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in the crowd a woman sobbed hysterically, and now all
eyes were strainesl 1o see the uprising carriage.’

When al last 1t came to view g dozen volumtbeers
rushed forward to help the retuined man. Birchof, as
erect as a soldier, stood on the platform supporting 1n
his arms the unconscious ‘torm of Ienry Coughlan.
Those who would assist him he waved back with 2
stern brusquencss. bBlackened and burnt with the sub-
terranean iaries, nis hawr and beard singed to a cnsp,
there was yebu a cerlain netility 1o his mien as he walk-
ed erect with tis burden and laid it at Cpughlan's feet.

Mrs. Coughlan took her son's head in her lap  aud
kissed his pale and snroke-grimed face wilhi rapture.

S Phaak God ! 'bhank God ! she eaclanmed, * hie i
not dead! FHeasen witl bless you for this noble act !’
And then bending oyer her son, she simoolheil s hati,
matted with the swungeing blaze, and wept with mumgled
juy and synmipathy. ]

* »y man—' began the mine-owner ; hut Birchofl in-
terrupted hun with an unperrous gesture.

* 1t 15 a bresenl.’ he said—' a holiday bresent, to you
and her—Irom the beople. We haf given you the Lifc ol
your son ; we only ask that you give to us a Litile
work—a little bread—a little—we ask—’

Lie swayed and {ell libe a log, his fingers clutching
at the feathery snow, and he muttering weahkly @ * 1u
is a baescnt—a lLittle work—for the beople ! '—' Catholic
World Magazing.’

PETERSEN'S PRICE.

Little Mrs. Hargrave, just six months married, and
willy allf her worldly goods packed 1n a box-car, was
moving 1o a small town in Michigan, to which her Le-
loved John had alrcady been called by buwsimess. Ihis
pown, she leained om her arrival, hoasted tut one e-
hicle  ecapable of transporuing her numercus belongings
from the station to the new home, and this richely
aflair, drawn -by & brohern-winded horse, helunged to a
Swedish drayman named Olaf Pelersen,

* He sure,” John llargrave, wise in city ways, had
said Lo his young wile at parting, ' tp nrake your bal-
gain betorehand with the van diver. Otherwise he il
probably oieicharge you ovutrageousiy ; they always ao
it cost me exactly luteen collars to get all our stnfi
from +{he haouse to the car.’

‘I'Il do my best,” promused Lucy.

‘P'm osorry I can’t look after 1t for you,’ saud Joln,
stoopLng to  kiss her, f but l'se got to stay in town ull
day. Hemenber, Lucy, nralke your bargam rst, and
don’t consent to paymmg more vhan fiftcen dollars.’

But when inexpenienced Lucy broached the subject of
charges to Ulaf Petersen, all that stolwd Scandinavian
would say was :

‘WVell, T don't know, meesis, I can’t tole yop yoost
vab I sohorge you unilil 1 got my yob feenish. I teie
vou then.’

This of course did not please Mrs. Hargrave, bui
Petersen, slolid, obstinate, and immovable, had nothiay
more definite to cller.  As his ancient chariot was the
only 1sible cennecting limk between the siation and the
Hargrave house, the young woman was cbliged lg make
the best ol an unsatisiacvory condition,

But she began to worry at oonce  Petersen's cold,
light-blue eyes, as the joung woman poinled out with
nyuch perturbation to her mother-in-law, wore a shrewil,
crafty expression, and his heavy jaw, larpe nose and
firm mgouth were, she declared, clearly indicative of
stubbornness,

How was she, a little scrap of a brown-eyed woman,
alraid of a2 mouve, to drive any sort of a bargamn with
a great burly swindler Iike thut 7 It made her simply
ill, she deciared, to think of 1%.

The moving began. The narrow dray, far advanced
in its second chiidbood, sloped toward the rear so much
that the carrying of anviung on casters was a  pre-
caripis matter. The distanece fortunately was short, a
matter of less than three blocks.

Petersen, with a long-legged, silent assistant fo keep
the Purniture [rom sliding off the rear end of the slan-
ting drav, statted in at 7 o’clock the morning of Mrs.
Hargrave's arrival. Necessanly the loads were exceed-
ingly small, consisting 1n many 1nstances of one solilary
article, such as a couch, a bullet, a table, or a big arm-
chair

‘ My goodness,” exclaimed Lucy, ©if that man i3
charging us by the Inad it will tefic a small fortune to
get that carload of stuff moved {o the house. John’il
never forgive me 1f it costs moie than fiiteen dollars ;
beswdes, twenly 18 every cent I have, Oh, do you think
it wit take more than twenty 7’

‘ Porfraps,” suggesied the elder NMrs. Hargrave, ¢ he
works by the hour. 1've never moved, sg I dan't know
how they figure.’

‘“I'hat would The even worse.
horse creeps like a rheuamatic snail. At this rate it'Mt
be midnight before he gets through. I'm having him
leave everything on the ground floor, becanse I can't

That wretched old

. -t
risk delaying him a moment by having things carried up-
stalfs. Hadn't I better tell inm thal twenty dollars is
lhe very last cent I'it pay ? Ie's just making those
toads small on purpose. Therec he comes now with
John's desk !’

‘No,” advised the oltder woman, °let Joln, settle
with him when 1t's all done. You're no match for a
great hullwg prrate like lhat Petersen. e made up
his mind to rob vou, and he'll do 1t ; you can see 1t.all
over s face.’

All day long, with a barely perceptible pause at'noon
iha woary, shambiing, short-wnded Lorse crawled miser-
ably back and torth with insignificant, uwnder-sized bur-
aens.  Alb day long Petersen laboriously loaded and un-
lvaded s groaning dray. All day long the shiftless
assistant, with his blue-overalled legs trailing in  the
dust, rode at the eng of the vehicle to keep the loads
aboand, while Petersen led, drove, or supported his raw-
boned horse. All day long Mrs, Hargrave counted the
trips, marking them down on paper.

The worried young housckeeper thought that Peter-
sen’s working day would end at six o'ckock, but it did
not. As al npon, the interval between lomds was mere-
ly a trifle topger thanm usual.

Twilight deepened and night fell. Petersen still
labored, the horse sfiil crawled, the assistant with fan-
gling legs still ‘assisled, the dray still threatendd ~to
drop to piecos as it rattled up and down the othgrwise
quiet streal, and Mrs. Hargrave and her mother-in-law
stall industrionsly counted the loads.

* IY'll take every cenl of thirty-frive dollars !’ groan-
ed Lucy at nine o’'clock, extricating a rocking—chair from
the heap and dropping disconsolately into 1it. * Ch, I do
wish John weould come, but I know he'll just hate me
when he dees ! I wish I wore dead 1’

' #lis train won't be in for an hour yet,” said the
older Mrs. Hargrave, cndeavoring to conceal her own
anxicty, But den't;woury, Lucy. 1 can lend you ten
doltars 1f you and Jolin together haven't emough.’

“‘I'en won't be a diop in the hucket !’ groaned Mrs.
Hargrave forfernly. *’‘Llwo men, & hores and a dray for
fourteen hours, amd the erd is not yet. ¥le means to
mate us payv for the men and the horse at so much an
hour, and for the’leads at so much a load. And look
at 1lhis house ! hot a single room settled, and good-
ness only Lnows where the bedclothes are! 1t's taken
all my time to count the loads.’

‘* Mine, too,' admitted her mother-in-law.

At a gparter alter ten John arrived, viewed the
heaped-up furmbure, heard the story, and ryefully fished
a handful of change out of his pocket. 1lis mnatupally
cheerful countenance had grown dismal. Lucy held her
breath.

* Threc dollars and forty-two cents is aill ['ve got,’
said John. I den’t want to find fault, Lacy, but I dg
thimk vou might have made some better arrangemecnt
with the man. That shark wili just skin us alive.’

It 1s probable that Lucy would have wept at that
point if the shark had not staggered wearily in at the
front deor with a piano leg upder one arm and a clothes
wringer under the other.

“Vell,’ remarked the drayman, adding these articles
to the alrcady tottering heap, I tank 1 vor all trew
vit my job, tank gooflness !’

* Now, Mr. Petersen,’ said John, putting on a hold
front, * how mruch do I owe vou ?’

‘ Velt,” responded Petersen,, ' it wvor an:awiul hard
day's vorh—yoost awfiul hard.’

‘How much,’ demanded Jobr,
want *’

*[ work, an' my horse she’'s vork, an’ my man she's
vork siwce scfien by Lhe clock.’

The Hargraves walled, but Petersen’s fongue was
slower than his horse.

‘ Well 7' urged John, impatiently.

*1 nave vom man hived 1o hellup me all day, an' of
course 1 have got to pay heem she's vages.’

© 1 wnderstand,’ satd John.

* My horse she vor dead tired on she's legs—her vas
nefler beiore so tired as now,’ continued Petersen, mild-
ly reproachful,  * [ tank 1 have to buy lmmament for
she's legs.’

¢ That's too bad,’ returned John coldly. * I'm sorry
for the horse, but we did't agree to pay damages or
replenish any live stock. Now how mudh do you want
for mioving thal furniture? I warn you that I won't
submit to beibg robbed.

*Vell,! said Petersen, scratching his head reflecti-
vely, * 1 tank maybe you vas going Lo kick on my price,
but 1t von't do you no goot, for 1 von't shange  my
price for nobotty. I makes my own price an’gI sticks
by heem, an’ I von't not shenge heem. Maybe vou
tank she vor too much, but I vill not—’ v

"How mach is it 7' demanded ‘John, Lucy, and
John’s molher simultaneously. The strain was becom-
ing, unbearable.

‘ Fife dollar an' seflenty-fife cents alfjogetiher,” replied
Petersen firmly.—* Youth’s companion.’

firmly, *do you
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