nuff
to set a feller erazy, it is. I sent him
a cable this- aPnoon—thass one reason
more why I'm goin’ home. ‘Hangin’ on
the verge of starvation,” I said—or the
honor of the family—hic—sen’ me some
bread. Hunger will compel me to join
you.—Freddie.’ Thass what I wired
him, by Harry, an’ T mean it—T1l run
away from school, b’ Geod, if he don’t
gen’ me some.”

After this fashion the young gentle-
man continued to prattle on—and mean-
time Jurgis was trembling with excite-
ment, He might grab that wad of bills
and be out of sight in the darkmes be-
fore the other could collect his wits.
Should he do it? hat better had he
to hope for, if he waited longer? But
Jurgis had never committed a crime in
his life, and now he hesitated half a sce-
ond too long. “Freddie” got ome hill
loose, and then stuffed the rest back
into his trousers’ pocket.

“Here, ole man,” he said, “you take
it.” He held it out fluttering; they
were in front of a salcon—and hy the
Jight of the window Jurgis saw that it
was a hundred dollar bill!

“You take it,” the other repeated.
“Pay the cabbie an’ keep the change—
I've got—hic—mo head for business!
(uv'ner says so ‘hisself, an’ the guv'ner
knows—the guvner's got a head for
business, vou bet! ‘All right, guv'ner; T
told him, ‘you run the show, an’ T'll take
the {ickets!” An’ go he set Aunt Polly
to watch me-—hic—an’ now Polly’s off
in the hospital havin® twing, an’ me
out raisin’ the devil! Hello, there! Hey!
Call him!"”

A eab way driving by; and Jugis

sprang and called, and it swung round
to the eurh, Master Freddie clambered
in with some difficulty, and Jurgis had
started to follow, ~when the driver
shouted: “Hi, there! Get out—you!”

Jurgis hesitated. and was hali obey-
ing; but his companion Dbroke out:
“YWhuzzat? Whuzzamatter wiz  you,
hex 77

And the cabbie subsided. and Jurgis
climbed in. Then Freddie gave a num-
ber on the Take Shore drive, and the
carriage started away. The youngster
leaned back and snuggled up to Jurgis,
murmuring contentedly: in half a min-
tite he was-sound asleep. Jurgis sat
shivering, speculating as to whether he
might not still be able to get hold of
the roll of bills. He was afraid to try to
go through his eompanion’s pockets,
however; and besides, the cabbie might
be on the watch. He had the hundred
safe, and he would have to be content
with that.

At the end of half an hour or so the
cah stopped. They were out on the
water-front, and from the east a freez-
ing gale was hlowing off the ice-hound
lake. “Here we are,” called the cabbie,
and Jurgis awakened his companinn,

Master Freddie sat up with a start.

stopped.

“Hello!” he said. “Where are we?
Whuzzis? Who are you, hey? Oh, ves,
sure nmuff! - Mos' forgot vou—hic—ole
chappie! Home, are we?  Lessee!

Br-r-r—it’s eold! Yes—come ‘long—we're
home-—be it ever so—hic—humble!™

Before them there loomed an enormous
granite pile. set far back from the street,
and occupying a whole hlock. By the
light of the driveway-lamps Jurgis could
see that it had towers and huge gables,
like a mediaeval castle. He thought
that the yvoung fellow must have made a
mistake——it was inconceivable that any
person could have a home like a hotel
or- the city hall. But he followed in si-
lence, and they went up the long flight
of steps. arm in arm.

“There’s a button here, ole sport,” said
Master Freddie. “Hole my arm while T
find her! Steady, mow—Oh, yes, here
she is—saved!"

A bell rang, and in a few seconds the
door was opened. A man in blue livery
stood holding it, and gazing before him,
silent as a statue.

They stood for a moment blinking in
the light. Then Jurgis felt his compan-
ion .pulling, and he stepped in, and the
blue automaton closed the door. Jurgis's
heart was beating wildly; it was a bold
thing for him to do—into what strange,
unearthly place he was venturing he had
no idea. Aladdin entering his cave could
not have been more excited.

The place where he stood was dimly
lighted; - but he could see a vast hall,
with pillars fading into the darkness
above, and a great stair-case opening at
ihe far end of it. The floor was of tes-
salated marble, smooth as glass, and
from the walls strange shapes loomed
out, woven into huge portiers in rich
harmonious colors, or gleaming from
paintings, wonderful and mysterious-
Jooking in ‘the half-light, purple and red
and golden, like sunset glimmers in a
shadowy forest.

The man in livery had moved silently
towards them; Master Freddie took off
his hat and handed it to him and then,
letting go of Jurgis's arm, tried to get
out of his overcoat. After two or three
attempts he accomplished ‘this with the
lackey's help: and meantime a second
man had approached, a tall and portly
personage, solemn as an exernhox}nr. He
bore siraight down upen Jurgis, who
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chrunk away nervously; he seized him

by the arm without a word, and started
towards the door with him. Then sud-
denly came Master Freddie’s voice:
“Hamilton! My fren’ will remain wiz
me.” :

The man paused and. half released
Jurgis. “Come ‘long, ole chappie,” said
the other, and Jurgis started towards
him.

“Master
man.

“See that the ocabbie—hie—is paid,”
was the other’s response; and he linked
his arm in Jurgis’s. Jurgis was about
to say, “I have the money for him,” but
he restrained himself. The stout man in
uniform signalled to the other, who went
out to the cab, while he followed Jurgis
and his young master.

They went down the great hall, and
then turned. Before them were two
huge doors.

“Hamilton,” said Master Freddie.

“Well, sir?” said the other.

“Whazzamatter = wizze
doors 77 :

“Nothing is the matter, sir.”

“Then why dontcha openum?”

The man rolled them back; another
vista Jlost itself in the darkness.
“Lights,” commanded Master Freddie;
and the butler pressed a button, and a
flood of brilliant incandescence
streamed from above, half blinding Jur-
gis. He stared; and little by little he
made out the great apartment, with a
domed ceiling from which the light
poured, and walls that were one
enormous painting—nymphs and dryads
dancing in a flower-strewn glade, Diana
with her hounds and horses, dashing
headlong through a mountain streamlet,
a group of maidens bathing in a forest-
pool—all life-size, and so real that Jur-
gis thought it was some work of en-
chantment, that he was in a dream-pal-
ace. 'Then his eye passed to the long
table in the center of the hall, a table
black as ebony, and gleaming with
wrought zilver and gold. In the center
of it was a huge carven bowl, with the
glistening gleam of ferns and the red
and purple of rare orchids, glowing from
a light hidden somewhere in their midst.

“This’s the dinin’-room,” observed
Master Freddie. “How you like it, hey,
ole sport ?”

He always insisted. on-having an an-
swer to his remarks, leaning over Jurgis
and smiling into his face. Jurgis liked if.

“Rummy ole place to feed in all ’lone,
though,” was Freddie’s comment—"‘rum-
my’s hell! Whazya think. hey?” Then
another ‘idea occurred to him and he
went, on, without waiting: “Maybe you
never saw anything—hic—1like this 'fore?
Hey, ole chappie? = .- e

“No,” said Jurgis. .

“Come from country; maybe—hey?"”

“Yes,” said Jurgis. = .-

“Ahal T thosso! Lossa falks from
country never saw such a place. Guvner
brings ’em—free show—hic—regular cir-
cus! Go home tell folks about it. Ole
man Jones’s place—.Jones the packer——
beef-trust man. Made it a1l out of hogs,
too, damn ole scoundrel. Now we see

Frederick!” exclaimed the

dinin’-room

where our pennies go—rebates, an’ pri-
I vate-car lines—hic—by Harry! Bully
| place, though—worth seein’! FEver hear
| of Jones the packer, hey, ole chappie?”
| Jurgis had started involuntarily; the
| other, whose active eyes missed nothing,
tdemanded: “Whuzzamatier, hey? Heard
of him?” '

And Jurgis managed to stammer out:
“T have worked for him in the yards.”

“SWhat!” cried Master Freddie, with
a vell. “You! In the yards? Ho, ho!
Why, say, thass good! Shake hands on
it, ole man—by Harry! Guv'ner ought to
be here—glad fo see you. Great fren’s
with the men, guv’'ner—Jlabor an’ capital,
commun’ty 'f int'rests, an” all that—hic!
Funny things happen in this world, don't
they, ole man? Hamilton. lemme inter-
duce vou—iren’ the family—ole fren’
the guvner's—works in the yards. Come
to spend the night wiz me, Hamilton—
have a hot time. My fren’. Mr. -—
whuzya name, ole chappie? Tell us your
nane.” )

“Rudkos-—Jurgis Rudkoes.”

“My fren’, Mr. Rudnose, Hamilton-—
shake han's.” :

The stately butler bowed his head, but
made not a sound; and suddenly Master
Freddie pointed an eager finger at him.
“T know whazzamatter wiz yvou, Hamil-
ton—lay you a dollar I know! You
think-—hie—you think I'm drunk! Hey,
now ?”

And the butler again bowed his head.
“Yes, sir,” he said, at which Master
Freddie hung tightly upon Jurgis’'s neck
and went into a fit of langhter. “Hamil-
ton, vou damn ole scoundrel,” he roared,
“T'1l *scharge you for impudence, you sce
’f I don’t! Ho, ho, ho! I'm drunk! Ho,
ho!” Ce

The two waited until his fit had spent
itself. to see what mew whim would
seize him. “Whatcha wanta do?” he
queried suddenly. “Wanta see the place,
ole chappie? Want me play the guvner
—show you roun’? State parlors—Looee
Cans—TLooee Sez—chairs cost three thou-
sand apiece. Tea-room—NMaryanntnet—
picture of shepherds dancing—Ruysdael
—twenty-three thousan'! Ball-room—
balemy  pillars—hic—imported—special
ship—sixty-eight  thousan’! Ceilin’
painted in Rome-——whazzat feller's name,
Hamilton—Mattatoni? Macaroni? Then
the conservatory—flowers an’ music—
hic! Country folks got lost in it once!l
Then this place—silver bowl—Benven-
uto Cellini—rummy ole Dago! An’ the
organ—thirty-thousan” . dollars,  sir—
starter up, Hamilton, let Mr. Rednose
hear it. No—never mind--clean forgot
says he’s hungry, Hamilton—Iess have
some supper.  Only—hic—don’t less
have it liere—come up to my place, ole
gport——nice an’ cosy. - This way—steady
now, don’t slip on the fioor. Hamilton,
we’ll have a cole spread, an’ some fizz
don’t leave out the fizz, by Harry., We’ll
have some of the eighteen-thirty Ma-
deira. Hear me, sir?”

“Yes, sir,” said the butler, “but Mas-
ter Frederick, your father left orders—”

And Master Frederick drew himself
up to a stately height. “My father’s or-
ders were left to me—hic—an’ not to
you,” he said. Then, clasping Jurgis
tightly by the neck, he staggered out-of
fhe room; on the way another idea oc-
curred to him, and he asked: “Any--hic
—cable message for me, Hamilton?”

“No, sir,” said the butler.

“Guvner must be travellin’
how's the twins, Hamilton?”

“They are doing well, sir.”

“Good!” said Master Freddie; and he
added fervently: “God bless ‘em, the lit-
tle lambs!”

They went up the great staircase, one
step at a time;: at the top of it there
gleamed at them out of the shadows
the figure of a nymph crouching by a
fountain, a figure ravishingly beautiful,
the flesh warm and glowing with the
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hues of life. Above was a huge court,
with domed roof, the various apartments
opening into it. The butler had passed
below but a few minutes to give orders,
and then followed them; now he pressed
a button, and the hall blazed with light.
He opened a door before them, and then
pressed another button, as they stag-
gered into the apartment.

It was fitted up as a study. In the
centre was a mahogany table, covered
with books, and smokers’ implements;
the walls were decorated with college
trophies and colors, flags, posters, pho-
tographs and knick-knacks—tennis-rack-
ets, canoe-paddles, golf-elubs, and polo-
sticks. An enormous moose-head, with
horns six feet across, faced a buffalo-
head on the opposite wall, while bear
and tiger-skins covered the polished
floor. There were lounging-chairs and
sofas, window-seats covered with soft
cushions of fantastic designs; there was
one corner fitted in Persian fashion, with
a huge canopy and a jeweled lamp be-
neath. Beyond, a door opened upon a
bed-room, and beyond that was a swim-
ming pool of the purest marble, that
had cost about forty thousand dollars.

Master Freddie stood for a moment or
two, gazing about him; then out of the
next room a dog emerged, a monstrous
bull-dog, the most hideous object that
Jurgis had ever laid eyes upon. He
yawned, opening a mouth like a drag-
on’s; and he came towards the young
man, wagging his tail. “Hello, Dewey!”
cried his master. “Been havin’ a snooze,
ole boy? Well, well-—hello there, whuzza
matter?”’ (The dog was snarling at
Jurgis.) “Why, Dewey—this’ my fren’,
Mr. Rednose—ole fren’ the guv’ner’s!
Mr. Rednose, Admiral Dewey; shake
han’s—hic. Ain't he a daisy, though—
blue ribbon at the New York show—
twenty-three thousan’ dollars at a clip!
How’s that, hey?”

The speaker sank into one of the hig
arm-chairs, and Admiral Dewey crouched
beneath it; he did not snarl again, but
he never took his eyes off Jurgis—he
was perfectly sober, was the Admiral.

A moment or two, and then the young
fellow's restless eye was caught by a
leather dress-suit case, with name-plate
and trimmings of gold. “Hello,” he said,
“it’s come, has it!”

He jumped up and ran te it. “Ain’t
that a peacherina?’ he ecried. “Took
a-here—-hic-—ole chappie—ever see any-
thing like that? Chris’'mas presen’ from
the guv'ner—thass why I'm so good!
Come near—it won't bite you—jes look
at that!” Tt contained a shaving and
toilet: set, with half a hundred imple-
ments for purpeses unimaginable. Each
of them was carved with individual de-
signs; and all of them were of solid
gold.

The butler had closed the door, and
he stood by it, watching Jurgis every
second. Now there came footsteps out-
side, and. as he opened the door a man in
livery entered, carrying a folding-table,
and behind him eame two men with cov-
ered trays. They stood like statues while
the first spread the table and set out the
contents of the trays upon it. There
were cold patés, and thin slices of meat,
tiny bread and butter sandwiches with
the crust cut off, a bowl of sliced peaches
and cream (in January), little fancy
cakes, pink‘ and green and yellow and

white, and half a dozen ice-cold hottles

of wine.

“Thass the stuff for you!” eried Mas-
ter Ireddie, exultantly, as he spied
them. “Come ‘long, ole chappie, move
up.”

And he seated himself at the table;
the waiter pulled a cork, and he took
the hottle and poured three glasses of
itz contents in succession down his
throat. Then he gave a long-drawn sigh,
and eried again to Jurgis to seat, him-
self.

The butler held the chair at the oppo-
site side of the table, and Jurgis thought
it was to keep him out of it; but finally
he understood that it was the other’s in-
tention to put it under him, and so he
sat down, cautiously and mistrustingly.
Master Freddie perceived that the af-
tendants embarrassed him, and he re-
marked, with a nod to them, “You may
go-!’

They went, all save the butler,

“You may go too, Hamilton,” he said,

“Master Frederick—" the man began.

“Go!"” cried the youngster, angrily.
“Damn you, don’t. you hear me?”’

The man went out and closed the
door; Jurgis, who was as sharp as he,

. observed that he took the key out of the

lock, in order that he
through the keyhole.

Master Frederick turned to the table
again. “Now,” he said, “‘go for it.”

Jurgis gazed at him doubtingly.
“Eat!” ecried the other, “Pile in, ole
chappie!”

“Don't you want anything?’ Jurgis
asked.

“Ain’'t hungry,” was the reply—“only
thirsty. Kitty and me had some candy
—you go on.”

So Jurgis began, without further par-
ley. He ate as with two shovels, his
fork in one hand and his knife in the
other; when he once got started his
wolf-hunger got the better of him, and
he did not stop for breath until he
had cleared every plate. “Gee whiz!”
said the other, who had been watching
him in wonder. )

Then he held Jurgis the bottle.
“Lessee you drink now,” he said; and
Jurgis took the bottle and turned if up
to his mouth, and a wonderful un-
earthly liquid ecstasy poured down his
throat, tickling every mnerve of him,
thrilling him with joy. He drank the
very last drop of it, and then he gave
vent to a long-drawn “Ah!”

“Good stuff, hey?” said Freddie, sym-
pathetically; he had leaned back in the
big chair, putting his arm behind his
head and gazing at Jurgis. And Jurgis
gazed back at him. He was clad in
spotless evening-dress, was Freddie, and
looked very handsome—he was a beau-
tiful boy, with light golden hair and
the head of an Antinous. He smiled
at Jurgis confidingly, and then started
talking again, with his blissful - insou-
cience. This time he talked for ten min-
utes at a stretch, and in the course of
the speech he told Jurgis all of his
family history. His big brother Char-
lie was in love with the guileless mai-
den who plaved the part of “Little
Bright-Eyes” in “The Kaliph of Kams-
katka.” He had been on the verge of mar-
rying her once, only ‘“‘the guvner” had
sworn to disinherit him, and had pre-
sented him with a sum that would stag-
ger the imagination, and that had stag-
gered the virtue of “Little Bright-Eyes.”
Now Charlie had got leave from college,
and had gone away in his automobile
on the next best thing to a honeymoon.
“The guvner” had made threats to dis-

might  peer

inherit another of his children also, sis-

\

\

o

ter Gwendolen, who had married san
Italian marquis with a string of titles
and a duelling record. They lived in
his chatean, or rather had, until he had
taken to firing .the breakfast-dishes at
her; then she had cabled for help, and
the old gentleman had- gone over to
find out what were his' grace’s terms.
So they had left Freddie all alone, and
he with less than two thousand dollars
in his pocket. Freddie was up in arms
and meant serious business, as they
would find in the end—if there was no
other way in bringing them to terms
he would have his “Kittens” wire that
she was about to marry him, and see
what happened then.

No .the cheerful youngster rattled on,
until he was tired out. He smiled his
sweetest smile at Jurgis, and then he
closed his eyes, sleepily. Then he opened
them again, and smiled once more, and
then he closed them and forgot to open
them.

For several minutes Jurgis sat per-

fectly ~motionless, watching him, and
revelling in the strange sensations of
the champagne. Once he stirred, and
the dog growled; after that he sat al-
most holding = his breath-—until after
a while the door of the rocom opened
softly, and the butler came in.
He walked toward Jurgis upon tip-
toe, scowling at him; and Jurgis rose
up, and vretreated, scowling back. So
until he was against the wall, and then
the butler cama close, and pointed to-
ward the door. “Get out of here!” he
whispered. <

Jurgis hesitated, giving a glance at
Freddie, who was snoring softly. By
making a mnoise he might awaken him.

“If you do, you son of a—-" hissed
the hutler, “I'll mash in your face for
you before you get out of here!”

And Jurgis wavered but an instant
more. He saw “Admiral Dewey”’ com-
ing up behind the man and growling
solftly. to back up his threats. Then Te
surrendered and started towards the
door.

They went out without a sound, and
down the great echoing stair-case, and
through the dark hall. At the front
door he paused, and the butler strode
close to him.

“Hold up your hands.” he snarled.
Jurgis took a step back clinching his
one well fist. “Hold up your hands,” the
man ordered again.

“What for?” Jurgis cried, and then
understanding that the fellow proposed
to search him, answered, “I'll see you
in hell first.”

“Do you want to go to jail?”’ de-
manded the butler, menacingly. ‘Tl
have the police onto you so quick-—"

“Have ‘em, then,” roared Jurgis, with
fierce passion. “But you won’t put your
hands on me till you do! T haven’t
touched anything in your dammned house,
and T'll not have you touch me!”

So the butler, who was terrified lest his
vaung master should waken, stepped
suddenly to the door, and opened
it. “Go on ont of here!” he said; and
then as Jurgis passed through {he open-
ing, he gave him a ferocious kick that
sent him down the great stone steps at
a tun, and landed him sprawling in the
snow at the bottom.

(T0 BE CONTINUED.)

_night sweats, flushec complexion, pa

Land abandoned to the sum end rain
does not, of itself, produce either wheat
or wine. Minerals do not come forth, un-
aided, from the bowels of the earth. A
bag of dollars shut up in a safe does not
produce dollars, as a CcOW produces
calves.

The production of wealth resulis only,
from a transformatien of (nature-given)
materials affected by human labor. And
it is only because the peasant tills the
land, because the miner extracts the
mineralg, because the laborer sets ma-
chinery in motion, because the chemist
makes experiments in his laboratory,
because the engineer invents machinery,
ete., that the eapitalist or the landlord—
though the wealth inherited from his
father may have cost him no labor, and
though he may practice absenteeism and
thus make no persenal exertion—is able
every year to enjoy riches that others
have produced for him, in exchange for
wretched lodgings and inadequate nour-
ishment—while the workers are, in most
cases, poisoned by the miasmatic vapors
from rivers or marshes, hy gas in mines
and by dust in factories—in brief, in
exchange for wages which are always
inadequate to assure the workers condi-
tions worthy of human creatures.—Ferri.

(ADVERTISEMENTS)
Loungy-
> Germine
o
\ Not just one case alone
but hundreds of cases
where all hope had
been given up, Where
‘the hand of Death
5 seemed to have forever
*'\ ; elosed upon them. We
i will send you hundreds
of letters
state in the Uniomn

filled with gratefu
words of praise for Lunz-Germines

READ THIS ONE,

Pir. Wm. Schmidt, of 1504 Cass Avenus,
§t. Louis, Mo., says: 1had Consum in
its worst form and was given up to die. e -day
1 saw your ad for Lung Germine, I sent for it,
Doctors and friends laughed at me t1 was
determined to try this medicine asa last resort {0
save my life because I had a family of eight
children to care for. Today I zn} well and strong.
If any one has a doubt about thjs statement Iam
able to furnish proofs from different hospitals
and doctors and other reliable men~.

We Guarantee to Curé

Consumption, Bronchitis and all Lung Troubles

or we return every doliar of your money.
Lung-Germine, the great germ destroyer, w? discove
ered by an old German doctor-scientist and has cured
hundreds of cases of consumption, bronchitis, asthma

and catarrh in Germany and in this country. Tt has stood -

the most rigid tests by noted physicians and has given
positive proof that it kills the ‘Tuberculosis germs o
consumption and destroys absolutely every symptom o
this fatal disease. 1t has revolutionized the treatmento
consumption and removed it from the list of deadly, fatal
diseases and placed it among the curable. This is an
honest remedy that will cure you. If you have consump.
tion or any of its symptoms, coughing and hawking
continually, spitting yellow and black matter,

bleeding from the Iungs, weak vmcei,nﬂlant g{:gg.
i3

wasting away of flesh, etc.

Voumayhave a FRER_treatment sent you atence to-
gether with a booklet on the treatment and care of cons
sumption by simply sending in your name.

Lon’t Delay—Write To-day
Your life may be at stake. Vour letter may save you
smonthe of torturing illness and prolong your life to a
ood old age. To wait means £00 late in many cases,
Will you be one of these?

Appear again.

Lung-Germine Co.. 920 Weber Bk. Jackson, Mich.
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\ 20T EAR - GlusnkiE TEED B8 B i FOR .

| The best. handsomest and most perfect genuine American 14 karat gold plated waich ever
3 offered fp.- sale. Double hunting cass,rich solid gold pattern of engraving, assorted designs.
¢ Fitted with ths very best seven jeweled American movement, stem wind and stem set, abso-
lutely guaranteed to keep perfect time for 20 YEARS, Positively the greatest bargain on
the face of the earth. SEEING IS BELIEVING. Cutthisout and send itto us with your name,
post office and express oftice address and we will send the watch to your express office for examina-
tion. You examine it at your express office and if as repressnted pay express agent our sale prica
#3.50and express chargesand it is yours. Mention in your latter whesher you want a Ladles’ Weich
or a Gentleman’s Watch, we have it in hoth sizes. Order to-day as this advertisement will not
Catalogue and list of genuine testimonials frees with every watch. '

R. E. CHALMERS & CO.,

Address

356 DEARBORN ST., CHICAGO, ILL.
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YouSave from 375t $200

When you buy 8 Wing Piane, you
buy at wholesale. You pay the actual
eccst of making it with only our whole-
sale profit added. When you buy a piano,
as many <fill do—at retail—you pay the
vetail dealer’s store rent and other ex-
penses. You pay his profit and the com-
mission or salary of the agents or sales-
men he employs-—-all these on top of what
thhe dealer himself has te pay to the
meanufacturer. The vretail prefit on a
piano is from §75 to $200. 1Isn't this
worth saving?

SENT ON TRIAL
Anywhere Yo Pay Freight

No Money in Advance.
We will place & Wing Piano in any
home in the United States on trial, with-

it is received.

it back entirely at our expense. You pay

no risk or expense to you.

is given with every Wing Fiang

names and addresses.

Separate organ catalogue sent on reguest.

-~ pedin. 1t matkes

of Complets
Intormation.

Pianos

anfd address.

you promptly by mail.

WING & SON, 350.389 West 13th
Street, New York

1R68-——2Tth Year—-1003

Are Sold Direct From the Factory, and in No Other Way

out asking for any advance payment or depnsit.
If the piano is not satisfactory after 20 days’ trial in your home, we taks
to keep the piano than if you were examining it at our factory. There can be abselutely

Do not imagine that it is finpossible far us to do as we sgay. Our system 15 so per-
fert that we can without any f{rouhble deliver a piano in the smallest town in any part
of the United States just as easily ax we can in New York City, and with ahgolutely
no trouble or annoyance to rou, and without any thing heing paid in advance or on ar-
rival either for freight or any other expense.
A guarantee for 12 years against any defect in tome, action, workmanship or material

Small, Easy Monthly Payments

In 87 years over 40,000 Wing Pianos have been manufactured and sold.
recommended by seven gévernors of States, by musical colleges and schools, by prominent
orchestra leaders, music teachers and musicians.
own State, some of them undoubtedly in your very neighborhood. Our catalogue containg

Mandolin, Guitar, Harp, Zither, Banjc—The tone of any or all of these instruments may
be reproduced perfectly by any ordinary player on vhe piano by means of our Instrumental
Attachment. This improvement is patented by us and cannot he had in any other pianon,
WING ORGANS are made with the same care and sold in the same way as Wing Pisncs.

You Need This Book

If you Intend to Buy a Piano—No Matter What Make

A book—nnt a catalogue-—that gives you all the informa-
tlon possessed by experts. 1t tfells ahont the different ma-
terials nsed in the different parts of a piano; the way
the different parts are put together, what cauges pianos
to get out of order and in fact is a complete encyelo-

read earefully, it will make you a judge of tone,
action, sworkmanship and finish,
abeut ta test a piano and how to tell good from bad.
It is absolutely the only book of its kind
ever published. Tt contains 158 large pages
and hundreds of illustrations, all de-
voted to piano construction. Its name is ““The Baok of Complate In-
formation About Pianos.”” We vend It free to anyone wishing
to buy a piano. Al you have to do is to send us your name

Send a Postal To-day while vou think of it, just
giving your name and address. or send us the ailached
coupon and our valuable book of information, alsq
full particulars about the WING PIANO,
‘prices, terms of parment, ete., will be sent to

ANOS

= e
e

We pay the
charges in advance. There is nothing to be paid either before the piano i8 sent or syhen

frelgbt and an othee

nothing, and are under no more obligation

We take old pianos and organs in exchange.

They are

Thousands of these pianos are in your

the selection of a piano easy. If

It tells you how

&SON

850-389 West
13th St.,, New York

Send to the name and
address  written below,
the Book of Complete In-
{ormation about Planos, also

prices and terms of payment
on Wing Pianos.

with
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