HE Judge hind dined and was en-

I Joying nop afterdinner elgar be-
fore turning to o plle of papers

that lay on the tabile at his elbow, Yet
even a8 e watched the Hlckering fire
amd puffed dreamily ot lils elgar, luxu-
rinting In a lttle relaxation after hard
dny's work In a close aud crowded
court, his mind was hnsy formulating
the sentences o which he lntended to
gm oun n cnse that lnd been teled that
diy. There coulid be no doubt as to the
gullt of the prisoner, who had been ae-
cused of w post lnpudent fraod, and

thowgh It was o first ofense the Judge |

Iitemded to pass the severest senteues

which the liw allowed,

The Judge was no believer in short
sentences, e regarded lenjeney to a
eriminnl ns wn offense ngainst soclety—
a divect encourngement to those who

hesltatedon thebrink of vieions courses
nudl were only restrained by fear of
punishment.
who gol up petitions o mitigate the
sentendce upon 4 justly convicted thief
or mprderer were, In his eyes, guilty
of  wnwkinsh sentimeotality,  There
wits o trnee of weakness or efemingey
ln his own faes, with its grizaled eye-
brows, somewhnt cold gruy eyes, thio |
lips aud massive chin. e wis a just
min, Just to the splitting of a hair, but
anustere and unemotionnl i

He hnd conductd the trinl with the
most serupulons Tmpantialing, bt uuw]
that o verdict of gullty was a foregone |
conclasion be determinsd 1o make an
expmple of vne who hnd so shamefully !
abused the confidence placsd o Wi, |

Stuted Deietty, e &ituatlon was as
follows: The prisoner, Arthur  Max-
wll, wis cashier tooa firm of solicitors,
Lighthody & Dufton. The only sur-
viving partner of the orlginnl firm, Mr, |
Lightbody, luul recently dlsd, leaving
thee  busloess to his nephew, Thomns
Faulkner. Faulkner necussl  Arthoe
Muxwell of having emwheszlod n sum of
SLE, Maxwell admitisd of having
tnken the money, hut positively assept-
o0 that I b béen presentsd 1o him
as v wife by Me, Lighthody. Une
fortunately for the prisoner, the lotter
which he had stated lind aceompanied
e check could not be produced, amd
Faulkuer, supported by the evldence
of several wellkuown experts, declar-
i the slgnature on the choek to be o
forgery. When the cheok-book was ex-
Amined the counterfoll was dlscovermsl
to e Nlnnk.  The prisoner nssepted
tht Mr. Lighthody had hlimself taken
out i blank cheek and had tiled it nnd
slgued 1t at his private resldence, He
coulil. howevor, produce no  proof of
this  assortion, and all the evidence

avallable was opposed (o lils  unsnp-
ported sthiement,

CArEhur Moxwell” soliloguized the
Judge. “you linve boen convieted on
evidence that ledves o shindow  of |
donbit of your gullt of o crbne which |
I must characterise ns one of the |
i sest > |

The chattering of volees In thie |..-m|
brought the sollloquy to an abropt con-
cluston. The Jodge regquired absolute
silesee and solltude when he was en-
goged In study, and the seevanrs, who
stood fn constant awe of Wm, wers ex-
tremely cirelful to provent the legst
disturbnnes taking place within onr-
shot of his sanctum, He Jorked the bell |
Impatiently, ntendiog o glve n goml
wikging o those responsible for the
disturbauce,

But the door was thrown open by hils
duughter Mabel, a pretty girl of 12,
who was evidently In a state of breathi-
less exeltement.

“Ol, papa!™ shie exclalmed, “here's
AUCh a o queer Hitle ob)ect that wants to
st Yo, Please let her come In*

Before the Judge conld remonstrte
a e ollld, o rosy-fues! girl of e
tween Band 4, in s red hood nod clonk,
himgging o black puppy ander one arm
and a brown paper parcel under the
other, trotted briskly into the roomn.

The Judge rose to his feer with nul'
exprossion which eansed his danghtor
to vanlsh with remarkable celerity,
The door clossd with a bang. e coulid
hear Lor foet seudding rapkdly up-
sutlrs, and he found himself alone with
the small erenture before him.,

"What on carth are you doing here,
eI T he nakd, frritably, “What can
Fou possibly want with me? She re-
malned sllent, staring at him with
round, frightencd oyes. “Come, come,
van't you flnd your tongue, ttle giri?
ho asked more goutly. *What Is it you
wiot with me?

“If you ploase,” she sald timidly,
“I've brought you Towmy."

Tomms was clearly the fat puppy,
for as she bent her face towned him he
wagged his tall and prowptly leked
the end of her nose,

"Oome here he sald, sitting down,
Sand tell me all about ("

Bhe advanced foarlessly toward blm,

The well-meaning people |

ag anlmals and children did (o bis ou-
| offivlad moods.

“This Is Tommy, 1 suppose?’ he
suld, tuking the puppy on his knee,
where It expressed fts delight by e
statie contortions of the body, and rm-|
peared to consider his wateh chain o
| fascinating article of dier,

*T've broughted you other things as
well” ¢he sald, opening the brown pa-
per pareel and revenlineg o doll with »
viry beantiful complexion. large hlln-I
eves, and hair of the purest gold, u|
diminutive Noah's ark, n white plg, a
woolly shieep, # ecase of crayons, a
penholder, o brokep-bladed knlfe, a
small paint box, n pieture ook or two,
| and what bore some faint resemblanee

1o a number of wirer color sketehes,

Bhe seemed partienlnrly proud of the

list natned.

“I paluted them wll by myself,” she
exclalmed,

The Jodge thonght it nor unlikely, ns
he glaneed with twinkling eyes at the
lilghly unvonventional forms and dor-
Ing colors of these strikingly orlginal
works of art.

“Well” he sald, “it is very kind of
you to bring me all these pretty things,
but why do you want to glve them to
11T

“I=1 don't want to
you," she faltered.

give them to

“IF YOU PLEASE," SIIE SAID TIMIDLY, “I'VE BROUGHT YOU TOMMY."

| floor and was reptaced onp the Judge's

koee by hils lirtle mistress,

“Thi= 1= very ke votidoning a erlin-
tnal offense” thought the Judze to
himself with a grim =i ns he wiped
thie tesis feom the poor Hitle cronture’s
fhace and teled 1o loterest her in the

contents of the hrown  fmper pareel
But the thoughis the tears had aronssd
did wot vanish with them.  Arthur

Muxwell wias no longer o Kind of Im-

| personal reprosentative of the eriminal

clagses, to be deglt with as severely as
the law allowed in the interests of so-
clety In genernl.  He was the fnther of
this  soft, plump, rosy-cheeked, blue-
eyeil, golden-lplred lrtle makl, who
wonlil inevitably have to share, now or
in the futnre, ihe father's humilintion
and disgrice, For the fAest time, per-
laps, the Jedge felt a pang ol plty for
the wretehed mnn who at that moment
wis probably pacing his ecell in agon-
lzing apprehension of  the lnm'lmhll_-I
verdier, A vivid pleture started up be-
fore him of the prisoner’s white face, |
twitching lips und tragic eyes. He re-
membersd his own emotion when he |
first sentenced a fellow ereature to
penal servitude, Had he grown callous

allce el D e e sullicienlly o
account the frallty of human nature,
the brevity of life, the far-reaching con-
sequences that the fate of the most In-
slgnificant unit of bumanity must en-
tall?

At this moment the door opened, and
s wite, a slender, gracefnl woman, |
considernably  younger than himself. |
with a refined, deliente face, eame
quietly In. ‘

“Al exelaimed the Judge with n |
siidden lnspiration, 1 belleve yon nr|-|
at the bottom of all this. Agnes, What |
18 this e¢hlld dolng hepred™

“You are not vexed, Matthew she |
nskedd, half timidly.

“Mardly that.,” he answered slowly,
“but what good can it do? 1t is impos-
sible 1o explain the situation to this
poor Little a:ite. Ir was cruel to let her
come on such an ervand, How did she
£er here?”

The Jwdge regarded her with friendly
eyes. He was so nsed 10 hearing ro-
mantle dovintions from the truth from
the Hps of hmaginative witnesses that
frankuess was at all times delightful
to hin,

“Come” sadd he, with n quiet lnugh,
“that's honest, at least. Well, why do
rou givie them to me IF you dou't want
Lo%"

"I glive them to you, and Tommy,
too”—the wonds were accompnnisg by
u very wistful glanee at the fat puppy
U= you'll promise not 1o send poor
i to prison.”

A stlence, such ns preesles some yw-
ful vonvulsion of nature, pervaded the
raom for several seconds after this au-
daclous  proposal.  Even Tommy, as
though vowering before the outraged
majesty of the law, buried his head be-
tween the Judge's cont and vest, and
lay niotlonless except for a propltiatory
wig of his tatl,

“What s your name, child? asked
the Judge, grimly.

“Dorothy Maxwell,” faltersd the lit-
tlo glrl, timidly, awed by the sudden
sllence and the perbaps unconsclously
stern expression upon his lordship's
nee,

“Dorothy Maxwelll” =ald the Judge,
soverely, na though the llttle figure be-
fore him were standing In the prison-
er's dock awalting sentence, “you have
been convieted of the almost unparal-
leled orime of attempting to corrupt
one of her Majesty's Judges: to pers
sunde him, by means of bribery, to de-
font the ends of justlee. 1 shall not
further enlpege upon the enormity of
Your erime.  Have you anything to suy
why sentence should not be—no, no,
don't ery! Toor lttle thing, 1 didn't

mean to frighten you. I'm not the least
bit angry with you—really and truly.
Come and sit on my knee and show me

all these pretty things. Get down, you
Hetle beast ™ I

The last words were addressed to
Tommy, who fell with a flop on the

“1t was her own ldea, ntirely her own
Ided, but her mother brought her and
usked to see me. The poor woman was
districted and nearly frantie with grief
and despair, and rendy to cluteh ot any
straw,  She was so dreadfully miser-
able, poor thing, and 1 thought It was
such a pretey ldea, 1—I conldn’t refuse
her, Matthew,”

“But, my dear,” expostulated the
Judige, “yon must have known that it
conll do vo gomd.”

“I=I knew what the verdict wonld
be” answered his wife. “I road a re
port of the trial In an evenlng paper,
But then there was the menlence, you
know—and—nnd 1 thought the poar
child might soften you a lrtle, Mat-
thew.™

The Judge's hand strayed mechan-
leully nmong the toys, and to interest
the child he began to examine one of
the most vivid of her pictorinl efforts,

“You think I am very hard and un-
Just, Agnes? he asked,

“No, no, no,” she answersd hurrled.
Iy. *“Not unjust, never unjust. There
s not a more Impartial Judge on the
beneh—the whole world suys It But
don't you think. dear, that justice with.
out—without mercy, Is always a little
hard? Don't, don't be angry, Matthew;
1 never apoke to you ke this before, |
woulidn't now, but for the POOr woman
In the next room and the Innocent Httle
thing at your knees"

The Judge made no reply. He bent
still more closely over the searlat anj.
mal straying amid ememll fields and
burnt umber trees, of o singularly orig-
Innl shape,

“That's 4 cow,” suld Dorothy prond-
Iy. “Don't you see Its horns? And
that's its tall—it sn't a tree Thers's
A-Ont on the other side. T can draw cats
better than ¢ows”

In her nuxioty to exhibit her artistic
abilitles in thelr higher manifestations,
she took the paper out of his hands and
presetited the opposite side, Al first he

glanced at ' listlessly, and then his

eyves spddenly flashed and ne examined

it with bregthless interest,

SWell, P'm Dlessed ™ he exelalmed ex»
eitedly,

[t was not g very judicinl ntternnee,
but the elreumstanees werd  excop-
tlonnl,

“Here's the very lotter Maxwell i
elared he had received from Lighthody
alopg with the check, Ilis reference
to It, as he couldn't produoce it Akl him
miore bnrm than good; but 1 belleve it's
genuine, upon my word, I do. Listen:
It's dated from the Hollles, Lightbody's
private address:

“My  Dear Maxwell—1 have Just
heard from the doetor that my thme

here will be vers short, nmd 1 am try- |

Ing to arrange my affairs ns quickly
us possible, | have long recognlzed the
unostentations but thorough  and en-
tirely satlsfactory muanner In which
you have discharged your duties, and
as some Nttle and perhaps too tardy
recognition of your long nnd falthful
services, and as a token of my personal

esteem for you, I hope you will aceept |

the lneloged check for £250,
wishes for your future, belleve me,
yours sincerely,
"THOMAS LIGHTBODY.
“What do you think of 1t? 1'll send
it round to Maxwell's solleltor at onee,”
*Oh, Matthew, then the poor fellow's
Innocent, afrer all?”

With best |

| that accounts for them runuing 'y

1t looks like it, 1If the letter 1s genu- |

ine he certainly is. There, don't look
miserable again. T'm surve [t fs. I it
had heen a forgery you may be sure |t
would have been ready for production
at a moment's notice,  Where did you
get this letter, Httle girl?"

Dorothy blushied gulltily and hung '

her head.
“I took It out of pa's desk—I wanted
some paper to draw on, and T took It

 without asking. You won't tell him,

will you? He'll be ever so eross,”
“Well, we may perhaps have to let

| mel, dear,

| measley little paper bag full —

| Plhllosophier, “but they do have tn

“Yes, her looks fovop 10 ot
people,”  SIndesd 270 <), ity
doesn't look o bt ke ”""“-"*I;r-t
Jonrnm, !
“Yes," snld Unele Jonns. “thiat by
tilne allis wus fond o' hooks, Al
Le's becom' o page In e Hictlutge,
Phlladelphin Amerfean,
Quericus—Do you know w
often called a cold world Cynifey
To distingulsh It from the next, 1
pose.—New York Journal,
Robert—Is Huarey fond of femaly
elety®  Rlchard—Immoderately, 1
known him to play whist wiy iy
women.—Boston Transeript
“Did you rend that ningnzing g
on “The Working of o Banky “No,
It by an ex-bank presideny op gy g
gl ?"—Clnelnnatl Eugulrer,
“The Turks seem (o huve g 1o

r e == o o' iy TR
WUUT Rl we i Leeks, “in

down."—Clevelaud Plaindenler,
“Cliugstone never takes any |y
In euchre unless dinmonds are oy
“Why Is that? “He I8 0 boss)
erunk."—Loulsville Courler-Joum)
“Few men have any tronble [ me
ng thelr eredliors,” suys the Munyy

ble in dodging them."—FPhilndelphy
Record. |

He—J must linve n Kigsforeyeryoy
Nhie—Some men woul b
bought o whole box instead of

Free Press,
“dulin, have you bought o new spriy
sult yet?" “No, I'll have to wait mg

him know about it, my dear, but I dop't | Bext month; Dick had to by 4 my

think he'll be a bit cross. Now, this
Indy will tnke yon to your mother, and
You ean tell her that papn won't go to
prison, amd that be'll be home to-mor-
row night.”

“Muy I—may I say good-by to Tom-
my, please? she filtered,

“You sweet little thing!" exclalmed
his wife, kissing her lmpulsively,

“Tommy's golng with you" suid the
Judige, laughing kindly. 1 wouldn't
deprive vou of Tommy's company for
Tommy's welght In gold. 1 fancy there
are limits to the plensure whilell Tom-
my and 1 would derive from each oth-
er's goclety. There, run away, and tnke
Tommy with youn."”

Dorothy eagerly pursued the fat pup-
py. o eapturd bl after an exeiting
chnse und took him in her arms, Then
shie walked toward the door, but the
corner of her eye rested wistfully on
the contents of the brown paper pareel,
The Judge hastily gathered the toys,
rolled them in the paper and present-
o them to her, But Dorothy looked
disuppointel,  The thonght of giving
them to purchase her fathet's pardon
bad been sweet as well as bitter, She
wis willing to compromise In order to
eseape the pang that the loss of Tom-
my aod the doll and the paint box and
other priceless trensures would have
intlicted, but she still wished—poor 1it-
tle epitome of our complex human na-
ture—to taste the joy of herole self-sne-
rifice.  Besldes, she was afrald that
the Judge might after all refuse to par-
dou her father if she took away all the
gifts with which she Ll attempled
to propitinte him.

She put the parcel on the ehair and
opened It ont. Holding the wriggling
puppy o her arms, she gazed at her
treasures, trylng to make up her mind
which she could part with that would
be sufficiently valuable n the Judge's
eyes o accomplish her purpose, Final-
Iy she seleeted the sheep and presented
the luxurinntly woolly, almost exas-
peratingly meek-looking animal, to the
Julge,

“You may have that and the pretty
pleture for being kind to papa,” she
sald, with the alr of one who confers
lnestimable favors,

He was about to decling the honor,
but, catching his wife's eyes, he meek-
Iy accepted it, and Dorothy and the
Puppy and the brown paper parcel dis-
appeared through the door.

“Well, well,” sald the Judge with a
queer smile as he placed the fluffy
white sheep on the mantelplece, “I
never thought 1 should be gullty of ac-
cepring a bribe, but we never know
whit we may come to,"

The next day Maxwell was acquitted
and assured by the Judge that he left
the court without a stain upon his chap.
acter.  The followlng Christnas Doro-
thy recelved & brown pireel contalning
toys of the most wonderful description
from nn nuknown freiend. and it was ns.
serted by UHis Intimates that ever after-
ward the Judge's sentences seldom
erred on the side of severity, and that
he was disposed, whenever possible, to
give the prisoner the beneit of
doubt.—Strand Magazine.

%
A Simple Card Trick,

Take an ordinary visiting card, One
that is rather stiff s best for the
pose. Bend the ends so that you ean
stand It on a table, Then psk your
friewds to blow it over, They will fing
It almost Impossible unless they know
the trick. 1t consists in blowing sharp.
Iy, but not 100 violently, on the table
nbout an lneh from elther end of the

J eard,

spring gun and two new spring fily
rods this month.”

He—Just listen how thag Len onekls
She doesn't know how little one o
will sell for, She—Perhaps she dis
She may be advertising a bargal-
Somerville Journal,

Mrs. Jones—Wake up, John! Thew
Bolcone trylng to get Into the houe
Jones—How do you know? Mrs. Joos
—T'he dog has stopped howling, Hum
John!—New York Journal, |

Mr. Crimsonbeak—I don't believes
man ever stole nuything but he li
to regret It, Mrs, Criwsonbenk-Ye
stole my heart onee, John,  Mr, Orln
sonbenk—Yes.—Yonkers Statesman

“Joe got the Inside track of hig wil
this year,” “What did he do? 8
read her 1 whole lot of  newspip
storles of men who had dropped (e
beating carpets,"—Detroit Free Pres

Kerrignn—1hat's gond fer i cowld
Cusey—Hov yex got th' prolee uv ty
hot whiskies about yea? Kerrigan-d
hov not.  Casey—Will, thin, Kerriga
ut wud be a merey not v tell yer-
uck,

Walker Farr—I thonght your ne
tour wis to have been through Soul
Africa, Count d'Ties—It was, but th
company struck, One of them b
read that an ostrich ogg often welgh
a dozen pounds,.—I"uck.

Amanda (allghting from her whetls
the roadslde, where Mortimer awal
her)--Have 1 kept you walting lon
dear? Mortimer—Long? Many ey
have passed sinee the hour appoint
for vur meeting.—Judge.

“You see, it was this way: Th
were dll three so dead in love with b
and all so eligible that to settle t
matter she ageeed to marry the o
who should guess the nearest to
age “And did she¥™ “I don't kne
[ know she married the one who gues
ad the lowest."—DPearson’s Weekly.

A hereditary  llar:  Mrs. Jacksen
Dat's sebenteen lies yo's tole me ko

! day, all diffront. Yo' am a reg'lar rs

skilllon.  'Rastus  Jackson—\W-wh
nm a rapskillion, mammy* Mrs. Jae
son—A rapskillion am a yonng "un da
got his fadder's blood in him—ds
whad a rapskillion am.—Judge.
“You don't mean to tell me you ba
gone and got engaged to two wom
at once™  “Yes, but It really amous
to only one engagement—half an ¢
gagement for egch giel" *“WII ¥
please explain”  “Why, cortall
Each of "em Is engaged to another !
low."—Cinelnnati Commerclal Tribu
A vindleatlon: “I don't understs
why you dislike Herbert so," sald M
bel to her father, “I don't think be B
any ldeas of finance,” “I am sure ¥
wrong him. He ls devoted to it |
stopped right in the middle of his M
posal to me to ask how your businé

| Was getting along,"—Washington St

the |

pur- |

Mrs, Commonstalk (soberly)—A
you sure your flancee will make 4 g0
home-body, EliY Do you think 8
knows anything about mending, for!
stance? Cholly Commonstalk—Abd
mending, mother? Why, that s B
very strongest polnt. | gaw her me
@ busted tire oniee In fust fourteen m
utes by the wateh,.—Bazar.

Publisher (impatiently)—Well, #
what Is it? Poet (timidly)—O—or—
you Mr, Jobsou? Publisher (Irrital
—Yes, P'oet (more timidly)—Mr, (isor
Jobson?  Publisher (excltedly)—Y
slr, that's my name. Poet (more tim
Iy stID—Of the firm of Messrs, Jobs
& Doodle? Publisher (angrily)—Y
What do you want? Popt—QOh—1 wa
1o see Mr. Dondle!l—Punch




