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AMente Criapen, upon the death of hia
unole, James Monlgomery, inherited a
vaat eatate, comprised chlefly of steel
and textile mills (n the vietnity of Phila-
deiphin. A provise in the will made it
necessary for Maenle wnot te go wmore
than 50 miles from Philadeiphia during
the first year after his unole's death in
order to pain clear title to the milliona.

Dwring the couwrse of the precoding
story a part of the Criapen Steel Mills
i bloweén up by the apents of Baron
Hochmetater, bhecanse war orders for
the Alliea are being flled. Tha nest
day o cryptic cross warny Monte that a
similar attempt will be made o eripple
the textile mills in Kengington, Btrikea
are planned, and if thege fall dynamite
wHl be resorted to.

The sequel beging at the point where
Monte, traveling incognito, arrfvea in
Kensington to learn conditions at his
milis,

By ARNOLD GARRY COLM

CHAPTER I

Among the Workers
RULY It seemed llke the end of the
world to Monte Crispen when he got

to Kensington with 4 single plece of
lugeage and no body sorvant. The fixed
habits of the past, relles of his former
life of plushdined ease, rose like mock-
ing spoctres dnd smote hard against his
grim determination to stick out at all
oosta any discomforts Incldental to new
standards of Uving., There was the
sting of the cnctus under every step
he took in the mill distriet. At first the
frreitants were” many, and hils aroused
nerves refused polntblank at times to
take orders from his brain.

He kept saying over to himself “How
can 1 see If I Keep rn}‘nelf_hllm'l.','“ until

radunlly the wigwagging of the ban.
ished comforts become fainter and
falnter, The facts which towered so high
In the fogs of yesterday—an always-
rendy both, variety of wearing apparel,
exnqgtly two-minute egys, ete—strangely
changed thelr proportions, He saw thelr
Hmitations and he felt the joy of stand.
Ing alone, superior to their absence,
unafrald In the presence of anf existence
shorn of them,

A mechanie who becomes n eapitalist
has no novelties to offer. He draws tos
winrd him the warming-pan, the manl.
curé and the tallor, But the capitalist
who becomes a mechanle, let It be for
a single doy—ah! there wa have a real
somebody, a genulne centre of Interest,
Did not John D. Rockefeller, Jr., en.
hance his standing with the American
public when he went to Colorado to
study for himeelf the problems unders
Iying the Industrial disturbances there?
In the language of the merchant, the
middiemen had “oversold” young Mr,
Rookefeller and he broke away from
teadition; he wanted 'facta guaranteed
freahh from the labor reservoir, so he
took a traln for the West.

But we cannot tarry long with these
reflections; this s & story and not an
estay, And pur virlle hero is signaling.

It was after ¢ of a late November aft-
ernoon, bleak and chill. Tt was already
dusk In McoPherson FPark, nnd street
lights were beginning to twinkle in the
little narrow corridors of homes that
ran hither and thither back from the
open square. One of these was Halsey
strest, and up and down its sidewalks
came the patter of eager footfalls, tired
home.comers, There were stalwart
mechanjes and lithe girl millhands from
factories; clerks from the
downtown wholesale and retall houses
soon to feel the benefita of rapld tran-.
mit. As ecach reached a particular door,
made known by habit, he or she would
suddenly disappeur from sight.

The wonderful necromancy practiced
In many sections of our great industrial
eity is the nightly finding of one's own
home In the rows and rows of "just
altke,” one and two story dwelling
houses. True enough, there are the
private marks known alone to each set

Lof pocupants, such as a famlllar door

poratch, a chipped step, a mended win-
dow blind or a distingulshing arrange-

ent of curtains, Bul te a sltranger
vatching the plquancy of this pageant
b dally life in Philndelphin the plcking
out of the right portal Is a profound
ashlevement.

Tet we think nothing of It. Through
raln 4r snow, sunshine or darkness, we
and our neighbors actually sense our
way home. Unconscipusiy we turn fa-
millar corners, treading our way
through the labyrinth of simllarities;

encircle a pool of water in the crossing

or & bit of rough golng In the sldewalk
untll we suddenly emarge almost mirace-
ulously at the portal of portals—our
home, What were the forest.piercing
talents of the American Indlan com:
pared to the home finding genius of the
true Philladelphian? As nothing,

For halt an bour Monte Crispen, In-
dulging in such reflections, had been

‘watching with fascinited eyoes the prac.

tioed arrivals at the twostory brick
mu in Halsey street. Bundled up In
B warm coat, Monte quite filldd the oold
steps of No. 28, his presence blocking
the ehtrance of the dwelling where
Cralgtandrows, the lawyer, had secured
him & vear parior with breskfusts at
He was known only as
“Mr. Tailer,” und with & pair of heavy-
rimmied glasses, w rapidly asprouting
Sihind eyebrow"” on his upper lip and the
most ordinary of ready-inade clothing,
therd was very ilttle in evidence of the
| of the Bellaire-Blitz Hotel and
forelkn watering placea.
h Twller will pardon me.”
te turped, s bit startied, and faced
about to enter, who locked
ity his eyes with a frank

e recowered his poise: “Ab! I see
3 fhtthe way. Alss Marley, I b

8 lftad Ris bat politely, and made
Cfor B free paasage lnto the
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'MONTE CRISPE

“I leave so early for the mill that 1
have missed you up to now.”

Monte saw that her features worg
dellente, and her mouth was shapely
and  senwitive, Her brownish Thair,
whieh showed nn Inclination to wave,
wns blowing about her hend under n

Jaunty tamo'shanter. She was amnll
but well formed, and sound as a trained
athlete, Monte looked down at I:r-rl
from his aix fest two with undisgulsed
admiration,

“The mill,” he repeated vacantly after
the girl, her ruddy young face and
Inughing hazel aves seeming out of an |
socintion with any suggestion of looms, |
knitting machines and other mechanieal
necessories of Spindlsland.

“Oh! T forgoet for the moment,” ahe
volunteered In explanation. "You nre
n stranger in the Kensington district.
We are all workers up here—my mill
is ona of the Criapen group."

Monte wineced. He managed to keep
his voles steady and his face stralght
am he naked:

"Let me see, Misn Marloy; you have
A new hoss, young Crispen, back from
abroad for his Inheritanca?"

“Preclous little we have seen of him,
or expect to; and It's too bad, for he
ought to know the way things are
going."

“Golng?" he repeated after her.

She clted an Instance: "“"Other mills
in the neighborhood have put in safety
deviees, We haven't."

"How nbout your not axpecting to see
the new helr? he asked whimaieally,"

"From what 1 hear at the mlill, My
Crispen s not the smort of an employer
to get wild about, They say he Is o
‘do-nothing.! 1 guess you know the
sort of man I mean—there, I should
not have spoken so frankly, Mr, Taller, |
8till, you are a worker and underftand,
I have my own opinion of Idlers"

"Exactly,” he anawerod, with a alight
choking sensation that wns completely
hidden.

And then, as If to give especial em-
phasis to her opinlon of nonactives, sha
bm-mcnrl into the house with this part.
ing shot at hersell; "Which reminds me,
Mr, Taller, that there Is work for me
inalde."

- - -

Monte, Ieft alone, mused on, He had
learned first-hand what Andrews had
intimnted; that an absentes ownership
begets wholesome disrespect. He waa
not quite sure that he llked the wasp
that dominated the girl's contempt of
this unknown Monte Crispen, He %
called she qualified her opinlon with |
“they say." and thers was comfort in
that, * He chuckled audibly at the
thought of her some day learning his
fdentity. He was surprised at finding
himself nitogether more pleased than |
annoyad; thera were fine depths in this |
yYoung man. /

Already you are saving of young |
Crispen In Kensington: What a sllly |
ass thing for him to do, Emancipation
from luxury, indeed! He still had his
home in Walnut street, only 60 minutes'
trolley ride from McPherson Park., Is |
this chroniele of Industrial life in Phila- |
delphia going to degenerate into another |
one of those socinl-uplift, humanity-
saving sermons in dreary dinlogue and
torpld nctlon? AsS a man on Chestnut
street well put it; "I got all those books
at home." He meant Tolstoy, Thoreau
and the other famous renuncintionists.

Right here the teller begs one tiny
paragraph on the difference between
{deallsm and reallsm. Tolstoy and
Thoreau typity the idealist. They were
great mental physicians; words and
example were thelr cureall. Alas! For
the example part, the Russinn social
reformer, for all his fine renunciations
and the peasant work he did In the
flelds, slept and ate In his wellap-
polnted house, later run in his wife's
name; and Thoreau, the American
recluse, used to steml away regularly
from his nearnature hut on Walden
pond for the good home ecooking in a
nearby farmhouse, These men went
into sackeloth and ashes for “copy,"
material to put Into writings.

Monte Crispen’s beld fling of self into
the mill district was wholly practical;
pure reallam. He was “north of Market
strest” to post up; a belated apprentice-
ship In the human elements of manu-
fecture. He wia In dally touch with his
lawyer and ready for amergencies;
Monte kept the blus lmousine at a
garage In Jasper street, near Frank-
lin Cemetery, with Lars, tne faithful
chaulfeur, rooming within sound of the
car's siren horn, Many young men of
today dedge thelr responaibilities more
through & realization of thelr Incapa-
cities than a wilful Intent to be idlers.
There s nothing mawkish about & man
who wants to “sas It tlck,” and has
the will power to lay aside the frock
coat and silk hat for the time belng
and get Into overalls,. Having put our-
selves right, we shall now procesd with
evants.

L] . L ]

For every vanishing home-comaer from
the aldewalk Monte suprmised a warm
welcome walted within. He saw In
each strest door the drop curtain of
somebody's haven, &8 sheltered pluce
where worrles and vexations aof the out-
slde struggle went tumbling Into vapor
under the acothing spell of the eve-
ning meal, soft slipgers, relaxation and
that eraved appreclation slways fouad
among one'ds own. He realized how
vital to these mapy homes it was for
those atl the nelm of lndustrinl affalre
to keap the spindles ‘urning, huoms.
creaidng and knitting machines click-
lng.

When It seempd that the street's last
breadwioner had been nesiad, and the
sidewalks "'were aguin fairly empty,
Munte declded to Intrude at Na, 19
something within alm hungered for a
portion, ever so small, of the evening
weloome aplrit that appeared (o ooze
from the chlmuney 20ts and other pores
of th m snd fil the nmu nr

i J . L i

(Ghe Sequel)

A Remarkable Story of the Millionaire-Hero's AdVentures in Kensington

——

“From what I hear at the mill,
Marley

Mr, Crispea is not the sort of an empioyer 1o get wild about,”
“They say he is a dmnuthm;:.

said frankly.

l't
her
hadl,

bleck hair turning gray and lots
lines on her forehead and round
ayves, whom he met in the narrow

“T hope you are quite satisfled?" she
replled, nn anxious look crossing her
face. Roomers are kings with strug-
gling widows,

“Perfectly,"” sald the young man,
“Only now and then I might like a din-
ner. Tonight, instance. 1Is it
sible?"

Relieved, Mrs. Marley answered:
"Why, yves. Our food Is plain, most
simple. Perhaps 1 had best speak with
my daughter. She gets our dinners."

Instead of entering his own room, the
aforesald back parior, Monte divested
himself of coat and hat, utllizing the
battered rack in the front hall, und fol-
lowed his lindlady into the dining room
Everything was spotlessly
well ordered
chaerful, with a live-coal grate fire, and
through the open door Into the kitchen
light of another fire

for poOs-

he could see the

and hear the contented humming of the |

millgirl as she prepared the evening

meal,
*Unity, will have din.

Mrs.

Taller
heard

dear, Mr.

ner with us"” he Marley
saYy,
The humming stopped

young voice asald:

short, and
awWeul “But, mother,
we have only lamb chops and potatoes;
Therve Is gpple ple
You startle

no other vegetables.
in the icebox for dessert,
me, mother."

Monte stretched his ears and heard
Mrs Marley say in that soft, fuded sort
of volee: “Mr. Taller Is & real gentle-
man; he won't mind, I am certain.*

Monte instantly voted himself an
inconslderate brute for intruding into
this restful family circle. He thought
of escape, yeot never moved from his
chalr undesr the motto, *CGod Bless Our
Home." Then came the dinner, served
by the same gifted hands that pre-
pared It. He soon found himself chat.
ting easily with the Marvieys, drawing
to the surface thelr sorrows and thelr
hopas, the latler chiefly centring
areynd gn absent brother, Strong, who

| Wik & weaver on & nlght shift, whe went

to work for an 18hour stretch with a
double-portion lunchbox

“Fear of unemployment and part-
time wmployment hangs & permandnt
pall over Keaslngton.” sald Miss Unity.
S0 when there is extsa time Lo be had
like now, Btrong makss the moat of it
He slesps five hours out of the $4, and
he is glad of the chance o make the

“

uvariime.
“Mlss Unity sald libtle of hemel!. Hur
i .r;,‘_

.

clean and |
The room was bright and |

a |

laughter at Monte's friendly sallies and
anecdotes of travel was infectious. It
was & natural ripple of musical sound,
most melodious, and Indignted the hid-
den presence of a rich, untrained
ing valee. It made him vibriate at each
unexpected drop and rieh coloring In
her bell-like notes of mirth,

Our rich young researcher felt
vaguely sorry to find such a fine specl-
man of the feminine sex in her lowly
position. He was to learn that our mill-
girls in the gross are lively, happy and
capable, not at all the drab creatures
funey and fetion has plctured them
He might have chatted but
there came & ring at the doorbell, which
Unity answered into
the room completely
manner and mood.

She looked at her mother, her
distended by fenr, and she trambled con-
vulsively

“What s It?™ asked
frightened but calm

“It wus Jennie Reed's mother.
worse agnin The
dia before morning
must go therg

lnnger,

She came back
chunged as

eves

Mra. Marlay,
Jon.
doctor says
Jennie
right

nie is
she may
wints me. I
away."”

And ahe was gone In
shawl over her head

“1s Jennle a8 miligirl?™
for the want of something to say

“Yea, poor child, she was on the next
laom to Unity, right meross the ‘alley’
at the Crispen mills" veplled Mrs, Mar-
ley, with a sad, weury expression
nie is & victim of 'The Kiss of Death.'"”

Almost mechanically, Monte repeated,
“¥The Kiss of Death? ™

“Yeu droned the elderly woman,
“Other mills have self-threading shut-
ties. Night and day I worry over Unity
Bhe Is In constant danger as loug as
the Crispen Mills use the oldfushioned
shutties.*

“In danger of what?" said Monte
mueh puzzied

“Go over W the Reeds' and see Jan-
nis's doctor. We don't like o talk of
it in Kensiongton. The doctor will ox-
plain 1t all, [ cannet.™

W hereupon the geod woman burst into
teiare Monte rushed from the
and, seizing hia hat from the ek,
literally flew wcross the streel o Na.
26, where Lhe Read family lved

CHAPTER NI

The Kiss of Dealh
IME apd maximum production s the
hydra-headed tyrant of the pressot-
day weave room, for us loag as weavers

an instant, B

asked Monte

very

| amount,

sing- |

NS
2 :mm.
l' 4 III

i ..o-f)m,-aa.... frs - i

et

Miss

plecework—with tempting bonusea rid-
ing earnings above a certain
there will probably be Jennie

upaon

Reeds in the Kensington district. Monte
Crispen wus young, inexperienced and
emotionil, else he would have accepted
existent conditions Instend of flaring up
at Mre. Mariley's exposition of "The Kiss
of Death."”

“It's over,"” the doctor was saying very
salemnly to a circle of neighbors in the

| will be
| woman,

to |

| comforting

! brather

“Jen: |

room, |

aro, pald at @ fed rele per yard—by

paripr of the Reed dwelling when Monte
entered

“Jennle's gone; oh, dear me! There
no one left soon,” sald an elderly
who took each loss in 8 younger
generation as evidence of n rapidly de-
creasing population,

Monte quietly asked for particulars
when the doctor looked In his direction
"Quick consumption,” sald the physi-
vian In a low voice, “Help me clear out
this room.” They soon had the ground
floor Hberated of all save immediate
members of the family and Miss Marley.

The incredible swiftness of the calam-
Ity had plunged the mill girl's family
iInto a dumb grief. Unity was busy
Jennle's mother and two
sisters, while a practical-mindsd
had up mortuary ar

younger
taken
ringemants.

I tell you that Miss Marley is a cool
hand for every fevered brow.” comiment-
ol the physlcian to Monte. sdmiringly,
as he prepared to leave, adding: “And
who are you? 1 thought 1 kpnew every.
body in this nelghborhood.™

“My name is Taller; 1 am & néwocomer
hereabouts,” replied Monte “Recently
took up the study of some problems af-
tecting the Crispen mills. I confess [
am intercsted, and wapt to know all

about ‘The Kiss of Death,'"™
"Came along with me and we can talk |
uninterruptedly ” sald the physician. |
“I am Doctor Willing, ten years In the |
mill distriet; my Mmther, wlso a physi
was before me here for half &
Good night, Miss Mariey."
e asked Monte

way
It s cold. Let me fetth my

clian
DRITtUry,

“Which

“Bure-r!
coat."

“If you den't mind a good, suff walk,
I am bound for ‘The Beacon,' on West
Lehigh svenus, whers 1 have two con-
valeselng grip patients."

- L] -

Drupping dows Lo the bottom of Me-
Phersan Park. the two men abortly aft.
wrwand were swinglng south slong
| Knisington avenus, sach wagm i the

pleasure of a budding u:qulmunpm
frividehip.

*The modern loom In n wanderful
automaton that hds no brains,” sald
Doctor Willing, "“Let sufficient power
bea mupplied, it can go on weaving In-
cessantly, no matter what happens to
the warp and weft or filling. Oh! ves;
I know all the terms, the argot of the
digtrict, What I aim to point out Is
that the weaver I8 no longer the trained
expert who dexterously tossed boats
shaped shuttles, threaded with weft,
from hand to hand between two lines of
warp called the warp-shed. Nor does
he control this passage for the shuttles
with the ald of strings and levers oper-
ated by his feet with the skill of a
church organist. That was the condl
tion in my dad's time.

"Our twentieth century weaver has
become a Awlitch-tender. He or she
are engineers no longer. The real
wenver I8 the mechanical loom. It lifts
and drops the healds to form the warp.
shed; it does the shuttlethrowing and
it beats up the weft thread or filling Into
position. Indeed, In its roaring awe
inspiring presence It is difficult to real-
ize how very different were the condi.
tions in which our great-grandfathers
and even our grandfathers lived and
waorked."

They had passed Bomerset street and
were under the Reading grade crossing,
Monte paused to drop & dime into the
hand of a cripple who was seated on
the sidewalk, his back against the stone
wall. The shout of the man brought
them both back to him,

“I.am no beggar,” sald he, “"Here are
your newspapers and change, sir. Good
evening, doctor; I did not see you at
first."

Monte looked so crestfalien when they
had reasumed thelr walk that Doctor
Willing explained: “That cripple was
once a mill operative. He was laid off
during the panle of 1807 and got a tem-
porary job in a rallroad freight yard,
where he lost his legs. He took to sell.
ing newspapers for o living, He Is
proud und he won't accept charity. But
as | was saying, the demands upon the
wenver of today are different from those
of ancient times."

“Go ahead; T am keenly interested’
assented Monte, as they turned west on
Lehlgh avenue,

“He or she must needs have a quick
eyve, vitality, alertness, ambitlon, system
and the right temperament to keep pace
with the needs of the great mechanical
loom,” said the doctor, “Each loom in
the eyes of an employer s s0 many
vards In so many hours. To get the
maximum production from thes loom
there must be as few and short stop.
pages of the looms as possible Pre-
miums are pald on earnings above a cer-
taln amount (o APUr WeavVers Lo Hupremas
efforts. I know of & girl weaver who
wove 108 yards In 3 hours, while an-
other weaver on the ldentical machine
wove only 80 yards in the same time.”

“Where does ‘The Kiss of Death'
come in? asked Monte persistently.

“Patience," laughed the doctor. ™1
have first outlined all the primary condi
tons surrounding the work of a weaver
to show you that he or she 8 about
in the position of a horse tied in the
rear of a rucing aulomobile. Emgloy-

| ment & coutingent upon his or her alil-

Ity 1o got & masimum production oul of
the loom. This abliity includes prompt.
ness ln starting and stepping the loom,
seeing that broken warp ends are
quickly repaired wnd Inserting full bob
bins or spools with new welt thread
the moment the st prick —a prick is a
single strand of weft resching once
across 4 plece of cloth—ls thrown soross

A lew weavers

“Now I grasp where lies the
to the operatives health,” exol
Monte. “It In this rethreading
shutties, thele drawing of the thrend
yarn through' aye of the shuttle
means of th Btion of the breath”
“Precissly, MF. ‘hulu. sald the pi
slolan, "“"Wea
Joct to a shuttls
to thread It
quicker to suck
hook. Thus tubsrei
fectionn a1
to worker,
blowpipe are in the sad
It In this contact with ¢
ease that caused the worl
the process of shuttles
of Death"?
"What Is the percentage of tubers
culosis among weavers?” {

- L
“An Insurance company toolk a sampls
| fiveyenr period and found that bt .

26 and 45 years of age tubera
claimed 40 per cent. of ordinary ]
who died and 70 per cent. of lace” weays

“A real menace?" :

"Well, rather,” growled the dJdootor,
"You have all the facts and you will
have to place the blame. No mill owner
I know would willingly cause the death
of an operative, Many have Installed
kigsless shuttles”

“Can they be had?"

“Yen. There are many sanitary, nons
suctign shuttle appliances on the mare
ket. The nearest approach to a perfect
shuttle, T should say, would be one with
a porcelaln eye and metal carringe with
no split to weaken it; one that can be
threaded qulckly by hand, as in the old
way. But mors {s needed thon a proper
sanitary shuttle”

“What?"

Doctor Willlng and Monte (
reached a comparatively now bullding
nt Waterloo streot nad Lehigh avenus,
lighted from ground to roof. It was
“The Beacon,” known to every worker

| in the mill district, & socinl headquarters

for wage-earners, founded and run on
nonsectarian lines by a remarkable man
and his equally remarkable wife.

“What ix needed are more mill owners
with wide visions,” replied the physiclan.
“There Is somothing In this industrial
world above flnancial gain, What If
weavers do prefer to take chances with
the old shuttles rather than losa the
time attending threading sanitary ones
by hand! The mill owner Is the guars
dian of the health and physloal welfare
of his employes. It is up to him to pro-
vide n wnge scale that does not drive
his workers to risk their lives, You ean
tell the crowd running the Criapen Milla
my views. Thank God, all mill ewners
are not allke.. Good night, Taller, Come
and see me and dad when you get lone-
some. We are on Allegheny avenun -
near HBroad street.” :

It all seemed uncaany to Monte Crise
pen.  As he walked back to Halsey
street his face hardened at the thought
of an employer who waould not do his
utmost to lessen the welght of the burs
den upon a woman worker's hack
Suddenly it dawned upon him that he
was drifting Into just that sort of an
employer. How glad he was to have
had this glimpse of truth. It had been
denied his uncle, John Montgomery, who
belonged to the old school.

Then Monte thought of the white
browed, musical voiced Marley girl
whose lips on the morrow might touch
the wselfsame polsoncoatsd shuttle
which Doctor Willing insisted had
floocdled the body of Jennle Reed with
the germs of a fatal malpndy. He falt
himself at close grips with a personal
responufbility for Unity's future well
being. Why should he despair? His
was the power to roll away the stone
from her tomb, and this fanciful thought
flooded light llthe & sunburst to show
him the open road.

Impulse can always outrun smug
propriety, There were many drug stores
along Kenaington avenus, yet Monte
wilked several blocks hefore he found
one with boothed tefephones. On
thing he was firmly resolved; he wais
going to have things changed at. the
Crispen Mills and at ence. He remem.
bered that sanitation had become a
live tendency of the nge; to wit, the
disappearance of the common drinking
cup from rallroad trains and publia
places under health regulations.

In his present state of mind he wanted
action on the shuttle question, and &
most stimulating sensation Nlled his
veins when he finally cork-screwed his
long body into the right telephons booth,
He asked for "Filbert 000" He popped
n nickel into the coeln biox and sald: “Is
this "the Independence Clul; Get My,
Cralg Andrews, please. Blast the rules)
Never mind who wants him. Find him
quick and put him on the wire. Hs will
know who W calling. Hurry™

Andrews was & bachelor cnd he I.l\ru
at the Independence Club.
game of solitaire and hurried to the tel
ephone,

“Yes. this s Andrews"

“Hello!"

"I know you, my boy. What's up™

"There has got to be somuathing dune
right away or I don't aleep tonight™

“Go ahead™

“It's "The Kiss of Death' the thing
has got on my nervea™

“Rubbish! Blanchard, our mill be
says the phrass was probably ool
some muckreking n:uauiu Our
are clear, he says”

“Andrews, | mean business™ NM
Monts.

There was the determined ring 'of &
John Monigomery in his volos and U
lawyer saw that his young =
longire client was thoroughly’ e

Monte continued: “if you (nsletiug
chaffing me | will get abosrd the
lmousine sad come inte town
eyed.”

__(cozvrmvxp N -
MONDAY'S

he sald.
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He laft &




