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SYNOPSIS.

|

would come home; he did not
to think of her out in the languorous

Mark Truitt, encouraged by his ww«w't-; night with Whiting

Unity Martin, leaves Bethel, his
town, to seek his fortune. Simon
tells Mark that it long has been
his dream to see a steel plant at Bethel
and asks the son to return and bulild
one if he ever gets rich Mark applies to
Thomas Henley, head of the Quinby Iron
works, for a job and is sent to the con-
struction gang Hig success in that work
winsg him a plas as helper to Roman
Andzrejzski, ope arth furnaceman. He
becomes a boarde in Roma home and
assists Plotr, Roman's son 1 his studies
Kazi 1 € ]

grat

Mark's

heart,
native
Truitt

IOWS

daughter, v
L0 arouss

de In 1 inner as
Interes i her

CHAPTER VIiI—Continued.

“Yes, you would, Kazia. But I guess
it's more than just the money You
see, in Bethel there’'s no chance, noth
ing to do; except grow old and
into your neighbor's business and
and want the things you can't have.”

“Yes,” she sald slowly, “I

“You know? Do you want things,
too?”

“Want things! drew a
wondering breuth, as she measured de-
sire. She did n® walt his
tion. “To be differen

They sat a little above the carriage
road, along which rolled the Sunday
afternoon procession
takers, He pointed to an open landau
in which two women sat, primly
right, hands folded in laps and faces
set straight ahead, the very picture of

know."”

She long

for

of pleasure-

up-

They Sat a Little Above the Carriage
Road.

I-dressed, self-conscious
as “"different”
anything he could

“Ldke that?”

“Yes, llke that. She
looked wistfully after the departing
respectabilities “But mostly, just to
belong to somebody.”

“But Roman and
Plotr—"

"They're ashamed of me and afraid
other people’'ll find out about
When I went to school the other boys
and girls said things—and did things
I didn't care,” Her head went up and
her voice told how passionately she
had cared ‘But Plotr told them at
home and they wouldn’t let me go any
more. They'd be glad if I were gone
And some day—I will go.”

“But where, Kazia?"

“lI don't know,” she
“If 1 knew, I'd gn now.

respect-

from Kazia as

concelve,

Sometimes.” She

the Matka and

ne

said
Some place

wearily

In time they did return, The
mur of their voices on the little front
porch came to him through his open
window., Whiting seemed in no haste
to leave. Mark wondered impatiently

! what they found to talk so long about,

nose {

i 8he

jues- |

where they won't know about me. Here |

nobody, when they find
me like other people
addegd, “Jim Whiting.”
“And me,” he said gently
“And you.” She turned to
searchingly into his eyes. “Don't
really make any difference to you?”

out, treats
Except,”

she |

look !
it |
| guidly

“I settled that question once for all |

last Sunday.”

Her look of gratitude disturbed him
strangely. He stirred uncomfortably

She saw, but did not understand.
She pointed to the sinking sun

“Sea! It's getting late, [ must go
home and get your supper.”

He took her hand and helped her |
the !

to rise, DBut he did not release
hand,

“Have you liked It today? And will
you come again?’ He smiled down
upon her,

Iu her eyes was still
gratitude, of trust.
she answered simply,

And in the weeks that followed they
did repeat that holiday more than
once.

Mark did not try to analyze his
pleasure in those weeks His heart
sald: "l am young and life should be
bright,
sleep and toll again-—is eating
youth away. 1 have a right to this
little pleasure.” The only real shadow
was that cast by Jim Whiting

the look

The weekly bulletins to Unity con- |

tained important omissions,

One night he was in his room, sleep-
lews,
with Kazia after supper. She had had
Just time to make her simple toilet
before Jim Whiting came to carry her
away. Mark lay there, tossing rest-
lessly, visioning the two in some se
cluded spot where Whiting could make
love to her undisturbed. The thought
was not » sedative He wished they

But this existence—toil, eat, |
my |

There had been no little chat |

| the brain
of |
“If you want to,” |

|
|
L

At length, sleep as far away as ever,

he and went quletly

what

arose, dressed

down stairs-—with intent he
hardly knew, On the bottom stair he

ped, f door. Whiting was
point of leaving Mark

m around Kazia;

8toj acing the

on the 8w

him coolly an ar
Hot
sharper
Nor was it perceptibly
saw her deftly
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within the
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thing far boiled
eavesdropper
avoid
taken;
Whit.

whistling

cooled when he
ave
ed as she

laug

ing went down
gaily

Mark

know-—yet'
know how his
me you

him

out of

search
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ise—now Her
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S00
what he had
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She sixth
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with the

the

seemed to feel

gense that was hers, change

him
‘What is She looked in
quick alarm
Nothing.”
i

he

it up

To

close

avoid her eyes he
again, burying
yielded

Oh!

oht his
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face in to the
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hair, and

intoxication of her
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CHAPTER VIIL

Afire,
such month
remember

July the
city not
sickeningly hot
always
flocked around
over the division of
cool fragments

In the mills the men
“speeding up” as always
world hunger for steel,
vast quantities of water; they salted
it that they might drink the more, be
lieving that in much sweating alone
lay safety. There were glants in those
days. But sometimes they fell. A sud
den drying up of sweat, a violent nau
sea, a sharp blinding pressure upon
in a few minutes or fewer
hours they were dead; their names did
always appear in the daily lists
Some that did not die found
strength forever broken,

The flerce heat Dblistered
naked sweating skin The water he
drank carried out through his pores
the food that should have nourished
him. The heavy labor put upon him a
weariness sleep could not dispel. The
incessant roar, tearing at quivering
nerves, impeding thought, became in
his overwrought state exquisite tor
ture. Hate, for the mills, for those
above who drove so pitileasly, even for
the men beside him, filled him: and
fear. Once, when Henley, passing,
gave his careless nod, he was an-
swered only with

came, a as
and
Children played lan
in the shade, and

ice wagons, quarreling

could humid

toiled .on,
to feed a

They drank

not

grin. Mark could have killed him then.
He envied Roman, often almost bit-
terly.

he was the sams unflurried philosoph-
lcal workman ap oves always with a

ke

mur- |

heir |

Mark's |

a venomous glare |
that summoned the master's sardonie |

The big Pole felt and showed |
the effects of the intense heat, but !

turbed him

Through
beset by a
their turns

him
temptation. When
ended Roman

watching
Lnew

were

est saloon and there drank repeatedly
whisky and brandy mostly

It was a false vigor, Mark knew, and

short-lived But there were

lured him almost irresistibly

And one evening he followed Roman |

and his companions to the bar.

“Whisky,” he ordered

Roman put out a restraining hand
“You better not drink,” he
gravely. "Or only beer.”

Mark laughed recklessly
peated his order Thrice
The weight dragging
lifted, the misery rankling in his heart
dissolved. He was cheerful, talkative,
soon maudlin
the whisky
customed
drunk. Roman
put him to bed
e had had his period of forgetfuln

I'he next day he

] and

he

ro-
drank

at

Before he reached home
pessessed h unac-

he

undressed

had

brain;

was 4
and

But

him

without supper

pald-—and the cray
™

ghi I'hat

iNg gnawed more

Roman, u

saloon and led Mar)

homeward

nder
naers

until Mark
in't be afraid
verything,

for which

up now, af
guess you
BOIME 'l g
the

day

life by
melodramatic
pay for ¢

shook

}
s

his bead
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she would not

sixth
into

e

Eenae
gllence

a troubie

» the hot
cnow that
War 3 b
end of his

he sighed
on and but
why 1

just go
drog i
I wish the

He thought

on
wonder

end

would come

8OO0 - NDOW he meant
that
Even

sat down

bath brought no relief. He

a supper against the very

the

to

TTHTAT
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the fast melting, |

J il
i 9
He Saw the Figure Crouching on the
Fioor at the Bedside.

thought of which his stomach revolted.
After a few mouthfuls he left the table
and went to his room. He threw him-
| self, still dressed, on the bed, tossing
restiessly in the vain search for an
easy position, His body was one dull
{ ache. The overheated blood pounded
| through his veins, each throb a kunife
| that hacked his brain. His skin was
| hot and dry, his mouth parched: fever
| rose,

| The late derkness fell, dispelled a
| little by the faint glow from a nearby
| street lamp; it found him lying inert
but awake. His mind was beginning
to behave queerly, seeing strange
| shadowy objects that moved stealthily
| about.

and |
the men invariably flocked to the near- |

until |
{ vigor returned to their wornout bodies, |

times |
when the thought of the hour of sur-,

cease from fatigue, of spirited outlook, |
e

i he

counseled
4
{
i

his limbs
¥

staggering, |

! manded

the

| he

He caught himself muttering |

cheerful word; no fear of collapse dis- [ to them. He wondered If he were | make beasts of us, every man
i a ’

| growing

Mark was |

delirious, but he could not
summon eunergy to call out or arise.
It must have been 10 o'clock when
he thought he heard a light tap on the
door. He made an effort to speak
“Gome *
The door
toed softly

tip-
leaned

opened. Some
the bedslide

one
to and
over him

sick?”

broken
“You logked so tired
and you came up without—speaking
me They sald, let you sleep, DBut
I've been afrald

He caught her hand and clung to it

“"Would you mind staying a while?
back “My head does
funny tricks In the dark
put free hand
orehead. Then she gave a low
“You are sick
ft the room quietly
with

which |{ce

and

“Are you came the

anxious whisper,

80

W f}3r~;)o-rv(]

She her to his hot
pity
ng cry l—Walt!"

She le
returned
water in

lighted the gas jet

Soon she

towels and a basin
tinkled

turned

piace
o s
What pls

Kazia

CHAPTER IX.

Liquid iron,
il was over,

years R
4 Lol

m Can
that had been
greedy tax
ruing another
Krupp: the new land
bad lured him Not
had his superd strength and en-
durance failed 1 had
never known had believed
that that overtook others
must some day be his. He had been
very prodigal of that strength
Buat

en
father's,
gatherer; in
craft under

his

whose promise
once
iim,; therefore he
fear. not

ey
the fate

that

cool

one day---such a one as in
geason the steel-workers called
he staggered and fell it was three
days before he could go back to his
job During that time Mark Truitt
#as8 In charge of the furnace
He returned was not t
ful, precise, unflurried workman. He
He tired easily and was
The heat fretted
him and he worried over his work. He
lost efficiency; several times he
the furnace either
iate and was sharply
To keep up and to forget
weakness he drank more
whisky than®ever. Within two weeks
collapsed again
It was during Roman's third layoff
that Gracey, the foreman, said
Mark It looks like Roman's done

o}
cl
who he care

knew fear,

uncertain of temper

tapped
or

too soon

o0 repr

new

to

{ for.”

‘It looks that way.,” Mark assented.
“It's come pretty sudden with him
t does that sometimes.”

“Yes Mark stared sadly through

| the furnace mouth at the bolling flame-
swept slag
| tragedy

| steel
| count

The drama had become a
There was an element in |
of which chemists took no ac-
~the lives and souls of men
“He can’t expect to keep his job,” |

i
| he heard the foreman continue, “away

And last week
I'm afraid we'll

halt the time like this,
he spolled two heatas,
have to let him go.” |

“Yes!” Mark's mouth twisted in an |
ugly sneer. “He's given you the best
hie had. And now he's breaking down.
So-~scrap him, of courge!”

“That's funny talk,” grunted the
foreman, “Eepeclally since the super-
intendent and I've been talking it over |
and we think of you for the job. That |
makes it look difféerent, don't it?” he
laughed.

“No, it doesn’'t. Do you suppose 1
haven't been thinking of that-—count.
ing on it—ever sinee he broke first?”
Mark turned hot eyes on the foreman.
“Why, that's the worst of you. You
drive us to the limit and whes we
break you kick us off like an old shoe.
And that isn’t enough. You've got to |

{
i

| flinch

dogging {
the fellow ahead, glad when he drops
and lets go his job Daemn you all,
anyhow!"”

“Then I'm

don't

to tell the

want the

superintendent
you job?"

Mark looked again in the boilll

furnace, felt its consuming breath
tened to the

Through

to ng
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mills’ strident volce
thelr
it
near to fall
of him
would
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before

every sense he
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ment
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led In savage con-
himsel! and his hollow hi
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Mark Truitt ate—or pretended
his supper in the saloon that
night. He could ot bring himselfl to
face the ordeal of sitting at table wit
Roman's family

There was no sense of triumph in
is promotion, honestly earned though
it was as his world measured such
things

He walked to Roman's house, with
a firm tread that was the outward ex-.
pression of his mood. He knew just
what was coming. He dreaded it, the
moment when he must again face the
man by whose fall he profited, must
again break the sweet ties this life
formed only to sever, Yet he did not
He might rail against the is- !
sues presented to him, but at least he |
had always the courage of his choice.

There was none of the trappings of
tragedy in the moment he had dreaded.

he iss not oldt. OIldt!” Roman

to

eat

| The family was gathered as usual in |

the dining room. Roman had himself |
in hand once more,

Mark stopped in the doorway. For |

| the life of him he could not speak the |
| silence he dared to glance up to see

commonplace salutation on his lips
He saw Kazia steal quietly from the |
room. But he knew that she stayed |
within hearing.

It was Roman who broke the silence.

“You hal eaten?”

“At the saloog.”

“Zo? You shouldt haf come,
valted.”

Piotr snarled: “You've got a nerve
to come back here at all”

“Plotr,” Roman reproved him
quietly, “it iss not for you." !

“Of course,” Mark addressed Roman, |

Ve

not to taks

me to go, ) suppose yom
I blame myself somehow—
why. It-—it isn't fair! It
been fired You

a fool

that you

“you want
blams«
I don't
isn’t

4]

me
Know

my fault you've

can't have it any
“Huh!"
ough o
Plotr'"

went

more
sneered Plotr
or fth

n s, 100

3 Roman
on . I8 not your fault 1 am
Bo

goot

you
not
the vork
strong.”
haf ro

haf another go

And

Piotr, “You're Glag

of the Chance.”

ah
©

ne any

bag, rose
yward him
iength

tears stood

t =

taken

wearily

4 »
job

it than @ nget Roman,™
ht to see it

have
he concluded
that way

I know
But—I
took iL”
She couldn’t g
Il miserably
"h. nn'

4]

there

reason.
if you

good
couldn’t you,
with him! His eyes
fe
With swift step she
them,

neck.

one
between
throwing arms around his
“Oh. no! 1 didn't mean that., I'd go
with you, whatever you did. T'd haves
to I couldn't stay here, when you'res
gone—go back to the way it was be«
fore you came. [ couldn’t stand that”™
A little shudder passed over her.

You can't understand,” he cried
again. “I've tried-

“1 know. ['ve seen it troubling you,,
though I didn’t know what it was. But|

cant you see? I'm the reason.
You'll never find any one that can loves
you like I can. It's all I know-—tol
jove--to love you, [ don't ask much.
But | can give—everything.”

With a force that must have hurts
her he freed himself from her clasp:

bridged the space

her

| and sank shaking into the chair, cov-

ering his face with his hands. For &
breath the scales quivered. Then:

“Kazia,”” he whispered, “I havea't,
been square with you. There's—there'si
another girl—"

“There is—And you-—"

Aftor what seemed like a loag
how she had taken it. By then she
bhad crept to the threshold and was
looking back at him. About her lips
a daged, foolish little smile was play-
ing. And her eyes were the eyes of
one who had just seen a great horror.

When he looked up again, she was
gone,

An hour later~how he could not
have told-—he found himself wander

| Ing in the streets, carrying his anclent

carpetbag.
(TO B CONTINUEDY




