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APRIL DAYS. . 
II CIm trouble dwell with April day.! to 

Ix our met'hodical New England life, 
we IItill recognize eome magic in IIUIIl

mer. MOlt persons reluctantly resign 
themselves to being decently happy in 
June, at least. They accept June. They 
compliment its weather. They complain
ed of the earlier months as cold, and 80 

spent them in the city; and they will 
complain of the later months as hot, and 
10 refrigerate themselves ou eome bar
JeD aea-coast. God offen ns yearly a 
necklace of twelve pearls; moat men 
choose the fairest, label it June, and 
cut the rest away. It is time to chant 
a hymn of more liberal gratitude. 

There are no days in the whole round 
year more delicious than those which of
teu come to us in the latter half of April. 
On these days one goes forth in the 
lII01'Iling, and an Italian warmth broods 
Oftr all the bills, taking visible shape 
in a glistening mist of silvered azure, 
with which mingles the smoke from many 
bonfires. The lun trembles in his own 
10ft rays, till one understand. the old 
English tradition, that he dances on 
Easter-Day. Swimming in a sea of 
glory, the tops of the hills look nearer 
than their bases, and their glistening 
watercourses seem close to the eye, as 

VOL. VIL 25 

1 • .ar..n..n-. 

is their liberated murmur to the ear. 
All &CI'OII this broad interval the teama 
are ploughing. The grass in the meadow 
aeema aU to have grown green since 
:yesterday. The black.birds jangle in the 
oak, the robin is perched upon the elm, 
the 8Ong-sparrow on the hazel, and the 
bluebird on the apple-tree. There rises 
a hawk and aails alowly, the stateliest 
of airy things, a floating dream of loDg 
and languid summer-hours. But as yet, 
though there ia warmth enough for a 
leuse of luxury, there is coolness &Dongh 
for exertion. No tropics can offer Buch 
a burst of joy; indeed, no zone much 
warmer than our Northern States can 
offer a genuine spring. There can be 
none where there is no winter, and the 
monotone of the seasons is broken only 
by wearieome rains. Vegetation and birds 
being distributed over the :year, there ia 
no burst of verdure nor of BOng. But 
with us, as the bud. are swelling, the 
birds are arriving; they are building their 
nests almost aimultaneoualy; and in all 
the Southern year there is no such rap
ture of beauty and of melody as here 
marks every morning &om the last of 
April onward. 

But days even earlier ~ thm jn 
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Life in tAe Iron-Xtlll. [April, 

LIFE IN THE IRON-MILLS. 

"fa Wa &be tIDIl' 
o utII, u futile, tIleD, .. !nil! 
What hope 01_ or m-f It 

A CLOUDY day: do you know what 
that is in a town of iron-works? The 
sky sank down before dawn, muddy, flat, 
immovable. The air is thick, clammy 
with the breath of crowded human be
ings. It atiftes me. I open the window, 
and, looking out, can scarcely Bee through 
the rain the grocer's shop opposite, where 
a crowd of drunken Irishmen are puffing 
Lynchburg tobacco in their pipes. I can 
detect the scent through all the foul smeU. 
ranging loose in the air. 

The idiosyncrasy of this town is smoke. 
It rolls suUenly in slow folds from the 
great chimneys of the iron-foundries, and 
settles down in black, slimy pools on the 
muddy streets. Smoke on the wharves, 
smoke on the dingy boats, ou the yellow 
river,-clinging in a coating of greasy 
lOOt to the house-front, the two faded 
poplars, the faces of the passers-by. The 
long train of mules, dragging masses of 
pig-iron through the narrow street, have 
a foul vapor hanging to their reeking 
sides. Here, inside, is a little broken fig
ure of an angel pointing upward from 
the mantel-shelf; but even its wings are 
covered with smoke, clotted and black. 
Smoke everywhere! A dirty canary 
chirps desolately in a cage beside me. 
Its dream of green fields and sunshine 
is a very old dream, - almost worn out, 
I think. 

From the back-window I can 100 a 
narrow brick-yard sloping down to the 
river-side, strewed with rain-butts and 
tubs. The river, dull and tawny-color
ed, (la belle "vim!) drags itself· slug
gishly along, tired of the heavy weight of 
boats and coal-barges. What wonder? 
When I was a chilil, I used to fancy a 
look of weary, dumb appeal upon the face 
of the negro-like river slavishly bearing 
its burden day after day.. Something of 
the same idle notion comes to me to-day, 

when from the street-window I look on the 
slow stream of human life creeping past, 
night and morning, to the great mills. 
:Masses of men, with dull, besotted faces 
bent to the ground, sharpened here and 
there by pain or cunning; skin and 
muscle and flesh begrimed with smoke 
and ashes; stooping all night over boil
ing caldrons of metal, laired hy day in 
dens of drunkenness and infamy; breath
ing from infancy to death an air saturated 
with fog and grease and lOOt, vilenes for 
lOul and body. What do you make of 
a case like that, amateur psychologist? 
You call it an altogether serious thing 
to be alive: to these men it is a drunken 
jest, a joke,-horrible to angels perhaps, 
to them ~ommonplace enough. My fancy 
about the river was an idle one: it is no 
type of such a life. What if it be stag
nant and slimy here? It knows that be
yond there waits for it odOroUB sunlight, 
- quaint old gardens, dusky with !!Oft, 
green foliage of apple-trees, and flushing 
crim!!On with roses, - air, and fields, and 
mountains. The future of the Welsh 
puddler passing just now is not 10 pleas
ant. _ To be stowed away, after his grimy 
work is done, in a hole in the muddy 
graveyard, and after that, --. not air, 
nor green fields, nor curi~ roses. 

Can yon see how foggy the day is? 
As I stand here, idly tapping the win
dow-pane, and looking out through the 
rain at the dirty back-yard and the coal
boats below, fragments of an old story 
foat up before me, - a story of this old 
house into which I happened to come to
day. You may think it a tiresome story 
enough, as foggy as the day, sharpened 
by no sudden flashes of pain or pleasure. 
- I know: only the outline of a dull life, 
that long since, with thousands of dull 
lives like its own, was vainly lived and 
lost: thousands of tbemGm~tvile, 
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slimy lives, like those of the torpid lizards 
in yonder stagnant water-butt. - Lost? 
There is a curious point for-you to aettle, 
my friend, who study psychology in a 
lazy, dikttanie way. Stop a moment. I 
am going to be honest. This is what I 
want you to do. I want you to hide 
your disgust, take no heed to your clean 
clothes, and come right down with me,
bere, into the thickest of the fog and mud 
and foul eWuvia. I want you to hear this 
story. There is a secret down here, in 
this nighbnare fog, that has lain dumb 
for centuries: I want to make it a real 
thing to you. You, Egoist, or Pantheist, 
or Arminian, busy in making straight 
paths for your feet on the hills, do not 
_ it clearly, - this terrible question 
which men here have gone mad and died 
trying to answer. I dare not put this 
secret into words. I told you it was 
dumb. These men, going by with drunk· 
en faces and brains full of unawakened 
power, do not ask it of Society or of God. 
Their lives ask it; their deaths ask it 
There is no reply. I will tell you plainly 
that I have a great hope; and I bring it 
to you to be tested. It is this: that this 
terrible dumb question Is its own reply; 
that it is not the sentence of death -we 
think it, but, from the very extremity of 
its darkness, the most IOlemn prophecy 
which the world has known of the Hope 
to come. I dare make my meaning no 
clearer, but will only tell my story. It 
will, perhaps, seem to you as foul and 
dark as this thick vapor about us, and as 
pregnant with death; but if your eyes 
Ire free as 'lriine are to look deeper, no 
perfume-tinted dawn will be 10 fair with 
promise of the day that shall surely come. 

My story il very simple, - only what 
I remember of the life of one of these 
men,-a furnace-tendel: in one of Kir
by & John's rolling-mills,-Bugh Wolfe. 
You know the mills? They took the 
great order for the Lower Virginia rail
roads there last winter; run usually with 
about a thousand men. I cannot tell 
wby I choose the half-forgotten story of 
this Wolfe more than that of myriads of 
these lurnace -hands. Perhaps because 

there is a secret underlying sympathy 
between that story and this day with its 
impure fog and thwarted sunsbine,-or 
perhaps simply for the reason that this 
house is the one where the W olfes lived. 
There were the father and Ion, - both 
hands, as I said, in one of Kirby & Joho's 
mills for making railroad·iron,- and Deb
orah, their cousin, a picker io lOme of the 
cotton-mUls. The house was rented then 
to half a dozen families. The W olfes had 
two of the cellar-rooms. The old man, 
like many of the puddlers and feeders of 
the mills, was Welsh, - had spent- half 
of his life in the Cornish tin-mines. Yon 
may pick the Welsh emigrants, Cornish 
minel'8, out of the throng passing the 
windows, any day. They Ilre a tri1I.e 
more filthy; their muscles are not 10 

brawny; they lltoop more. When they 
are drunk, they neither yell, nor shout, 
nor stagger, but skulk along like beaten 
hounds. A pure, unmixed blood, I fan
cy: shows itself in the slight angular 
bodies and sharply-cut facial lines. It is 
nearly thirty yeal'8 since the W olres liv
ed here. Their lives were like those of 
their class: incessant labor, sleeping in 
kennel-like rooms, eating rank pork and 
molasses, drinking - God and the distil
lel'8 only know what j with an occasional 
night in jail, to atone for lOme drunken 
excess. Is that all of their lives? - of 
the portion given to them and these their 
duplicates swarming the streets to-day? 
- nothing beneath? - all ? So many 
a political reformer will tell you, - and 
many a private reformer, too, who has 
gone among them with a heart tender 
with Christ's charity, and come out out
ra.,oed, hardened. 

One rainy night, about eleven O'clock, 
a crowd of haIf-clothed women stopped 
outside of the cellar-door. They were 
going home from the cotton-mill. 

" Good-night, Deb," said one, a mulat
to, steadying herself against the gas-post. 
Sbe needed the post to steady her. So 
did more than one of them. 

" Dah 's a ball to Miss Potts' to-night. 
Ye 'd best come." 

"luteel, Deb, if hur !1l come, pnr 'll 
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het fun," said a shrill Welsh voice in the 
crowd. 

Two or three dirty hands were thrust 
out to catch the gown of the woman, who 
was Ilnlping for the latch of the door. 

"No." 
" No 'I Where 's Kit Small, then 'I" 
" Begorra I on the spools. Alleys be-

hint, though we helped her, we dud. 
An wid ye ! Let ]Jeb alone I It's on
dacent frettin' a quite body. Be the pow
ers, an' we '11 have a night of it I there 
'11 be lashin's 0' drink,-the Vargent be 
blessed and praised for 't!" 

They went on, the mulatto inclining 
for a moment to show fight, and drag the 
woman Wolfe off with them i but, being 
pacified, she staggered away. 

Deborah groped her way into the cel
lar, and, af\er considerable stumbling, 
kindled a matcb, and lighted a tallow 
dip, that sent a yellow glimmer over the 
room. It was low, damp, - the earthen 
door covered with a green, slimy m088, 
- a fetid air smothering the breath. Old 
Wolfe lay asleep on a heap of straw, 
wrapped in a tom horae-blanket. He was 
a pale, meek little man, with a white face 
and red rabbit-eyes. The woman Debo
rah was like him; only hcr face was even 
more ghastly, ber lips bluer, ber eyes 
more watery. She wore a faded cotton 
gown and a sloucbing bonnet. When 
she walked. one could see tbat she was 
deformed, almost a huncbback. She 
trod softly, so as not to waken him, and 
went through into the room beyond. 
There she found by the half-extinguisbed 
fire an iron saucepan filled with cold 
boiled potatoes, which sbe put upon a 
broken chair with a pint-cup of ale. 
Placing the old candlestick beside this 
dainty repast, she untied her bonnet, 
which hung limp and wet over her face, 
and prepared to eat her supper. It was 
the first food that had touched her lips 
since morning. There was enough of 
it, however: there is not always. She 
was hungry,-one could see that easily 
enough, - and not drunk, as most of her 
companions would have been found at 
this hour. She did not drink, this wom-

an,-her face told that, too,-nothing 
stronger than ale. Perhaps the 'Weak, 
llaccid wretch had some stimulant in her 
pale life to keep her uPt-some love or 
hope, it might be, or urgent need. When 
that stimulant was gone, sbe would take 
to whiskey. Man. cannot live by work 
alone. While she was skinning the p0-

tatoes, and munching them, a noise be
hind her made her stop. 

" Janey! .. she called, lifting the candle 
and peering into the darkness. .. Janey, 
are you there 'I" 

A heap of ragged coats was heaved up, 
and the face of a young girl emerged, 
staring sleepily at the wOlDan. 

" Deborah," she said, at last, " I 'm here 
the night." 

" Yes, child. Hur 's welcome," she said, 
quietly eating on. 

The girl's face was haggard and sickly i 
her eyes were heavy witb sleep and hun
ger: real Mileman eyes they were, dark, 
delicate blue, glooming out from black 
sbadows with a pitiful fright. 

" I was alone," she said, timidly. 
" Where 's the father?" asked Debo

rab, holding out a potato, whicb the girl 
greedily seized. • 

"He's beyant,-wid Haley,-in the 
stone house." (Did you ever hear the 
word jail from an Irish mouth?) " I 
came bere. Hugh told me never to stay 
me-lone." 

"Hugb?" 
"Yes." 
A vexed frown crossed her face. The 

girl saw it, and added quickly,-
" I bave not seen Hugh tbe day, Deb. 

The old man says his watch lasts till the 
momin· ... 

The woman sprang up, and hastily be
gan to arrange some bread and flitch in 
a tin pail, and to pour ber own meas
ure of ale into a bottle. Tying on her 
bonnet, she blew out the candlc. 

.. Lay ye down, Janey dear," she said, 
gently, covering ber with the 01(1 rags. 
.. Hur can eat the potatoes, if hur '8 hun
gry." 

"Where are ye goin', Deb? Th. 
rain's sbarp." 
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"To the mill, with Hugh's supper." 
.. Let him bide till th' morn. Sit ye 

down." 
.. No, no," - sharply pushing her oft: 

" The boy '11 starve." 
She hurried from the cellar, while the 

child wearily coiled herself up for sleep. 
The rain was falling heavily, as the 
woman, pail in hand, emerged from the 
mouth of the alley, and turned down the 
narrow street, that stretched out, long 
and black, miles beCore her. Here and 
there a flicker of gas lighted an DnCel'
tain space of muddy footwalk and gut
ter; the long rows of houses, except an 
occasional lagel'-bier shop, were closed; 
11011' and then she met • band of mill
hands skulking to or from their work. 

Not many even of the inhabitants of a 
manufacturing town know the vast ma
chinery oC system by which the bodies of 
workmen are governed, that goes on un
ceasingly from year to year. The hands 
of each mill are divided into watches that 
relieve each other 88 regularly as the sen
tinels of an anny. By night and day 
the work goes on, the unsleeping engines 
groan and shriek, the fiery pools of metal 
boil and surge. Only for a day in the 
week, in halC-courtesy to public censure, 
the fires are partially veiled; but 88 soon 
88 the clock strikes midnight, the great 
furnaces break Corth with renewed fury, 
the clamor begins with fresh, breathless 

~r, the engines sob and shriek like 
t "~s in pain." 

As Deborah hurried down through the 
heavy rain, the noise of these thousand 
engines sounded tbrough the sleep and 
shadow of the city like fal'-Off thunder. 
The mill to which she 11'88 going lay on 
the river, a mile below the city-limits. It 
11'88 far, and she 11'88 weak, aching from 
standing twelve hours at the spools. Yet 
it was her almost nightly walk to take 
this man his supper, though at every 
lIIJ.uare she sat down to rest, and she 
knew she should receive small ,",ord of 
thanks. 

Perhaps, if she had possessed an artist'. 
eye, the pictur8lllJ.ue oddity of the scene 
might have made her step stagger leu, 

VOL. VU. 28 

and the' path seem aborter i but to her 
the mills were only "summat deilish to 
look at by night." 

The road leading to the mills bad been 
quarried from the solid rock, which l'OH 

abrupt and hare on one side of tbe cin
der-covered road, while tbe river, slug
gish and black, crept past on tbe o~r. 
The mills for rolling iron are simply im
mense tent-like roofs, covering acres of 
ground, open on every side. Beneath 
these roofs Deborah looked in on a city 
of fires, that burned hot and fiercely in 
the night. Fire in e\'ery horrible form: 
pits of flame waving in the wind; liquid 
metal-flames writhing in tortuous streams 
through the sand; wide caldrons filled 
with boiling fire, over which bent ghast
ly wretches stirring the strange brewing; 
and through all, crowds of half-clad men, 
looking like revengeful ghosts in the red 
light, hurried, throwing masses of glittel'
ing fire. It was like a stretlt in Hell. 
Even Deborah muttered, as she crept 
through, "'T looks like t' Devil's place I" 
It did, - in more ways than one. 

She found the man abe was looking 
for, at last, heaping coal on a furnace. 
He had not time to eat his supper; so 
she went behind the furnace, and waited. 
Only a few men were with him, and they 
noticed her only by a .. Hyur comes I.' 
hunchback, Wolfe." 

Deborah was stupid with sleep; ber 
back pained her sharply; and her teeth 
chattered with cold, with the rain that 
soaked her clothes and dripped from her 
at every step. She stood, however, pa
tiently holding the pail, and waiting. 

.. Hout, woman I ye look like a drown
ed eat. Come near to the fire,"- said one 
of the men, approaching to scrape away 
the ashes. 

Sbe shook her head. Wolfe had fol'
gotten her. He turned, hearing the 
man, and came closer. 

"I did no' think; gi' me my supper, 
woman." 

She watched him eat with a painful 
eagerness. With a woman's quick in
stinct, abe saw that he was not hungry, 
-was eating to please her. lIer pale, • 
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watery eyes began to gatber a strange 
light. 

" Is 't good, Hugb? T' ale was a bit 
lOur, I feared." 

"No, good enougb." He besitated a 
moment. "Ye 're tired, poor lass! Bide 
here till I go. Lay down there on that 
heap of ash, and go to sleep." 

He tbrew ber an old cOat for a pillow, 
and turned to bis work. The beap was 
tbe refuse of the burnt iron, and was 
not a hard bed i tbe half-tlmothered 
warmth, too, penetrated ber limbs, dull
ing their pain and cold shiver. 

Miserable enough she looked, lying 
tbere on the ashes like a limp, dirty rag, 
-yet not an unfitting figure to crown the 
scene of hopeless discomfort and veiled 
crime: more filting, if one looked deep
er into the heart of Jhings,- at her 
thwarted woman's form, her colorlenlife, 
her waking stupor tbat smothered pain 
and hunger,- even mQre fit to be a type 
of her class. Deeper yet if one could 
look, was tbere nothing worth reading in 
this wet, failed tbing, blSlf-covered witb 
asbes? no story of a soul filled with 

,groping passionate love, beroic unselfisb
ness, fierce jealousy? of yean of weary 
trying to please the one' buman being 
whom she loved, to gain one look of 
real beart·kindness from him? If any
thing like tbis were hidden beneath the 
pale, bleared eyes, and dull, wasbed-out: 
looking face, no one bad ever taken the 
trouble to read its faint signs: not the 
half-clotbed furnace-tender, Wolfe, cer
tainly. Yet be was kind to her: it was 
his nature to be kind, even to tbe very 
rat. that swarmed in the ceDar: kind 
to ber in just the same way. She knew 
that. And it might be that very knowl
edge bad given to her face its apatby 
and vacancy more tban ber low, torpid 
life. One sees that dead, vacant look steal 
sometimes over tbe rarest, finest of wom
en's laees,-in tbe very midst, it may 
be, of their warmest summer's day i and 
then one can gue. at the secret of intol
erable solitude that lie. hid beneatb the 
delicate laces and brilliant smile. There 
was no warmth, no brilliancy, no sum-

mer for this woman i 10 tbe stupor and 
vacancy bad time to gnaw into her face 
perpetually. She was young, too, tbougb 
no one guessed it i 10 the gnawing was 
the fiercer. 

She lay quiet in the dark comer, lis
tening, tbrougb the monotonous din and 
uneertain glare of the works, to the dull 
plash of the rain in the far distance, 
- shrinking back whenever tbe man 
Wolfe bappened to look towards her. 
She knew, in spite of all his kindnelll, 
that tbere was tbat in her face and form 
wbich made bim loatbe tbe sigbt of ber. 
She felt by instinct, altbougb .he could 
not comprehend it, the finer nature « I 
the man, whicb made bim among his 
fellow-workmen sometbing unique, set 
apart. She knew, tbat, down under all 
tbe vilene88 and coaneness of his life, 
there was a groping passion for wbat
ever was beautiful and pure,-that his 
soul sickened with disgust at her deform
ity, even when bis words were kindest. 
Through this dull conscioumcss, whicb 
never left ber, came,like a sting, tbe rec
ollection of the dark blue eyes and lithe 
figure of the little Irish girl sbe had left 
in the cel1ar. The recollection struck 
through even ber stupid intellect with a 
vivid glow of beauty and of grace. Lit
tle Janey, timid, helpless, clinging to 
Hugb as ber only friend: tbat was the 
sharp thought, the bitter thought, that 
drove into the glazed eyes a fierce light 
of pain. You laugh at it? Are pain 
and jealousy less Bavage realities down 
bere in this place I am taking you to than 
in your own bouse or your own heart,
your beart, which they clutch at lOme
times? The note is the same, I fancr, 
be the octave high or low. 

If you could go into this mill where 
Deborah lay, and drag out from the 
hearts of these men the terrible tragedl 
of their lives, taking it as a symptom of 
the disease of their class, no ghost Hor
ror would terrify yoo more. A reality 
of lOul-Btarvation, of living death, that 
meets you every day under the besotted 
faces on the street,-I can paint notbing 
of this, only ~l9~i~g~y€~eutlines 
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of a night, a crisis in the life of one man: 
whatever muddy depth of lOul-bistory 
lies beneath you can read acconling to 
the eyes God bas given yon. 

Wolfe, while Deborah watcbed him as 
a spaniel its master, bent over tbe fur
DICe with his iron pole, unconscious of 
her acratiny, only Btopping to receive 
orde.... Pbysically, Nature had prom
iIed tbe man but little. He had already 
loet tbe strength and instinct vigor of a 
man, his muscles were thin, his nerves 
weak, his face (a meek, woman's face) 
haggard, yellow wi&h cODSumption. In 
the mill he was known as one of the girl
men: .. Molly Wolfe" was his 1Obriqud. 
Be wu never seen in the cockpit, did 
DOt own a terrier, drank but aeldom; 
when he did, desperately. Be fougbt 
aometimes, but was always &hrashed, pom
melled to a jelly. The man was game 
enough, when his blood was up: but he 
was no favorite in tbe mill i he had the 
taint of school-learning on him, - not to 
a dangeroUI extent, ouly a quarter or 10 

in the free-school in fact, but enough to 
ruin him as a good hand in a fighL 

For other reaaons, too, he was not 
\ popular. Not one of themselves, they 

felt that, though outwardly 88 filthy and 
asb-covered; silent, with foreign thougbts 
and longings breaking out througb his 
quietn818 in innumerable curious ways: 
this one, for instance. In the neighbor
ing furnace-buildings lay great heaps of 
the refuae from the ore after the pig-met
al is run. Korl we call it here: a light, 
porous substance, of a delicate, waxen, 
iesh-coloM tinge. Out of the blocD 
of this korl, Wolfe, in his off-hours from 
the furuace, had a habit of chipping 
and moulding figurel,-hideoos, fantastic 
enough, but IOmetimes stnlngely beauti
ful: even tbe mill-men saw that, while they 
jeered at him. It W88 a curious fancy 
in the man, almost a passion. The few 
hoon for rest he spent hewing and hack
ing with his blunt knife, never speaking, 
until his watch came again,- working at 
one figure for months, and, when it W88 

finished, breaking it to pieces perhsps, 
in a fit of disappointmenL A morbid, 

gloomy man, untaught, unled, left to feed 
his IOnl in grosBn818 aud crime, and bard, 
grinding labor. 

I want you to come down and look at 
this Wolfe, standing there among the 
lowest of his kind, and see him just 88 he 
is, that you may judge him justly when 
you hear tbe story of this night. I 
want you to look back, 88 be does every 
day, at bis birth in vice, bis starved in
fancy; to remember the heavy years he 
has groped through 88 boy and man,-tbe 
a1ow, heavy years of constant, hot work. 
So long ago he began, that he thinD 
sometimes be bas worked there for ..,aes. 
There is no hope tbat it will ever end. 
Think that God put into tbis man's lOul 
a fierce thirst for beauty,-to know it, to 
create it; to be - aometbing, he knows 
not what,-other than he is. There are 
moments when a p88IIing cloud, tbe sun 
glinting on the purple thistles, a kindly 
BDlile, a child's face, will rouae hilD to a 
passion of pain, - when his nature starts 
up with a mad cry of rage against God, 
man, whoever it is that has forced tbis 
Tile, a1imy life upon him. With all this 
groping, this mad desire, a great blind 
intellect 8tumbling tbrough wrong, a lov
ing poet's heart, tbe man W88 by hab
it only a coarse, vulgar laborer, familiar 
with sights and words you would blush 
to name. Be just: wben I tell you about 
this night, see him as he is. Be just,
not like man's law, which aeizes ou one 
isolated fact, but like God's judging an
gel, whose clear, sad eye sa. all the 
countless cankering days of this man's 
life, all the countless nights, when, sick 
with starving, his lOul fainted in him, 
before it judged him for this night, the 
saddest of alL 

I called this night the crisis of his life. 
If it was, it stole on him unawares. These 
great tuming-days of life cast no shadow 
before, slip by unconllCioualy. Only a tri
lIe, a little tum of the mdder, and the 
ship goes to heaven or hell. 

W olre, wbile Deborah watched him, 
dug into the furnace of meltinJ[ iron with 
his pole, dully thinking only how many 
rails the lump ""onld yield. It was late, 
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-nearly Sundar morning i another hour, 
and the heavy work would be done,
only the furnaces to replenish and cov
er for the next day. The workmen were 
growing more noisy, shouting. as they had 
to do,'to be heanl over the deep clamor 
of the mills. Suddenly they grew less 
boisterous, - at the far end, entirely si
lent. Something unusual had happened. 
After a moment, the silence came nearer; 
tbe men stopped their jeel"8 and drunken 
choruses. Deborab, stupidly lifting up 
her head, saw the cause of the quiet. A 
group of be or six meu were slowly ap
proaching, stopping to examine eacb ful'
naee as they came. Visitol"8 often came 
to see the mills after night: except by 
growing less noisy, the men took no 
notice of them. The furnace where 
Wolfe worked was Dear the bounds of 
the works; they halted there hot and 
tired: a walk over one of these great 
foundries is no trifling task. Tbe wom
an, drawing out of sight, turned over 
to sleep. Wolfe, seeing them stop, sud
denly roused from his indift"erent Btu
por, and watched them keenly. He 
knew some of them : the overseer, Clarke, 
-a son of Kirby, one of the mill-own
el"8, - and a Doctor May, one of the 
town-physician&. The other two were 
strangel"8o Wolfe came closer. He seiz
ed eagerly every chance that brought 
bim into contact with this mysterious 
class that shone down on him perpetual
ly with the glamour of another onler of 
being. What made the dift"erence be
tween them? That was the mystery of 
bis life. He bad a vII"C7Ue notion that pel'
haps to-night he could find it out. One of 
the strangel"8 sat down on a pile of hricks, 
and beckoned young Kirby to his side. 

"This iI bot, with a vengeance. A 
matcb, please ?" -lighting his cigar. "But 
the walk is worth the trouble. . If it were 
not that you must have beanl it so often, 
Kirby, I would tell you tbat your works 
look like Dante's Inferno. It 

Kirby laughed. 
"Yes. Yonder is Farinata bimself'in 

the burning tomb," - pointing to some 
figure in the shimmering shadows. 

"Judging from some of the faces of 
your men," said the other, "they bid fair 
to try the l'88lity of Dante's vision, some 
day." 

Young Kirby looked curiously around, 
as if seeing the faces of his hands for the 
first time. 

"They're bad enougb, that's Jrae. 
A desperate set, I fancy. Eh, Clarke?" 

The overseer did not bear him. He 
was talking of net profil8 just tben,-giv
ing, in fact, a scbedule of the annual 
business of the firm to a sharp peering 
little Yankee, who jotted down notes on 
a paper laid on the crown of his hat: 
a reporter for one of the city-papers, 
getting up a series of reviews of the lead
ing manufactories. The other gende
men had accompanied them merely for 
amusement. They were silent until the 
notes were finished, drying their. feet Ai 

the furnaces, and sheltering their faces 
from the intolerable heat. At last the 
oveneer concluded with-

"I believe that is a pretty fair eeti-
mate, Captain." , 

" Here, some of you men I" said Kirby. 
"bring up those boards. We may as well 
sit down, gentlemen, until the rain is 
over. It cannot 1ast much longer at this 
rate." 

.. Pig-metal," - mumbled the reporter, 
-" um 1-coal facilities, - um ! - hands 
employed, twelve hundred,- bitumen,
um 1-all right, I believe, Mr. Clarke; 
-sinking-fund,- what did you lNly was 
your sinking-fand ? .. 

.. Twelve hundred hands?" said the 
stranger, the young man wbo had fil"8t 
spoken. "Do you control their votes, 
Kirby2" 

" Control? No." The young man 
smiled complacently. "But my father 
brought Beven hundred votes to the polls 
for his candidate 1ast November. No 
force· work, you und8l"8tand, - ooly a 
speech or two, a hint to form tbelJllelves 
into a society, and a bit of red and blue 
bunting to make them a flag. Tho In
vincible Boughs, - I believe that is their 
name. I forget the motto: I Our coun-

try's hope,' I think." Coogle 
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There W81 a laugh. The young man 
talking to Kirby lilt with an amuaed 
light in his cool gray eye, aurveying criti
cally the half-clothlld figures of tbe pud
dlers, and the alow awing of their brawny 
mWICIes. lIe W81 a stranger in the city,
spending a couple of mouths in tbe b0r
ders of a Slave State, to study the insti
tatiooa of the South,-a brother-in-law 
of Kirby'a,-Mitchell He W81 an am
ateur gymn8lt, - hence his anatomical 
eye; a patron, in a blaH "ay, of the prize
ring; a man who Bucked tbe euence 
oot of a science or philO8Ophy in an in
different, gentillmanly way; who took 
Kant, Novalia, Humboldt, for what they 
were wortb in bis own scales; accepting 
all, despising nothing, in heaven, earth, 
CII' bell, but one-idead men; with a tem
per yielding and brilliant 81 summer 
water, until hi, Self was touched, when 
it W81 ice, though brilliant still Such 
men are not rare in tbe States. 

As be knocked the ashes from his ci
gar, Wolfe caugbt with a quick. pleuure 
the contour of the white hand, the blood
glow of a red ring be wore. His voice, 
too, and that of Kirby'S, touched bim 
like music, -low, even, witb cbording 
cadeneea. About this man Mitchell hung 
the inIpalpable atmosphere belonging to 
tbe thorough-bred gentleman. Wolfe, 
scraping away tbe ashes beside him, was 
eooacious of it, did obeisance to it with 
his artist senee, uncooscious that he did 
110. 

The rain did not cease. Clarke and 
the reporter left tbe mills; the others, 
comfortably seated near the furnace, lin
gered, 8IIIOking and talking in a desul
tory way. Greek would not have been 
more unintelligible to the furnace-tend
ers, whOll8 presence they lOOn forgot en
tirely. Kirby drew out a newspaper from 
his pocket and read aloud some article, 
wbich tbey discussed eagerly. At every 
sentence, Wolfe listened more and more 
like a dumb, hopel_ animal, witb a dull
er, more Itolid look creeping over hi, 
face, glancing now and then at Mitchell, 
marking acutely evel')' smallest sign of 
refinement, tben back to himself, seeing 

81 in a mirror his filthy body, ~ more 
stained soul 

Never I He had no words for luch a 
thought, but he knew now, ia all the 
Bbarpn811 of the bitter ceitainty, that 
between tbem there W81 a great gulf 
never to be pused. Never I 

The bell of the mills rang for midnight. . 
Sunday morning had dawned. What
ever hidden message lay in the tolling 
bells floated past these men unknown. 
Yet it W81 there. Veiled in the solemn 
mUMc ushering the risen Saviour W81 a 
key-note to solve the darkest secrets of 
a world gone wrong, - even this social 
riddle which the brain of the grimy pud
dler grappled with madly to-night. 

The men began to withdraw the metal 
from tbe caldrons. The mills were desert
ed on Sundays, except by the bands who 
fed the fires, and those who had no lodg
inga and slept usually on the ash-heaps. 
The three strangers sat still during the 
next bonr, watching the men cover the 
fumaees, laughing now and then at some 
jest of Kirby's. 

"Do you know," said Mitchell," I like 
this view of the works better than when 
the glare W81 fiercest? These heavy 
shadow. and the amphitheatre of smoth
ered fires are gh08t1y, unreal. One could 
fancy these red smouldering lights to be 
the half .. but eyes of wild be8lts, and the 
spectral figures their victims in the den." 

Kirby laughed. "You are fanciful. 
Come, let us get out of the den. The 
spectral figures, 81 you call them, are a 
little too real for me to fancy a close 
proximity in the darkn888,- unarmed, 
too." 

The others rose, buttoning their over
coati, and lightinlZ cigars. 

"Rwning, ltill," said Doctor May, 
"and hard. Where did we leave tbe 
coach, Mitchell?" 

"At the other Bide of the works.
Kirby, what '8 that?" 

Mitchell started back, half-frigbtened, 
as, suddenly turning a comer, the white 
figure of a 'woman faced him in the dark· 
n888,-a woman, white, of giant proporo
tiona, crouching on the grp1KId, herlarmB 
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flung out in lIOIIle wild gesture of warn
ing. 

" Stop! Make that fire bum there I" 
cried Kirby, stopping short. 

The flame bUDt out, flashing the gaunt 
figure into bold relie£ 

Mitchell drew a long breath. 
" I thought it was alive," he eaid, going 

up curiously. . 
The otbers followed. 
"Not marble, eh?" asked Kirby, 

touching it. 
One of the lower overseers stopped. 
"Korl, Sir." 
" Who did it ? " 
II Can't say. Some of the hands i chip

ped it out in off· hours. " 
"Chipped to some purpose, I should 

say. What a flesh.tint the stuff has I 
Do you see, Mitchell? " 

"I sea." 
He had stepped aside where the light 

fell boldest on the figure, looking at it 
in silence. There was not one line of 
beauty or grace in it: a nude woman's 
form, muscular, grown coarse with labor, 
the powerful limbs instinct with some one 
poillDant longing. One idea: there it was 
in the tense, rigid muscles, the clutching 
hands, the wild, eager face, like tbat of 
a starving wolf's. Kirby and Doctor May 
walked around it, critical, curious. Mitch
ell stood aloof, silent. Tbe figure touch
ed him strangely. 

"Not badly done," eaid Doctor May. 
" Where did the fellow learn that sweep 
of the muscles in tbe arm and hand? 
Look at them I They are groping,
do you see? - clutching: the peculiar 
action of a man dying of thirst." 

II They have ample facilities for study
ing anatomy," I!neered Kirby, glancing 
at the half-naked figures. 

II Look," continued the Doctor, "at 
this bony wrist, and the strained sinews 
of the instep 1 A working-woman,- the 
very type of her class." 

.. God forbid I" muttered Mitchell. 
" Why?" demanded May. " What 

does the fellow intend by the figure? I 
cannot catch the meaning." 

".Ask him," eaid the other, dryly. 

[April, 

"There he stands,"-pointing to Wolfe, 
who stood with a group of men, leaning 
on his ash-rake. . 

The Doctor beekon(l(l him with the af
fable smile which kind-hearted men put 
on, when talking to these people. 

" Mr. Mitchell has picked you out as 
the man who did this, - I '01 sure I don't 
know why. But what did you mean by 
it ?" 

.. She be hungry." 
Wolfe's eyes answered Mitchell, not 

the Doctor. 
" Oh-h ! But wllat a mistake yon have 

made, my fine fellow I You have given 
no sign of starvation to the body. It i. 
strong,-terribly strong. It has the mad, 
hal~espairing gesture of drowning." 

Wolfe stammered, glanced appealingly 
at Mitchell, who saw the lOul of the thing, 
he knew. But the cool, probing eyes 
were turned on himself' now,- mocking, 
cruel, relentless. . 

"Not hungry for meat," the furnace
tender said at last. 

"What then? Whiskey?" jeered 
Kirby, with a coarse laugh. 

Wolfe was silent a moment, thinking. 
"I dunno," he said, with a bewildered 

look. "It mebbe. Summat to make her 
live, I think, ....... like yon. Whiskey ull 
do it, in a way." 

The young man laughed again. Mitch
ell flashed a look of disgust IOmewhere,
not at Wolfe. 

"May," he broke out impatiently, "are 
you blind? Look at that woman's face 1 
It asks questions of God, and says, 'I 
have a right to know.' Good God, how 
hungry it is ! " 

They looked a moment i then May 
turned to the mill-owner:-

" Have you many such hands as this ? 
What are you going to do with them? 
Keep them at puddling iron?" 

Kirby shrugged his shoulders. Mitch
ell's look had irritated him. 

" C, n'ut JHl' mon affair,. I have DO 

fancy for nursing infant geniuses. I sup
pose there are lIOIIle stray gleams of mind 
and lOul among these wretches. The 
Lord will take care of h~ own i yr else 
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they can work 00& their own 1I&1vation. 
I have heard you call oor American lye
tem a ladder which any man CAn ecale. 
Do you doobt it ? Or perhaps you want 
to banish all aocial laddel'8, and put us 
all on a lIat table-Iand,-eh. May?" 

The Doctor looked vexed. puzzled. 
Some terrible problem lay hid in this 
woman's face. and troubled these men. 
Kirby waited for an answer. and. receiv
ing none. went on. warming with his sub-
ject. 

.. I tell you. there 's IOmething wrong 
that no talk of • Liberte' or • Bgolite' 
wi11 do away. If I had the making of 
men, these men who do tho lowest part 
of the world's work sbould be machines, 
- nothing mote, - hands. It would be 
kindness. God help them 1 What are 
lute, reason, to creatures wbo must live 
Inch lives as that?" He pointed to Deb
orab, .leeping on tbe ash-beap. " So 
many nerves to sting them to pain. 
Wbat if God bad put your brain, with 
all ita agony of toucb, into your fingers, 
and bid you work and strike with that?" 

.. You think you could govern the 
world better?" laugbed the Doctor. 

.. I do not think at all." 

.. That is true philosopby. Drift witb 
the .tream, because you cannot dive deep 
enough to find bottom, eb ? " 

"Exacdy," rejoined Kirby. "I do 
Dot think. I wasb my hands of all s0-

cial problems, - slavery, caste. wbite or 
black. My duty to my ope~tives bas a 
DattOW limit,-the pay-hour on Saturday 
nigbt. Outside of tbat, if they cut korl. 
or cut each other's throats, (the more 
popular amusement of the two.) I am 
lIot responsible." 

Tbe Doctor sighed, - a good honest 
ugh, from the depths of his stomach. 

.. God help us 1 Who is responsible?" 
"Not I. I tell you," said Kirby, testily. 

"Wbat bas the man who pays them 
money to do with their lOuis' concerns, 
more than the grocer or butcher who 
takes it?" 

.. And yet," said Mitchell'. eynical voice, 
"look at her! How bungry sbe is I " 

Kirby tappP.d his boot witb his cane. 
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No one spoke. Only tbe dumb face of 
tbe rough image looking into tbeir faces 
witb tbe awful question, .. What 8ball we 
do to be II&ved?" Only Wolfe's face, 
with its beavy weight of brain. its weak. 
uncertain moutb. its desperate eyes, out 
of wbich looked tbe lOul of bis cl .... -
only Wolfe's face turned towards Kirby'So 
Mitchell laugbed.- a cool, musical laugb. 

" Money bas spoken I" he said, seating 
bimself ligbtly on a stone with tbe air of 
an amused spectator at a play. "Are 
you auswered ? " - turniog to Wolfe his 
clear. magnetie face. 

Brigbt and deep ~nd cold as Arctic 
air. the lOul of the man lay tranquil bo
neath. He looked at the furnace-tender 
as be had looked at a rare mosaic in the 
morning i only the man was the more 
amusing study of the two. 

"Are you answered? Wby. May. look 
at bim I • De pro/uRdu clamorn.' Or. to 
quote in English, • Hungry and thirsty. 
his soul faints in him.' And 10 Money 
sends back its anawer into tbe depths 
through you. Kirby I Very Clear the an
swer. too 1-I tbink I remember reading 
tbe same words somewbere: - wasbing 
your hands in Eau de Cologne, and say
ing. 'I am innocent of the blood of thia 
man. See ye to it I'" 

Kirby lIusbed angrily. 
.. You quote Scripture freely." 
" Do I not quote correctly? I think I 

remember anotber line, which may amend 
my meaning: • Inasmucb as ye did it 
unto one of tbe I~t of these, ye did it 
unto me.' Deist? Bless you, man, I 
was raised on tbe milk of tbe Word. 
Now, Doctor, the pocket of tbe world 
having uttered its voice, what has the 
beart to lI&y? You are a philanthropist, 
in a amall way.-n'", ce pa8' Here, 
boy. this gentleman can abow you how to 
cut korl better,-or your destiny. Go 
on. May I" 

" I think a mocking devil possesses you 
to-nigbt." rejoined the Doctor, seriously. 

He went to Wolfe and .put bis hand 
kindly on bis ann. Something of a vague 
idea possessed the Doct.or's brain tbat 
mucb good was to be d~~ 1ur a 
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mendly word or two: a latent genius to 
be warmed into life by a waited-for son
beam. Here it was: he had brought it. 
80 he went on complacently:-

"Do you know, boy, you have it in 
you to be a great sculptor, a great man? 
-do you understaud?" (talking down 
to the capacity of his hearer: it is a way 
people have with children, and meu like 
Wolfe,) - .. to live a better, stronger life 
than I, or Mr. Kirby here? A man may 
make himself anything he chooses. God 
bas given yoa stronger powers than many 
men,- me, for instance." 

May stopped, heated, glowing with his 
own magnanimity. And it was magnan
imous. The puddler had drunk in every 
word, looking through the Doctor·s flur
ry, and generoas heat, and self·approval, 
into bis will, with those slow, absorbing 
eyes of his. 

"Make yourself what you wilL It is 
yonr right." 

.. I know," quietly. "Will you help 
me?" 

Mitchell laughed again. The Doctor 
tamed now, in a pasaion,-

"You know, Mitchell, I have not the 
means. You know, if I had, it is in my 
healt to take this boy aud educate him 
for"--

"The glory of God, and the glory of 
John May." 

May did not speak for a moment; 
then, controlled, he said,-

" Why should one be railed, when myr
iads are left? - I have not the money, 
boy," to Wolfe, shortly. 

" Money? " He said it over slowly, 
as one repeats the guessed answer to a 
riddle, doubtfully. " That is it ? Mon
ey?" 

"Yes, money,-that is it," said Mitchell, 
ruing, and drawing his furred coat about 
him. .. You've found the cure for all the 
world's diseases. - Corne, May, find your 
good.humor, and corne home. This damp 
wind chills my very bones. Come and 
preach your. Saint- Simonian doctrines 
to-morrow to Kirby'S hands. Let them 
have a clear idea of the rights of the 
lOul, aud I '11 veuture next week they'll 

strike for higher wages. That will be the 
end of it." 

'" Will you send the coach-driver to 
this side of the mills?" asked Kirby, tum
ing to Wolfe. 

He spoke kindly: it was his habit to 
do 80. Deborah, seeing the puddler go, 
crept after him. The three men waited 
outside. Doctor May walked up and 
down, chafed. Suddenly be stopped. 

"Go back, Mitchelll You say the 
pocket and the heart of the world speak 
without meaning to these people. What 
bas its head to say? Taste, culture, re
finement ? Go ! .. 

Mitchell was leaning against ~ brick 
wall. He tumed bis head indolently, and 
looked into the mills. There hung about 
the place a thick, uncleau odor. The 
sligbtest motion of his baud marked that 
he perceived it, and his insuft"erable dis
gast. That was all. May said nothing, 
only quickened bis angry tramp • 

"Besides," added Mitcbell, giving a 
corollary to bis answer, "it would be of 
no use. I am not one of them." 

"You do not mean "-- said May, 
racing him. 

"Yes, I mean jast that. Refonn is 
bom of need, not pity. No vital move
ment of the people's bas worked down, 
for good or evil; fennented, instead, car
ried up the heaving, cloggy mass. Think 
back througb history, and you wiD know 
it. What will this lowest deep - thieves, 
Magdalens,negroea-do witb the light fil
tered through ponderous Church creeds, 
Baconian th~ories, Goethe scbemes? Some 
day, out of their bitter need win be 
thrown up tbeir own light-bringer,-their 
Jean Paul, their Cromwell, their MeMiah." 

.. Bah I- was the Doctor"s inward criti
cism. However, in practice, be adopted 
the theory i for, when, nigbt and moming, 
afterwards, he prayed that power might 
he given tbese degraded souls to rise, he 
glowed at heart, recognizing an acc0m

plished duty. 
Wolfe and the woman bad stood in the 

shadow of tbe worb as the coacb drove 
oft: The Doctor had held out his band 
in a frank, ge'M!~9l!J lyll(l;;~l~m to 
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"take care of hillllelf, and to remember 
it was his right to rise." Mitchell bad 
limply touched his bat, as to an equal, 
with a quiet look of thorough recognition. 
Kirby bad thrown Deborah aome money, 
which abe found, and clutched eagerly 
enough. They were gone now, all of 
them. The man lat down on the cinder
road, looking up into the murky sky. 

"'T be late, Hugh. Wunn~ hur 
come?-

He shook his head doggedly, and the 
woman crouched out of his Bight against 
the wall. Do you remember rare III()o 

ments when a IOdden light dashed over 
yoa.J'IIelf, your world, God? when you 
atood on a mountain-peak, seeing your 
Jife as it might have been, as it is? one 
quick instant, when custom l08t its force 
ud every-day 1J8888 ? when your friend, 
wife, brother, stood in a new light? your 
IOIll was bared, and the grave, - a fore
taste of the nakedn881 of the Judgment
Day? So it came before him, his life, that 
night. The slow tides of pain he bad 
borne gathered th8llll8lves up and surged 
against his IIOUl. His squalid daily life, 
the brutal eoarsen881 eating into his brain, 
as the ashes into his Ikin: before, these 
things had been a dull aching into his 
COII8CioulneSll; to-night, they were real
ity. He griped the filthy red shirt that 
clung,lItitr with lOOt, about him, and tore 
it savagely from his arm. The flesh be
neath was muddy with greue and ashes, 
-and the heart beneath tJuatl And the 
8GBI? God knoWL 

Then flashed before his vivid poetic 
I8DI8 the man who had left him,-the 
pure face, the delicate, linewy limbe, in 
harmony with all he knew of beauty or 
truth. In his cloudy fancy he bad pie
tured a Somethil!! like this. He had 
found it in this Mitchell, even when 
he idly seofI"ed at his pain: a Man all
knowing, all-eeeing, ClOwned by Nature, 
reigaing,-the keen glance of bis eye 
falling like a aceptre on other men. And 
yet his instinct taught him that he too-
He I He looked at himeelf with IOdden 
loathing, lick, wrung his hands with a cry, 
and then was silent. With all the phan-

toms of his heated, ignorant fancy, Wolfe 
bad not been va.,aue in his ambitions. They 
were practical, slowly built up before him 
out of his knowledge of what he could do. 
Through years he bad day by day made 
this hope a real thing to himself,-a clear, 
projected figure of himself, 18 he might 
become. 

Able to speak, to know what was best, 
to raise these men and women working 
at his Bide up with him: sometimes he for
got this defined hope in the frantic an
guish to escape,-only to eseape,-out 
of the wet, the pain, the asbes, some
where, anywhere, - only for one mo
ment of free air on a hill-aide, to lie down 
and let his sick lOul throb itself out in the 
sunshine. But to-night he panted for 
life. The lavage strength of his nature 
was roused i his cry was fierce to God for 
justice. 

~ Look at me I" he said to Deborah, 
with a low, bitter laugh, striking his pu
ny chest savagely. "What am I worth, 
Deb 'I Is it my fault that I am no bet
ter? My fault? My fault?" 

He stopped, stung with a sudden re
morse, seeing ber hunchback shape writh
ing with sobs. For Deborah was crying 
thankless tears, according to the fashion 
of women. 

"God forgi' me, woman I . Things go 
harder wi' you nor me. It 'I a worse 
sbare." 

He got np and helped ber to rise ; and 
they went doggedly down the muddy 
street, side by side. 

" It's all wrung," he muttered, slowly, 
-" all wrong I I dunnot underatan'. But 
h 'II end some da,." 

" Come home, Hugh I" Ibe said, coax
ingly i for he had Itopped, looking around 
bewildered. 

"Home,-and back to the mill I" He 
went on laying this over to himself, as 
if he would mutter down every pain in 
tbis dull despair. 

She followed him through the fog, her 
blue lips chattering with cold. They 
reached the cellar at last. Old Wolfe 
bad been drinking since she went out, 
and had creptDne&rer ~leThe 
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girl Janey slept heavily in the comer. 
He "ent up to her, touching softly the 
worn white ann with bis fingers. Some 
bitterer tbougbt stung bim, 81 he stood 
there. He wiped tbe drops from his 
forehead, and went into the room be
yond, livid, trembling. A hope, trifling, 
perhaps, but very dear, had died just 
then out of the poor puddler's life, 81 he 
looked at the sleeping, innocent girl,
some plan for the future, in which she had . 
borne a part. He gave it up that m0-

ment, then and forel·er. Only a tride, 
perhaps, to UB: his face grew a shade 
paler, - that W81 alL But, somehow, the 
man'8 IOU I, 81 God and the angela looked 
down on it, never W81 the BalDe after-
ward~· • 

Deborah follo"ed him into the inner 
room. Sbe carried a candle, which she 
placed on the door, closing the door after 
}.ler. She had lCen the look on his face, 
81 he turned away: her own grew dead
ly. Yet, 8I8he came up to him, her eyea 
glowed. He 1'81 IC8ted on an old cheat, 
quiet, holding his face in his hands. 

"Hugh I" she said, softly. 
He did not speak. 
"Hugh, did bur hear what the man 

said, - him with the clear voice? Did 
hur hear? Money, money,-that it wud 
do all?-

He pushed her away,-gently, but he 
W81 "om out; her rasping tone fretted 
him. 

"Hughl" 
The candle flared a pale yellow ligh' 

over the cobwebbed brick walls, and the 
woman standing there. He looked at 
her. She W81 young, in deadly earnest ; 
her faded eyes, and wet, ragged &.,crure 
caught from their frantic eagerneBB a 
power akin to beauty. 

v "Hugh, it i8 true! Money un do it I 
Oh, Hugh, boy,li.ten till me I He said 
it true I It is money I" 

" I know. Go back I I do not want 
yon here." 

"Hugh, it is f lut time. I 'll never 
worrit hur again." 

There were tea1'S in her voice now, 
out she ch'lked them back. 
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" Hear till me only to-night I If one 
of t' witch people wud come, thent we 
heard of t' home, and gif bur all hur 
wanta, what then 'I Say, Hugh I" 

.. What do you mean ? " 
" I mean money." 
Her whisper shrilled through hie brain. 
"H one of t' witch dwarfs wud l'OlDe 

from t' lane moo1'S to-night, and gif hur 
money, to go out,-out,1 say,-out, lad, 
where t' sun shines, and t' heath grows, 
and l' ladies walk in silken gownds, and 
God stays all t' time,-where t' man liYel 
that talked to us to-night,- Hugh knows, 
- Hugh could wallr. there like a king I" 

He thought the woman mad, tried to 
check her, but she went on, fierce in her 
eager h8lte. 

"H I were t' witch dwarf, jf I had t' 
money, wud hur thank me? W ud hur 
take me out 0' this place wid hur and 
Janey 'I I wud not come into the gran' 
house hur wud build, to vex hur wid t' 
hURch, - only at night, when t' shadows 
were dark, stand far oft' to see hur." 

Mad? Y eal Are many of us mad in 
this way? 

" Poor Deb I poor Deb I" he said, sooth
ingly. 

" It is here," she said, suddenly jerking 
into his band a small roiL .. I took it I 
I did it I Me, me 1-not hur I I 8hall be 
hanged, I shall be burnt in hell, if any
body knows I took it lOut of hiB pock
et, 81 he leaned against l' bricB Bur 
know8?" • 

Sbe thm8t it into his hand, and then, 
her eJ'J'8nd done, began to gather chips 
together to make a fire, choking down 
hysteric sobs. 

" H8I it come to this? .. 
That W8I all he said. The Welsh 

Wolfe blood W8I honest. The roll was a 
small green pocket-book containing one 
or two gold pieces, and a check for an in
credible amount, as it seemed to the JI"Ol' 
puddler. He laid it down, hiding his 
face again in his hands. 

.. Hugh, don't be angry wud me I It 's 
only poor Deb,- hur knows?" 

He took the loog WDDY finge1'S kindly 
in his. 
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.. Angry? God help me, no! Let me 
aleep. I am tired." 

He threw himself heavily down on the 
wooden bench, Btunned with pain and 
wearine... She broughtaome old rags to 
cover him. 

It wu late on Sunday evening before 
he awoke. I tell God'. truth, when I say 
he had then no thougbt of keeping this 
money. Deborab bad hid it in hil pock
et. He found it there. She watched 
him eagerly, u he took it out. 

" I must gif it to him," he said, reading 
her face. 

" Hur knows," ahe said witb a bitter 
aigh of disappointment. "But it is hur 
right to keep it." 

His right! The word struck him. Doc
tor May had used the same. lie wllhed 
himself, and went out to find this man 
llitchelL His right I Why did this 
chance word cling to him 10 obstinately? 
1>0 you hear the fierce devils whialper in 
his ear, as he went aIowly down the dark
ening Btreet ? 

The evening came on, e10w and calm. 
He le&ted himself at the end of an alley 
leading into one of the larger streets. 
His brain was clear to-night, keen, in
tent, mastering. It would not atart back, 
cowardly, from any hellish tenlptation, 
bat meet it face to face. Therefore the 
great temptation of his life came to him 
Toiled by no IOphiatry, but bold, defiant, 
owning its own vile name, trusting to one 
bold blow for victory. 

He did not deceive himself. Theft I 
That was it. At fint the word sickened 
him; then be grappled with it. Sitting 
there on a broken cart-wheel, the fading 
day, tbe noisy groapa, the church-bells' 
tolling pasaed before him like a pano
rama, while the sharp struggle went on 
within. Thil money I He took it out, 
and looked at it. If he gave it back, 
what then? lie wu going to be cool 
about it. 

People going br to church saw only a 
sickly mill-boy watching them quietly at 
the alley'. mouth. They did not know that 
he-wu mall, or they:wonld not have gone 
by 10 quietly: mad with hunger; stretch-

ing out his huds to the world, that had 
given 10 much to them, for leave to live 
the life God meant hhu to live. Hia 
lOul within him was smothering to death; 
he wanted 10 much, thought 10 much, 
and knfto - nothing. There was nothing 
of which he was certain, except the mill 
and things there. Of God and hea"en 
he had heard 10 little, that they were to 
him what fairy-land is to a child: some
thinfl real, but not here; very far off. 
His brain, pc}dy, dwarfed, full of thwart
ed energy and unused powers, 'Iuestioned 
these men and women going by, coldly, 
bitterly, that night. Was it not his right 
to live as they,-t pure life, a good, 
true-hearted life, full of beauty and kind 
words '/ He only wanted to know bow to 
use the strength within him. Hia heart 
warmed, as he thought of it. He suffel'
ed himself to think of it longer. If he 
took the money? 

Then he ~w himself as he might he, 
atroog. helpful. kindly. The night crept 
on, as thia one image e1owlyevolved itself 
from the crowd of other thoughts and 
stood triumphant. He looked at it. As 
he might be I What wonder, if it blinded 
him to delirium,- the madnOl8 that un
derlies all revolution, all progrea, and all 
fall? 

You laugb at the shallow temptation? 
You see the error underlying its argu
ment 10 clearly,-that to him a true life 
wu one of full development rather than 
IOlf-reatraint? that he WII deaf to the 
higher tone in a cry of voluntary suffel'
ing for truth's sake than in the fullest 
flow of spontaneous harmony? I do noC: 
plead hia cause. I only want to show 
;YOD the mote in my brother's eye: then 
;you can lOe clearly to take it out. 

The money.- there it lay on hia knee, 
a little blotted e1ip or paper, nothing in 
itself; used to raise him out of the pit; 
IOmething atraight from God's hand. A 
thief! Well, what wu it to be a thief? 
He met the question at lut, face to face, 
wiping the c1ammy dropa of sweat &om 
his forehead. God made this money
the fresh air, too - for hi. children's use. 
He never made the difFMi'I'!DC .. ~8ftD 
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poor and rich. The Something who look
ed down on him that moment througb 
the cool gray sky had a kindly face, he 
knew, - loved his children alike. Oh, 
he knew that I 

There were times when the 110ft floods 
of color in the crimllOn and purple flames, 
or the dear depth of amber in the water 
below the bridge, had lIOmehow given 
him a ~liDlpae of another world than this, 
- of an infinite deptb of beauty and of 
quiet IIOmewhere,-lIOmewhere,-a depth 
of quiet and rest and love. Looking up 
now, it became strangely real. The sun 
bad sunk quite below the hilla, but bis 
last rays struck upward, touching the 
zenith. The fog bad risen, and tbe town 
and river were steeped in iti thick, gray 
damp; but overhead, the sun-touched 
smoke-clouds opened like a cleft ocean, 
-shifting, roIling aeaa of CrimllOD mist, 
waves of billowy silver veined with 
blood-scarlet, inner depths unfathomable 
of glancing light. Wolfe's artist-eye 
grew drunk with color. The gates of 
that other world I Fading, flashing be
fore him now I What, in that world of 
Beauty, Content, and Right, were the 
petty laws, the mine and thine, of mill
owners and mill-handa? 

A consciousness of power stirred within 
him. He stood up. A man, - be thought, 
stretchiug out his bands,-tree to work, to 
live, to love I Free I His right I He fold
ed the scrap of paper in his hand. As his 
nervous fingers took it in, limp and blot
ted, 110 his lIOul took in the mean temp
tation, lapped it in fancied rights, in 
dreams of improved existences, drifting 
and endless as the cloud-seas of color. 
Clatching it, as if the tigbtness of his 
hold would strengthen his sense of poe-
8eB8ion, he went aimlessly down the 
street. It was his watch at the milL He 
need not go, need never go again, thank 
God ! - shaking oft' the thonght with on
speakable loathing. 

Shall I go over the history of the hours 
of that night? how the man wandered 
from one to another of his old haunts, 
with a half-conscioUSDess of bidding them 
fareweU,-lanes and alleys and back-
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yards where the mill-hands Iodged,-not
ing, with a new eagerness, the filth and 
drunkenness, the pig-pens, the asb-heaps 
covered with potato-ekins, the bloated, 
pimpled women at the doors,- with a 
new disgust, a new sense of sudden tri
umpb, and, under an, a new, vague dread, 
unknown before,· smothered down, kept 
under, but still there? It left him but ouee 
dnring the night, when, for the second 
time in his life, he entered a chureh. It 
was allOmbre Gothic pile, where the Itaia
ed light lost itself in far-retreating an:hea; 
built to meet the requirements and sym
pathies of a far other class than Wolfe'L 
Yet it touched, moved him uncontrolla
bly. The distances, the shadoWll, the still, 
marble figures, the mass of silent kneel
ing worshippers, the mystpus mullie, 
thrilled, lined his lIOul with a wonderful 
pain. Wolfe forgot himself, forgot the 
new life he was going to live, the mean 
terror gnawing underneath. The l"oice 
of the speaker strengthened the charm; 
it was clear, feeling, fall, strong. An old 
man, who had lived much,suft'ered much; 
whose brain was keenly alive, dominant; 
whose heart was aummeJ'owarm with 
charity. He taught it ~night. He beld 
up Humanity in its grand total; showed 
the great world-eancer to his people. 
Who could ahow it better? He was 
a Christian reformer; he had studied 
the age thoroughly; his outlook at man 
had been me, world-wide, over all time. 
His faith stood sublime upon the Roek 
of Ages; hie fiery ual guided vaa 
scheme8 by which the gospel was to be 
preached to all natiODL How did lie 
preach it to-night? In barning, light
laden words he painted the incarnate 
Life, Love, the universal Man: words 
that became reality in the lives of theI8 
people, - that lived again in be.autiful 
words and actions, trifling, but heroic. 
Sin, as he defied it, was a real foe to 
them; their trials, temptations, were hiL 
His words passed far over the furnace
_der's grasP, toned to suit another claD 
of culture; they lIOunded in his ears a 
very pleasant IIOng in an unknown 
tongne. He meant to cure this ~ld-
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CaReer with a l&eady eye that had never 
glared with hunger, and a hand that 
neither poverty nor etryobnine-whiskey 
bad taugbt to ehalte. In this morbid, 
distorted heart of the Webb puddle!" be 
bad failed. 

Wolfe roee at last, and turned from 
the-cburcb down the etreet. He looked 
up; the night had come on foglQ', damp; 
&be golden mists had vanished, and the 
ay lay dull and ash.colored. He wan
dered again aim_Iy down the street, 
idly wondering what had become or 
the eJoud-sea of crilDllOn and ecarlet. 
The trial-day of this man's life was over, 
and be had lost the viotory. What fol
lowed was mere drifting circumatance,
a quicker walking over the path,-that 
..... all. Do yon want to hear the end 
or it ? You willb me to make a tragio 
Itory out of it? Why, in the police-re
porta of the morning paper YOIl can find 
a dozen lUeh tragediee: hinta of ship
wrecb unlike any that ever befell on the 
high aeaa; hints that here a power was 
Joat to heaven, - that there a 80ul went 
down wbere no tide can ebb or 1Iow. 
Commonplace enough the bints are,-jo
COIle lIOIIletimea, done up in rhyme. 

Doctor May, a montb at\er the night I 
have told you of, was reading to hii wife 
at breakfast from this fOllrtb column or 
&he morning-paper: an unusual thing,
&heee police-reports not being, in general, 
eboice reading for ladiee; but it was only 
ODe item he read. 

" Oh, my dear I You l'8IDember that 
man I told you of, that we saw at Kirby'S 
miJl ? - tbat WII arrested for robbing 
lIitchell ? Here he is; just listen:
'Circuit Court. Judge Day. Hugh 
Wolfe, operative in Kirby & John's Loa
doll Mills. Charge, grand larceny. Sell
tenee, nineteen years banllabor in peni
tentiary.'-Scoundrell Serveehim right I 
After all our kindn8111 that night! Pick
ing Mitchell's pocket at the very time I" 

His wife said lIOIIletbing about the in
gratitude of that kind of people, and then 
they began to talk of something elae. 

Nineteen years I How easy that WII 

to read I What a simple word for Judge 

Day to utter I Nineteen years I Halt a 
lifetime I 

Hugb Wolfe sat on the window-ledge 
of his cell, looking Ollt. His anklee were 
ironed. Not usual in IUch casea; but he 
had made two desperate efforts to eecape. 
"Well," as Haley, tbe jailer, said, .. 8ID&ll 
blame to him I Nineteen years'imprison
ment was not a pleasant thing to look 
forward to." Haley was very good-na
tured about it, though Wolfe had fought 
him savagely. 

" WJ-en he was first caught, to the jailer 
said afterwards, in telling the story, "be
fore the trial, the fellow was cut down at 
once, - laid there on that pallet like a 
dead man, with his hands over his eyes. 
Never saw a man 10 cut down in my 
lite. Time or the trial, too, came the 
queerest dodge of any customer I ever 
had. Would chOOll8 no lawyer. Judse 
gave him one, of course. Gibson it was. 
He tried to prove the fellow cruy; but 
it wouldn't go. Thing was plain as day
light: money found on him. 'T was a 
hard sentence, - all the law allows i but 
it was for 'xample'a sake. These mill
bands are gatlin' onbearable. When the 
sentence was read, he just looked up, 
and said the money was hiB by rights, 
and that all the world had gone wrong. 
That night, alter the trial, a gentleman 
came to see him here, name of Mitchell, 
- him as he stole from. 'talked to him 
for an hour. Thought he came for curi
OBity, like. After he was gone, thought 
Wolfe was remarkable quiet, and went 
into his celL Found him very low; bed 
all bloody. Doctor said he had been 
bleeding at the longa. He was as weak 
as a cat; yet, if ye 'II b'lieve me, he tried 
to get a-put me and get out. I just car
ried him like a baby, and threw him on 
the pallet. Three days after, he tried it 
again: that time reached the walL Lord 
help youl he fought like a tiger,-giv' 
lIOIIle terrible blows. Fightin' for life, 
you see; for he can't live long, ahut up 
in the stone crib down yonder. Got a 
death-cough now. 'T took two of us to 
bring him down that day; 10 I just put 

the irons on hifli9flm~ by ~~, in 



446 

there. Goin' to-morrow, with a batch 
more of 'em. That woman, hunchback, 
tried with hinl,-you remember?-she '. 
only got three years. 'Complice. But 
Me " a woman, you know. He '. been 
quiet el-er since I put on irons: giv' np, 
I suppose. Looks white, sick -lookin'. 
It acts different on 'em, bein' sentenced. 
Most of 'em gets reckless, devilish-like. 
Some prays awful, and sings tbem vile 
songs of the mills, all in a breath. That 
woman, now, she's desper't'. Been beg
gin' to see lIugh, as she calls him, for 
three days. I'm a-gain' to let hcr in. She 
don't go with him. Here she is in this 
next cell. I 'm a-goin' now to let her in." 

He let her in. Wolfe did not see her. 
She crept into a corner of the ccll, and 
stood watching bim. He was scratching 
the iron bars of the window with a piece 
of tin which he had picked up, with an 
idle, uncertain, vacant stare, just 811 a 
child or idiot would do. 

I< Tryin' to get Otlt, old boy?" laughed 
Haley. "Them irons will need a crow
bar beside your tin, before you can open 
'em." 

Wolfe laughed, too, in a senseless way. 
" I think I'll get out," he said. 
"I believe his brain's touched," said 

Haley, when he came out. 
The puddler SCl'aped away with the 

tin for half an hour. Still Deborah did 
not speak. At last she ventured nearer, 
and touched his arm. 

"Blood 'I" she said, looking at some 
spots on his coat with a shudder. 

He looked up at her. II Why, Deb I" 
be said, smiling,-such a bright, boyish 
smile, that it went to poor Deborah's 
heart directly, and she sobbed and cried 
out loud. 

" Oh, Hugh, lad! Hngh I dunnot look 
at me, when it wur my fault! To think 
I brought bur to it I And I loved bur so I 
Oh, lad, I dud I " 

The confetl8ion, even in this wretch, 
came with the woman's blush through the 
sharp cry. 

He did not seem to hear her, - scrap
ing away diligently at the bars with the 
bit of Un. 
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Was be going mad? She peered 
closely into his face. Something she 
88W there made her draw suddenly hack, 
-something which Haley had not seen, 
that lay beneath the pinched, vacant 
look it had caught since the trial, or the 
curious gray shadow that rested on it. 
That gray shadow, - yes, she knew what 
that meant. She had often seen it 
creeping over women's faces for months, 
who died at last of slow hunger or con
sumption. That meant death, distant, 
lingering: but this -- Whatel-er it 
was the woman 88W, or thought she saw, 
used 811 she W811 to crime and misery. 
seemed to make her sick with a new 
horror. Forgetting her fear of him, she 
caught his shoulders, and looked keenly, 
steadily, into his eyes. 

"Hugh!" she cried, in a desperate 
whisper,-II oh, boy, not that I for God's 
sake, not tAatl" 

The vacant laugh went off his face, 
and he answ.ered her in a muttered word 
or two that drove her away. Yet thc 
words were kindly enough. Sitting there 
on his pallet, she cried silently a hopeless 
sort of tears, but did not speak again. The 
man looked up furtively at her now and 
then. Whatever his own trouble was, 
her distress vexed him with a momentary 
sting. 

It W811 market-day. The narrow win
dow of the jail looked down directly on 
the carts and wlletJOns drawn up in a long 
line, where they had unloaded. He could 
see, too, and hcar distinctly the clink of 
money as it changed hand!!, the busy 
crowd of whites and blacks shoving, push
ing one another, and the chaffering and 
swearing at the stalls. Somehow, the 
8OUIld, more than anything else had done, 
wakened him up, - made the whole real 
to him. lIe was done wilh the world and 
the business of it. He let the tin fall, 
and looked ont, pressing his face cl~c 
to the rusty bars. How they crowded 
and pushed I And he, - he should nev
er walk that pavement again! There 
came Neff Sanders, one of the feeders 
at the mill, with a basket 011 Ilia arm. 
Sure enough, N~i~M~Qther 
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week. He whistled, hoping he "Would 
look up; ~ut he did not. lie wondered 
if Neff remembered he was there,-if 
any of the boys thought of him up there, 
·and thought that he ne\'er was to go 
down tbat old cinder-road again. Never 
again I He had not quite understood it 
before; but now he did. Not for days 
or years, but never 1- that was it. 

How dear the light fell on that stall 
in front of tho market I and how like a 
picture it was, the dark-green heaps of 
com, and the crimson beeta, and golden 
melons I There was another with game: 
how the light ftickered on that pheasant's 
breast, with the purplish blood dripping 
over the brown feathers I He could see 
the red ahining of the drops, it was 80 

near. In one minute he could be down 
there. It was jUllt a step. So easy, .. it 
aeemed, 10 natural to go! Yet it could 
never be - not in all the tbouaanda of 
ye&I'B to come - that he should put his foot 
on that street-again I He tbought of him
eelf with a IOrrowful pity, as of lOme one 
elae. There was a dog down in the mar
ket, walking after his master with such a 
stately, grave look!- only a dog, yet he 
could go backwards and forwards just as 
he pleased: he had good luck I Why, 
the very vilest cur, yelping there in the 
gutter, bad not lived his life, had been 
free to act ont whatever thought God had 
put into his brain; while he--No, he 
would not think of that! He tried to put 
the thought away, and to listen to a dis
pute between a countryman and a wom
an about IIOme meat; but it would come 
back. He, what had he done to bear 
this? 

Then came the sudden picture of what 
might have been, and now. He knew 
what it was to be in the penitentiary,
bow it went with men there. lIe knew 
how in theee long years he should slowly 
die, but not until IOUI and body had be
come COJTUpt and rotten,-how, when he 
came out, ifbe lived to come, even the low
eat of the mill-hands would jeer him,
bow his hands would be weak, and his 
brain eensele .. and stupid. He believed 
he was almost ~t now. He put his hand 

to his head, with a puzzled, weary look. 
It ached, his head, with thinking. He 
tried to quiet himsel£ It was only right, 
perhaps; he had done wrong. But was 
there right or wrong for Buch as he? 
What was right? And who had ever 
tanght him? He thrust the whole matter 
away. A dark, cold qniet crept through 
his brain. It was all wrong; but let it 
be I It was nothing to him more than 
the othel"L Let it be! 

The door grated, as Haley opened it. 
"Come, my woman I Must lock up 

for t' night. Come, Btir yerselfl" 
She went up and took Hugb's band. 
"Good-night, Deb," he said, careles&

Iy. 
She had not hoped he would say more ; 

but the tired pain on her mouth just then 
was bitterer than death. She took his 
passive hand and kissed it. 

"Hur '11 never see Deb again!" she 
ventured, her lips growing colder and 
more bloodleae. 

What did she say that for? Did he 
not know it ? Yet he would not be im
patient with poor old Deb. She had trou
ble of her own, as well as he. 

"No, never again," he said, trying to 
be cheerful. 

She atood just a moment, looking at 
him. Do you laugh at her, Btanding 
there, with her hunchback, her rags, her 
bleared, withered face, and the great 
despised love tugging at her heart? 

" Come, you I" called Haley, impa-
tiently. • 

She did not move. 
" Hugb I " ahe whispered. 
It was to be her last word. What was 

it? 
"Hngh, boy, nol THAT I" 
He did not answer. She wrung her 

hands, trying to be silent, looking in his 
face in an agony of entreaty. He smiled 
again, kindly. 

" It is best, Deb. I cannot bear to be 
hurted any more." 

"Hur knows," ahe said, humbly. 
" Tell my father good-bye; and - and 

kiss little Janey." 
She nodded, saying nQtl)ing, loqked in 
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his face again, and went out or the door. 
.As she went, she staggered. 

" Drinkin' to-day?" broke out Haley, 
pusbing ber before him. .. Wbere the 
Devil did you get it? Here, in with 
ye I" and he sboved her into her cell, 
next to WoIre's, and shut the door. 

Along the wall of her cell there was a 
crack low down by the lIoor, through 
wbich she could see the light from 
Wolfe's. She had dillCOvered it days 
Defore. She burried in now, and, kneeI
ng down by it, listened, hoping to bear 
some sound. Nothing but the rasping 
of the tin on the bars. He was at bis 
old amusement again. Something in the 
noise jarred on her ear, for she shivered 
as she heard it. Hugb rasped away at 
the bars. A dull old bit or tin, not fit to 
cut korl witb. 

He looked out of the window again. 
People were leaving tbe market now. 
A tall mulatto girl, following ber mie
trellll, her basket on her head, cJ'Oll8ell 
the street just below, and looked up. 
She was laughing i but, wben she caught 
sigbt of tbe haggard face peering out 
through the bars, suddenly grew grave, 
and hurried by. A free, firm step, a 
clear-cut olive face, witb a scarlet turo
ban tied on one side, dark, shining eyes, 
and on tbe head the basket poised, fill
ed witb fruit and 1I0wers, under which 
the scarlet turban and brigbt eyes looked 
out half-shadowed. The picture caugbt 
his eye. It was good to see a face like 
that. He would try to-morro., and cut 
one like it. To-morrolD I He tbrew 
down the tin, trembling, and covered his 
face witb his bands. When he looked up 
again, the daylight was gone. 

Deborah, croucbiug near by on tbe oth
er side of the wall, beard no noise. He 
sat on tbe side of the low pallet, think
ing. Whatever was the mystery which the 
woman bad seen on his face, it came out 
now slowly, in the dark there, and became 
fixed,-a something never seen on his face 
before. The evening was darkening fast. 
The market bad been over for an hour; 
the rumbling of tbe carts over the pave
ment grew more infrequent: he listened 

to each, as it puaed, because he t~ht 
it Wat to be for- tbe last time. For &he 
same reason, it was, I suppoie, that he 
strained his eyes to catch a glimpse or 
eacb passer-by, wondering who they were, 
what kiud of homes they were going to, 
if tbey had children, -listenillg eagerly 
to every chance word in the Itreet, as if 
- (God be merciful to the man I whd 
8trange fancy 1'88 this 1) - 88 if he never 
should hear human voices again. 

It W88 quite dark at last. The street 
Wat a lonely one. The last passenger, he 
thought, W88 gone. No, - there wu a 
quick step: Joe Hill, lighting the lamJllo 
Joe W88 a good old chap; Dever paaed a 
fellow without some joke or other. He 
remembered once seeing the place where 
he lived with his wife. "Granny Hill" the 
bop called ber. Bedridden abe was; bat 
so kind 88 Joe W8S to her I kept the I'OCD 

80 cleao!-and the old woman, whell lie 
was there, was laughing at " aome of r 
lad'. foolishness." The step Wat far don 
the street; but he could 888 him place the 
ladder, run up, and light &be gas. A. 
longing seized him to be epoken to 0DC8 

more. 
"Joe I" he called, out of &be gratiDg. 

" Good-bye, Joe I" 
The old man stopped a moment, liMen

ing uncertainly; tben hurried Oft, The 
prisoner thruat his band out of the win
dow, and called again, louder; but Joe 
'W8I too far dowu the street. It was a 
little thing; but it hurt him, - this disap
pointment. 

" Good-bye, Joe I" be called, 8M!'OW

fully enough. 
"Be quiet I" aaid one oC the jailers, 

passing the door, striking on it with his 
cl\lb. 

Oh, that 1'88 the last, was it? 
There W8S an mexpft!lllllible bittemell 

on his face, 88 be lay down on the bed, 
taking the },it of tin, which be had rasp
ed to a tolerable degree oC abarpn-. in 
his hand,- to play with, it may be. He 
bared his arms, looking iDtently at their 
corded veina and llinews. ))"borab. lis
tening in the next cell, heard a slight 
clicking 1IOIIDd, ot\ea relMt&ied. She ahat 
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her lips tightly, that she might not aeream i 
the cold dropll of sweat broke over her, 
ill bel' dumb agony. 

"Hill' knows best, .. she muttered at 
lMt, fiercely clutching the boards where 
abe lay. 

It" sbe eouId have seen Wolfe, there 
was nothing about him to frighten her. 
He lay quite still, his a11lll outeb'etcbed, 
looking at the pearly meam of moonlight 
coming into the window. I think in that 
ODe bour that came then he lived back 
oYer all the years that bad gone before. 
I think that all tlte low, vile life, all hie 
WI'ODgII, aD his starved hopes, came then, 
and Btung him with a fareweD poison that 
made him sick unto death. He made nei
ther moan nor cry, only turned his worn 
&ce now and then to the pure light, that 
I8emed 10 far off, as one that said, " How 
Joag, 0 Lord ? bow long? .. 

Tbe hour was over at Jast. The moon, 
puUg over her nightly path, slowly 
__ nearer, and threw the light &C1'088 

JDa bed on his feet. He watched it 
ll&eadily, as it crept np, inch by inch, 
"ly. It seemed to him to carry with 
it a great silence. He bad been 10 hot 
IIDd tired there always in the mills I The 
years bad been 80 fierce and cruel! There 
.... coming now quiet and coolness and 
Bleep. His teDse limbs relued, and set
tled in a calm languor. The blood ran 
_tel' and slow from hie heart. He 
did DOt thiDk now with a savage angel' 
of what might be aDd was not i he was 
conscious oDly of deep atillness creeping 
OYer him. At first he saw a sea of faces : 
the mill-meD, - womeD he bad known, 
clnDIr.en and bloated,-Janeys timid and 
pdilul, - poor old Delli: then they &at
ed together lilte a mist, and faded away, 
leaving only the dear, pearly moonlight. 

Whether, as the pure light crept up 
the Itretched-out figure, it brought with 
it calm and peace, who ehaU say? 
His dumb IOUI was alone with God in 
judgmeDt. A Voice may have lpOkeD 
fOr it from far.off Calvary, "Father, for
p" them, for tbey know not what they 
do I" Who dare say? Fainter and faiDter 
&be bean ..... ADd fell, slower aDd slower 
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the mooD Boated &om behind a cloud, 
until, wheD at last its full tide of white 
splendor swept over the cell, it seemed 
to wrap and fold into a deeper stillness 
the dead figure that never should move 
agaiD. SileDce deeper than the Night 1 
NothiDg that moved, save the black, nag. 
seOUl 8tream of blood dripping slowly 
from the pallet to the 11001' 1 

There was ontcry and crowd eDough in 
the ceD the next day. The coroDer and 
his jury, tbe local editors, Kirby himself, 
and boys with their hands thrust know
ingly iDto their pockets and heads OD ODe 
Bide, jammed into the comers. COmiDg 
and going all day. Only one woman. 
She came late, and outstayed thelD all. 
A Quaker, or Friend, as tIIey call them
aelV811. I think this woman was known 
by that name in heaven. A homelr 
body, coarsely dressed in gray and white. 
Deborah (for Haley had let her in) took 
Dotice of her. She watched them alI
Bitting OD the end of the pallet, holding 
his head iD her arms - with the ferocity 
of a watch-dog, if any of them touched 
the body. There was no meekn-, 'I" 
sorrow, in her face i the stuff out of 
which murderel'l are made, instead. All 
the time Haley and the woman were lay
ing Itraight the Iimlll and cleaning the 
cell, Deborah sat still, keenly watching 
die Quaker's face. Of all the crowd there 
that day, this woman alone bad DOt spoken 
to her,-onlyonce or twice bad put IIOID8 

cordial to her lips. After they all were 
gone, the womaD, in the same still, geutle 
way. brought a vase of wood-leaves and 
berries, and placed it by the pallet, then 
opened the DarroW window. The fresh 
air blew in, and swept the woody fra
grance over the dead face. Deborah 
looked up with a quick wonder. 

"Did hur know my boy WIld like it? 
Did hur kDOW Hugh?" 

" I kDOW Hugh DOW.-
The white fingeJ'l pIIIed iD a .ow, pit

iful way over the dead, wom face. There 
was a heavy sbadow in the quiet eyes. 

"Did hur know where the,. 'II bo'7 
Hugh?" said Deborah in a ebri11 tone, 
catching her arm. 
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This had been the question haoging 
on her lips all day. 

"In t' town-yard? Under r mod aad 
uh ? T' lad '11 smother, woman I He 
wur born on t: lane moor, where t: air 
is frick and strong. Take hnr oat, for 
God's sake, take hur out where f air 
blows I" 

The Quaker hesitated, but only for a 
momeat. She pot her strong arm around 
Deborah and led her to the window. 

"Thee sees the billa, mend, o~er the 
riftr ? Thee sees how the light lies 
warm there, and the winds of God blow 
all the day? I live there,-where the 
blue smoke is, by the trees. Look at 
me." She turned Deborah's face to her 
own, clear and earnest. "Thee will be
lieve me? I will take Hugh and bury 
him there to-morrow." 

Deborah did not donbt her. All the 
e~ening wore on, ahe leaned against the 
iron bars, looking at the hilla that roae 
far olf, through the thick sodden clouds, 
like a bright, unattainable calm. All she 
looked, a shadow of their lOIemn repose 
fell on her face: its fierce discontent fad
ed into a pitiful, humble quiet. Slow, 
101emn tears gathered in her eyes: the 
poor weak eyes tamed so hopelessly 
to the place where Hugh was to rest, 
the gra~e heights looking higher and 
brighter and more solemn than ever be
ibre. The Quaker watched her keenly. 
She came tp her at lut, and touched her 
arm. 

" When thee comes back," she said, in 
a low, sorrowful tone, like one who speaks 
Uom a strong heart deeply moved with 
remorse or pity," thee shall begin thy 
life again, - there on the hilla. I came 
too late i but not for thee, - by God'. 
help, it may be." 

Not too late. Three years after, the 
Quaker began her work. I end my st0-
ry here. At eveni*time it was light. 
There is no need to tire you with the 
long years of sunshine, and fresh air, 
and slow, patient Christ-love, needed to 
make healthy and hopeful this impure 
body and soul There is a homely pine 
hoUle, on one of these billa, wholle win-
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dowa overlook broad, wooded slopes and 
cloveMlrimsoned meadows, - niched in
to the Tery place where the light is wann
est, the air freest. It is the Friends' meet
ing-house. Once a week they ait there, 
in their grave, earnest way, waiting for 
the Spirit of Love to speak, opening their 
aimple hearts to rec!eive His words. There 
is a woman, old, deformed, who takes a 
humble place among them: waiting like 
them: in her gray dreae, her worn face, 
pure and meek, turned now and then 
to the sky. A woman much loved by 
these silent, restful peeple i more silent 
than they, more humble, more loving. 
Wailing: with her eyes turned to billa 
higher and purer than these on which 
she lives,-dim and far off now, but 
to be reached some day. There maT 
be in her heart some latent hope to 
meet there the love denied her here,
that she shall find him whom ahe lost, 
and that then she will not be all-unwor
thy. Who blames her? Something is 
lost in the passage of every 80ul from one 
eternity to the othert-something pure 
and beautiful, which IQigbt have been 
and was not: a hope, a talent, a love, 
over which the BODI mourns, like Esau 
deprived of his birthright. What blame 
to the meek Quaker, if she took her lost 
hope to make the billa of heaven more 
fair? 

Nothing remaina to tell that the poor 
Welsh puddler once lived, but this figure 
of the mill-woman cut in korL 1 have i& 
here in a comer of my library. I keep it 
hid behind a curtain,-it is such a rough, 
ungainly thing. Yet there are about it j 
touches, grand sweeps of outline, tha& 
sbow a master's hand. Sometimes, - to
night, for inatance,-the curtain is acci
dentally drawn back, and I see a bare 
arm stretched out imploringly in the dark
ness, and an eager, wolfish face watch-
ing mine: a wan, woful face, through 
which the spirit of the dead "korl-cut-
ter looks ont, with ita thwarted life, ita 
mighty bunger, its unfinished work. Ita 
pale, vague lips seem to tremble with a ter. 
rible question. " Is this the End?· they 
.. y,-" nothing beyond ~ no mqre?· 
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Why, you ten me you have seen that 
look in the eyes ol dumb brotee,-bonea 
dying under the lash. I know. 

The deep ol the night ill passing whRe 
I write. The gas-light wakens fl"om the 
.hadows here and there the objects which 
lie scattered through the room: only 
faintly, though i for they belong to the 
open sunlight. As I glance at them, they 
each recaUlOme task or pleasure of the 
eoming day. A half-moulded child's 
head i Aphrodite i a bough ol forest
leaves i mDBic; work; homely fra.,comenta, 

in which lie the secreta of all etemal troth 
and beauty. Prophetic aU I Only this 
dumb, wolul face seems to belong to and 
end with the night. I tum to look at it. 
Has the power of ita desperate need com
manded the darkness away? While the 
room ill yet steeped in heavy shadow, a 
cool, gr&ylight IDddenly touches ita head 
Hke a bleaing hand, and ita groping arm 
pointa through the broken cloud to the 
far East, where, in the flickering, nebu-

. lous crimaou, God has set the promise of 
the Dawn. 

THE REIGN OF KING CoTTON. 

To 8"f'e1'1 a.,cre and to all nations be
loug their peculiar maxims and political 
or religious cries, which, if collected by 
IIOID8 ingenious philosopher, would make 
a striking compendium of universal his
tory. Sometimes a curious outward sim
ilarity exillta between these condensed na
tional sentences ol peoples dissimilar in 
e\'ery other respect. Thus, to-day is heard 
in the senescent East the oft-repeated 
formula ol the Mussulman's faith, .. There 
is no God but Allah, and Mahomet is hill 
Prophet," while in the youthful West a 
Dew cry, as fully believed, not less devout, 
and scarcely less often repeated, arises 
fl"om one great and influential portion of 
the political and social thinkers of this 
country, - the cry that "There is no 
King but Cotton, and the African is ita 
High-Priest." According to the creed 
of philosophy, philanthropy, and econo
my iu vogue among the sect whose views 
take utterance in this formula, King Cot
ton has now reigned IDpreme over the 
temporal affairs of the princes, potentates, 
and people of this earth for lOme thirty 
years. Consequently, it is fair to pre
sume that its reign has fully developed its 
policy and tendencies and is producing 
its fruit for good or evil, especially in the 
land of its disciples. It ill well, therefore, 
IOmetimes to withdraw a little &om the 

dust and smoke of the battle, which, with 
us at least, announces the spread ol this 
potentate's power, and to try to disentan
gle the real qu~ons at issue in the strug
gle from the etemal complications pro
duced by short-sighted politicians and 
popular ilIBDes. Looking at the policy 
and tendency of the reign of King Cot
ton, as hitherto developed and indicated 
by its most confidential advisers and 
apostles and by the lapse of time in the 
so-called Slave States, to what end does 
it necessarily tend? to what results must 
it logically lead ? 

What is coarsely, but expressively, de
scribed in the political slang of this coun
try as "Tire EI.eriruting Nigger-Question" 
might perhaps fairly be considered ex
hausted as a topic of discu!8ion, if ever 
a topic was. Is it exhausted, he"ever? 
Have not rather the smoke and sweat and 
dust of the political battle in which we 
have been 10 long and 10 fiercely engag
ed exereised a dimming influence on our 
eyes as to the true difficulty and its rem
edy, as they have on the vision of other 
angry combatants since the world began ? 
It is easy to say, in days like these, that 
men seem at once to lose their jud~nt 
and reason when they approach tbis ques
tion, == to look hardly an arm's length be
fore them, - to become 11JIem.....~k of 

Digitized by uUU(S I\:: 



Deleted Wording from 1861 Atlantic Monthly printing of “Life in the Iron Mills. 

The editor of the Atlantic Monthly, James Fields, removed these two paragraphs from Davis’s manuscript before 

publishing it in the magazine. They belong on page 445, at the top of the upper left hand column, between the 

paragraph ending “Welsh puddler he had failed,” and the one beginning “Wolf rose at last.”  They were restored in 

the 1865 collection Atlantic Tales. Of course, the question to ask is “why did he remove these paragraphs?” 

 

 Eighteen centuries ago, the Master of this man tried reform in the streets of a city as crowded and vile as 

this, and did not fail.  His disciple, showing Him to-night to cultured hearers, showing the clearness of the God-

power acting through Him, shrank back from one coarse fact; that in birth and habit the man Christ was thrown up 

from the lowest of the people: his flesh, their flesh; their blood, his blood; tempted like them, to brutalize day by 

day; to lie, to steal: the actual slime and want of the hourly life, and the wine-press he trod alone. 

 Yet, is there no meaning in this perpetually covered truth? If the son of the carpenter had stood in the 

church that night, as he stood with the fishermen and harlots by the sea of Galilee, before His father and their Father, 

despised and rejected of men, without a place to lay His head, wounded for their iniquities, bruised for their 

transgressions, would not that hungry mill-boy at least, in the back seat, have “known the man?”  That Jesus did not 

stand there. 

 


	Acr7BAE.tmp
	Life in the Iron Mills from The_Atlantic_Monthly_1861.pdf



