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TWIST of a wire with the left hand and a twist of a 
wire with the right hand; another rod added to the 
line and so on, until fourteen are. strung. The line of 
rods is thrown on the pile, two hiore wires attached 
and another line strung. It is added to the ever-grow
ing tier of towel rods, awaiting their turn to go 

through the plating vat. Hour after hour the same monotonous, me
chanical routine. 

"A twist with the left wrist-a twist with the right wrist, more 
quickly done than told; a tedious job; a sleep-producing job." Ned 
Burton caught himself nodding as his thoughts swung to the word 
"sleep." He had been repeating the words to himself in unison with 
his quick, smooth movements, as he worked at his bench in the plating 
room of a foundry, whose products have acquired an international 
reputation. 

Four, he thought, as he glanced at the clock, only two more hours 
and the day is over. Wish it was six now! But that's like us work
ing men, wishing, always wishing for the flight of time; in the morn
ing longing for the noon hour because it means one-half the day is 
gone; in the afternoon, wishing for night, because it brings a short 
respite. We spend our lives wishing them away. 

Employers say it's working with our eyes on the clock makes us 
working men miserable, but it's just the other way; it cheers us up to 
see the hands creep 'round. 

"0, hell!"-- an expression of disgust flitted over his face~ 
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12 THE UNRENDEl?.ED DECISION 

the damages to the company. The union men would be starved into 
submission beyond a doubt. 

"What is your father going to do in this matter?" he asked 
Harriet. 

"He has a copy of those papers in his pocket and has gone down 
to see Attorney Miller," she said. 

"Well, the thing for me to do is to get a copy too. I have an old 
typewriter upstairs and there's a stenographer in the house I may be 
able to press into service. I suppose Millerwick's clerk will want to 
return the original papers?" 

"He wants to replace them before Millerwick gets down to the 
office in the morning," said Harriet, "but I'll wait till you have them 
copied, if you will promise not to tell any one who supplied you with the 
papers." 

The next morning Burton called upon William Snyder. They 
evidently found much to say to each other, for they remained closeted 
in Snyder's private office for over two hours. The spring elections 
were coming on and various characters in public life evidently found 
it expedient to drop the case of the Foundry Company vs. Burton et 
al. The strike was called off and the men were reinstated in the 
employ of the company. All the demjlnds of the union were granted 
and the foundry company seems to be prospering in spite of the super
intendent's predictions to the contrary. 

Ned Burton goes sometimes to call upon Miss Harriet, but we 
understand he does not go on tusiness. 























LITTLE LAUGHING BOY 

HEN the luscious fruit ripened and fell and the nut sea
son came around, the time of joy and plenty was at 
hand for the Cave Dwellers. Then millions of fish 
sought the shallows of the river; nourishing plants, with 
a strange bitter-sweet flavor, thrust up their heads, and 
the nests were full of eggs for the hand of him who 

cared to gather. 

It was then only that the Cave People were never hungry. With 
plenty abounding always in the forest, they feasted continually and grew 
fat against those periods of famine that spread through the long after
suns and the dr.eary wet seasons. 

True it was, that their enemies of the forest throve and grew strong 
also. The green snakes awoke and wound themselves around the branches 
of trees, with eyes that glistened and glowed toward every livng creature. 
And the brush grew thick and abounded with creeping things. 

The cubs of the black bear flourished and the fierce hyena yielded 
bounteously to her young. Great flocks of strange and familiar birds 
darkened the sky and swooped down upon the berry bushes and swept 
them bare. But for all these, there was enough and to spare for the 
wants of the Cave Dwellers. 

Even the limbs of Strong Arm, the wise and brave, grew soft during 
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24 THE CAVE PEOPLE 

~~~~~~~th~~i:s. season, for 
his stomach was 
a 1 w a y s filled. 

The fierce rays of the trop
ical sun beat down upon 
the heads of the Cave 

Dwellers, filling them with a sweet 
drowsiness. There was nothing to 

drive them forth from the shades of the Hol
low, where the waters of the river washed 
the green rocks, and teemed with thousands 
of golden and silver fish. 

It was not in the season of plenty that the Cave Peuple 
learned new ways to trap the black bear, or to snare the 
wild pig. Nor did they at that time seek to fashion new 

weapons or to travel strange paths. Rarely they plied the waters. 
These were not the days of progress or discovery, and the minds of 
the Cave Peopie grew torpid and they forgot many things they had 
learned in the times of hunger and activity. 

The hands of the youths and maidens lost a portion of their cunning 
and the older members of the tribe grew lazy and dull. For the bread 
fruit ripened and the tubers grew thick and all the land smiled with a 
bountiful supply of daily food. 

The season of plenty was come. And the Cave People loved and 
laughed and feasted and were content. Few dangers menaced during 
those days and the members of the tribe forgot their fears and drowsed 
in peace. 













30 THE CAVE PEOPLE 

Here they lifted their voices in sharp cries that aroused the Cave 
People from their torpor. Soon the stalwart members of the tribe had 
~eized their bone weapons and hurried to the rescue. 

At first the hyena did not retreat before them, but darted in and 

out slashing the Cave People with her great fangs. But the fierce stabs 
of many bone weapons soon sent her fleeing back into the forest. Soon 
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