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WORKING GIRLS AS WIVES.

OLLEGE education seems to lnsure redue-
tlon of progeny among college-bred fathers
and mothers. Not two-thirds of the men
graduates have children. Not 50 per cent

of the girl graduates

The working girl appreciates the

tiousework at her own convenlence and toll for a fixed

pnumber of hours six days a week In

tory under orders from some one else, The college grad-
uate or the girl reared In ldleness condemns her hus-
band to life In spartment hotels and boarding houses
because she thirks hounsework a burden,

The working girl wife Is seldom seen In the divorce
conrt. She does not taunt her husband with his inade

quate Income or moan because she
than her father used to provide.

himself In lock.
of the large class of young women

look for the mothers of the next generation.—Chicago
Journal.

THE MAN “ON THE JOB.”

WIDE-AWAKE and

ness.”

mourner's bench.
ean be more quickly brought about

lenders than by putting affairs In the hands of the Mmex-

perienced and the Incompetent.

The plan of direct nominations Is yet in its experi-

mental stage. Much has been hoped

elections It appears to have given a reasonable degree
of satisfaction, while In others It has resulted In much

disappointment. This, of course, 1s

all reforms, ot It should teach us not to dwell too fond-

who become wives seldom or pever bring
large families of children Into the world
In this Allemma President Mary E. Woolley, head of
Mount Holyoke College, a Massachusetts Institutlon, ac-
knowledged to be one of the leading girls' colleges of
the Euglish-spenking world, comes to the rescue with
the admission that working girls make better wives than
college graduates or girls reared In idieness.

She leaves rectimina-
tion and divorce to wives who read uovels and primped
while thelr mothers did the housework.

The business girl makes housekeeping a business and
her home I8 a suceess, She Is a helpmeet and not a
drawback, and the man who weds her may well conslder
Such Is Miss Woolley's high opinion

energetle clergyman
who takes a 'ively Interest in politles op-
pores the plan of direct nominations upon
grounds that are striking, If not novel. He
says he prefers government by “the few
who stay on the job and know their busi-
That is to say, he wounld rather
trust the expericenced pollticlans than the amateurs who
wake up occaslovally and go In for political reform. He
says the substitution of direct nominations for the ef-
fective cuntrol of a few persons experienced In govern-
ment I8 a long step toward Soclallsm.
litieal revival, with the ‘eaders the first to approach the
And he belleves that desired reforms

nions of Great Papers on Important Subjects.
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cated lawsult. A

ever wed.  Those

party government

To convert the

difference between

store, office or fac-

has fewer dresses

The

fectiveness, in ord
gency.
of the ships—the
would fall In case

to whom we must

retirement. It
falls to utl'ize to

tralned for a llfet

that

and
or <

He wants a po-

perhaps even a e
than Is the Ameri
fore women of a
mien and quality
and the woman w
altogether

hy converting the

from it. In some

woman as It Is w
to be expected of

ness of a bank, If it Is to be successful,
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hat the direct nomination is & panacea

for all political {'la
In all other departments of human endeaver experi-
ence and skill are accounted valuable assets. Tralned

to the lask of bullding the Panama
mwyer wust be had to try a compll-
skilled financler myst conduct the busl-
Is the sclence
In a country where
prevalls, politics In some sort becomes

a sclence, There must be wise political direction or good
government Is impossible, 3

poiltical leaders to righteousness may

be & hopeless task, but obviously not more so than ta
convert the masses of the people.
experience and knowledge and skill must In the end pre-
vall over lpexperience and Ignorance.
stantly “on the job™ will always have an advantnee —
Minneapolls Journal,

Under any system,

The man con-

AGE PENALTY QUESTIONED.

HE United States navy has proved In time
of war that its men are vallant, its guns
effective and Its ships eficlent. In time of
peace the fAeet has performed a wonderful
crulse, demonstrating that the navy has
gulved o efficlency with its Increased size

people are proud of Its achlevement,

and anxious to keep It up to the highest standard of ef-

er that It may be ready for any emer-

It Is a pity, therefore, that the directing minds

men ypon whom all the responsibility
of war—are prevented from reaching

command rank untll they have almost reached the age of
I8 an extravagaut system, because It

the best advantage the ripened phys-

lenl and mental powers of the officers who have been

ime to bandle the natlon's sea power.

—Washingion Post.

THE AMERICAN WOMAN.

E Awericans are not yet guite able to dls
tingulsh a type, elther of man of woman,

has developed out of our very complex
We think, npow
then, that we can see certaln qualitles
haracteristles so grouped In an indl-

vidua!l as to make us say for the moment
that there I8 an “American.”

The Amerlcan woman s
tle more undeveloped, to our thinking,
can man. We admire or tremble be-
certain air or quality; but this very
of her do not seem permanent, fixed;
e class as “American” today may be

different from the imperlous creature we

Perhaps It Is with regard to the

ith respect to the past. [t takes the

tone of distance, space, to bring out the glory and the
distinction—to orb her.—Columbia (8. C.) State.

“SHOP TALK."

it was at a dinper given by the
members of a certaln English elreult
In homor of an ewmlnent judge. The
legal element predgminnted, and the
conversation from the first ran In a
legnl channel. Those among the com-
pany who did not bappen to be bar
risters or solleltors sat sllent, listen-
Ing With vacuous smiles to the ex
chinge of learned oplnlon which was
belug earrled on round them. Ong only
among thls dumb minority, says I, G.
Brown In the “Conclusions of an
Everyday Woman,” seemed impatient
and 111 at ease.

He was a big, Jolly, loosely-made
mun, wearing clothes which somehow
all pot seem to set mntarally on him,
the conventlonal dress sult appearing
less appropriate to his handsome figure
than would have been, gay, the loose
shor; and rldiag breeches of a cowhoy
wor colunlal sgoatter. His cheeoks werdk
bronzed and his bright, clear glance
spoke eloguently of an outdoor !ife,

As the HMnuer advanced and the con-
versation plunged deeper and deeper
stll tute the profunditles  of legal
erudition, he became more and more
restless and perturbed. At last, how-
“ever, one of those lulls oecurred which
may happen occaslonally at even n pro-
‘Fesslonnl dinver, and It was then that
a resounding volee vibrated through
the room, cousing the learned brethren
assembled there to forget for an In-
stant thelr professional lmperturbabil-
ity.

“Now I am golng to tell yom all,’
boowedd the volee, “how we skin gteers
down In Texas!”

All eyes were turned In the direction
of the perpétrator of thls amazing an
aouncement, our friend, of conrse, of
the bright eyes and bronzed cheecks—
who. nothing doaunted by their ley
stares, procesded to enlarge upon the
technlque of his bhusiness, that of eattle

brecding, and coutinued his aninter-
rupted monologue antll the dinper was
eutirely at an  enl These lagal
“Johnnles” might Kkoow  something
about the law, but what he did net
know about caltle was not worth
knowing.

When the diners had arrived at that
comfortable, Informal perlod where
chairs are pushed back, the eminent
judge who was the guest of the even-
Ing turned to his nelghbor and sald:

“1 want you to Introduce to me that
young fellow who has imparted to us
so much wvseful Information wpon the
subject of cartle ralsing. 1 should ke
to congrammiate hlm upon the reproof
he has so tactfully adminjstered to ga
all

“In fature, at legnl bmngnets, 1 shall
eertalnly do all In my power to keep
the table from talking ‘shop' which is
dull in all eonstwence when only law-
yers are present; and when there are

outalders who eapuot joln In the dls-
enssion, It shows a lack of good taste,
bestdes ™

£a the man with the bright eyes and
bronzed cheeks became the hero of the
evening,

benches In the second-atory

NEW IDEAS IN MILLINERY.

louked as though they had not had
euough to eat. But they were hright-
eyed and alert and not for n moment
did thelr attentlon stray from the
white-bearded  old - eabbl who  was
teaching them Jewish prayers, although
the smeary Hitle pictures on the walls
and the myriad of nolses of the roaring

Cosmopolitan Chleago.
I pay my fare and reach the cold,
unsympathetie pavement, and board a
car going In the opposite direction,

jesays C. H. White in Harper's Maga: gher cards.”

zine. Now we are passing through a
¢lty eanon echoing with the roar of
traMie. A horde of people rushed past
In the gloomy shadow cast by great

East Slde sireet must have been a
constant temptation. And then the
door opened and CNy Marshal Laza
rus stepped In, dispossess warrant In
baml, says the New York correspond--
eut of the Clnclunatl Times-Star. The
struggling lttle congregation of  the
synagogue hado't been able to pay the
rent. Thelr few pennies were needed
to keep their own roof trees and glve
thelr little onea a meager fare. The
old tencher 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 chlldren carrled the
tidings through the squalld nelghbor-
hood and In a4 moment the street was
choked with shrieking, geaticulnting.

weeping men and women., They begied
the marshal’s men for merey. As sach
bt of the poor furnishiogs” appeared
they redoubled thelr outerles. The

rabbl, no longer erect and venerable.
but & poor, old, grief-stelcken man, his
eyes red with tears, his hands shaking,
moved amotg them, trying to reproas
thelr emotlon. Marshal Lazarus was
moved by the agony of this, perhaps
the most poverty-stricken congrega-
tlon In all New York. He went to the
old rabbl and handed him a 1ittle mop-
ey. “That's to keep going for a
few days.” he sald .

The old man a

2

| walls of granite, groaning under tons
of bastard ornament. This must be
| one of the principal thoronghfares, and
| 1 ask my neighbors where we are.
|  *“Non apisco, Signore,” s his polite
i reply. 1 bow my thanks and turn to
my left.
| "Could you tell me whal street this
| 18?7

Ritte, ich bin pur Heute hler ange

kommen,™

slgn with his hands and arms. [ re
ply by motlens more Involved., ocea-
slonally moring my scalp. We are
making little headway, when [ spy a
likely fellow =itting beside my new ac
qualntance. With “suppressed agita-
thon I put my questlon to bhim.

“Pardon, vat for you demande?
| He is anxlous to help me. 1 repeat
| slowly, “The name of the street we are
on”

“Tiens'! for sure vee go on—" he
replies reassuringly; “mals lentement.
Allex! Nom de Dien, on va plus vite
rex nous ™

Then | remember that Chicago I»
cosmopolitan,

Agree with people mﬂn. It Is a good
sides, the people you agree with will
always like yvou better

There Is one thing about an auto
moblle we greatly admire: It dossn't
shed halr in the spring

. tlon in England, the London Gentle
man

He smiles and makes some m-lrnltl“I

way to get vid of an argument &1

one of the fashionable churches will in
time cease to figure as a soclal fune

It {8 becoming Increasing-
the n for the bride’s mother
an afternoon or evening party
_on the day before the wedding, at|
which the presemts are displayed In
,'“ thelr glory, and then on the wed-|
|ding day itself to restrict invitationa
to the houss after the service to ime
mediate friends and relatives oanly.
This has been the plan adopted at
several recent London weddings. From
what one hears it may be very gener-
ully imitated, so that In time the once
Indispensable wedding reception may

—Richard Garnett,

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

Crushed into clay, | staln the way; ;s
The loud wind calls me, and | cannot go.

8ald Fading-Leaf to Fallen-Leaf—
Death lessons Life, a ghost Is ever wise:
| Teach me a way to live till May
Laughs falr with fragrant lips and loving eyes!

Bald Fallen-Leaf to Fading-Leaf—

Hast loved falr eyes and lips of gentle breath?
Fade then, and fall; thou hast had all

That Life can give; ask somewhat now of Death!

become ks obsolete as the wedding
breakfast of the Victorian era, when
all marrlage ceremonles In church
wete bound by law to be concluded be
fore noon.

1 do not think any of us would re-:
gret very deeply the disappearance of
the aforesald wedding reception,
Three o'clock In the afternoon Is not!
an hour at which any one is feeling
much incllned for a party; no one ever
knew what to do, moreover, for the

] “A woman is In the surgery, sir, and
hour is too early for tea, too late f°l'l-!n:rs 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
Ing the wedding presents—Iis generally | weary sigh. The life of a doctor, is
rendered nugatory by the fact thnt'not. to use a tkmeworn, and perhaps
every one else wishes to do exactly the wvulgar, aphorism, “all beer and skit-
'same thing at the same moment. tles,"” and certainly mine on that day
‘ Most of us In consequence—certaln- | had not been. Sickness was vVery pre-
ly such as are of the male sex—gen-|valent in Colbourne, and the ills of
erally stayed about five minutes and | four thousand inhabitants were In the
then fled precipitately; whereas under hands of two doctors. Besides, there
the new arrangement of a party the had been an outbreak of smallpox
day before any hostess Is at liberty to|among the navvies engaged In cutting
choose her own hour for showing off {a new rallway to join the Colbourne
her daughter's presents, and as this|terminus, and of late we had had our
would probably be either at tea time| hands full. Evidently my Yesire for
or after dinner we should all feel :||lhe quiet evening I had coveted was
great deal more soclably inclined than  now destroyed.

two or three hours after, “Did the person send In her name?”

All things considered, therefore, If |I Inquired.

this new fashion does take om, It will “No, sir; she sald I was to look
really conduce to the happiness of sharp and ask you to come at once—
Imnr. and it will be no bad thing she repeated ‘st 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 | rose and went to the surgery, and
decldedly than they are at present. | there found a young woman. She did
not reply to my greeting, but at once
TSRS A AANSSASAS 2~ | plunged Into the object of hér mission.

5 COND TO DEATH. i Her husband, Bill Crossland, had met

Z 'wlth an necident on a cutting of the

I AAAS A e A A o | BeW  rallway, and had been brought

RPN home on a stretcher in a “bad way."

A curlous story of a night in pr!sonl "I will be with your husband in a

during the Relgn of Terror in Pmnca|r°" minutes,” I replied, seeing that

lis told by Monsieur Ferrers. Probuhlyl‘h‘ nature of the case demanded my
tow political prisoners of that perlpd | 'hstant attention.

had their fears of the guillotine so

The woman left me, and procuring
promptly removed as did )Ionnleur;'h“ I thought necessary, I hurried to
!Ferrers and his companions. Some

the squalid yard in which Bill Cross
pixteen prisoners were thrown into a

land lived. Colbourne, lilke many
lums almost
!dungeon of the prison of Tarbes. It other small towns, had sluma
was so dark that no man could see

'as bad as some of those which we are
his hand before his face jtold exist In the East End of London,
Suddenly a click, as if a box had

'where fever and other pestilences
been closed, was heard, and a volce

thrive like weeds In an (1] kept garden.

e __ |The houses in this yard were rickety,
.;:arl;t.nl WERE &nltMllan acoewmt ““land some of them fAlthy and abomi-

nable,
I “Well, here I# one captured, now for | ; =
judgment. What I8 your name?” I found the Injured man iying on a

" sofn, which had been lmprovised into
’ITahr:‘:nr:lr:‘d‘l}]l’o‘:::;‘t?“ i il bed. An old woman was attending

“What have you done for the Revo- !0 his wants, and by the fire-place an

. elderly man—a navvy—stood. As |
::;l:;n;t ‘:’::‘:&;t:fre oobogbindl cion approached the bed, he left the house.

“In a chureh.” My patient was a strong, lusty look-
' 3 ! p ith an almost rom-
l “0 fanatle! fanatie! And where IS fellow, with an almost negro com

lexion, erisp black halr and mustache
were you on the Immortal thirty-first i \ST

I speedily examined his Injuries,
of May?™ . y -
e hee lairy.” and found them of a s=erious natur
| "\111 b 1l . 'n] r:r, 'tl B ¢ |His ribs had been severely crushed,

* .
o 0 g e e ey and a portion of one had penatratéd
[ :}h‘]vtl)nf‘?. to death and Immedlate s lung. But ks bore up with wonder
| 1
|H‘r“.ln". fiill courage, and scarcely emitted a
INARAEN O SR e, A TP groan when I handied him. Having

jery, and then all was silent. done everything possible for his com-
| A{ intervals through the night sim ", ; prepared to leave the house,
lar dialogues were heard, and to the _, ... .ame time beckoning his wife
terrified imagination of the prisoners, te follow me, with the idea of warn-
they always ended with the death of yng yep ot the danger her husband was

jthe victim. Who could tell at what |,  Tne Injured man noticed the mo
moment his turn might come? tion, and called me.

But daylight brought cheer. It was| .«poetor”™ he said falntly, “there's
discovered that the dungeon was full ' .o thing 1 want to know. Now tell

of mice, and that an Itallan prisoner, n. o 1 done for?"
who had a mouse-trap, had been whil-| Tpe question was so polatedly put
lng away the hours by catching mice spat jt quite upset my equilibrium. 1
and passing judgment upon them. began to hesitate In my evasive an-
(swer to him, but he quickly stopped
me.

A t'lmnlc_ﬁﬂmhlcr.
Charles Lamb tells of a chronle 3 ! ' o
grumbler who always complained s{' “Don't be afrald o' tellin® me, k he
whist because he had so few trumps, sald roughly. *Bill Crossland 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's cheated the hangman o his noose,
and he’ll nmot shrink from a decent

dealt he got the whole thirteen, hop-
death now."”

ing lo extort some expression of satls
faction, but he onmly looked more' 1 wondered at this allusion te the

wretched than ever ms he examined  DAREmAn’'s BoORe, " but.Lried to remon-
his hand. strate with him, telling him It was
“Well. Tom.” sald Lamb. “haven't DEC!Ssary that he should be guiet, and
v : W not talk,

you trumps enough this time? E
“Yes," grunted Tom, “but 1've no Look Bere, doctor, he. ?eplled. In
a 'nore determined tone, “I'm a-going
|to hear the truth from you hefore you

Swedish Pent Bogs. go, I'll have It out o' you or I'll limb
| “Aecording to the latest statisties, It out, 1 will!™ and his black eyes
the total peai bogs of Sweden would glenmed llke burning coals

be capable of producing ten thousand Agnin [ remonstrated with him, but
milllons of tons of alr-dried peat, suit- he would not heed me, and at last his
able for fuel. This quantity, as com- wife Interfered.

pared with the present Import of conl,! “You can tell Bill anythin', sie”

ent for a period of she sald. “Let him know I he's got
1,500 years More exaet examinations 1o pass in his checks, and maybe he'll
of the geological character of the péar Prepare for (It It's none too good a
bogs will soon be startel by the life he's lived” and she jerked her
Swedish Geologleal Soclety.— Detroft thumb over her shoulder at the recum-
News, | bent figure.

“Well, then,” 1 replied, “I may as
well be frank. The [act Is, 1 enter |

would be su

Getting & Move c_n iil:;-el!.

{Tﬂﬂ(l.l:l to rn‘-' oh'l-lf:uhinnml alarm recovery.”

clock, i« ] - " -

out of bed and wide awake at & g'clocy| T® hear that, Bill? Dostor says

oVary movsing naw® yer to pass in yer checks, so Just yer
v 'git reddy and do 1t!”

“How d!d rou mapage T | N
. 1 was amazed at her cold-blooded
“I got one that bonks like an aute
moblle horn.” \\'“hln(‘tiln_blnl‘. | know'd It, lass' leknow'd W!"
A Sure Shet. IBIN replied.  “Docter!™ [ turned to
“Have yon got a remedy for supers the bed “Sit down NMartha, briag

fluous halr, some drag which will re the doctor a chalr,” and the old wom-
move It =0 that ft will stay removed? An placed one close to the bed for me.

“No, but 1 have something else just| When | had seais d myself—for |
as good.” thought 1t best to huamor him—he
| “What Is 1t ' looked rovnd the room and sald:

| "My wife."—Houston Post. “Now, I'm a-zoln’ to make a confes-

T e slon. Don't any of ger git Interrupt
Rippev |in'. ‘cause T ean’t speak so well™ He
“Halr's a littie fnclined to——" | 504, and then deliberately went on:
“Cut 1t1” Intergupted the man who| “proath seems terrible shoril™,

Then, turning his head to me, he re
marked: "“Yer reenember that ere ae
eldent to Jem Barker nigh on a twelve
month sin'?™

| noddedk for [ recollected It per-
fectly. One of the drivers In the tun-

wanted to catch a teain—Puck

A woman can put a lot of meaning
in few words whea she says of an-
other: “She lsa't #o Innocent as she
| looka® &

T got so that 1 didn’t pay any at-' 0 core Little hope of your husband's |

nel just outside the town had slipped
and fallen on a rall in the dark. A
load of earth had passed over his
body, breaking his back, and death
had resulted almost Instantly, He
was found shortly afterwards, and the
coroner's jury returned a werdict of
“accldental death.”

“Well,” the Injured man pursued,
“that ‘ere accident wor no accldent’
It wor no accident! It wor somat else.
I had better tell ye that Jem Barker
and | wor mates; he wor called 'Guz
zler,” "cause he could swallow so much
drink—Iltke soap suds down a sough,
as the sayin' ls. I wor called ‘Darkle,’
‘cause—well, ye can see why If ye look
at me physog, 1 could do a falrish
drop o' liguor 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 his wife, who was seated on a box
which stood beneath a window. Her
eyes were fixed on the speaker.

“Liz!" he suddenly exclalmed and
with somewhat more energy than he
had displayed in the narrative, for his
breath had failed him several times
then, “Liz, Liz! don't look at me like
that! [ canna bear it! [ eanna!™ and
he broke off into a long groan.

His wife dropped her eyes, but still
sat llke a statue, with her hands
clasped In her lap. The Injured man
struggled for breath, and then wen!
on:

“l1 know'd Liz wor fond o Jem,
‘eause he wor falr and handsome, but
I loved her the bestest. Ay, though
we be navvies, doctor, we can love—
only some people thinks as how we
just palr off llke! But they're wrong
Well, to be gettin' on wl' my story
Liz 'ere had no eyes for me when Jem
wor about, and I got jealous. All the

SHE VROFPFED 0N HER KNEES BESIDE THE
BED.

old f(riendship ‘tween me and Jem
wor gone on my side, and | began to
hate ‘im. The erisls came one night
when | meets Liz acomin’' back from
the tunnel, which wor then bein’
bored. 1 wor on day duty, and Jem
wor workin® at n!ghts, ‘cause then we
worked day and night In shifts. She
had ta‘en him down some supper, and
I could see how things wor goln”. So
I up and tells her of me love, and axes
her to marry me. Liz treated me bet-
ter ‘an | thowt she would have; she
Just says, 'Bill, 1 don't dislike ye, but
I llke Jem better, and ['ve promised
‘im." I wor furious—thee'st remember
it, T dessay, Liz—but she jurst turns
on ‘er heel and walks off, sayin' as
when the drink wor In the wit wor
out! 1 had had drink, thoe know'st
I went down to the tunnel and meets
Jem a-comin’ out wi' a truck o muck
—we call earth muck, thee know'st.
I didna let him see that I wor angry,
0 1 just jokes wi' him like. As 1
wor goin’ through the tunnel a thowt
struck me; If | wor just to come up
behind Jem, and gi'e ‘!m a push in

| front of the truck, it would perhapa

lame "lm, and then perhaps Liz would
na be bothered wi' a lame chap. |
left the tunnel and went ‘ome, but |
didna sleep that "ere might. Next day
I took Jem's vlace driving, and ‘twere
them | worked out my plans. Thee
know'st thersa be timbers, called side
trees, on each side to support the roof
o' the tunnel "til the brickles take the
work In hand. and [ thowt as how,
if 1 wor to hide In one of them just
in the darkest piace, and when Jem
comes on just put out my ‘and and
gle him a push, it would da all | wamt-
ed. 1 shanna forget that ‘ere day!
The idea growéd on me, and when 1
left work, I made up my mind to do
it. So 1 walks down ahout 9 o'clock
the same night, and.just as | reachied
the apen cutting | heerd Jem wish Lis
good-night. 1 wor falr mad wi' jesl
I had murder In my "art. Keap
in" out o sight o' Liz, | ereeps ‘down
just in time to see Jom take the horses
haek Into the tunnel to bring a load
o' muek up. 1 ereeps down In jhe
darkest part, and past the shed where
Bob Dalton wor pumpin' alr into the
tunnel, wi'out beln’ seen. [ know'd
every Inch o' the place, and [ "ad
made up my mind where to hide. |
soon found It, ‘csuse | ‘ad put a hig
stone there. Besides, 1 "ad plecked out
a spot which wor always wet, ‘cause
of a spring which he had tapped above,
witich wor always runoin’. Then It

ousy.

strikes me as how, If 1 wor to put
the stone In Jem's path he might
atumble o'er It; so 1 puts it theer. 1
‘adna long to walt afore Jem comes
down the tunnel, which wor a bit
on the theline. :

“My ‘art begins to thump until [
wor afrald Jem might ‘ear It, but just
then he comes up to wheer I had put
the stone. He stumbled o'er It, and
the horse swerved a little, but he
uearly recovered hisself, and so 1 puts
out my hand and gentle pushes ‘im.
He falls down on the line, and the
truck goes o'er him, ‘cause | heerd 'Im
groan. | slipped behind the truck ¥nd
‘out asaln lute the cutting wiout beln'
seed, and bunked off back to town. 1
wor scared! Next mornin' I herd as
how Jem 'ad met wi' a accldent and
that he had stumbled o'er a stope,
supposed to have tumbled from a truck
afore him, and the truck ‘ad broke his
back. | wor a bit sorry at first, and
then I began to be afraid they might
trace It to me. But | sald nowt to no
body, and the Inguest sald as how
‘twera a accident, wnd 1 didna trouble
myself. Then Liz and | wor spliced,
and though we quarreled, yet 1 would
a4 done anythin' for her! Thee know'st
it, dostna, Liz?"

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

“Murderer!" she hissed between her
clenched teeth,

“Ah, Liz,” the man replied calmly
enough, *'tis no good a-callin’ me that
now; what thee'st better do is to fetch
a preachin' chap to pray for me!™

“"A preachin' chap! No! | did Hke
thee a bit til now, but—A preachin’
chap!™ she broke off in a volce of su-
preme dlsdaln and mockery. “No!
What soul thee hast, let it go to ‘ell!"

“Liz! Liz!"™ the man's volee broke In
imploring sobs. “Forglve me! For
glve me! Doctor,” and he turned with
a piteous look to me, “ax her-to for-
give me." A

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

“Mrs. Crossland,” 1 sald quietly,
“your husband may not live through-
out the night. Do not let him go from
this world to the next, whatever [t
may have In store for him, without
your forglveness, Don't you remember
the old prayer, 'Father, forgive us our
trespasses, a8 we forglve 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 sloking, his
tireath came |n difficult gasps, and his
dark visage grew almost ashy pale.

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

Still the woman sobbed om. Her
griel was polgnant—was It for the sin-
fulness or her husband or for the mem-
ory of her past love? I asked myself.
T'he old woman—Martha—who was
avidently a Roman Catholle, erossed
herself ard called upon the Virgin
Salnt to have mercy on the unfortun-
ite man’s soul, while he, In most en-
learing tones, implored his wife's for-
giveness,

At last the paroxysm of tears spent
itself and the woman beecame calmer,
though she still knelt with her face
hidden In her hands. | bent over her
and whispered:

“Mrs. Crossland, one word to make
him happy. He's dying! HRemember
the prayer, ‘Forglve us our tres
passes—" "

She railsed her head. There was a
new light shining on the tear-stalned
face. .
“Yes,” she returfied, “we should for-
glve. Years ago, when | went to a
Sunday school, 1 was told that! But
tis hard, sir—so hard—'cause | loved
Jem so, and "Im 1 didna care—"

“"Hush!™ 1 ralsed a warning finger.
“His life is ebbing away. Come, Mrs.
Crossland.”

“Lis!"™

The name came very faintly. Cross-
land’s hand strayed over the coverlet,
and I took hers and placed’ It within
his. 8he rose, bending over the mur-
derer, pressed p long kiss upon his
fordhead. He opened his eves and met
herg, and there he read his forgive
ness, A smile of peace and content-
ment {llumined his features; he slow-
Iy closed his eyes and sighed, and on
that sigh the stained soul of Darkie
Crossland foated over the border to
that land from which no traveler re
turns.—QGrit.

Moving Pletures In Subways,

As Is wall known, says Scientifie
Amerlcan, moving pletures are pro-
duced by a film travellng with Inter
mittent motion before a projector or
lantern which throws successive views
on the screen. The same result could
be obtained if the pilctures were sta.
tlonary and the audience Iltself we e
In motion, 80 as to view the pictures
successively. An Ingenious Inventor
has hit upon this acheme to relieve the
monotony of subway travel. He pro-
poses to mount a continuous band of
pletures on each slde of the subway,
and have these pletures sucressively
Alluminated by means of lamps behind
them. The eircuits of the lamps would
be successively closed by means of a
shoe upon the subway ear engaging
contact plates at each glde of the
track.

A New Industry,

*1 soe that some of these theatricai
stara have plays written especially for
them.”

“What of It, senator?

“Why couldn't I have a few anee-
dotes written especially for me to fig-
are In? Eh, what?' —Louisville Cou-
rler-Journal.

Another sign of advancing age s
that your shoes wear longer than they
used to.

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




