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THE MISTRESS OF THE POUNDRY

“THYOTUL off I

The molder watked o moment by his
crucible of glowing, molten metal; theu in a
lowud, decp voree he cried again:

“Pour off 1

Don, the foreman of Lhe feandry, torned
with impatience to three voung fellows who
were sorting metal chipe qut of a barrel of
foundry sweepings, and who were all amok-
ing clay pipes. " Tat, Jack, and Mike, when
you hear a molder call *pour off,” vou get to
him lively,” he said shortly.

The foreman’s evea sparkled ominously as
he watched the trie hustling over copper
ingots and piles of zine, dodging, now and
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then, stacks of fasks. “8hut the window,
there, Mike; you 'Il bu'st your eylinder,” he
roarad,

“Water!"” called vhe molder,

* Here, you, Pat, why don't you have the
watering-pot alwavs fell?  The flaak-loards
will burn to einders while you 're fetching
it. You'readandy!®™ The foreman turned
away dizgusted.

Phe moetd] was poured into the small holes
prepared for iz, Tonguos of besulilully col-
ored [ame darted Irom the beds of sand,
and the smoke, full of ashy flakes, roze in
hillows. Bang! There wa3s an cxplosion
lowder than uwzuz!, The molder zand his
helpers laughed; they always liked to hear
a good round reporr.  Thal will be & fine
eylinder ving,” =aid Don.  “Now go help
the core-boys: they are crowiled.  And look
alive,” he added, glancing sharply at the
three.

“ And what did ve hear at the mizsion the
night, Mike Mctloy?™ azked Luke Eeardon of
hiz Lench-mate.

“The mission, Luke? Father Gogarty s
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