
Judge had dined and was
THE au after-dinne- r cigar

turning to a pile of papers
that lay on the table at his elbow. Yet
even as he watched the Wickering fire
and puffed dreamily at his cigar, luxu-
riating In a little relaxation after hard
day's work In a close aud crowded
court, his mind was busy formulating
the sentences In which he Intended to
sum un a case flint had Imen tried that
day. There could be no doubt as to the
guilt of the prisoner, who had been ac-

cused of a most impudent fraud, and
though it was a first offense tbe Judge
Intended to pass the severest sentence
which the law allowed.

The Judge was no believer In short
sentences. He regarded leniency to a
criminal as an offense against society
a direct encouragement to those who
hesitated on the brink of vicious courses
and were only restrained by fear of
puuislinieut. The people
who got up petitions to mitigate the
sentence upon a justly convicted thief
or murderer were, in his eyes, guilty
of mnwklnsli sentimentality. There
was no trace of weakness or effeminacy
In his own face, with its grizzled eye-
brows, somewhat cold gray eyes, thin
lips and massive chin. He was a Just
man, Just to the splitting of a hair, but
austere and unemotional.

He had conducted the trial with the
most scrupulous Impartiality, but now
that a verdict of guilty was a foregone
conclusion he determined to make an
example of one who had so shamefully
aliased the confidence placed In him.

imiiicu oneny, tne situation was as
follows: The prisoner. Arthur Max-
well, was cashier to a linn of solicitors.
I.lghtbody & Dufton. The only sur-
viving partner of the original firm. Mr.
I.lghtbody, had recently died, leaving
the business to his nephew, Thomas
Faulkner. Faulkner accused Arthur
Maxwell of having embezzled a sum of
JI.250. Maxwell admitted of having
taken tlie money, but positively assert-
ed that It had been presented to him
as a free gift by Mr. I.lghtbody. Un-
fortunately for the prisoner, the letter
which he had stated had accompanied
tin? check could not be produced, and
l''aulkuer. supported by tne evidence
of several well-know- experts, declar-
ed the signature on the check to be a
forgery. When the cheek-boo- k was ex-

amined tin counterfoil was discovered
to be blank. The prisoner asserted
that Mr. I.lghtbody had himself taken
out a blank check and had tilled It and
signed It at his private residence. He
could, however, produce no proof of
this assertion, and all the evidence
available was opposed to his unsup-
ported statement.

"Arthur Maxwell," soliloquized the
Judge, "you have been convicted on
evidence that leaves no shadow of
doubt of your guilt of a crime which
I must characterize as one of the
basest "

The chattering of voices In the hall
brought the soliloquy to an abrupt con-
clusion. The Judge required absolute
sileuce and solitude when he was en-

gaged In study, and the servants, who
stood In constant awe of htm, were ex-

tremely careful to preveut the least
disturbance taking place within ear-
shot of his sanctum. He Jerked tbe bell
Impatiently, Intending to give a good
wigging to those responsible for the
disturbance.

Hut the door was thrown open by his
daughter Mabel, a pretty girl of 12,
who was evidently In a state of breath-
less excitement.

"Oh, papa!" she exclaimed, "here's
Hueh a queer little object that wauts to
see you. Please let her come lu."

Before the Judge could remonstrate
a little child, a rosy-face- d girl of be-
tween 5 nud 0, In a red hood and clonk,
hugging a black puppy under one ami
aud a brown paper parcel under the
other, trotted briskly Into the room.

The Judge rose to his feet with an
expression which cnused his daughter
to vanish with remarkable celerity.
The door closed with a bang. He couid
hear her foot scudding rnpKlly up-
stairs, and ho found himself nloue with
the small creature before him.

"What on etirth are you doing here.
culm ne asked, Irritably. "What can
joh possmiy want with mo?" She re- -
mnintu Hllent. staring at him with
ruuuu, ingmcucd eyes. "Come, come,
enu't you Hud your tongue, little girl?"
ne asKeti more gently. "What Is It you
wani wun me?"

u you please," Bho said timidly,
i ve orougnt you Tommy."
Tommy was clearly the fat nunnv.

for as she bent her face toward hlui he
wagged his tall nud promptly licked
tne eno or her nose.

"Come here," he said, sitting down,
"ami tell nut all about It."

Sue advanced fearlessly toward bun

as animals and children did in his
moods.

"This is Tommy, I suppose?" he
said, taking the puppy on his knee,
where It expressed its delight by ec-

static contortions of the body, and ap-
peared to consider his watch chain a
fascinating article of diet.

"I've broughted you other things as
well," she said, opening the brown pa
per parcel, and revealing n doll with n
very beautiful complexion, large blue
eyes, aud hair of the purest gold, a
diminutive Noah's ark, a white pig, a
woolly sheep, u ease of crayons, a
penholder, a broken-blade- d knife, a
small paint box. a picture book or two,
and what bore some faiut resemblance
to a number of water color sketches.
She seemed particularly proud of the
last niuned.

"I painted them all by myself," she
exclaimed.

The Judge thought It not unlikely, as
he glanced with twinkling eyes at the
highly unconventional forms and dar-
ing colors of these strikingly original
works of art.

"Well," he said, "it is very kind of
you to bring me all these pretty things,
but why do you want to give them to
me?"

"I I don't want to give them
you." she faltered.

to

SUE TIMIDLY, YOU

The Judge regarded her with friendly
eyes. He was so used to hearing ro-

mantic deviations from the truth from
the lips of Imaginative witnesses that
frankness was at all times
to him.

"Come." said he. with a nulct laugh,
"that's honest, at least. Well, why do
you give them to me if you don't wuut
to?"

"I'll give them to you, and Tommy,
too" the words were accompanied by
a very wistful glance at the fat puppy

it it you 11 promise uot to send poor
papa to prison."

A silence, such as precedes some aw
ful convulsion of nature, pervaded the
room for several seconds after this au-
dacious proposal. Even Tommy, as
though cowering before the outraged
majesty of the law, his head be-
tween the Judge's coat aud vest, nud
lay motionless except for a propitiatory
wag of his tall.

"What Is your name, child?" asked
the Judge, grimly.

"Dorothy faltered the lit
tle girl, timidly, awed by the sudden
silence and the perhaps unconsciously
stem upou his lordship's
face.

"Dorothy Maxwell," said the Judge,
severely, as though the little figure be
fore him wero standing In the prison-
er's dock awaiting sentence, "you have
been convicted of the almost unparal-
leled crime of attempting to corrupt
oue of her Judges; to per-
suade him, by means of bribery, to de-
feat the ends of Justice. I shall not
further enlarge upou the enormity of
your crime Have you anything to say
why sentence should not be no, no,
don't cry! Toor little thing, I dldu't
mean to frighten you. I'm not the least
bit angry with you really and truly.
Come and sit on my knee ami show uie
all these pretty thlugs. Get down, you
llttlo beast."

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

floor and was replaced on the Judge's
knee by his little mistress.

"This is very like condoning a crim-
inal offense," thought the Judge to
himself with a grim smile, as he wiped
the tears from the poor little creature's
face and tried to interest her in the
contents of the brown paper parcel.
But the thoughts the tears had aroused
did not vanish with them. Arthur
Maxwell was no longer a kind of Im-

personal representative of the criminal
classes, to be dealt with as severely as
the law allowed in the interests of so-

ciety In general. He was the father of
this soft, plump, blue-eye-

golden-haire- d little maid, who
would inevitably have to share, now or
In the future, the father's humiliation
and disgrace. For the first time, per-- :
haps, the Judge felt a pang of pity for
the wretched man who at that moment
was probably pacing his cell in agon-
izing apprehension of the inevitable
verdict. A vivid picture started up be-

fore him of the prisoner's white face,
twitching lips and tragic eyes. He re-

membered his own emotion when he
first sentenced a fellow creature to
penal servitude. Had he grown callous
bilice ilicli? Did he Lake suujcieuliy iulo
account the frailty of human nature,
the brevity of life, the con-
sequences that the fate of the most in-

significant unit of humanity must en
tail?

At this moment the door opened, and
his wife, a slender, graceful woman,
considerably younger than himself,
with a refined, delicate face, came
quietly In.

"Ah," exclaimed the Judge with a
sudden Inspiration, "I believe you are
at the bottom of nil this. Agues. What
Is this child doing here?"

"You nre not vexed, Matthew?" she
asked, half timidly.

"Hardly that," he answered slowly,
"but what good can It do? It Is Impos-
sible to explain the situation to this
poor little ailte. It was cruel to let her
come on such an errand. How did she
get here?"

"IF YOU Pl.EASF.," SAID "I'VE BROUGHT TOMMY."

delightful

buried

Maxwell,"

expresslou

Majesty's

"It was her own Idea, ntlrely her own
Idea, but her mother brought her and
asked to see me. The poor woman was
distracted and nearly frantic with grief
and despair, and ready to clutch at any
straw. She was so dreadfully miser-
able, poor thing, and I thought It was
such a pretty Idea, I I couldn't refuse
her, Matthew."

"But, my dear." expostulated the
Judge, "you must have knowu thnt It
could do un good."

"I I knew what the verdict would
be," answered his wife. "I read a re-
port of the trial In an evening paper.
But then there was the sentence, you
know and aud I thought the poor
child might soften you a little, Mat-
thew."

The Judge's hand strayed mechan-
ically among the toys, and to Interest
the child he began to examine one of
the most vivid of her plctorinl efforts.

"You think I am very hard aud un-
just, Agnes?" he asked.

"No, no, no," she answered hurried-
ly. "Xot unjust, never unjust. There
la not a more impartial Judge on the
bench the whole world says It. But
don't you think, dear, that justice with-
outwithout mercy, la always a little
hard? Dou't, don't be angry, Matthew;
i ui-n- siK)ue to you like this before. I
wouldn't now, but for the poor woman
In the next room and the Innocent little
thing at your knees."

The Judge made no reply. He bent
still more closely over the'scarlet nnl-m-

straying amid emerald fields andburnt umber trees, of a singularly orlg-In-

shape.
"That's a cow," said Dorothy proud-

ly. "Don't you see Its horns? ndthat's Its tall It Isn't a tree. There'saTt on the other side. I can draw catsbetter than cows."
In her anxiety to exhibit her artisticabilities iu their higher manifestations

she took the paper out of his hands andpresented the opposite side. At first heglanced at ! listlessly, and then his

eyes suddenly flashed ana tie examined
It with breathless interest.

"Well, I'm blessed!" he exclaimed ex-

citedly.
It was not a very judicial utterance,

but the circumstances were excep-
tional.

"Here's the very letter Maxwell de-

clared he had received from Llghtbody
along with the check. His reference
to it, as he couldn't produce it, did him
more harm than good; but I believe it's
genuine, upon my word, I do. Listen;
it's dated from the Hollies, LIghtbody's
private address:

"My Dear Maxwell I have just
heard from the doctor that my time
here will be very short, and I nm try-
ing to arrange my affairs as quickly
as possible. I have long recognized the
unostentatious but thorough and en
tirely satisfactory manner In which
you have discharged your duties, and
as some little and perhaps too tardy
recognition of your long and faithful
services, and as a token of my personal
esteem for you. I hope you will accept
the Inclosed check for 2"0. With best
wishes for your future, believe me,
yours sincerely.

"THOMAS LIGHTBODY.
"What do you think of It? I'll send

It round to Maxwell's solicitor at once."
"Oh, Matthew, then the poor fellow's

innocent, after all?"
"It looks like It. If flip lptter la rami

!ne he certainly Is. There, don't look
miserable agalu. I'm sure It Is. If It
had been a forgery you may be sure It
would have been ready for production
at a moment's notice. Where did you
get this letter, little girl?"

Dorothy blushed guiltily and hung
her head.

"I took It out of pa's desk I wanted
some paper to draw on, and I took It
without asking. You won't tell him,
will you? He'll be ever so cross."

"Well, we may perhaps have to let
him know about it, my dear, but I don't
think he'll be a bit cross. Now, this
lady will take you to your mother, and
you can tell her that papa won't go to
prison, nud that he'll be home

night."
"May I may I say good-b- y to Tom-

my, please?" she faltered.
"You sweet little thing!" exclnlmed

his wife, kissing her Impulsively.
"Tommy's going with you," said the

Judge, laughing kindly. "I wouldn't
deprive you of Tommy's company for
Tommy's weight In gold. I fancy there
are limits to the pleasure which Tom-
my and I would derive from each oth-
er's society. There, ruu away, and tuke
Tommy with you."

Dorothy eagerly pursued the fat pup-
py, captured him after an exciting
chase and took him In her arms. Then
she walked toward the door, but the
corner of her eye rested wistfully on
the contents of the brown paper parcel.
The Judge hastily gathered the toys,
rolled them In the paper and present-
ed them to her. But Dorothy looked
disappointed. The thought of giving
them to purchnse her father's pardon
had been sweet as well ns bitter. She
was willing to compromise In order to
escape the pang that the loss of Tom-
my and the doll and the paint box nnd
other priceless treasures would have
Inflicted, but she still wished poor lit-
tle epitome of our complex human n-
atureto taste the joy of heroic

Besides, she was afraid thnt
the Judge might after all refuse to par-
don her father if she took away all the
gifts with which she had attempted
to propitiate him.

She put the parcel on the chair and
opened It out. Holding the wriggling
puppy In her arms, she gazed nt her
treasures, trying to make up her mind
which Bhe could part with that would
be sufficiently valuable in the Judge's
eyes to accomplish her purpose. Final-
ly she selected the sheep uud presented
the luxuriantly woolly, almost

meek-lookin- g animal, to the
Judge.

"Y'ou may have that and the pretty
picture for being kind to papa," she
said, with the air of one who confers
Inestimable favors.

He was about to decline the honor,
but, catching his wife's eyes, he meek-
ly accepted It, and Dorothy and the
puppy and the brown paper parcel dis-
appeared through the door.

"Well, well," said the Judge with aqueer smile as he placed the fluffy
white sheep on the mantelpiece, "Inever thought I should be guilty of ac-
cepting a bribe, but we never know
what we may come to."

The next day Maxwell was acquitted
and assured by the Judge that he leftthe court without a stain upon his char-
acter. The following Christmas Doro-
thy received a brown parcel containingtoys of the most wonderful description
from nu unknown friend, and it was as-
serted by his Intimates that ever after-
ward the Judge's sentences seldom
erred on the side of severity, and thathe was disposed, whenever possible, togive the prisoner the benefit of the
doubt.-Str- and Magazine.

A Simple Card Trick.
Take an ordinary visiting card. Onethat is rather stiff Is best for the pur-pose. Bend the ends so that you canstand It on a table. Then ask your

friends to blow It over. They will findit nlmost Impossible unless they knowthe trick. It consists In blowing sharp-ly, but not too violently, on the tableabout au Inch from either end of thecard.

nr.-- , 1VIU1B lUVOI" llfl- - t,.t
people." "Indeed?" "oh, K1ViU1

"'
doesn't look a bit like them

o
"Yes," said Uncle Jonas. "tlmt bov

mine alius wus fond o' books, an'i
he's becom a page In the ligi'siatur
Philadelphia American.

Quericus Do you know why
often called a cold world? Cynicm!

To distinguish it from the next I n.pose. New York Journal. ' '

Robert-- Is Harry fond of females
ciety? Richard Immoderately. I,
known him to play whist with
women. Boston Transcript.

"Did you read that magazine artki.
on 'The Working of a Bank?' " "No, j
it by an k president or aa'B
burglar?" Cincinnati Enquirer.

"The Turks seem to have a mlgfc,

poor opluluu of the Creeks." "l
that accounts for them running 'tt
down." Cleveland I'lalndealer.

"Clingstone never takes any inters
In euchre unless diamonds are trump:
"Why Is that?" "He Is a base-t-

crank." Louisville Courier-Journa-l.

"Few men have any trouble In me

ing their creditors," says the Muuajm
Philosopher, "but they do have tm
ble in dodging tkem."-Phllnde- lplii

Record.
He J must have a klssforeveryem

mel, dear. She Some men would tat,
bought a whole box Instead of tin;

measley little paper bag full. Detrci:

Free Press.
"Julia, have you bought a new sprlJ

suit yet?" "No, I'll have to wait nnd!

next month; Dick had to buy a mi
spring gun and two new spring flstln
rods this month."

He Just listen how thnt hen cackla!

She doesn't know how little one eg

will sell for. She Perhaps she don

She may be advertising a bargalt.-Somervi-

Journal.
Mrs. Jones Wake up, John! There1!

someone trying to get into the how!
Jones How do you know? Mrs. Jow

The dog has stopped howling. Hunj,
John! New York Journal.

Mr. Crlmsonbeak I don't believe i
man ever stole anything but lie llred

to regret It. Mrs. Crlmsonbenk-Y- w
stole my heart owe, John. Mr. Crto
sonbenk Yes. Yonkers Statesman.

"Joe got the inside track of his will

this year." "What did he do?" "Hi

read her a whole lot of newspepn
stories of men who had dropped deii

beating carpets." Detroit Free Prea
KerrigauPhat's good fer a cowM!

Casey Hov yez got th' prolce uv tw

hot whiskies about yez? Kerrlgan-- 0
hov not. Casey Will, thin, Kerrlgsi

ut wud be a mercy not t' tell

Walker Farr I thought your m
tour was to have been through Soutl

Africa. Count d'Tles It was, but tb

company struck. One of them hi
read that an ostrich egg often weigb

a dozen pounds. Puck.
Amanda (alighting from her wheel I

the roadside, where Mortimer await
her) Have I keDt vou waiting kmi

dear? Mortimer Lone? Many crde
have passed since the hour appolnte
for our meeting. Judge.

"You see, it was this way: The

were all three so dead in love with
and all so eligible that to settle tl

matter she agreed to marry the oi

who should guess the' nearest to bi

age." "And did she?" "I don't knot
I know she married the one who goei
ed the lowest." Pearson's Weekly.

A heredltnrv llniv Mm .Tncksnt

Dat's sebenteen lies yo's tole me to

aay, an aifTrunt. Yo' am a reg'lar r
Skilllon. 'Rnotlia TfllrannV.nhl
am a rapsklllion, mammy? Mrs. Jc
son a rapsklllion am a young 'un aa
got his fadder's blood In hlui-- dal

whad a rapsklllion am. Judge.
"You don't mean to tell me yon hs'

gone and got engaged to two womi
at once?" "Yes, but It really amonn
to only one engagement half an t
g'agement for each girl." "Will j
please explain." "Why, certain
Each of 'em Is engaged to another fi

low." Cincinnati Commercial Tribui
A vindication: "I dont understsi

why you dislike Herbert so." mid li
bel to her father. "I don't think he &

any ideas of finance." "I am sure r
wrong him. He Is riovntori ta it I

topped right In the middle of bis pi
posai to me to ask how your busme
was getting along." Washington SU

Mrs. Commonstalk rsoberlvV-- A
you sure your fiancee will make e go
home-bod- Eli? Do you think i
knows anything about nipndlne. for
stance? ChoJly Commonstalk-A- bo

mending, mother? Why, that is l

verv stronmmt nntnt t .on v... m
a busted tire once In Just fourteen mi

utes Dy the watch. Baznr.
Publisher (impatiently) Well,

What Is it? Poet ftlmtnlvl n r--
you Mr. Jobson? Pllhlltthnr firrital)

Yes. Poet (more timidly) Mr. Oeor
Jobson? Publisher (excitedly )--'
sir, that's my name. Poet (more tlml
ly stui) ur the firm of Messrs. Jobs
& Doodle? Publisher fnncrrltrt--Yl

What do you want? Poet Oh I w
see air. Doodle! Punch,


