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4 A NIGHT VIGIL IN POHTLAND SLX1MS BY JOHN FLEMING WILSON

OHXH END doctor Is a. good man to
J know. He lives 24 boars in the day

and views many wonderful things,
i Ho Is not given to speech, as a rule, and
'ho is the Special friend of the special an

on the beat. Such an one I havo
the felicltyto know, and at times he

to tell me that the weather is
'flnoKfor the time of year) or, very infre-

quently, to bo sure, informs me casually

that Kick "was badly cut night before last;
Kind that the Pocatello Kid split the nos
tof tho El Paso Wonder over a glass ot

a discussion of the beauties of

Bud Patter Dancer. These matters
In a perfectly professional wa-

sted never uses any unnecessary names.
'Consequently, when he met me on the
jetrcet tho other day and asked me as a
.Javor to accompany him down to the Red

pidcr lodglng-hous- o "on a case" I was
airily flattered and accepted.

"It's a hard case," he explained lacon-"iczv-

"Probably we're in for an ht

stand. I get lonely. You don't mind?"
"l")f coarse not," I assured him. 'Tm

g!ad to be of service."
So we climbed on a Third-stre- et car and

xodo-dow- n to Couch and got oft and turned
ceveziil corners, and in the middle of a
block the doctor started up a dark stair-Tra- y.

"Look out for the middle landing,"
iio warned me.

Kor I know this stairway, and have
toown It sine the time that Cnrley Fer-oa- ld

and Dick Farley pinched an old
lady's watch and were nabbed later by a
.preacher who thought it a fine thing to
follow two beggars up and land them in

oiL Fernald escaped, and Farley his
fright name would stir old bones in Port-

land --was let go the next day by a merci-if- ul

but short-sighte- d Judge, and I became
iacgoointcd with this stairway. But spite
W)f precaution I stepped on something
--tudgy and grunting. It proved to be an
jciccecdingly diminutive girl clothed solely
in. an old sweater. She did not cry.

he hall to which we achieved was dimly
flit by an oil lamp. This antiquated uten-ts- U

was turned down and smoked abom-
inably. Added to its fumes was the vile
Oder of stale cookery, of washed clothes.
of Jittered floors, of unwholesome sinks
ifisd most pungent of all the smell of the
bar below. The doctor sniffed and hur-
ried on. "We stumbled pver a drunken
fStcvedcre stretched at full Inngth at tho
foot of the next stairway, picked a baby
xrat of the recess of the landing, and came
o4hetl5inl floor, more smelly, squalid and

calthy titan the second. From the doors
that ranged the halls stretching out In
fthreo directions came the sounds of noisy
slumber, of late meals, of wrangling card-player-

and from one the shrill yell of a
babyThe doctor, who is fat, puffed a mo.
sneat in the midst of this, and then grasp-
ing- his medicine case afresh led the way
xoTsard tho back of the building. "We did
axot tknock when we reached the room but
--walked in.

Thcr were two occupants of the room
a, huge shapeless Thing in a dirty wrapper
And blond hair, and on the big bed under
the "jrindowless wall a purple face. A
small gloss-bowl- ed lamp flickered in tho
draft-to- s X shut tho door.

Tho Sblond-balre- d Thing shook a puffy
bead. "She's bad tonight," she said with
thick volubility, "and I just thought it ud
lo as well for you to look at her, doctor.
3a fact, I says to her this minute, 'Mrs.
Banks, says I, Mr. Banks, you're up
6tfn It, and you're not goln to last long.
D'ye want; a preacher or a doctor?' says
I. And she says she don't want neither,
but to be left alone 6o's she can die in
IHjace. But I'm not goln' to have anybody
dyin' In my house without somebody to
sign tho death certificate, even if it does
cost money. The Coroner comin' don't do
xo house any good, says I, and I knows,
ior I've run & house like this 12 years."

The doctor did not say anything until he
3iad opened tho transom, the only vent to
the room apart from the door. Then he
ignored the lamp away from the bedside
fnd stood looking at the purple face on
,the pillow. The landlady puffed heavily
"v&Ile he made his Inspection. Gradually
DC discerned the hoarse breathing of the
,pslcnt on tho bed. It was faint, yet
shrill, as If a long way off. The doctor

ONE EVENING AT THE PUBLIC NIGHT
jf X ES, I understand, Mr. Editor.

PmM You want this from the pupil's
view point."

, 'Exactly. Hark back to your own
echool !days. Forget the present. Put.
yourself' in his place and see how it
Jeels."

Thesowords repeated themselves in my
cars as, with a feeling akin to treplda-ttio- n,

I mounted tho steps of the High
(School at 7 one evening recently. I was
pent on attending a session of the night
school, but had my doubts about tho
tresult, for some of the recollections of
my school days are painfully vivid. I
wondered what sort of teachers I should
find and whether they would be anj-thln-

g

like some awful ones I had heard about.
I pushed open tho door and found myself
In tho midst of a crowd of people of both
sexes and of all ages from 14 to 40. Mov-
ing along with them, I saw them separate
timd enter different rooms. By far tho
greatest number seemed to bo going
toward a room on the right, and I made

fcip my mind to go with the crowd. Eyes
load cars told mo that these were tho

"Can you tell me where I'll find Mr.
JUdersonr I inquired of a smiling, brlght-,ace- d

young man.
"Huh?" be asked, startled and abashed.
"Can you tell me where Mr. Alderson's

room is?" I repeated, In substance, slowly
and loudly, under the impression that
.maybe his hearing was affected.

"Ay don't ban here long tarn," he d.

,
I turned to a "young girl standing near

,nnd repeated my question, but received
only a stare in reply. I myself was be-
coming embarrassed by this time.

"You wanta see MIsta Aldason?" an
almond-eye- d, son of Japan asked. Mis-
trusting words, I nodded yes and followed
Slim.

After making known my mission and
being kindly received, I heaved a sigh of
relief. Now. I thought, I can begin going
to school again. I was then ushered Into
tho room from which the kindly Jap had
rescued me and told to make myself at
liome. "This is tho foreigners' room,"
Mr. Alderson said. I told him that I had
(discovered that already. He then intro-
duced mo to Mrs. Alderson, who has
charge of this department of the work,
and gave me a chair up In front, facing
She pupils. I was on the point of explain-
ing that I had been instructed to forget
certain things, and that they were start-
ing me wrongly. There was one unoccu-lH- d

scat In tho Tear o'f the room which I

picked up the lamp again and held it over
tho face. I stepped nearer In curiosity.
"1 guess, Mrs. Banks," said the doctor
gravely, "that you'll not live very long."

The big lodging-hous- e resounded like a
mill while I waited for some response to
Issue from the black lips of the purple
face. The. gleaming eyes closed a mo-
ment, and the doctor set the lamp down.
As he walked over to the chair on which
his medicine case rested he motioned to
the huge blond to leave. "I'll look out
after her." he said quietly.

"Don't forget to sign the,death certif.,"
she wheezeu, in what was meanttas a
whisper. Then jshe shuffled out with in-
tolerable massivp vivacity..

"When sbe had departed we fell to
straightening up the room as much as we
could. Then my companion emptied the
contents of a vial into a saucer and pres-
ently the acrid scent of a drug relieved
the deadly flatness of the atmosphere. 1
thought that the purple face on the bed
looked a little less horrible.

"How longT l asked. My voice must
have penetrated clear to the dying woman.

"Couple of hours, 'maybe," was the re-
ply. "Sit down jand smoke "up. Don't
mind her. Tobacco'll be good for her as
well as you."

"What's the matter?" I asked, as I ac-
cepted a cheap cigar.

"Heart trouble, acute and chronic and
np and down and sideways and cross-ways- ,"

said the doctor, lighting a second
cigar. "She looks old, doesn't she?" he
continued thoughtfully. "Fact is, she is
old, physically, but yo'u'd bo surprised to
know how many years old she is really."

"Fast living soon brings 'em down," I
remarked, brutally.

'"Tisn't fast living," said the doctor,
quick as a flash. "She's the wife of a
rancher from up the Valley. She was de-

serted about three months ago. He ran'off with her sister."
"Then her name isn't Banks, at all; it's

" I interposed.
"Banks'll do," suggested my companion.
I moved over hearer the bed on which

(not in which) lay a shabby form and,
apparently quite separate from it, that
purple face. I looked at it carefully and
recognized the features of a woman who
had wept into a very gaudy handkerchief
not three weeks before in the Chief of
Police's office. I recollected that she had
been assessed bj' the police some $4 or $5
for "expenses," and I wondered whether
she had ever been able to raise the sum
demanded for locating her 'husband.
"While I was thinking of these things, her
black eyes were resting plteously on my
face. I heard her tortured breathing and
noticed that one skinny hand was
clutched over her breast. "Did he get
away?" a voice presently said, huskily.
It was from the black lips In the face on
the bed.

"He did," I answered. "He was arrest-
ed at the seashore with your sister, but
you know no jury'll convict a man for
running away with a woman not his
wife."

I may explain hero that the woman on
the bed had, at the age of 32, married a
younger man and come "West with him
and cleared with her own hands a quarter
section of land and borne him three chil-
dren, while he worked at odd Jobs in
sawmills or on tho river. "When tho
claim was all proved up, he had stepped
In, sold half of It for $350, and given her
$75 for her pains. Of this she had sent ?C0

to a young sister In the East for her fare
West, and three weeks after the arrival
of the sister her husband had quietly
eloped with her, leaving the wife with
the three children, some chickens and a
bad case of heart disease. It was not a
nice story, and It struck me that the hus-
band had been a little harsh.

"Almost In answer to my thought the
woman on the bed stirred a little. "I
wish they'd convicted him," she whispered
sibilantly. "He had no call to run away
with Iru. He'd ought to stuck to his true
wife."

The doctor walked over and adminis-
tered some medicine. "Where is he now?"
she went on, as he stepped back to watch
its effect.

"I don't know," I said in horror, as she
strove to rise.

wanted very much to slip Into, but before
I could make my want known, a lato
comer entered and my opportunity slipped
by.

Before me I saw 70 or more men and
women for most of them had reached
their majority or were near It either of
foreign birth or of foreign-bor- n parents.
Most of them were Swedes and Nor-
wegians, but there were a few Japanese
and one or two Germans. Some of them
could read and write a little .In English,
because they had been at school before;
some of them could neither read nor
write, and some could hardly understand
or speak a word of English.

I very soon quit trying to- - put myself
In their places and gave myself up to
watching the methods of starting them on
the road of assimilation Into our National
life.

They are divided Into three grades. Tho
work of the first grade in learning their
a, b, c's woko a responsive memory. Here
were men 40 years old learning a--b, ab,

-t, -t, and the tussles they had with
the vowel sounds reminded me of my first
lesson In German. Some of them came
almost as near tho sound of short a as
I did that of umlaut o and they snickered
over their failure just as I did over mine.
Only they as a. class were more serious
and earnest than we were. They were
there to learnbecause they realized the ne-

cessity of it, but we studied "Dutch" be-
cause it was required for entrance to
college. I learned a good deal from that
c-- cat class.

I heard the recitations of the other di-

visions, and they took me back to my first
reader days in the little village school.
Then I heard them .all sing. A stanza
of "Tontine tonight on-t- he old camp
ground" had been written on the board,
and after humming it through twice, they
rose and sang it with good effect. No
childish trebles there. There were so-
pranos, altos, tenors and deep bases, and
I rubbed my eyes and asked myself. Can
these people really be learning the alpha-
bet and reading tho first and second read-
ers?

The School Board has been requested, I
understand, to supply another teacher and
provide another room to facilitate tho
work with foreigners seeking to learn.
Surely, it Is a reasonable request. Seventy-se-

ven pupils in one room under one
teacher I Think of itl And those pupils
grown np and for tho most part illiterate.
Why, it would turn my hair but that's

3"Look put In the physician, so-

berly. "You lie stllL--t Mrs. Banks, and
quit fussing over that worthless cur and
your bad sister. You're going to be rid
of the whole outfit pretty sobn. Do you
want us to do anything for you? If
you've and messages, we'll see that they
get there."

She seemed to ponder this awhile. "If
you see Tom," she said, with a choke.

one of the things I was told to forget. We
have these people here, and what are we
going to do with them? They are unedu-
cated, they have to work for their living,
they want to learn "at least the rudiments;
they will In time become American citi-
zens, good or bad, as circumstances de-

termine. Are they asking more than our
duty commands us to supply?

In another room, where reading, writing,
grammar, arithmetic and simple composi-
tion are taught to those who already havo
somo knowledge of our tongue, I joined
tho writing class Mr. Alderson, the in-

structor, was engaged in substituting the
forearm, movement for the cramped finger
movement,

"You were here last Winter, weren't
you?" he asked of a man of 30. S

,rYts, sir."
"But you didn't stay long. You became

sick or went away, didn't you?"
"No, sir," ho replied, blushing like a boy

of 10. "But I got married," and he ducked
his head, bashfully.

I made an ironical remark, which I in-

tended as a compliment, but overshot my
mark, for he took it literally, and replied:
Yes, sir, it was too bad. But I'm going to
stay longer this time."

In reply to further questions, he said:
"You see, I have to work In tho daytime,
and don't get no chance to learn except at
night. I've got a job down on Front street
I don't get much pay, and I know I never
will unless I learn something. I never had
no chanco to go to school when I was a
boy, 'cause I had to work all the tlmo, and
I guess I wouldn't havo went if I could.
Boys hain't got much sense, have they?"

I encouraged him with "Some boys."
"You people can't understand how bad

we want to learn," he continued. "I know
there are lots of fellows that donlt know
nothing and don't want to. I guess I was
pretty much that way myself until a little
over a" year ago. I didn't know nothing,
but I thought I did. I drew my wages
Saturday night and blew 'em-i- n before
Monday morning, trying to bo. ono of tho
boys and have a good time. But I met
Maggie last Summer, a year ago, and she
put mo wise to a lot of things. She got
mo to como up here to night school. Then
we got married, and I had to hustle to
make a living. I got a job at night, and
had to drop school. But I'm better off
now, and you bet I'm going to stay by this
till I know something. Don't suppose I
ever will know as much as she does, but I
won't be such a plumb fool as I was. Say.
girls havo gotlots of sense, ain't they?"

"IELL 131 I IiTVED STRAIGHT."

"tell him I was a good wife to him. I
ain't very well, and I've lost my looks;
but he had no call to run off with Im"
'We walked away and sat down. The

silence In the room grew oppressive in
comparison with the dull racket from tho
rest of the big nouse. A half-ho- ur passed,
and then the last sound from the' bed said,
"Poor Du!"

The doctor made a gesture and stepped

SCHOOL
Desiring not to pose as an authority, I

replied, "Some girls," and started away.
"Well, Maggie has, anyway," he said,

convincingly, and went on making ovals.

"This man," said the teacher, as we
stopped beside the desk of a well-dress-

young man, "is head of one of the depart-
ments in ono of our large stores. He
comes here regularly at night and Is mak-
ing good progress.'

I expressed surprise that he should oc-
cupy so Important a position and still be
learning to read, writo aird cipher.

"WelL you see.' he said, "I know my
own business, but that's all. But I'm not
too. old to learn, and that's why I'm here."

With that ho resumed his work, and I
forbore to interrupt him. further.. The dil-

ator tactics of a. mischievous-lookin- g

youth caught my eye, and I went over to
talk to him. His fingers were covered
with ink, and there were nearly as many
blots on-- his paper as there were letters
and ovals.

'"Cause I have to," he said and winked.
Ma, she makes me come. I'm elevator boy
In the building in the daytime, and
she says It won't hurt me none to get
something besides devilment In my head.
I'd cut it out, but she sends Kate with
me."

"Who's Kate?"
"She's my sister. That's her over there,

that girl," and he landed a
paper arrow In his sister's flaming tresses.
"She'd peach on me if 'I didn't come, and
then ma would land on me for fair. See?
A kid can't havo no fun, 'cause some
girl's always squealln on him,"

Ttate had different Ideas..
"Yes, sir. I'm only too glad to get the

chance to come. We're a pretty big family
and since papa died we've all had to work.
"We don't mind that so much, but you see
we can't none of us go to school. Mamma
ain't very well" and It's awful hard for
her. I'm cash girl at 's, and Dick,
over there, . is elevator boy. He's a good
boy, too," she said with conviction,
though I took a silent exception. "He
brings all his money home and gives It
to mamma. Of course we don't earn much,
but I'm going to keep on here and then
I'm going Into Mr. Mllner's room and
learn- - bookkeeping, and then, maybe, I
can learn typewriting some day and get
a good job. Do you think. If I do, that
I can earn $30 or $40 a month?"

Assured that I thought she would, she
resumed her work with even greater
earnestness.

In the room of tho principal, Mr. Milner,

over to the bed again. When he came
back, ho did not try to lower his voice.

Out In the passageway the bulky blond
shuffled to meet us. "Say, Doc," she
mumbled. "Tony was just here, and ho
says Mame Is awful bad."

"All right," came tho response.' "You
better look out for the special and tell
him to speak to the undertaker."

I found about a dozen young men and
women studying bookkeeping. A little
later, after they have mastered tho de-

tails of the entry system, they will take
up commercial arithmetic.

"Our system," said Mr. Milner, "Is ono
of . Individual instruction. Wo can have
no classes because the attendance is ir-

regularnecessarily so and the students
vary greatly In preparation. 'They come
when they please, and, considering the
fact that they are all at work during tho
day, I must say-- they are very regular In
attendance. We have no system of merits
or demerits, but offer them the Instruction
to take or leavo, Thelr's Is the gain or
the loss."

A look about the room satisfied me that
each ono there realized his opportunity
and was trivlng to make the most of it.
As one by ono they came to tho desk to
submit their work, for correction, it was
evident that they were doing their best,
working just as hard to avoid errors as
if tho reward of a grade of 100 or the pen-alt- y

of ono ot""zero""were to bo allotted
them. I learned something from them,
too, about seriousness of purpose.

As I was on my way to the cloakroom
I noticed a little bundlo of humanity
huddled up against the newelpoat. I saw
that he was asleep, and though I walked
softlv he heard me and woke with a
st.art. I sat down beside him and soon
had him talking freely.

"Why don't you go Into ono of these
rooms and learn something?" I asked.

"'Cause I go to school In the daytime
and that's enough," he replied.

"What are you doing here, then? You
ought to be at homo In bed."

"Wish I was. But I've cot to wait for
Nell. She's In there," pointing with his
thumb over his shoulder. "She's got to
work and can't go to school In the day
time like me."

"Where do you llve?'
"East end of Morrison-stre- et bridge."
"Why, there are no houses there 1"

"Guess you never looked down, did you?
We've got a dandy houseboat there, U3
and Ma."

"In a houseboat, eh? And where does
Nell work?"

"In a rest'rant on Third street."
"And she comes over here to school

every night, does she? That's fine. Isn't
It?"

"Yep. You see, Noll didn't have no 'vant-
ages like me when she was a kid. She
didn't have no chanct to get a ed'catlon.
so she's comin' to night schooL" He

"How much do Iwe you. Doc?"
"Nothing," said my companion. "You

put up for her board and room, and I
shan't charge you for services."

The! iinwleldj landlady breathed rasp-Ingly.-

"Well, nobody ever said I didn't
do the square thing by my lodgers. When
they ain't no money, why, I ain't goln
to put an old woman In the street."

As we stumbled down the stairs and Into
the fresh air the doctor Informed me that
Mame lived down two blocks In the
Hotel.

"That's a respectable place," I ventured.
"Maine's all right." he growled.
"What the matter with her?"
"Consumption."
The Hote'l has always borne the rep-

utation among the "wise" of being a "re-
spectable" house. It Is over a saloon of
unsavory character, and from the' com-

paratively clean stairway we heard sounds
of revelry-- It was now after midnight,
and tho last car had rattled and flashed
Into the darkness of the lower street. On
the second landing we caught a glimpse
through aropen door of a party. A young
woman with what is poetically known as
a "wealth df golden curls" was singing a
song from tpe airy heights of a piano. In
spite of tbly recklessness of the song and
the abandpn of .the company It was easy
to see that these were perfectly nice peo-

ple whose code of morality excuses many
things, but lays great Importance on the
cardinal commandments. Among the
flushed faces about the table I recognized
the careless vlsnomy of a "remittance
man," In whose prosperous seasons there
are even dinners at the Portland and the-

ater parties.
We passed on and at the door of what

was evidently a series of apartments were
met" by an woman with preco-
cious eyes. "Come to see Mame?" she In-

quired, curtly.
"Yes," said the doctor. 'This Is mjv

friend."
"All right! Go right In. She's pretty

bad. I guess the team, of Wiley and Sis Is
up against It."

"What does she mean?" I asked ot my
companion as we opened the door.

"Mame and that girl do variety stunts,"
he responded gruffly. "Used to be popu-
lar, too."

I never laid eyes on a more oddly fur-
nished room than that displayed by the
opening of the next door. It was a good-siz- ed

apartment, with an alcove. A tar-
nished Wilton carpet covered tho floor,
and yellow paper of most bilious hue clung
despairingly to the walls. A huge bespan-
gled chandelier hung crookedly from, the
plaster molding In the middle of the ceil-

ing. A solitary gas jet burned and whis-
tled among the glittering gaude. A willow
chair, a huge rough wooden table and a
small dancing platform of polished wood
in one corner completed the furnishings.
Bottles, cigarette boxes, flimsy skirts and

slippers littered up the Inter-
vening spaces.

"Hello, boys!" said a gentle' voice from
the alcove.

We walked over, tho doctor firmly, I
hesitatingly.

"Who's your friend. Doc?" she asked.
To my utter surprise, my companion In-

troduced me formally and gave my right
name. "Glad to meet you," she said, sim-

ply. "I guess you won't mind the looks
of the room. Take a chair and talk to me
while Doc fixes mo up. How am I, Doc?
Pretty bad?"

There was a deep silence, and I edged
away after one look at the slight face on
the pillow. The doctor cleared his throat
and pulled over a stool, i His hand rested
an Instant on her forehead, an instant on
her wrist, and then ho looked at his
watch. "Had anything to eat?" he asked.

"Wiley brought me some eggnog a while
back," she replied, coughing.

"Want some more? Throat dry?"
She looked from the doctor'3 face over

to mine. A sudden hush seemed to como
over us all. With a quick movement she
put her hand over her mouth and turned
her face away.

We took off our overcoats and opened a
window. The sharp streetT sounds floated
up and the words of song1 from a saloon
across tno way. The dlngy,curtaln waved
In the draft, and the gas flickered and spit.

By
yawned and stretched himself. "Gee, but
I'm sleep-v!-"

"And don't you help your mother and
Nell make a Uvlne?"

"Sure," he replied In a tone that re-

buked me for even suspecting that ho
didn't. "You bet I work. I get up at 5

o'clock and cut grass and pack In wood
for people. Sumo after school."

"Good for you! I don't wonder that
you're sleepy."

"Say, look here," ho said earnestly,
"don't you go and tell Nell I was asleep
here. She thinks I'm out playln with the
kids round the Empire."

"But .7iat objection can sho have to
your taking a nap if you want to?"

"Well, she won't want me to come over
here with her, 'cause she'll think I'm
tired. She'll slip off and come alone, ami
you know it ain't right for girls to bo
out alono at night. Don't you tell her,
will you? Girls is curious, you know."

"Yes, girls are curious," I repeated ab-

sently, thinking that boys are too.
"I meant 'are,' " ho said, looking at mo

out of tho corner of his eye.
"Is or are, I don't caro which," I re-

plied. "Boy, you're brick. Shako!"
"You're another," he said smiling and

putting his roughpaw In mine. Ho smiled
lfilm.' shaordl shrdl cmfwy cmfwyp bz b
again and then went to Join his sister,
who had Just come outof the primary room.
As ho walked beside her down tho hall, I

work. By its aid
of women have this ,
great crisis in
and Sold at $i.oo per
bottle by Our of
value all women sent
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The doctor turned It down softly and get--
tied himself In the willow chair,
the stool." he "Set It against'
the door and sit there." "

the life of the North End sim-

mered down and went out. Twice a form
stumbled up to the door against which I
sat and went on without much noise. At 2

o'clock Wiley came back In a wrapper,
with chattering teeth. "I'm sleeping down
with Mrs. Flint," she explained to tho
doctor. "I ain't In any condition to watch
her" she pointed timorously at the font,
on the bed. "Lemmc know If
me." Then she vanished, and the doctor
lit a cigar and dreamed, while I dozed

I was roused by the rustling of the bed-

clothes. I looked at the doctor. He slept
heavily In his chair, with his
cigar stub In one hand. I glanced over
at the bed, and the girl there beckoned
to me. "I stepped over and she whispered -

that she wanted a drink. I got her one, a
and she tasted it, between gasps'. "Can I
do anything for you?" I asked.

"No; you try and get some sleep. I'm
all right. If I want anything I'll call
you." x--

A moment later she called and. I went S
over. "Feel my hands," she said. "Are I

they cold?" . -
I took them In mine. They were very j

thin and childlike. The chill of them
startled me. She did not wait for my '

answer, but nodded. "I know," she said '

hoarsely. "I guess it's all off with Mame." .

"Look here," I said. "Isn't there any . j

message you want to leave with me?"
p J

She held up her hands and looked at
them. I followed her eyes and noticed
that they were ringless. Then she turned
her head on the pillow and whispered, fov
a moment. "And If they ever get wise,
you'll tell 'em I lived straight?"

"Sure."
"It ,ain't nice to die this way," sho

went on rapidly. "It looks bad. But
you'll tell 'em?"

"Sure."
"You ask Wiley. She knows I've lived

straight. I ain't set up to bo much, but
I've tried to do as best I could. So if "
you'll just tell 'em."

I promised her I would on my word of
honor. '

An hour later the doctor woke with a
start and hurried to her side. He seemed ?"
a little puzzled. But she was
asleep, and he came back to his chair
with a grunted When he '

subsided I saw tho bedclothes rise and '
then Mamo climb out on the floor. Sho s
tottered for an Instant and then softly f
went to tho table. She fumbled a min
ute with the drawer and then opened It.
She was seized with an access of cough-
ing and it seemed to hurry her.
She pulled out a small box and looked in
it. Another, and then a little one tied up
In paper. She unwrapped It feverishly,
opened It and drew oxit of It.
Then she slipped back to bed, sobbing.

I up cautiously and glanced
at the doctor. His eyes were wide open
and he stared back at me.

A little later we got up and went over
to the bed. Mame turned her wasted face
to u& Her eyes were very bright. Shd
shivered slightly and I saw gathering- ori
her features tho final terror. The doctoif
went to his case and came back with a
draught. She took it silently, and theif
droppings the glass on the carpet, n.y com
panion reached out and took her hand and'
settled himself by tho bedside.

The terror swiftly shadowed her face
and she shuddered. There was a laugh as
of a belated in the hall, and a
knock on tho door, followed by a caU
from a voice, "Hope you feel bet.
ter, Mame!"

Suddenly sho gathered herself and com
menced to sins: '

If you love-- a mo .
And I love-- a you
We both of us lovo the same.

Tho voice ceased, and I bent over her.
"Tell 'em I lived straight," she said.
The doctor put one hand over the fright-

ened eyes and opened the other's clasp on
her hand. Wo both looked.. A plain gold
ring circled the fourth finger.

, JOHN FLEMING WILSON.

Hugh Herdman

passed
perfect safety

whispered.

Gradually

she(want3

uncomfortably.

extinguished

apiirently

exclamation.

something

realized as never before that tho house
doesn't make the man.

Mingling with the others as they cama
out of the rooms at 9 o'clock, tho hour bt
closing, I scraps of conversation,
and learned more about them. I knew
already that most of them were from that
class of society known as "the submerged
tenth," or "tho other hair," and suspected
that more than ono of them had fathera
and mothers whose lives had once been
cast In pleasant places but were now deep
In the shade. I knew that some of them
went to school because some toll-wo- rn

mother had her cherished ambitions to have
her children rise above the present level.
But what I had driven home and clinched
Immovably in my mind was the fact' that
they were all acting under tho impulso
that ignorance Is a killing handicap in
the race wo all must run. Some felt the
shame of it; not one but felt the weight
of It. HUGH HERDMAN.

Governor's Wife an Athlete.
Mrs. Da Follette, wife of the Governor

of Wisconsin, is said to be an enthusias-
tic dress reformer, and builds much also
on tho physically effect of
physical exercises of all sorts, though her
favorite form is not walking, but running.
She Is said to get up early and take a
two-mi- le run before breakfast while In
her Summer home. She adds to her morn-in- g

run long walks auring the day.

Is the joy of the household, for without
it no happiness can be complete. How
sweet the picture of mother and babe,
angels smile at and commend the
thoughts and aspirations of the mother

bending over the cradle. The ordeal through
which the expectant mother must pass, how-
ever, is so full of danger and suffering that
she looks forward to the hour when she shall

feel the exquisite, thrill of motherhood with indescribable dread and
fear. Every woman should know that the danger, pain and horror
of child-birt- h can be entirely avoided by the use of Mother's Friend,
a scientific liniment for external use only, which toughens and renders
rVli'iKI' nil thft firf: nnd
assists nature in its sublime E1JH ftt KP 9 H P Iib M I

thousands mil i ncii a
without pain.

druggists. book priceless
to free. Address
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