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FADING-LEAF AND FALLEN-LEAF.
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WORKING GIRLS AS WIVES.
OLLEGE education seems to Insure reduc­

tion of progeny among college-bred father« 
and mothers. Not two-third» of the men 
graduates have children. Not 50 per cent 
of the girl graduates ever wed. Those 
who become wives seldom or never bring 
large families of children Into the world. 

In this dilemma President Mary E. Woolley, head of 
Mouut Holyoke College, a Massachusetts Institution, ac­
knowledged to be one of the lending girls' colleges of 
the Eng!Isb-speuking world, comes to the rescue with 
the admission that working girls make better wives than 
college graduates or girls reared In Idleness.

The working girl appreciates the difference between 
housework at her own convenience and toll for a fixed 
number of hours six days a week In store, office or fac­
tory under orders from some one else. The college grad­
uate or the girl reared In Idleness condemns her hus­
band to life In apartment hotels and boarding bouses 
because she thinks housework a burden.

The working girl wife Is seldom seen In the divorce 
court. She does not taunt her husband with his tnade 
quote Income or moan because she has fewer dresses 
than her father used to provide. She leaves recrimina­
tion and divorce to wives who read novels and primped 
while their mothers did the housework.

The business girl makes housekeeping a business and 
her home Is a success. She Is a helpmeet and not a 
drawback, and the man who weds her may well consider 
himself In luck. Such Is Miss Woolley's high opinion 
o f the large class of young women to whom we must 
look for the mothers of the D e x t  generation.—Chicago 
Journal.

THE MAN “ ON THE JOB."
WIDE-AWAKE and energetic clergyninn

A  who takes a 'Ively Interest 111 politics op- 
posee the plan of direct nominations upon 
grounds that are striking. If not novel. Ho 

N U M 4R, says he prefers government by “ the few 
'* who stn.v on the Job and know their busi­

ness." That Is to say, he would rather 
trust the experienced politicians than the amateurs who 
wake up occasionally and go In for political reform. He 
snys the substitution of direct nominations for the ef­
fective control of a few persons experienced In govern­
ment Is a long step toward Socialism. He wants a |>o- 
lltlcal revival, with the 'csders the first to approach the 
mourner's liench. And he believes that desired reforms 
can he mote quickly brought about hy converting the 
leaders than by putting nffalrs In the hands of the inex­
perienced and the Incompetent.

The plan of direct nominations Is yet in Its experi­
mental stage. Much has been hoped from It. In some 
elections It appears to have given a reasonable degree 
o f  satisfaction, while In others It has resulted In much 
dlsaigiolntnient. This, of course. Is to be expected of 
sll reforms, but It should tench us not to dwell too fond­

ly upou the Idea that the direct nomination W a panacea 
for all political Tin

In all other departments of human endear or experi­
ence and skill are accounted valuable assets. Trained 
engineers are set to the (ask of building the Panama 
canal. A learned lawyer must be had to try a compli­
cated lawsuit. A skilled financier must conduct the busi­
ness of a bank, If It Is to be successful. Is the science 
of government less complicated? Iu a country where 
party government prevails, politics lu some sort becomes 
a science. There must be wise political dlreetlon or good 
government la Impossible.

To convert the political leaders to righteousness may 
be a hopeless task, hut obviously not more bo  than to 
convert the masses of the people. Under any system, 
experience and knowledge and skill must In the end pre­
vail over Inexperience and Ignorance. The man con­
stantly "on the Job" will always have an advance».— 
Minneapolis Journal.

AGE PENALTY QUESTIONED.

T HE United States navy has proved In time 
of war that Its men are valiant. Its guns 
effective and Its ships efficient. In time of 
I>eace the fleet has performed i  wonderful 
cruise, demonstrating that the navy has 
gained lu efficiency with Its Increased size. 
The people are proud of Its achievement, 

and anxious to keep It up to the highest standard of ef­
fectiveness, lu order that It may be ready for any emer­
gency. It Is a pity, therefore, that the directing minds 
of the ships— the men upon whom all the responsibility 
would fall In case of war—are prevented from reaching 
command rank until they have almost reached the age of 
retirement. It Is an extravagant system, because It 
fnils to utilize to the best advantage the ripened phys­
ical and mental powers of the officers who have been 
trained for a lifetime to handle the nation’s sea power. 
— Washington Pest.

Said Fading-Leaf to Fallen-Leaf—
I toss alone on a forsaken tree.

It racks and cracks with every gust that rocks
Its straining bulk! Say, bow Is It with thee?

Bald Fallen-Leaf to Fading-Leaf—
A heavy foot went by. an hour ago:

Crushed Into clay, I stain the way;
The loud wind calls me, and I cannot go.

Said Fading-Leaf to Fallen-Leaf—
Death lessons Life, a ghost Is ever wise:

Teach me a way to live till May
Laughs fair with fragrant lips and loving eyes!

Said Fallen-Leaf to Fading-Leaf—
Hast loved fair eyes and Ups of gentle breath? 

Fade then, and fall; thou hast had all 
That Life can give; ask somewhat now of Death! 

-Richard Garnett.

WXDDINO RECEPTIONS TO »OP

P I » « «  M m r  Bar T a k e n  b r  a  P a r t y  I k «
O a r  ■ • S a ra  th e  t r r r a i o a r -

1 It seems quite possible that the re­
ception after a religious ceremony at 
one of the fashionable churches will m 
time ceuse to figure as a social func­
tion In England, the London Gentle­
man says. It Is becoming Increasing­
ly the fashion for the bride's m other, 
to have an afternoon or evening party j 
on the day before the wedding, at 
which the presents are displayed In 
all their glory, and then on the wed­
ding day Itself to restrict Invltatloni 
to the house after the service to Im­
mediate friends and relatives only.

This has been the plan adopted at 
several recent London weddings. From 
what one hears It may be very gener­
ally Imitated, so that In time the once 
Indispensable wedding reception may 
become as obsolete as the wedding 
breakfast of the Victorian era, when 
all marriage ceremonies In church 
wefe bound by law to be concluded be­
fore noon.

I do not think any of us would re­
gret very deeply the disappearance of 
the aforesaid wedding reception.
Three o'clock in the afternoon Is n o t1 
an hour at which any one Is feeling 
much Inclined for a party; no one ever 
knew what to do, moreover, for the
hour Is too early for tea, too late for j says she must see you at once, 
luncheon, while the only refuge for looked up from my paper at the speak 
the destitute— looking at and apprals- er— Mary, the housemaid—with a 
lng the wedding presents— Is generally weary sigh. The life of a doctor. Is 

■ rendered nugatory by the fact that j not, to use a tUmeworn, and perhaps 
every one else wishes to do exactly the vulgar, aphorism, "all beer and skit- 
same thing at the same moment. j ties," and certainly mine on that day

Moat of us In consequence— certain- had not been. Sickness was very pre- 
ly such as are of the male sex—gen- valent In Colbourne, and the Ills of 

lerally stayed about five minutes and' four thousand Inhabitants were In the 
i then fled precipitately; whereas under hands of two doctors. Besides, there 
'the new arrangement of a party the had been an outbreak of smallpox

THE AMERICAN WOMAN.
E Americans are not yet quite able to dls-

W tlngulsb a type, either of man of woman, 
that has developed out of our very complex 
ethnographic condition. We think, now 
and theu, that wc can see certain qualities 
or characteristics so grouped In an Indi­
vidual us to make us say for the moment 

that there Is an "American." The American woman Is 
perhaps even a little mors undeveloped, to our thinking, 
than Is the American man. We admire or tyemble be­
fore women of a certain air or quality; but this very 
mien and quality of her do not seem permanent, fixed; 
and the woman we class as “ American" to-day may be 
altogether different from the Imperious creature we 
crowned yesterday. Perhaps It la with regard to the 
woman as It Is with respect to the past. It takes the 
tone of distance, space, to bring out the glory and the 
distinction— to orb her.—Columbia fS. C.) State.

day before any hostess Is at liberty to 
choose her own hour for showing off 
her daughter's presents, and as this 
would probably be either at tea time 
cr after dinner we should all feel a

among the navvies engaged In cutting 
a new railway to Join the Colbourne 
terminus, and of late we had had our 
hands full. Evidently my Ueslre for 
the quiet evening I had coveted was

great deal more sociably inclined than now destroyed.
two or three hours after. | "Did the person send In her name?”

All things considered, therefore. I f , I Inquired. ' 
this new fashion does take on. It will j "No, sir; she said I was to look 
really conduce to the happiness of sharp and ask you to come at once— 

¡many, and It will be no bad thing «he repeated at once,' sir; and, oh. 
either to divide the sacred and secular there was an awful look In her eyes.’ 
parts of the wedding festivities more 1 I rose and went to the surgery, and 
decidedly than they are at present. J  there found a young woman. She did

----------------------------------  I not reply to my greeting, but at once
plunged Into the object of hbr mission. 

| Her husband, Bill Crossland, had met
CONDEMNED TO DEATH. with an accident on a cutting of the 

new railway, and had been brought 
home on a stretcher In a "bad way.” 

"1 will be with your husband In a 
few minutes," I replied, seeing that 
the nature of the case demanded my

A curious story of a night In prison I 
j luring the Reign of Terror In France |
; Is told by Monsieur Ferrers. Probably i 
few political prisoners of that period , ln^ ant *tt#nU° n’ . .

'had their fears of the guillotine sol The woman left me, and procuring 
'promptly removed as did Monsieur " hat 1 tb° u* ht n m u u y .1  hurried lo 
Ferrers and his companions. Some he . ‘T , 8" ?  J™d In which Bill Cross-

NEW IDEAS IN MILLINEBY.

It *vns at a dinner given by th€ 
members of a certain English circuit 
lu honor of an eminent Judge. The 
legal element predominated, and th« 
conversation from the first ran In a 
legal channel. Those among the com­
pany who did uot happen to be bar­
risters or solicitors sat silent, listen­
ing with vacuous smiles to the ex­
change of learned opinion which was 
being carried on round them. One only 
among this dumb minority, says II. G. 
Brown lu the “Conclusions of an 
Everyday Woman,” seemed impatient 
and 111 at ease.

He was a big. Jolly, loosely-made 
man, wearing clothes which somehow 
did not seem to set naturally on him, 
the conventional dress suit appearing 
less appropriate to his handsome'figure 
than would have been, say, the loose 
«hurt and riding breeches of a cowboy 
•or colonial squatter. His cheeks were 
bronzed and his bright, cleur glance 
«poke eloquently of an outdoor life.

As the dinner advanced and the con­
versation plunged deeper and deeper 
«till Into the profundities of legal 
erudition, he became more and more 
restless and perturbed. At Inst, how­
ever. one of those lulls occurred which 
may happen occasionally at even a pro­
fessional dinner, and It Was then that 
a resounding voice vibrated through 
the room, causing the learned brethren 
assembled there to forget for an ln- 
'•tant their professional Imperturbabil­
ity.

•‘Now I am going to tell yon nil.” 
boomed the voice, “ how we skin steers 
down In Texas!“

All eyes were turned In the direction 
o f the peri»etrator of this amazing an
<nounceme»t, our friend, of course, of 
the bright eyes and bronzed cheeks— 
who. nothing daunted by tlielr icy 
stares, proceeded to enlarge upon the 
technique of Ills business, that of cattle 
breeding, and continued ills uninter­
rupted monologue until the dinner was 
entirely at an end. These lagal 
“Johnnies” might know something 
about the law. but what he did not 
know about cattle was uot worth 
knowing.

When the diners had arrived at that 
comfortable, informal period where 
chairs are pushed back, the eminent 
Judge who was the guest of the even­
ing turned to his neighbor and said:

“ I want you to Introduce to me that 
young fellow who has imparted to us 
so much useful Information upon the 
subject of cuttle raising. I should like 
to congratulate him upon the reproof 
he has so tactfully administered to us 
all.

“ In future, at legal banquets. I shall 
certainly do all In uiy power to keep 

Iking shop,’ which Is 
enoe when only Inw­
and when there are 

nnot Join in the dls-

fro 
all c

th
dull In 
yers are preset 
outsiders who
russim , It shows a lack of good taste, 
besides.**

So the man with the bright eyes and 
br*>nzed cheeks became the hero of the 
evening.

EVICTION IN NEW YORK.

land lived. Colbourne, like many 
other small towns, had slu.m9 almost 

' as bad as some of those which we are 
| told exist In the East End of London, 
' w here fever and other pestilences 
thrive like weeds in an 111 kept garden.

% . •. . . The houses in this yard were rickety,»peaking with an Italian accent was gome Qf them fllthy and aboml.
heard: I

“ Well, here one captured, now for i

sixteen prisoners were thrown into a 
dungeon of the prison of Tarbes. It 
was so dark that no man could see 
his hand before his face.

Suddenly a click, as if a box had 
been closed, was heard, and a voice

Judgment. What la your name?”
Then a small, squeaky voice replied, 

T am called Mouse.”
“What have you done for the Revo­

lution? Where were you on the great 
tenth of August?”

“ In a church.”
“O fanatic! fanatic! And where 

were you on the immortal thirty-first 
of May?”

“ In a cheese dairy.” ,
“ Monopolist and fanatic! You are 

condemned to death and immediate 
execution.”

There was a slight noise, a little 
cry, and then all was silent.

A t intervals through the night elm

nable.
I found the Injured man lying on a 

so fa, which had been improvised into 
a bed. An old woman was attending 
to his wants, and by the fire-place an 
elderly man—a navvy—stood. As I 
approached the bed, he left the house. 
My patient was a strong, lusty look­
ing fellow, with an almost negro com­
plexion, cr^sp black hair and mustache.

I speedily examined his injuries, 
and found them of a serious naturd. 
His ribs had been severely crushed, 
and a portion of one had penetrated 
a lung. But he bore up with wonder 
ful courage, and scarcely emitted a 
groan when I handled him. Having 
done everything possible for his com
fort, I prepared to leave the house, 

liar dialogues were heard, and to the gt lhe same tlme beckoning his wife 
terrified Imagination of the prisoners, ,0 (o,low me> w |th the Idea of warn 
they always ended with the death of ,ng hpr of the danger her husband was

1  '  Id , The Injured .man noticed the mo 
tlon, and called me.

"Doctor," he said faintly, "there’s 
one thing I want to know. Now tell 
me— am I done for?"

The question was so pointedly put

the victim. Who could tell at what 
moment his turn might come?

But daylight brought cheer. It was 
discovered that the dungeon was full 
of mice, and that an Italian prisoner, 
who had a mouse-trap, had been whll-

( T . a  fh e  N .r a h . l  W > ,  W ovrS W h * a
l ie  n i . , o . . r « « . S  th e  R e b M .

Thirty little children sat on cheap 
wooden bench«« In the second-story 
room st 11 Huffolk street the other day. 
JEvery one of them was ragged. Most

looked us though they had uot had 
euough to eat. But they were hrlght- 
eyed and nlert and not for a moment 
did their attention stray from the 
white-bearded old rnbbl who was 
teaching them Jewish prayers, although 
the smeary little pictures on the walls 
and the myriad of noises of the roaring 
East Side street must have been a 
constant temptation. And then the 
door opened sad City Marshal Laza­
rus stepped In, dispossess warrant In 
haul, says the New York correspond-’ 
ent of the Clnelnnatl Tlmee-Star. The 
straggling little congregation of the 
synagogue hadn't been able to pay the 
rent. Their few iiennles were needed 
to keep tbelr own roof trees and give 
their little ones n meager fare. The 
old teacher stood silent, with bowed 
head, as the poor furnishings were 
ripped from the place and stacked In 
the street below. Tears trickled down 
his beard. The children carried the 
tidings through the squalid neighbor­
hood and In a moment the street was 
choked with shrieking, gesticulating, 
weeping men and women. They begged 
the marshal's men for mercy. As each 
bit of the poor furnishings' appeared 
they redoubled tlielr outcries. The 
rabbi, no longer erect and venerable, 
bnt a poor, old, grlef-strleken man. hla 
eyes red with tears, his hands shaking, 
moved among them, trying to repress 
their emotion. Marshal Lazarus was 
moved by the agony of this, perhaps 
the most poverty stricken congrega­
tion In all New York. He went to the 
old rabbi and handed him a little mon­
ey. —That's to keep yon going for • 
few days," he said kindly.

The old man accepted It. "But It le 
for my people," he eald proudly. “ My­
self, I can starve. Bnt who will watek 
my little children here!"

C o s m o p o l i t a n  t liicnj«n-
I pay my fare and reach the cold, 

unsympathetic pavement, and board a 
ear going In the opposite direction, 
says C. II. White In Harper's Maga­
zine. Now we are passing through a 
city canon echoing with the rcsir rif 
traffic. A horde of people rushes past 
In the gloomy shadow cast by great 
walls o f granite, groaning under ton» 
of bastard ornament. This must be 
one of the principal thoroughfares, and 
I ask my neighbors where we are.

“ Non tipisco. Signore," is his polite 
reply. I how my thanks and turn to 
my left

“Could you tell me what street this
i s r

Bltte, Ich bln nur Heute hler ange-
kommen."

He smiles and makes some primitive 
sign with his hands and arms. I re­
ply by motion* more Involved, occa­
sionally moving my scalp. We are 
making little headway, when I spy a 
likely fellow sitting beside my new ac­
quaintance. With suppressed agita­
tion I put my quest Ion to him.

" 1‘nrdon. vat for yon demand*?"
He Is anxious to help me. I repeat 

slowly, “The name o f the street we are 
on."

"Tlens! for sure vee go on------ "  he
replies reassuringly: "mala lentement. 
Alles! Nom de Dieu, on ra plus vlts 
ee* nous I”

Then I remember that Chicago l* 
cosmopolitan.

Agree with people more. It le a good 
way to got rid of an argument Be­
sides, the people yon agree with will 
always Ilk* yon better.

There la on* thing about an auto­
mobile w« greatly admire t It doesn't 
sited hall In th* spring,

lng away the hours by catching mice »jiat p quite upset my equilibrium. 1 
and passing Judgment upon them. began to hesitate in my evasive an-

A  C h r o n ic  ¿ r » » h1 7 e . j 10 h lm - bU t h e <l U iCkl>’ StOPP<id
Charles Lamb tells of a chronic,me' 

grumbler who always complained a t ' "Don't be afraid o tellln me, he 
whist because he had so few trumps. ,al(l roughly. Bill ( rossland aln t a 
By some artifice his companions man- coward he s stood worse than this 
aged to fix the cards so that when he he'9 Seated the hangman o' hls noose, 
dealt he got the whole thirteen, hop- an(1 l i e ° ot sbriak fronj a decent 
lng to extort some expression of satis- deatb now
faction, but he only looked more1 1 w°ndered ■* **>'» «11“ alon t0 the 
wretched than ever as he examined "hangman's noose, but tried to renion

strate with him, telling him It was
Well. Tom." said Lamb, "haven't that he ,ho,,ld qulet' andnot talk.

“ Look here, doctor,” he replied. In 
a more determined tone, “ I’m a-going 
to hear the truth from you before you 

in H U k  Pent »Bfn. ¡go. I'll have It out o' you or I’ll limb
According to the latest statistics,' It out. I will!” and his black eyes 

the total peat bogs of Sweden would glea.med like burning coals, 
be capable of producing ten thousand Again I remonstrated with him, but 
millions of tons of air-dried peat, suit- he would not heed me, and at last his 
able for fuel. Thia quantity, as com- wife Interfered.
pared with the present import of coal« I "You can tell Bill anythin’, sir,’ ’ 
would be sufficient for a period of she said. "Let him know if he’s got 
1,500 years More exact examinations 1° pas® in h's checks, and maybe hell 
of the geological character of the p£at prepare for It. It s none too good a 
bogs will soon be started by the he’s lived.” and she Jerked her 
Swedish Geological Society.— Detroit thumb over her shoulder at the recum­

bent figure.
“ Well, then, 

well be frank.

hls hand.

you trumps enough this time?"
“Yes.” grunted Tom, "but I’ve 

other cards.”

News.
Getting a M o v e  o n  I l l m w e l f .

I replied, “ I may S3
B P  _____ ___ ____ ___ The

I got *° ^hat I djdnt pay any at- jn very little hope of jou r husband s
recovery.”

"Ye hear that. Bill? Doctor says 
yer to pass In yer checks, so Just yer 
git reddy and do It!"

I was amazed at her cold-blooded
tone.

"I know'd It, lass! 1» know'd It!” 
Bill replied. "D octor!" I turned to 
the bed. “ Sit down. Martha, .bring 
the doctor a chair." and the old wom­
an placed or.e close to the bed for me.

When I had seated myself—for I 
thought it best to huinor him—he 
looked.round the room and said:

“ Now. I'm a-golu' to make a confes­
sion. Don't any of yer git Interrupt­
in’ . 'cause 1 can't speak so well." He 

i paused, and then deliberately went on: 
j "Breath seems terrible short!". 
I Then, turning hls head to me, he re- 

I A womanTcan pat l  lo t 'i f  m- anlng " 1» ^ " 1 "Yer r,.member that 'ere ac- 
Nn few word, when she say. of an- IcWent to Jem Barker nigh on a twelve
other: "She Isn't no Innocent as sh* “ * n,h , . „i . .  -  | 1 nodded, for I recollected It per
° °  *■ ' fectly. One of ths driver« In the tun

iention to my old-fashioned alarm 
clock,” said Mr. Urlyrlse. "But I’m 
out of bed and wide awake at 6 o'clock 
every morning now.”

"How did you manage It?"
"I got one that bonks like Rn auto 

| mobile horn."— Washington Star.
A  s u r e  s h o t .

"Have yon got a remedy for super­
fluous hair, some drag which will ro  
move It so that It will stay removed?"

“ No. but I have something else jual 
as good."

| “ What Is I t r  
1 “ My wife."—Houston Post.

I.aewnlr.
"Hair’s a little Inclined to------ •”

j “ Cut It!" Interrupted the man who 
wanted to ratch a train.— Puck.

nel Just outside the town had slipped 
and fallen on a rail In the dark. A 
load of earth had passed over hls 
body, breaking hls back, and death 
had resulted almost Instantly. He 
was found shortly afterwards, and the 
coroner's Jury returned a verdict of 
"accidental death."

"Well,” the Injured man pursued, 
“ that 'ere accident wor no accident! 
It wor no accident! It wor somat else. 
I had better tell ye that Jem Barker 
and 1 wor mates; he wor called 'Guz­
zler,' ’cause he could swallow so much 
drink— like soap suds down a sough, 
as the sayln’ is. I wor called 'Darkle,' 
'cause— well, ye can see why If ye look 
at me physog. I could do a fairish 
drop o’ liquor at times, but the wust 
of it wor that we both wor fond o’ 
the same gell—that's Liz o’er yon­
der," and he nodded In the direction 
of hls wife, who was seated on a box 
which stood beneath a window. Her 
eyes were fixed on the speaker.

“ L iz!" he suddenly exclaimed and 
with somewhat more energy than he 
had displayed In the narrative, for hls 
breath had failed him several times 
then, "Liz, Liz! don't look at me like 
that! I canna bear It! I canna!” and 
he broke off Into a long groan.

Hls wife dropped her ej'es, but still 
sat like a statue, with her hands 
clasped in her lap. The Injured man 
struggled for breath, and then went 
on:

“ I know'd Liz wor fond o’ Je.ni, 
'cause he wor fair and handsome, but 
I loved her the bestesL Ay, though 
we be navvies, doctor, we can lo v e -  
only some people thinks as how wo 
just pair off like! But they're wrong 
Well, to he gettin' on wP my story 
Liz 'ere had no eyes for me when Jem 
wor about, and I got Jealous. All the

f t  «

SIIE UKOl'l'EU O.N IIER KNEES BESIDE THE 
BED.

old friendship 'tween me and Jem 
wor gone on my side, and I began to 
hate '¡m. The crisis came one night 
when I meets Liz a-comln' back from 
the tunnel, which wor then bein' 
bored. I wor on day duty, and Jem 
wor workin' at nights, 'cause then we 
worked day and night In shifts. She 
had ta’en him down some supper, and 
I could see how things wor goin'. So 
1 up and tells her of me love, arid aifes 
her to marry me. Liz treated me bet­
ter 'an I thowt she would have; she 
Just says, ‘Bill, I don't dislike ye, but 
1 like Jem better, and I've promised 
lm.‘ I wor furious—thee'st remember 

It, I dessay, Liz— but she Jurst turns 
on 'er heel and walks off, sayln' as 
when the drink wor in the wit wor 
out! I had had drink, thee know'sL 
I went" down to the tunnel and meet3 
Jem a-comin’ out wl’ a track o’ muck 
—we call earth muck, thee know'st. 
I dldna let him see that I wor angry, 
so I just jokes wl' him like. As I 
wor goin' through the tunnel a thowt 
struck me; If I wor Just to come up 
behind Jem, and gt'e 'im a push lu 
front of the truck. It would perhaps 
lame 'im, and then perhaps Liz would 
na be bothered wl' a lame chap. I 
left the tunnel and went 'ome, but I 
dldna sleep that 'ere night. Next day 
I took Jem’s place driving, and 'twere 
then 1 worked out my plans. Thee 
know'st there be timbers, called side 
trees, on each side to support the roof 

the tunnel 'til the brickies take tho 
work In hand, and I thowt as how. 
if I wor to hide In one of them just 
In the darkest place, and when Jem 
comes on just put out my 'and and 
gle him a push, It would do all I want­
ed. I ehanna forget that 'ere day! 
The idea growed on me, and when I 
left work, I made up my mind to do 
It. So I walks down about 9 o'clock 
the same night. amLJnst as I raachfed 
the open cutting I heerd Jem wish LU 
good night. I wor fair mad wl’ Jeal­
ousy. 1 had murder In my "art. Keep- 
in- out o’ sight O’ Liz. I creeps 'down 
Just In time to see Jem take the horses 
hack Into the tunnel to bring a load 
o' muck up. 1 creeps down In the 
darkest part, and past the shed where 
Boh Dalton wor pumpin' air into the 
tunnel, wl’out bein’ seen. I know'd 
every Inch o' the place, and I 'ad 
made up my mind where to hide. I 
soon found It, 'cause I ad put a big 
stone there. Besides, I 'ad picked out 
a spot which wor always wet, 'cause 
of a spring which he had tapped above, 
wbfch wor always runnln'. Then It

■trikes me as how. If 1 wor to put 
th* stons In Jam's path he might 
•tumble o'er It; so 1 puts It tbeer. I 
‘adna long to wait afora Jem comes 
down the tunnel, which wor s bit 
on the Incline.

“ My 'art begins to thump until I 
wor afraid Jem might 'ear It, but Just 
then be comes up to wheer I had put 
the stone. He stumbled o'er It, and 
the horse swerved a little, but he 
nearly recovered blsself, and so 1 puts 
out my hand and gentle pushes 'iin. 
He falls down on the line, and ths 
truck goes o'er him, 'cause 1 beerd lm 
groan. I slipped behind the truck End 
out again Into the cutting wl'out bein' 
seed, and bunked off back to town. 1 
wor scared! Next moruin' I herd as 
how Jem ad met wi' a accident and 
that he had stumbled o’er a stupe, 
supposed to have tumbled from a truck 
aforo him, and the truck 'ad broke hla 
back. 1 wor a bit sorry at first, and 
then I began to be afraid they might 
trace It to me. But 1 said nowt to no­
body, and the Inquest said as how 
twere a accident, and I dldna trouble 
myself. Then Liz and I wor spliced, 
and though we quarreled, yet 1 would 
a done anythin’ for her! Thee know'st 
It, dostna, Lis?"

The woman looked up. Her face 
was pale In the extreme; her black 
eyes blazed, and her fingers twitched. 
She rose and approached the bedside.

"Murderer!" she hissed between her 
clenched teeth.

“ Ah, Liz," the man replied calmly 
enough, " 't ig  no good a-callln' me that 
now; what thee'st better do Is to fetch 
a preachin' chap to pray for me!"

"A  preachin’ chap! No! I did like 
thee a bit till now. but—A preachin' 
chap!" she broke off In a voice of su­
preme disdain and mockery. “No! 
What soul thee hast, let It go to ’e ll!”

"L iz! L iz!” the man's voice broke in 
imploring sobs "Forgive me! For­
give me! Doctor," and he turned with 
a piteous look to me, "ax her-to for­
give me." ,

The woman was standing with her 
bands clenched, and her eyes gleaming 
—a statue of Fury. I then noticed, 
tor the first time, that she was a re­
markably handsome woman, though 
rather coarse. I went round the bed 
to her.

"Mrs. Crossland," I said quietly, 
"your husband may not live through­

out the night. Do not let him go from 
this world to the next, whatever It 
may have In store for him, without 
your forgiveness. Don’t you remember 
the old prayer, 'Father, forgive us our 
trespasses, as we forgive those who 
trespass against us'?"

The fury gradually died out of the 
woman's face, her hands unclenched, 
and tears welled Into her eyes. Her 
bosom heaved as If suppressed sobs 
were almost bursting It; then, as 
though the effort were too much, she 
dropped on her knees beside the bed, 
and sobbed aloud.

Crossland was fast sinking, hls 
breath came In difficult gasps, and hla 
dark visage grew almost ashy pale.

“ Liz! Liz!” he murmured faintly, 
'do you forgive me?”

Still the woman sobbed on. Her 
grief was poignant— was It for the sin­
fulness or her husband or for the mem­
ory of her past love? I nsked myself. 
The old woman—Martha—who was 
evidently a Roman Catholic, crossed 
herself and called upon the Virgin 
Saint to have mercy on the unfortun­
ate man's soul, while lie. in most en­
dearing tones, implored his wife's for­
giveness.

At last the paroxysm of tears spent 
Itself and the woman became calmer, 
though she still knelt with her fnca 
hidden In her hands. 1 bent over her 
and whispered:

“ Mrs. Crossland, one word to make 
him happy. He's dying! Remember 
the prayer, 'Forgive us our tres­
passes— ' ”

She raised her head. There was a 
new light shining on the tear-stained 
face. ,

“ Yes," she returned, "we should for­
give. Years ago, when I went to a 
Sunday school, I was told that! But 
tis hard, sir—.go hard—’cause 1 loved 
Jem so, and 'Im I dldna care— ”

"H ush!" I raised a warning finger. 
"Hls life Is ebbing away. Come, Mrs. 
Crossland.'’

“ L iz!”
The name came very faintly. Cross- 

land's hand strayed over the coverlet, 
and I took hers and placed’ It within 
hls. She rose, bending over the mur­
derer, pressed g long kiss upon hls 
fordhead. He opened hls eyes and met 
hers, and there he read his forgive­
ness. A smile of peace and content­
ment Illumined hls features; he slow­
ly closed hls eyes and sighed, and on 
that sigh the stained soul of Darkle 
Crossland floated over the border to 
that land from which no traveler re­
turns.— Grit.

M o v lt i f c  P i c t u r e «  l a  Subw ay**«

As Is well known, says Scientific 
American, moving pictures are pro­
duced by a film traveling with Inter­
mittent motion before a projector or 
lantern which throws successive views 
on the screen. The same result could 
be obtained If the pictures were sta­
tionary and the audience Itself we.e 
In motion, so as to view the pictures 
successively. An Ingenious Inventor 
has hit upon this scheme to relieve the 
monotony of subway travel. He pr> 
poses to mount a continuous band of 
pictures on each side of the subway, 
and have these pictures successively 
Illuminated by means of lamps behind 
them. The circuits of the lamps would 
be successively closed by means of a 
shoe upon the subway car engaging 
contact platea at each side of the 
track.*

A  N e w  I n < ! u « t r j .
"I  see that some of these theatrical 

stars have plays written especially for 
them.”

"What of It, senator?"
"Why couldn't I have a few anec­

dotes written especially for me to fig­
ure In? Eh, what?"—Louisville Cou­
rier-Journal.

Another sign of advancing age Is 
that your ahoen wear longer than they 
■sed to.

We have always had a morbid 
curiosity to taste a cake baked by a 
school teacher.
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