















































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































© CHAPTER LI.

Lurello Nagle was gloomingly considering what he
should do next, for the news of the defeat had reached
him too, and he saw that the game was up. He went
to headquarters to find Seidel, and discovered that
everything was locked. As he was turning away, he
ran against one of the working men in his mill. The
man had been drinking freely, and he was disposed to
be jocular.

“Say, Lurello,” he said, ‘“we’ve been licked, havn’t
we?”

Nagle gave him no reply.

- “Don’t be stuck up, now,” said the man. Then an
idea struck him : ‘Say, Lurello, what's Oriental stock
worth ?” , '

At any other time, perhaps, Nagle would not have
given him an ungracious answer. Now, he said * It
ain’t worth a damn.”

“ What’s that,” cried his companion. *“You don’t
mean to tell me, Nagle, that you have been onloadin’
onto me ? "

Nagle tried to break away.

The fellow roared out, “ Here b’ys, is a Jew that’s
been playin’ me a trick.”

This was enough for the Ham Heads and they gath-
ered around him, In vain Nagle begged and offered
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to treat if they would let him up. They got a blanket
and tossed him; then they rushed him through a bon-
fire just enough to singe him, but not enough to seri-
ously burn him, and every time the workman would
ask him, “ Will ye take back that stock?” .

At his refusal the crowd would invent some other
insult. They finally poured coal tar on his hair, blacked
his face with shoe blacking, and he was allowed to
escape.

More dead than alive, he went home. There was
no light in his house. He went to the front door; it
was open. With a sinking feeling at his heart, he went
up to his room. His wife was not there. He looked
about. Everything was in disorder. The bed had
been occupied, but his wife's trunks were gone and all
her articles of toilet, except here and there some little
thing that had been, apparently, dropped in her haste.
He went to Seidel’s room, and his things too were
gone. The thoroughness with which his effects had
been taken, showed that he had prepared himself bet-
ter than his companion.

The unhappy man forgot his maltreatment, forgot
his wretched condition, forgot his bodily bruises before
this new woe, and he burst out like Cain, *“ My God,’,

?my punishment is greater than I can be?,r.” L e

r



- CHAPTER LII.

All the next day the returns came in, increasing the
Cavallo majority. As soon as the intelligence of his
victory was known, it was overshadowed in the city of
P—— by the scandal connected with Seidel’'s disap-
pearance. He had, it appeared, involved everyone
in his defalcations. Bob Lawrence was ruined, but he
manfully said that he was a fool. He ought to have
known better, and he paid up his losses, and would not
allow his father to come to his assistance. He was still
young, he added, grimly, and with a touch of sardonic
humor, and probably the loss would do him good.

The stroke of apoplexy that Radcliff suffered was
fatal.

Poor Nagle was in a pitiable plight. His discovery
that Seidel had utterly ruined him, and had taken Mrs.
Nagle away broke him down. He would not be con-
soled and he sank into a decrepit, sorrow-stricken old
man, prematurely aged.

The losses that Seidel had inflicted, fell heavily upon
those who trusted him, for his mining schemes had
nothing to support them, and, with his disappearance,
the shares were worthless. What became of him no
one ever knew. It was rumored that he had been seen
in Canada, and, on the other hand, a fellow-townsmen
declared, long afterwards, he was approached by a
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seedy mendicant, in the City of Mexico, who asked
him for charity, and that he discerned, under his rags,
the features of Seidel, but no one ever cared to solve
the truth of the story, or to try and ascertain what had
become of Mrs. Nagle.

As the returns came in, and the official vote was
published, it was seen that Cavallo had been elected
mainly by the vote in the country. The farmers and
rural population had come to his side with hardly an
exception. . His opponents had carried the lower wards
of the cities and the river wards in the small towns.
As Shorty Smith said: “It was the fever an’ ager vote
that went for Radcliff.”

The Women’s Club determined to hold a public
meeting, rejoicing over the victory. Mrs. Bernheim
proposed it, and, after everything was settled, she
called a mass meeting of the citizens at the hall where
the first one was held. The building was packed to its
fullest capacity. The stage was decorated with flowers
and palms, and every one who had borne a part in the
contest was there. The Civic Federation was present
in force. The chairman was, by common consent, Herr
Muller. o

On taking this position, he said that he congratu-
lated the audience and the doctor for the great work
that had been accomplished. He wanted to remind
them of the fact that the credit was equally due to the
Women’s Club and its President, Mrs. Bernheim.

When the Civic Federation faltered and everything
looked dark, she had organized the women and brought
victory out of defeat. He did not know but when
Doctor Cavallo had wearied of political life, that the
citizens of that Congressional district would do well to
choose Mrs, Bernheim to succeed him.
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This amused the audience more than it did that lady.
She was present on the stage with her committee about
her, and among them was Miss Lawrence.

It was, however,a very joyous assembly, and as speaker
after speaker was called for, each one expressed his
satisfaction over the result,and hoped that this was the
last time that the race question would come up in that
district, for it had received such a rebuke, and the
defeat of those who had sought to make this an issue,
had been so great, that there was nothing left of them.

Dr. Cavallo was here called for, and he came forward.

He said, “ That a short time before he had spoken
in that ‘hall to an audience whose hearts were filled
with hate. He had faced them when they were ready
to hang him to the nearest lamp-post. Very different
was it now.” He then recounted the events of the
campaign. He thanked them for the splendid support
that they had given him. He wished to emphasize the
fact alluded to by Herr Muller, “that the battle had
been lost when the Women’s Club came to the rescue.

“ But while we rejoice now, we must not forget that
“the battle is not yet over. As long as there exists one
soul in whose breast is envy against his fellow man, as
long as a single human being is crushed by the malice
of him who should be his brother, as long as there is
uncharitableness, and hate, and jealousy, and oppres-
sion, so long must the friends of progress keep the
beacon fires lighted and the armor bright. It is only by
watchfulness that we can accomplish this; only by
devotion to this idea that we can succeed.

He went on with an impassioned appeal to his hear-
ers to stand by this grand idea, to shake off, and banish
forever, the feeling that the distinctions that men have
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in the past created, are divinely given. Rather are
they the remains of the barbarism of the past, that
savage feeling that regards every other man as a foe.
The glory of the latter day civilization is that it bursts
the shackles of the slave, that it uplifts the down-
trodden, that it elevates the depressed, that it puts a
staff in the hands of him who is lame, and supports the
feeble and weak. In doing this, it but carries out the
commands of the prophets of old, who laid down these
glorious maxims of charity and justice, maxims that,
after four thousand years, the world has hardly risen
to accept.

“The secret of good government,” continued the doc-
tor, “is good citizens. The whole body politicis weighted
down by contending factions, where the best men stand
on either side, divided into two hostile camps, while a
small body of mercenaries, taking note of the nearly
equal division, step in and wield.the power over both
of them.

“There are more good people than bad inthe world ;
more honest people than rogues; more people intent
and anxious to secure good government than there are .
who profit by bad government, and yet, such is the
foolish desire of men to stand by old traditions, that
they remain in their old lines, while the hordes of mer-
cenaries plunder both camps, It was against this con-
dition of things that Civic Federations in all cities are
now making their earnest fight. All republics that
have gone before have been weighted by these forces,
that has sunk them in the depths of municipal mis-
management. It was the hostile forces of Milo and
his gang of political gladiators that paved the way for
the overthrow of the Republic of Rome and the triumph
of Casar.
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“It is against this corruption in our cities, and the
effort to get the best people on the side of good order,
that the present political agitation owes its birth. On
this platform every man can stand. The evils which
we fight, are the same that in all ages have ruined
states and destroyed peoples. It was this that was the
curse of the ancient republics. It was not until the
gripe of avarice had sapped the strength of the ple-
beians that the barbarians made headway against Rome.
It was not until the luxury of the Asiatics had cor-
rupted the armies of Greece that she lost her martial
spirit. Against this demon of avarice, this desire to
account men as worthy only in proportion as they have
money, we must set our faces as with a flint. There is
something greater in life than merely heaping together
wealth, something loftier in existence than the worship
of money-bags. When this is made the standard of
success, everything dwarfs and shrivels in comparison.
The work of life seems mean and low. Enthusiasm
dies, and virtue itself becomes a matter of bargain and
sale. Politics under this system is a mere truckling for
measures and schemes, only a device to collect taxes
and a means of expending them, Statesmanship is
lost in party strife, and the whole idea rises no higher
than to possess the offices, considering them as the
legitimate spoils for party service, tossed from one set of
thieves back to another. The glow of patriotism, the
glory of serving the state, of being useful to one’s kind,
is not considered, but all is lost in a scramble for place,
and these are multiplied until the] offices become a
burden upon the taxpayers, and the public service is no
longer the measure of a man’s worth.

“The great body of the people is waking up to a
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realization of this, and while the evil is felt, it is not so
clearly seen as to enable them to throw it off. We
should remember that all nations have struggled
under it. It results, and has resulted everywhere else,
and in every other age and civilization, in the creation
of a privileged class whose efforts to eat up the sub-
stance of the producers, has at last reduced the real
supporters of the state to a condition of slavery and
servitude.

“The entire effort of all the great reformers of the
past has been to escape from this, and to rescue the
people. It was this that aroused the spirit of Moses,
the great lawgiver, and induced him to champion the
cause of Israel and take them out of the land of Egypt,
into the Land of Promise. It was this that aroused
the spirit of patriotism in the old prophets, that in-
spired Isaiah, who lashed the rich men of his day for
their wickedness, that spoke in the warning words of
Amos, that old shepherd, whose soul glowed within
him in hot indignation at the sins of the dominant class.
It rebuked the aristocracy by the lips of Jeremiah, and
broke out in indignant denunciation in Hosea. How
it flamed in the awful presence of Elijah, the prophet
of God, as he inyoked the wrath of Jehovah against
Ahab, the wicked king, against Jezebel, the still more
wicked queen. And last of all, how it evoked denun-
ciation and warning from that great Jew, Jesus, the
Rabbi of Nazereth, who rebuked the fell spirit of
avarice ; who felt for the poor, who mingled with the
lowly, who cut the dry forms of legalism, and true to the
spirit of the great rabbis who preceded him, emanci-
pated the people from too great dependence on the
past. These prophets and teachers show us that
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wherever a cry has gone up for humanity, there, in the
path, resolutely withstanding their work and hindering
it, has been the form of some man, whose soul, aflame
with avarice and distorted by greed, has striven to ob-
struct and bar the way. It isthislesson that has created
the Civic Federation. It isthis that has united us.

“ Before this spirit, which threatens us now as much
as it did in the past, every honest man must exert
himself. It is the platform upon which every true soul
must stand, Jew and Gentile, orthodox and reformer,
Methodist and Episcopalian, Presbyterian and Uni-
versalist, Catholic and Dissenter, for it is not in re-
ligious distinctions that our future danger lies. Itis
not in keeping the Bible in or out of the public schools
that the Republic is to be saved. We shall not fight
this spirit by seeing the flag float from the school-
houses. It is when we forget that the Brotherhood of
Man implies the Fatherhood of God; it is when we
forget that he who denies his brother denieth God. It
is when corporations chuckle to think that, having no
souls, they escape all responsibility for their work, that
the future of the country is imperiled.

“We may build schools and colleges, but they have
done these things before. We may erect lofty monu-
ments, but these have been erected before. We may
multiply means of communication, but to get over the
ground in an hour, when it used to take our fathers
days, does not solve these moral questions. The world
is anxious and excited, and is asking if it must tread
the same paths that have been already trod. Is our
present civilization to go the same road that others
have gone ? Is there to be no end to all this weary
work and weary waiting ? Can we catch no echo from
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the future, but is our civilization to blossom and to de-
cay, just as all former ones have done ? Are we unable
to solve this problem ? Must we go down into the
dust bin of the ages and acknowledge that we have
done no better than those who have preceded us?
Is there, then, only the word ¢ Failure,’ to be written all
across our work in this world, and is our boasted
scheme of human liberty only an accidental circum-
stance, to be dissipated as soon as our municipalities
grow large enough to overwhelm it ? Isrepublicanism
only possible in small and sparsely settled commun-
ities, the mountain tops, and the desert places; but as
socon as the human animal collects in a mass, is he
doomed to generate out of his social condition, the
maladies that prove fatal to him? Is he to see born
of his misery the parasites that consume him ?

“These are the burning questions of the hour, these
are the things that we must bear in mind when we
come face to face with the problems of government.
Every man who takes a hopeful view of the future,
every man who believes in the progress of the race,
and that the past is but a stepping-stone to the better
life that lies beyond, will agree that to see the danger
is the first thing towards avoiding it. But it must be
resolutely met. Its solution is so much higher than
any mere question of tariff, or of party manipulation,
that when we are brought to see it in its largest aspect,
we can but acknowledge, that towards this, all true
men must labor, for it, all good men must work, and
hope, and pray.”

The effort was in the highest degree aflame with true
eloquence, and when the doctor closed, he was sur-
rounded by enthusiastic friends. There was no need
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to adjourn the meeting, it adjourned itself, and a gen-
uine love feast ensued. As soon as the doctor had
shaken hands with all of his friends he joined Margaret
at the back of the stage, and, as the groups began to
depart, he wrapped her cloak around her, and together
they walked down the hall and out on the streets.

It was one of those evenings in the fall when Indian
summer had set in, and the air was filled with soft
haze. A full moon looked down upon them. For
some time they walked along, each filled with the
thoughts of what had been accomplished. The doctor
first broke silence. He recalled the time when he had
avowed his race and religion, and told her what a
struggle he had had, and how her words had turned
the current of his thoughts, and altered the tenor of
his whole life. Again, it was her notes, on two occa-
sions, that had supported him in an hour and at a time
when everything else seemed to have deserted him.
Had it not been for her, he would not have gone to the
hall and faced his enemies, and had it not been for her
he would not have accepted the nomination.

She modestly disclaimed any intention of doing any-
thing more than to give him the weight of her opinion.
If she had helped in any way to guide him in the
right path, she was only too happy to have been able

to do it. '

" He said that he realized that in spite of all that had
been said, there was a wide chasm between them, a
chasm that he had no right to ask her to cross, but
after having fought so hard a contest, he felt that his
was the privilege to seek his fortune further, and to
say to her what he would have left unsaid had he been
defeated.
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She laughingly replied, “ You are then thinking ‘that
to the victor belong the spoils.’

Cavallo felt inspired. The whole torrent of his
pent up feeling broke through the floodgates of love.
Life without her, he told her, would be a barren desert,
for it was her sweet smile, her sympathetic glance, her
~encouraging words, that spurred him to action. His
sky would be starless, his paradise without a charm,
his heaven cold and dreary without her—his first and
only love, his guiding star, his angel !

What was her reply?

Let the reader answer. Here is one who has shown all
the high qualities that try a man in a prolonged contest.
Yet through it all, every act of his has portrayed the
man of high character, the man of undaunted courage,
of chivalry, of loyalty to his ideal, of tender and sym-
pathetic emotions, of heroic valor, of manly grace.
He has, against fearful odds, carried off the prize
and has won a victory which his best friends pro-
nounced impossible. Is it likely, that with these
qualities, a loving and ardent girl would refuse his suit?

What is race prejudice, what religious differences,
to two such souls as these, through whose every aspir-
ation breathes the fervor of religious poetry, and whose
souls pulsate in unison for the uplifting of their fellow
men, and who hear the voice of the living Father in
the rustling of the leaf, no less than in the muttering -
of the elements, and discern the tracing of God on
the trestle board of his harmonious creation? All
the sweet and holy emotions of love that sanctify
and adorn life, pulsated in their hearts, as, yielding to
the impulse of the time, in harmony with the tender
graces of the dying night, Cavallo clasped the hand of
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his companion, and, with a kiss, sealed the solemn
betrothal.

‘When they strolled into the Lawrence mansion they
found Mrs. Lawrence waiting for them, and the doctor
walking up, put his hand in hers and said, *“ Mrs. Law-
rence, you have this night either gained a son or lost a
daughter.”

What could the mother say?

THE END.




















