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The Midnight Crime
By Dr. George F. Butler and Herbert Ilsley

Dr. rurnivall's Psychometric-Deductive Solution of a Perplexing Case
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RS. PHIL-

up and leaned
forward in bed
suddenly,
every sense
strained to a
painful. degree
of acuteness.
Some kind of
an ominous
sound, appar-
ently coming

from a point near by, in her own
house, had startled her out of her
midnight slumber. Occupying the
back parlor, the door of which she had
left open invitingly for such stray
breaths of air as might be enticed
that way on the stifling hot night,
she had an unobstructed view of
the hall as, with wide eyes and
Pounding pulses, she remained
propped rigidly upon her elbow. The
sound came again-it was a pistol-
shot! There could be no doubt this
time. And almost on the instant she
saw a shadowy form spring out from
the front parlor, wrench open the hall
door, and slamming it violently, dis-
appear in the direction of the street.

For a long moment she could not
eredit her senses. That such actions
as this sight and sound implied could
occur in her own select boarding
house was unbelievable, and effort on
her part was required to adjust her

.bewildered mind to the situation. But
she was a woman of executive ability
in her way, and with comparatively
little loss of time she sprang from her
bed, threw on a wrapper and ran along
the hall. The door of the front par-
lor was open, and, the shades being
raised, she could discern through the
fitful moonlight a shape dimly outlined
on the sofa.

"Who is there?" she asked in a
strained whisper. No answer came.
and she repeated the question. Still
the form neither moved nor spoke.

Groping until she found a match
she hastily lighted the gas, and then
she recognized the figure as that of
Mr. Truro, who, with his wife, occu-
pled the room. Dressed in pajamas
solely, as if he had been preparing for
bed, or had recently risen from it, he
was huddled against the arm and back
of the sofa, head lolling, legs relaxed,
and from some hidden part of his body
a thin stream of blood dripped. No
pistol appeared in sight, but little
wreaths 6f blue smoke hung over the
table, and there was a pungent tang
in the dead air, speaking witnesses to
the nature of what had occurred.

Shivering as if with the ague; yet
managing to repress the exclamation
of horror that rose to her lips, she
looked with dreading eyes in the di-
rection of the bed. There lay the wife
almost hidden by the clothes, which
were piled upon her in twisted heaps,
as if the husband jumping suddenly
up had thrown this share of the cover-
ing hastily to'that side. Her face was
white, the eyes staring; and Mrs. Phil-
pots, no longer able, try as she might
for her house's sake, to restrain her
emotion, uttered scream on scream
and fled to her room, shutting and
locking the door after her. But the
sight of the telephone which was in-
stalled there directed her energies in
some degree, and after a moment of
effort at collecting her faculties She
hastened to it and summoned the po-
lice.

When the officers and the assistant
medical examiner arrived they found
that the man, though wounded serious-
ly in the region of the heart, was
`'I bat the woman's eyes were al-
e. latzed in the stare of death. She
." ' ` hot through the heart. Both
411stpl the one which had found the

Stbf and that which had entered the
husband, had been aimed to kill, the
one unerringly, the other a finger's
breadth to the right, missing as by a
miracle a vital spot.

"Who done it-how did it happen?"
the sergeant of police asked,excitedly,
eof Mrs. Philpots, who, reassured in a
degree by the presence of living hu-
man beings, had regained sufficient
courage to come back to the room of
tragedy, after admitting the officers.

"I heard two shots and saw a man
run out of here into the street," she
answered in an awed voice, "and that
U all I knoW--"

"Did you ever see the man before-
what did he look like?"

"It was dark, and I was lying in
bed. I could not see distinctly at all.
But I should say he was a imall man.
He had on a derby hat, of that I am
sue. He had a revolver in his hand,
too. In his excitement be seemed not
to think of throwing it down, but
worked away at the door lock still
holding on to it, and it bothered him.
I did not think of this at the moment,
but as I look back, that is the way it
seems to me.'"

"You oughter told us this when you
'phoned us." the sergeant grumbled.

JThen we could be on the lookout for
him on the way here. He's had time
enough to scoot into the next county
uow."

"I was frightened. I scarcely knew
what I was doing."

The sergeant hastened to the tele-
phone and warned his station of the
escapeeof the assassin. Then he re-
turned to Mrs. Philpots.

"Who are these people?" he asked.

City (Open Air Sanitarium
Austrian gIOtpWI Has M Iftftutlof

That Was Asccbmpitisbd Much
#eal Good.

On tre m tIQo 1 _ d

Itt lath' Year 0p4 ' ap'iatuti6U

called here r'thu pput ~ane o

&yach~tdil.2 &~3 Ia B~1~*5- OjeU
Alr ,i1twtas itr tBy tpWOII
The old- idea that eealtght air =an

"Do you know 'em well? How long
have they been with you?"

"They have been here two weeks
only, and I scarcely know them at all.
They said that they had been married
a year, and that their name was Tru-
ro. They seemed to have plenty of
money, and were very pleasant, the
handsomest couple I ever saw in my
life, and were wholly wrapped up in
each other."

"What was the man's business?"
"I don't think he had any business.

I think he had plenty of money. He
always paid his bills promptly, any-
way."

"Yes-for two weeks. Good judg-
nhent!" grunted the sergeant, cyni-
cally. "Well," he continued, "who do
they know-who calls on them?"

"I can't say whom they know, but in
all the time they have been here only
one person has come to see them, and
that was a woman."

At this moment the wounded man
groaned, and the physician who was
caring for his hurt put his ear to the
lips which were moaning some scarce-
ly intelligible words.

"Coward! Oh, coward, coward!" the
doctor thought he said.

"Can he talk?" the sergeant asked,
eagerly, coming nearer.

"Coward! coward! coward!" the pa-
tient groaned again, this time in a
stronger tone, the syllables sounding
distinctly.

"Ask him who shot him?" whispered
the officer to the medical examiner.

The groaning man suddenly opened
his eyes and looked at the sergeant.

"What are you here for-what has
happened?" he asked, faintly.

"Here, take this," said the doctor,
putting a restorative to the pale lips.
He gulped it painfully, the doctor hold-
ing his head. Then he closed his eyes
wearily.

"Can't you tell who shot you?" the
sergeant insisted, speaking in a low
voice, but with a trace of command
in it.

The eyes flew open again, the man
attempted to raise his body and look
toward the bed, but the effort was
too much for him. He sank back,
stammering one word:

"Sh-sh-she ?"
The doctor laid a soothing hand on

his. The patient looked pitifully into
his eyes and understood.

"Oh, God! Coward! coward! cow-
ard!" he cried, with bitter energy.

"But who was he?" said the ser-
geant, advancing still nearer and look-
ing down into the handsome eyes.

"I don't know," he answered.
"But how did he get in here? Mrs.

Philpots saw him slide out-he was
in here all right. He didn't fire
through the winder, or this door. Did
you see him at all? Tell us how it
was."

With great difficulty, and making
many pauses for breath, he succeeded
in informing them that in the night
he had been suddenly awakened by a
noise in his room, and saw a man at
the pockets of his trousers which hung
on hooks near the foot of the bed. The
weather 'being extremely hot the win-
dows were open, and the shades, raised
to their full height, allowed' enough
moonlight to enter to enable him' to
see that the figure was that of a man,
and that was about all. His face was
undiscernible. He could not toll how
the intruder was dressed. Immediately
he made a movement to spring from
bed and grapple with the thief, but
his wife, who must have been awake,
threw herself upon him, whispering:
"Let him take what there is and go.
Don't risk your' life, dear. He has a
pistol!" At that instant the burglar
fired, the wife receiving the shot. The
husband sprang to the 'floor and
rushed upon the man, who then fired
again and ran from the room, pursued
by the victim only as far as the sofa,
where he collapsed. He supposed the
villain had gained entrance through
the window. It was some common
thief, who wanted money and, being
detected, had shot them in order to
escape.

"You called him a coward because
he shot a woman, then, and not be-
cause you knew him?" the sergeant
asked.

"Certainly. A thousand times yes.
How could I be supposed to know a
common thief?"

Two of the policemen, who had been
searching the premises for evidence,
approached the sergeant with a man
attired only in a shirt and trousers.
He was one of the several lodgers who
had crept down from their rooms to
the parlor to see what the trouble was,
but had been excluded by the officers.

"This feller says he seen a woman
come up the steps,", said one otf-the
policemen.

"A woman!" the sergeant exclaimed.
The official was a big, bluff, choleric
appealing personage, and he regarded
the new witness with belligerent eyes.
But the newcomer smiled amiably.

"My room is two flights up, over
thisa/one," he said. "The night was so
hot that I put my head out of the win-
dow for air, and I saw a woman come
down the street and up our front steps.
I listened, but didn't hear her come
in. Pretty soon I heard a shot, and
after that an awful screaming."

"But that must have been Mrs. Phil-
pots that screamed-long afterwards.
And how could you tell it was a wom-

water are the main restoratives at
our disposal was long ago. taken up
by a non-medical philanthropist, who
opened an establishment of .the most
primitive kind on the banks of the
Duaube bn the outskirts of Vienna.
The results obtained by him have
prompted the muniaipality to en-
large the establishment, and conduct
it on modern principles.
Ag, • amuneae area rcovered with fine

sand, deposited from the Danube,

an ? demanded the sergeant, snarp-
ly. "It was dark, wasn't it? The moon
was behind the clouds. And you was
way up there from the steps-come
here and let me look at you!" he add-
ed, suddenly. He took the man by
the arm and turned him around so
that the light from the dimly burning
gas jet fell squarely upon his face.
"H'm! You're in a nice condition to
give evidence, you are!" the sergeant
grunted. "You'd call a hoss a woman
-or an alligator!"

In fact it was evident that the wit-
ness' eyes were in a state popularly
supposed to be more favorable to
double sight than to nice distinction
of facts; and, it transpiring presently
that he was a young college alumnus
who had only shortly before returned
to his room from his class banquet,
the sergeant was about to order him
back to bed when Mrs. Philpots spoke
up.

"I didn't think of it before," she
said, hastily, "but it might have been
a woman I saw, after all. The light
was indistinct, as I said, and of course
I never dreamed of its being a wom-
an."

The sergeant scowled. This young
man was probably a good boarder,
whom she liked, and she would not
stand tamely by and see him discredit-
ed. That was all the stock he took
in her evidence. He turned to the
wounded man.

"You saw that it was a man, you
said. Are you sure of that?"

"I thought of course that it was a
man-I would not take my oath on
it," he answered.

"But," the sergeant growled at Mrs.
Philpots: "You said this person that
you saw had on a derby hat. Does
women wear derby hats?"

"Yes, they do," she said, defiantly.
"They wear all kinds of hats that they
can get to wear--that are becoming."
She eyed the officer, and he realized
that he had made the mistake of rous-
ing her hostility by his manner. She
would say nothing now, he felt sure.

"A nice bunch of witnesses we've
got!" he whispered, disgustedly to the
doctor. "One's drunk and one's mad
and one's hurt so he can't think. And
none of 'em knows a woman from a
man when they see 'em!" Then he
addressed Mrs. Philpots, his tone
somewhat softened from its former
gruffness:

"You say a woman called on these
people once-did you know her?"

The boarding mistress hesitated,
glancing at the wounded man who, the
sergeant thought, flashed a warning
to her with his eye. He waited grimly
for the answer to his question.

"No, I didn't know her," Mrs. Phil-
pots said, finally. He regarded gIer
cynically a moment, and then asked
the man on the sofa:

"Who was she? You must know."
"Certainly," he answered at once.

"She was my wife's laundress who
came-"

"That is enough!" exclaimed Mrs.
Philpots, sharply, to himn "I wasn't
sure what I'd better say until I heard
your explanation, and if you are going
to lie about it-!" She turned to the
sergeant with restrained indignation
in her face. "That woman was no
laundress," she said. "She was a lady,
or looked like one, and in all but one
thing acted like one. I saw him with

World's' Most Curious Road
China May Rightly Lay Claim to Line

That Is Unique Among Earth's
Railroads.

The most curious railroad in the
world is in China, and it was built
and financed solely by Chinese. It is
also operated by Chinamen. It is
known as the Sunning railway, and its
terminus is at Kung Yik port, 120
miles southwest of Canton.

At present there are 32 miles In op-
eration, and there are four miles un-
der construction, and four miles more
proposed, making a total of 40 miles
when the whole enterprise is finished.

The idea of building this railroad
originated with Mr. Chin Gee Hee,
who was then in the United States,
and some subscriptions for stock were
secured from other Chinese residents
of the United States. The majority of
the stock, however, is now owned by
residents of the Province of Kwang-
tung.

When the road was surveyed the
villagers were very much opposed to
it and refused to sell land to the com-
pany to be used for railroad purposes,
but after meeting all these obstruc-
tions for a considerable time with
great patience the projectors finally
obtained their consent to and co-opera.
tion in its construction.

The line is being constructed entire-
ly by non-scientific Chinese. No per-
son of any nationality other than Chi-
nese has ever been connected in any
way with the building of t~his road. It
is being built under the direction of
Mr. Chin, president of the railway,
who returned to China from the Unit-
ed States after 40 years' experience
there, some of which was as a railroad
foreman and contractor.

He has no engineering or railroad
knowledge other than the experience
gained while in the United States. He
has the help of about 100 Chinese fore-

which used to flow there in ancient
times, a long river bank with shal-
low, rapidly flowing cold water and
the absence of any shade giving trees
are the three principal health giving
factors relied on. Special care has
been taken to enable schools to make
use of the facilities offered there;
4,000 persons can ,nndress at the
same time, and free tickets have been
granted to schools and workshops, so
that on some days last summer 10,000
persons were seew, there, gong about
in the open air nearly naked.

her, and he-he-well, she was crying
in his arms. And he knows I saw
them together. He gave her money,
too-"

"Will you keeli quiet!" almost
screamed the wounded man. It was
the last effort of which he was capa-
ble, and immediately he relapsed into
unconsciousness.

"We can't have any more of this,"
said the doctor, sternly, to the' ser-
geant, as he hastened to the patient's
aid. "We must rush this poor fellow
to the hospital and try for the bullet
he las in him. You should not have
attelpted to conduct an examination
here, with him in this state and that
body on the bed. It was indecent."

"You put your side of the job
through and I'll manage to worry mine
along without any help," the sergeant
growled, belligerently. "There's a
phony streak somewhere in this mixed
up murder and burgle, and it's my
duty to dig it' out. And," he added,
slowly and significantly, eying Mrs.
Philpots, "I'm a-goin' to dig it out!"

"Dr. Furnivall," said Mrs. Philpots,
"I requested you to call here in order
that I might ask you to find the real
criminal in this awful case, and thus
protect me from the police, who are
doing all in their power to make my
house notorious and mix me up in this
dreadful crime. That sergeant has
acquired a grudge against me for some
reason or other. See the crowd at
my dobr--owing to the publicity he
has given the affair! And this officer
.right here in my own hall! It is
scandalous."

"The sergeant is merely doing his
duty as he sees it," the doctor respond-
ed. "Your contradictory evidence jus-
tifies him in his action."

"But how could I be sure whether or
not it Was a woman, in the uncertain
light? I said in the first place that
it was a man because the idea of a
woman doing such a thing never en-
tered my head. Even now it seems
preposterous. I took it for granted
that it was a man. But the instant
one of my boarders testified that he
saw a woman come up the steps the
thought of that woman who called on
Mr. Truro occurred to me, and I hesi-
tated. Their interview was so strange!
I became less -sure that the person
I saw was a man. Indeed, if I could
only have had time to choose my
words in the first place I should have
said 'person,' notf 'man,' and not
'woman.' That would have been the
real truth."

"This woman, you say, visited Mr.
Truro. Was Mrs. Truro away?"

"She was in the kitchen with me,
doing some ironing. She knew the
lady was there, but seemed to wish
not to meet her. I think that, knowing
she was coming, she made an excuse
to go down stairs in order to avoid
her."

"She said nothing about her?"
"No; I judge from her actions. She

was very sweet and gentle, and I am
sure would never say anything against
a person, no matter how much she
should dislike him. But she would
not return to her room until this
woman had gone away. I could not
help suspecting that she was some girl
Mr. Truro had liked before he met his
wife-something of that sort. And she
was jealous. I thought how foolish
she must be to feel that way, he so
plainly loved her with all his heart.
But as I came up the back stairs I
saw in the mirror, their door being
open, that this woman was in his arms
weeping, as they stood near the cen-
ter of the room, and he was soothing
her. I was astounded. A roll of
money lay on the table, where it did
not lie a few minutes later when she
had gone and Mr. Truro had come to
the head of the stairs to call his wife,
so I could only suppose she took it
when she went. He was giving her
money! Mr. and Mrs. Truro loved
each other to the point of worship if

men and laborers who came back from
the Untied States, all with more or
less'experience in railroad construc-
tion.

The construction work commenced
in the middle of 1906 and part of the
line was opened to traffic at the begin-
ning of 1908. The whole road is pro-
vided with telephone lines for dis-
patching.

Trains run three trips a day from
each end, taking about two hours for
the trip. The average daily receipts
are from $225 to $$250 on passenger
traffic and from $40 to $50 on freight.
with a daily expense of about $150.
The capital of the railway is $1,350,000,
divided into shares of $2.50 each, all
of which are owned by Chinese, and
pay good dividends to the stockhold-
ers.

There are two loops, one at Kung
Yik and one at Sunning., There are
no turlstiles at present, but these
will be put in at Kung Yik, Sunning,
Chung Lau, and Au Shan. The head
office is in Sunning city, 17 miles from
Kung Yik port, where a printing office
is established for printing the time-
tables, tariffs and advertising matter
for the road.

At Kung Yik there are an office,
a storeroom, a machine shop, a black-
smith shop, a foundry. There are no
overhead bridges or tunnels on the
line. The road is sand, gravel and
earth ballasted, standard gauge and
single track, with a side track at every
station.

Of Two Evils Choose the Leaser.
"Why do you let your daughter

play the piano all day while you and
your wife do the work?"

"Because," answered Farmer Corn-
tossel, "it's better than havin' her
play it in the evenin' when me an' ma
is in the sittin' room tryin' to rest"

It must be admitted that the insti-
tution has done much to convince the
lower classes of the good influence of
a natural mode of life. No less than
200,000 persons have availed them-
selves of the opportunity offered them
and for this year an increased area
has been thrown open for the "air
cure." There is a special medical at-
tendant present.

The fence surrounding a water-
miel• pstcJ i one of.tbe thine light-
ly paused over.

ever a couple did. It did not seem
possible that any human being could
be such a hypocrite as he appeared
to be, and I Concluded that she must
be some poor relative in trouble,, whom
he was helping in some great sorrow
against his wife'% wishes. The money
indicated that, and I could explain
what I saw in.no other way, so I said
nothing, resolving to give him the
benefit of the doubt. For he certainly
seemed the nicest kind of a man I
ever had here and I wanted to believe
in him. Besides, he saw me in the
mirror as I looked at them there in
each other's arms, and as he made no
explanation, I thought he felt that he
had done no wrong, nothing that
needed excuse. But now-I don't
know what to think. If he really loved
this other woman, and not his wife,
and if it was a woman who came up
those steps at dead of night-"

She stopped, shuddering. Dr. Furni-
vaIl rose briskly.

"To begin at the right end of the
case," he said, "I would first see the
man, or the woman. But as he is at
the hospital and I am here, while the
woman remains unknown, I will look
at the body and then examine the
room."

Shown by the boarding mistress to
the scene of the tragedy he studied
the face of the victim lying in the bed.
The undertaker had not yet arrived,
it being still early in the morning,
and the body remained as the medical
examiner had left it a few hours be.
fore.

"A face that would be beautiful,"
he said to himself, "but for the pre-
dominance of sentiment over thought
in it. That changes the adjective to
'pretty.' The sweetness which Mrs.
Philpots saw is really mildness, gentle-
ness, of the kind due to lack of force.
The girl was weak. She was also
good, and high-minded in her way;
sensitive in the extreme. She lived in
the air, in the clouds, not on the solid,
practical earth. She was so young-
not over 18-that the signs of the
tragedy sure sooner or later to over-
take such a character exist in her fea-
tures only faintly, in hints, indirec-
tions, possibilities, not as prophecies.
That appearance would have devel-
oped later. But it is there-high
tragedy! That a mere thief should act
as the purveyor of fate to her is im-
possible. She was above the reach of
a person on that plane. It was senti-
ment that killed her, not brute crimi-
nality. Therefore the indications so
far point to that other woman, either
as principal or accessory. There was
no thief in the case. Yet Truro says
that the murderer was at his trousers
pockets. 'Did he recognize this per-
son, and was that statement false,
made to shield the guilty? It must be
so. He knows who the criminal is.
Otherwise he would not have tried to
misdirect suspicion. This being grant-
ed, would he have applied the word
'coward' to a woman, as he certainly
applied it to the criminal? In the ex-
citement and bitterness of the moment
he might have shot the epithet once,
even at a woman, but he would not
have reiterated it over and over, as
he did, to anybody but a man. The
murderer was therefore a man, and
Truro knows what man. The next
step is obvious."

Having called up the city hospital
on the telephone, however, he learned
that, while the wounded husband was
doing well, his case was precarious,
and as he was sleeping now it would
not do to disturb him. Therefore Dr.
Furnivall returned to the front parlor
and began an examiination of it. In a
few minutes he turned to Mrs. Phil-
pots.

"I suppose the police have searched
the room," he said. "Have they taken
away any exhibits?"

"I think not-nothing that I know
of."

"But the furnishing' here all belong
to the room, just as you always let it.
That is evident. The couple brought
nothing into it-no bric-a-brac, no or-
naments of any kind. You say they
had plenty of money-did they give
any reasoif why they did not follow
the custom, by adding that kind of
thing to the.adornment of their apart-
ment?"

"Oh, yes, that is all right! They
were to be here only temporarily, were
going to housekeeping in a few weeks,
and all their goods were packed and in
storage."

Dr. Furnivall threw open the door of
the single closet.

"Was their wardrobe packed and in
storage also?" he asked. She saw
with dismay that the dresses which
she supposed were crowding the close
to repletion, were missing. There we
practically nothing on the hooks.

"I am sure they always appeared
finely dressed, both of them," she said,
blankly. "And they brought two great
trunks. Here they are."

The doctor raised the lids. The re
ceptacles were empty.

Without a word, and followed by the
anxious gaze of the boarding house
-mistreess, he pulled out the drawers of
the bureau. They contained only the
fewest possible necessities of the toi-
let.

"It could not be that the thief--"
Mrs. Philpots paused and interro-

gated the doctor with wide eyes.
"You saw him go out, and he had

nothing but a revolver in his hand,
you thought," he answered to her un-
spoken question.

"Then they were getting ready to
leave clandestinely! They had taken
their things away a few at a time, so
as not too attract notice! Oh, I could-
n't have believed it of such people,
such very nice people! And they
owed only a week's rent, due to-mor-
row!"

The doctor made no rejoinder. He
was examining a photograph which
had fallen from behind one of the
drawers as he pulled it out.

"Who is this?" he asked her, hold-
ing it up.

A Connecticut Mystery
Alvin P. Cole, a white-bearded patri-

arch about seventy years old, who is
landed in the police station about once
in so often, had one of his spells the
other afternoon. He had, at the time,
a eve-dollar bill.

Along in the evening he sobered up
enough to be let out, and Sergt. Cree-
don told him to take the car for his
home in Glastonbury before his money
was taken away from him. About an

It is Mr. Truro," she sid, Inter-
estedly. "I never saw a picture of him
before. It is a perfect likeness. And
isn't he handsome!" Her woman's
delight in masculine beauty would
crop out even in these grim circum-
stances.

The doctor stood a moment in
thought. His face was serious.

"Madam," he said, at length, "let
me tell you a short story. Once two
very young people, a boy and girl,
scar-'ely done being children, senti-
mental and high-strung, fell in love
see the possibility of this thought in
their faces, as you can in the faces
of so many young enthusiasts. It was
not an uncommon thought. So one
night they lay down on their bed and
he, putting the revolver to her heart,
kissed her passionately, no doubt, and
fired. The muzzle of the weapon was
so close to the mark that the robe
she wore was burned. She died in-
stantly, without pain, a heavenly
smile on her pretty, trustful, young
face. Then, trembling with terror at
what he had done, the boy resolutely
turned the pistol against himself, but
missed a vital spot. The shock of the
bullet added to his terror, and half
insane, he sprang up, clapped on his
hat through force of habit, and dashed
from the house.
"For some reason, perhaps because

he saw persons approaching, or sud-
denly realizing the 'condition of his
dress, or more likely, because the
open air of the wide world gave him
a feeling of desolation greater than
ever, now that she was no longer by
his side, he turned almost immedi.
ately and rushed back to the house
where the body of his loved one lay.
He had no key, but the night being
very hot the window was raised, and
easily reaching it from the steps he
crawled into his room, mechanically
and married each other under diffi.
culties of some kind. Probably the
chief difficulty consisted in the fact
that the youthful bridegroom's fam-
ily objected utterly and with finality
to the match, and cast him off for
consummating it, for it was easily to
be seen that the girl was of a social
sphere very different from his. There
was one relative, perhaps a sister,
who pitied him, and visited him
once bringing money, which his
pride would not allow him to
accept while his adored wife re-
mained unrecognized, and so the rela.
tive, after weeping out her pity and
affection in his arms, went away tak-
ing the rejected offering with her.
And they needed it very much. Proud
with inherited pride, with no money,
no profession, no trade, unable to
fight the world with any chance of
success, through his youthful ignor-
ance and sensitiveness, yet thinking
it absolutely necessary to keep up
appearances, he finally, after a year
of failure, disappointment and per-
haps some downright want, having
pawned all their valuables, came to
the agreement with her that it would
be infinitely better for them to die to-
gether than to attempt to struggle
any longer in the cold world with no
happier prospects than theirs. It would
be beautiful to die, both of them
at the same instant, and remain in
peace and great love together there-
after through all eternity. You could
closing and fastening the sash behind
him, and collapsed on the sofa. One
of the boarders had seen him come up
the steps, and on account of the loose-
flowing pajamas had mistaken him
for a woman. , The same boarder.had
also in the excitement he was labor-
ing under, placed the sound of the
shots he heard after, instead of be-
fore the entrance of the person he had
observed. The hemorrhage from the
boy-husband's wound, being mostly
internal, left only a few blood drops
here and there, which escaped the
eyes of the police; but one investi-
gator discovered them at once by aid
of a magnifying lens, on the steps and
on the window-fastening where-",

Mrs. Philpots, whose eyes had been
growing wide with horror as under-
standing crept in upon her, exclaimed
in a faint voice at this point and
sank upon a chair.

"B-but," she stammered, "he said a
thief-and he called him a coward- - i

'"Having no settled course of action,
horrified by the realization of the
crime he hah committed, his sensi-
tiveness, even more than his lack of
brute courage, filled him with an
awful fear of detection, -he said what'
ever promised to send investigation
astray. It seemed easy to charge the
deed to an unknown thief. In reality
he had nothing worth stealing but a
bundle of pawn tickety in a bureau
drawer. Despising himself for his
failure to follow his wife at all costs,
it was at his own head, not another's
that he flung the epithet of coward."

The boarding mistlsa sat weeping
softly into her handkerchief. The
ache at her heart was so great that
she could not speak.

"I have told you this story," con-
tinued Dr. Furnivall, "in order that
I might ask your advice. It is a true
story in all the essentials, you may
rely on it. Now suppose that a wom-
an were suffering persecution from
the police on account of that foolish,
very human boy-husband's crime!
Would you knowing the truth, advise
that woman to send me to force a con-
fession from him on what might be
his death bed, in order to stop that
temporary persecution?"
Mrs. Philpots flung her handker-

chief to the floor with a tragic gest-
ure, her eyes flashed, she sprang erect
and stamped her foot.

"Dr. Furnlvall, if you dare-" she
began in a blaze of rage.

He smiled. The telephone'bell was
ringing, and he went in to it. In a
moment he returned to her.

"He is dead," he said, simply.
(Copyright, 1909, by W. G. Chapman.)

(Copyright in Great Britain.)

hour later he came in in worse shape
than before-convivially-but to every
one's astonishment he had this time
$6.10.-'Hartford Times.

In Last Night.
'10 (poler)-How do you get a

chance to study? You are out nearly
every night.

'09 (non-poler)--I was in $20 last
night.-Pennsylvania Punch Bowl.
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ormsed Beef
There's a marked distinc-

tion between Ubbyrs
ooeked Ooeoed

Beef and even .the best
that's sold in bulk.

Evenly and mildly cured
and scientifically cooked in
L yes *re*at White
itohem, all the natural

favor of the fresh, prime
beef is retained. It is pure
wholesome, delicious and
ready to serve at meal time,
Saves work and worry in
summer.

Other Libby "Healthful"
Meal-Time-Hints, all ready
to serve, are:

- Bam e ammage
Yeat ALaf

Epwratded a .
aBehrd Blns

OAew Oaew
MAWxed Plttes

"Purity goes hand in hand
" with Products of the Libby

brand".

Write for free Booklet,-
"How to make Good
Things to Eat".

Insist on
iM_ y'es at
your grocers.

Ubby, UoNelr
& Ubby
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MARK TWAIN'S LITTLE JOKE.

Possibly Chief Justice Fuller Will Not
Be Pleased at Sentiment Ex-

prgssed in His Name.

Mark Twain was waiting for a
6treet car in Boston, when a young
girl approached him, smiling. She
was a lovely girl, fresh, blooming, in-
genuous, bubbling with enthusiasm,
and evidently on her way home from
school.

"Pardon me," she said. "I know it's
very unconventional, but I may never
have another chance. Would you mind
giving me your autograph?"

"Glad to do it, my dear child," said
Mr. Clemens, drawing out his foun-
tain pen.

"Oh, its so good of you," gurgled
the girl. "You know, I've never seen
you but once, Chief Justice Fuller,
and that was at a distance; but I've
seen your portrait so often that I rec.
ognized you the moment I saw you
here."

"Um-m-m--mm!" said Mr. Clem.
ens, non-committally. Then he took
from her eager hands her nick little
autograph albumn, and wrote in bold
script these words:

It is delicious to be full,
But it is heavenly to be Fuller.

I am cordially yours,
MELVILLE W. FULLER.

Mr. Clemens has not -heard from
Chief Justlce Fuller yet.-Harper's
Weekly.

THAT FROZE HIM.

"I suppose," he said, ingratiatingly,
"you often get spoken to by men?"

"Yes," she replied, "and by monk*
eys. But to-night there don't seem to
be any men about!"

Keenest
Delights

of Appetite
and Anticipation

are realized in the first taste of de-
licious

Post
Toasties

and Cream
The golden-brown bits are sub.

stantial enough to take up the
cream; crisp enough to make
crushing them in the mouth an
exquisite pleasure; and the fla-
vaor-that belongs only to Post
Toasties-

"The Taste Lingers"

This dainty, tempting food is
made of pearly white corn, cooked,
rolled and toasted into "Toasties."

Popular l ,; so, Lare Pumily siz.e s

maUd by
POSTUM CEREAL CO., LTD.,

Battle Creeki, Mdl.


