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FoR ALL BAINTH DAY,

Enarth hearsth noé their pames nor knows their worth,
T Net abﬁ-mrld‘l renown,
Yet one by one t.ha&ﬂnl‘balr aneasure up,
Ats‘i'a to their crown;
Not canonized v pralged “‘,,‘ﬁﬂf“‘ men,

They have ne glory
And hance above sarth’s holiest saints,
md':lmmthemum nmtﬂu.

His called and chonen ! faithful opes and troe,
Enown nate Him alone ;

Who lived indeed for him veiled, hidden lives—

g are his vswnl

They knew IHis secrets—! ta seek and fnd,
e s

The martyr's palm, tl rat ! .
I{: spotiens vi s praise.

‘The home in Narareth where Mary dwelt,
Where Jeana Lived and grew,
God sees in countless homeas on earth,
3 sarnest sonls Tenew.
‘Thelr beauteous lives, each in its lowller path,
Yet faithful too to graces
. H1d from our eyes by earth’s decsitful glare,
i Thelr steps we cannot frace.

anrer o T and to Mary still,

E _. - tﬁu.n ?;‘ll%nmm OYCs, i

helr lives but Jook the commmun lives of men,
'Mid common humnn ties

hining with supernal light

& anid !
n angels’ sight above,

And sanctibed by patience, faith and hope,

And love, divinest love.

God knoweth each, the lofty and the low,
Alike in apirit poor;

The meek of heart, the pationt seuls that mouwrn—
Yel mouu'nth_g atill endure ;

And they who thirst even while they frecly quaf,
With thirst nnsated atill, ;

and justice, until God e

feonls with grace shall fill.

d t] whao give, what thoy are fain to seek,
2 h‘i«\:d Lh.-‘u moat surely tind—
God'e merey,—And the Mary-like in sonl—
The pure of heari amd mind—
‘These gentle ones, who whercsos'sc they go
‘God's peace and guiet take,

i they, who seoffing word aud scornful smille
2 E.mLum for justios Bake. -

For holiness
Thoi

These are all '* Blessed, " thongh oot one by one
W call upon thelr names ;

Not unto holy church hath God been pleased
To tell phoir separate claims

Matron or maid—the wan of wealth or toil—
Mary and Mairy's Son,

Whoas hiddun 1ifw in Beart and mind they share,
An child or brethren own,

And while we tell in supplicating tones
The long sod glorious rulls

Of lioly namers and pray each sainted one
For pity on onr souls: -

Let us beseech them tan, God's hidden Saints,
Who walked life's commaon ways,

And made life's common pains and daily toila -
‘Turn all to prayer and praise, Are Maria

NEW LIFE'S WORK.

Al

Concluded from our last.

The old jailer coughed to hide a groan,

ulled at his ragged whiskers, then took
Bﬂr hands in his apd told ber the story.

It was short and direct enough. Last
night Joe Stiles, the flour inspector, had
been paseivg down Pleasant stieet oun his
road to the meeting, when he saw a man
come out of Ford's Lane, (which opened
t on Plensant street, yunning, o knife in his

hand, the kaife and his clothes bloedy.
Stiles hurried after him, when the mun,
who was Sam Carton, dropped the knife,
and told him, with a husky voice and every
mark of terror or guilt, that he had found
i young Bob IFFullmer dead in the lane, lying
B aouinst the fence of a back-yard, this
knife beside him. Stiles’ suspicions were
aroused by Carton's manoer, and, after
finding that Fallmer was actually dead, he
had ecaused him to be arvrested.

“ Though he’s not l'ornml!_\'lgonc_nforo o
magistrate yet,” said the jailer, © there's
many as has heard Sam swear revenge agin
Bob Fullmer, myself for one.” -

Martha’s heart grew sivk as she remem-
ared-the last night's conversation.

“ An' now, Matty, I don’t -believe Sam
& did this thing; 'twan’'t a fair fight, or it
might have so heen—'twas a foul, back-
handed wurder. I don't think as hedid it,
mind you—but I do say as his actions have
been nnacconntable this night on any other
g ground of explainin’. There’'s not a man
a8 saw him that would believe he was not
guilty, eavin’ myself. That’s how the mat-
er stands. Questions him. ¢ Was nobody
by when yon finda the body 1 No anawer.
¢ Was any human person in that lane T
Who do you believe was the murderer T’
Dumb as & mule. Then, says I, * Saia Car-

[keenly askance, * an’ he says to Sam, ¢ Car-

top, - did you kill this unfortunate man ¥
¢No; I declare Ifound him as I told you,
the knife beside him, them seven wonunds
in his breast and stomach,’ he says, clear
and round. ‘Who do yor think did the
deed 1™ then, says I. ‘I have mo  more to
say,’ he answers, growing sullen.”

“ This was early in the night,” said Mar-
tha. ¢ Where was he until he bronghthim
here PP, @ Ae . ke
- “In the station-house, close guarded.
Lord, clild, the town was wild with it ; the
meetin’ was broke up. The Fullmers have
more influenes than any family. It
batd with Sam.” He was silent for a while,
then, clearing his throat, he to stam-
wmer, ‘‘ After breakfast time Bam’ll be
took before a magistrste for examination.
Now there's one point, Matty, as I haven't
told you on. It were just mine o'clock
when Sam Carton met Stiles coming out of
Ford's Lane. \Dr, M‘Coy says as Fullmer
had at that time ‘been dead nigh unto an
hour; he was on the spot near as soon as
Biiles, aud examining the body. Now
what time did S8am Carton léave this house
If but a; bit before nine, only enongh to
give him Sime to go through Ford's Lane,
then his story is true, an’ he found Fullmer
dead already there. But if he left you an
hour before going into Ford’s Lane—do
¥ou see, where was he all that time angil
he goes out and finds Stiles, an’ what was
he about{”?

Martha Tolivar sprung to her feet and
walked to the window. BShe did eee. 0O,
Heaven, where had, he been

“ Gilton, the ’torney, was there last
night,” pursued her father, eyeing her

ton,’ says he, ‘doubtlesa yon can prove an
alibi. If yom ean aceount for yourself up
to fifteen minutes of nine, it's all right, for
Fuollmer had evideutly been dend some
time,” he says.. Sum said nothin’. Now,
Matty, they'll eall on you as a witness in
an hour or two.” He affected not to see
her shiver, but went on hurriedly, * If
you can prove that Sam Carton left this
house nigh unto nine o’clock, Lis business
is all vight. There’s none knows but you

an’ him, Mother—she was asleep down in
the kitchen ; I was at the meetin’, It vésts
with youn, Martha.”

L e -

“ Well, well,” opening the doaet, ¢ dou't
gay mothin? to me. Wait till’ you—yon
think a bit. This matter of time is such
an uncertain thing; it’ll take you to con-
sider a epell. It might ’a»’ seemed eight to
you when he left, when it waa raaly nine.
Don’t be in a hurry’; it's Saw’s hie as is
dependin® on it.”

He shnt the deor and then went down
the ball, rapping at the prisoners’ doors
who were noisy, and swearing at them,

Sho dressed herself mechanically, and
sat down on a wooden etool by the fire-
!-nlruse, wlicre there were omly n few half-
warning coals, hiding her liead.in her Iap.
Her mother came in, bringiog hot tea, pre-
sently, and one of the women to make fhe
fire followed, watching Martha curionsly.

“You can go, Sukey,” said=Mra. Tolivar.
Ler voice more gertle than Martha lnd
ever leard it. “I'll build the fire.” And

when ehé was gone: O, Matty, kin you
save him?  What do you mind of the
time 17 i

+ None o’ that ere,” said the jailer; who
was watching at the doeor; * yoan quit
worritin® that child, wife. You build that
fire an’ then come out ¢ here, Did I ask
her questions 17

Mrs. Tolivar took Matty’s fingers in her
fat hands and squeezed them, then obeyed
and left her alone,

| he led her briskly down the street,

At ten o'clock she was to go to the magia-
trate’s ofice, they told her. ]

Yesterday, when Matty had planned a |
strong heroic life for herself, she had fan- |
cicd how self-poised, serene she would be
when Heaven's great judgments met her
face to face. New Year lhadl come. Was |
this thie supreme new life, the grapple with |
destirty she had lhoped . for? She never
thought to ask. It waas the old moil of
thoughts and people—Sam, the jail, erime ; |
bat soul and body were wrenched :llilm!
with the fiercences of the struggle. It was |
only the old lover, Sam, with his stubby,
sandy hair, red hands, and troth-telling
eyes; but she loved him so madly that
day, that she could have been glad to let
out drop Uy drop from her veins to save

him from pain—to save him from death.

It was 1o new revelation of sublime duty
flashing on her to-day.. Shecrouched down
on the floor, picking at the chain of the
mie-.r?at. eyea swolen, the ¢ iick,
tick " of the town clotk vexiog her dull
‘thought, trying to thrust this new grap-
p‘lingﬁfgqn rout of her brain—to think of
the shirta ah® was making for her futber, of
the dinner to cook ; anything to Lring her
back to her old life, and waken her out of
this horrible dréam; now and when, when
its reality grew too Bharp to bear, sobbing,
““Q);, Heaven, have pity on me!” her head
on the stool like a whip, child ; when
nine o’clock came, snd the brass hands of
the clock pointed slowly to ten, no calmer,
no more certain than at first, still wringing
her hands, looking helplessly out into the
bright blue air.

sudden sound made her stop and stand
motionless, listening. It was the jar of one
of the cell-doors; they werve taking Sam
ont. Bhe heard his slow, firm step anmong
all the others passing throvgh the hall. It
seemed to quiet, determine ber, She ran
to the iron door of her room, by which h
must p and laid her h on it as if At
had been his breast. ‘Pl save you,”
said, in a hot whisper.

'-l';okeq. They made way for Tolivar a
his. daaghter, with whispers abont * Cnr-
ton's swee & prove an alibi,” ‘:/ eat

foot and-anklé:”” And this while the man

‘that lind loved her o was near deathi on the
_ot?r sido of doorn,
e had loved her—she knew new how

well ; she could ourse herself. bitterly as a
man would, remembering how selfish she
had been with him. :

‘When she entered the sifice, she aaw hini"|
first, standing:slone, hjd armsa folded on his
breadt, by the window, the sun lighting up
his shpulders and ad. It was a homely
ut there grand steady lines
i quiet strength and truth
se flimsier men shared who
nt on him. He changed color
her, and then smiled. There
was always something sad and tender in the
man's gmile. She felt hersef breaking
downy the tears cmnil\:ig. Going straight to

she took his hoand.
i

1 snm, I—
‘1t wonld be better you had no conver-

/| sation with the prisoner, Miss Talivar,”

said the policeman.

She sat down. How clear the air had
suddenly wn, how easy her duty! Bhe
did not think h of the doom she was
bringing on this man she loved. . For the
firat time in her life VN Was 80 near and
actual, waiting for help, listening for the
true unnflinching word. Qoestion and an-
swer came sharp and quiock.
| “Mr. Carton spent part of yesterday
evening with yon 1" _

Her father brought her a chair in & corner
a little out of sight.

if she lived to_ provée the trath,
Heaven blame her? Then she pushed that
Inean sophism away-—she -was too clear
beaded to acceptIt. I Toxe him,™ she
aaid, looking up, a fierce light n her homely
face, -“I'll save hip. can do to me
whut He will. That's al

The steps went out on the pavement, the

hall door clanged, and’there was o noise of
wheels driving away. -

In a few mome her mother and father
came in. “ Timé's up, Matty,” the Iutl:u'l

id cheerfully.” “It's only a few rounds
to Squire Dytton’s office. Sam was put in
rather informal last night, as much to get
out of thé mob as any other reason. We'll
bave him taking tea with ns to-night, as
usnn‘f on holidays.”

“No; DIl put off the New Year dinner
ti Iate. That's better,” said Lis wife.
 Sam’s monstrons fond of turkey ;" tying
on Martha's hood and furs as she spoke,

0, if what they enid were real words!
Was she ever to git down beside Sam again
at the cheery little table, with the four
happy faces about it?

 I'll gospeak to Holster before we start,”
said the jailer, with a warning look at his
wite to be silent.

8She did not heed it.

“1 was dozin’, Matty, last night,” said
the motler in o rapid mutter, her handas
trembling as they swoothed the pelerine,
“ But I'm dead sure as the clock struck nine
Jjust as Snnwent. You know. For Heaven's
sake save him, child. He's aged ten years
since Lhey put him in.”

¢ Come, Martha,” cried Ler father's voice,
interrupting her. .

She went out to where hLer father stood
in the hall; his faco had & trouble on it,

“ That poor, wretch we took in last night
is dyin’,” he sai:l.” ** You'd best stay with
her, wite. Dir. McCoy saye ae she's took
some drug, and took more on it through |
the night. It's too late to save her, ke says.
An’ she's tarned oug-to be Marges Ilench,
Sam Carton’s cousin} ler as was unfortu-
nate some tHoe ago,’”

All thisin a id nmdertone to his wife ;
then, tucking Martha's hand ander his arm,

The sun had broken from behind the
gray pall of cloud, nud glittered brightly
on the white snow, the dripping icicles, the
long rows of red brick bouses, with cheer-
ful fires shining through their windows ;
the streets were full of huppy faces ; crowds |
of young men, furred and cloaked, dashed |
along, making their New Year's ealls. !
One, more earnest, honest, hard-working
than the whole of them, waited for the
gibbet; she coulll save him; only-she.
Her father, who wius watching her, stopped
short.

“ Ye's pick, Matty,” kueading her handa
in his,  “I¢'s so then as you ean't speak the
good word for Sam 17 in a voice of blank
disappointment.

* Come on,” she said steadily. ** It's only
a step farther.”

Tlie magistrate's office was a one-roomed |
wooden shed at the corner of Pleasant and
John streets, There wasa crowd of loafers
on the-steps and about the door when they
came near, trying to catch any ecrumbe of

They went on with the examination. It
only Ipmred the atory I have reliated more
clearly, though earried on.in a_rambling.
disgursive style.- Squire- Dutton ,was a

friend of Carton’s—in fact, an old -employ= |.

er ; he addressed hin as ¢ Sam,” and atfect-
ed a lightness of tone as if the whole accn-
sation was a mere farce. But all his petty
schemea could not throw discredit on the
facts as they were plainty elicited ; ho bit
the end of his goose-quiil impatiently. The
men owed each other a gradge. Carton had
sworn revepge. (* Them was idle words,
spokein heat,” Sam said. * But I don’t
expect none to eredit that.”) The death-
wouuds had beenfinflicted with this knife,
that lay, with its fresh blood-stains, on the
equire's grecn-baize table; the knife was
found in Carton’s hand. Fuollmer lay dead
u]: the lane. Unly they two had been there
alone,

“For how long?  Thut's the point; said
Datton. # Doctor says Fullmer Lad been
dend an hour. Where was Sam an hour
back? It all depends on thit, gentlemen,”

The jailer whispered to Lim.

““Eh? Yes. I heard of this.” Trying
not to look too boyishly pleased, rabbing
first one gray whisker then the other.

“ A few words from Miss Tolivar will set-
tle the matter, then.”

Carton started, took u step forward, turn-
ed deadly pale.

“ An alibi, yon nnderstand, Simona. If
Carton left Mr. Tolivar’s house ak nine, or
but.a few moments before, it is clear hLe is
an innocent man. The blood on this keife
was frosted and dried when Stiles took it
from him,” .

The jailer led the'girl forward and stood
beside her, ‘

‘ Don’t be feared, Mat,” he whispered.
“1t's Sam's chance.” b

Carton leaned his hand on the equive's
table; it trembled, but his voice was steady
as he looked at every face in the room.

“1've a word to say.” The reporters
looked up, the old squire laid down his pen.
‘“As God lives, there’s no blood on my
hands. But that's all I'fl say. Ieconld clear
mysell of this murder by a word ; but 1've |
made up jny miod not to spealk it. I want
no lies sworn to for my sake, Squire Dut-
ton, either.” He stopped here as if his
streugth failed him; no one broke the si-
lence. % Not that Matty Tolivar,” with a
pitiful smile erossing his lips, * is the wo-
man to speak it. Tm not feared of that.”
Ilia eyes fell, his fingers working nervously
on the table ; then he raised his head, and
said in a hearty cheerful tone: *I'm ina
bad risk. T scethat. But I think I'm doing
right in not clearing myself. I've no mind
to be a mastyr, cither. Hut T thought the
matter over when I found Bob Fuollmer lay-
in’ there dead, and I concluded to dseep
quiet. I believe God will see me righted.
I'n sure of it.”” He turned and looked at
Martha, nodding for her to go on.

There was a panse—a little stir then ;
one or tvo men- drew a long breath, as if
they had been startled by a swong true
word, in cognisance of a better life than
that of every day.

‘“ You can sit down, Miss Tolivar,” said
the old sguire, then rubbing his hand un-

news from within, for the door itself was

certainly across his forehead,

“ A part of it.”

£ At what hour did he leave the house 1"

4 At five minutes to eight.”

She could not help but hear the low mur-
mur that passed through the room, nor her
father's smotleredgroan. Sam Cmnm
not inspired them with the security he
given her, A

“ Are you positive ns to the time 1"

“ Yo her vuioa,fulliugi- ’ .

“ That is all that is required of the young
i:dy,“ #aid Simons, in a compassionate

ne.

¢ No,” said Dutton, his face brightening.
“ It may be that—yon did not notice where
Carton went after ieaving the house1- Youn
didn't sce if he went in the opposite direc-
tion to Ford’s Lane—eh 17 rly. .

It was a long time before the answer
came, i ¥

;I dj‘{l')a see."

yen 1]
Tifted (18 Tina Il:?::l i fg:i't{ﬂ’--- s
‘“ Where did he go 17 imong.  “f

am sorry to compel this answer, But it f&
important. ¢ Did he enter Ford's Lane 1"

He scarcel’y could cateh the reply.

¢ He did.” 4ok

* You donbtleas, then, avere at the win-
dow or door?. Did any ather persons enter
the lane immediately before or after Car-
ton 1"
~ 8he got up, ler fuce white, her eyes burn-
ing. Mr. Simons L e to notice that it
was a beautiful face, clgar-cut for tragedy.,
He was a connoissenr; and hunted wen to
death coolly,

“I will not anawer;” folding her shawl
about her. . ¥ I—0, God! 1’ll not murder
¥ou for the sake of avy lie, Sam ;" with a
smothering ery.

" Carton stepped forward and took her in
lis arms as she fell ; then turned to the
lawyer, who was hesitating how to apply
the thumbserews, =

“L know what she saw, Mr. Simons.
There’s no need to force her to speak the
words that'll condewn me likely. Sho'a
&cen Robert Follmer follow me into the
lane. He must have come about five min-
utes after.” ;

* You are a mad fool,” said the old squire,
seating bimaelf, in a rage, * D’ye mean to
risk the girl's happiness—if your own life
connts for nothing—to save some wretch T
Do ya 17

f No,” said Carton, huskily, chafing Mar-
tha's face. * 1t'll comeright. Whgre's her
father 1

‘i Hp was sent for poat-laste,” said the
policeman. ¢ SBomebody dead or dying at
the inil, Said he'd be back in balf a min-
e

“ Yon will make ont the necesaary papers,
squire 17 snid Bimons, lowering his voiee.
*“You cunpot refuse to commitb this man
for triall”

t No, certainly not, Mr. Simons.
make them out.”

The trial was over—her trial, It liad left
hor like one dead. She knew'nothing but
that she was kindly enongh lifted into a
carringe, and found herself lying on her
own bed, looking vaeantly into the great
charring fire in the grate, her mother erying
softly beside her. She dia not know how
long she lay there—it might have been min-
ites or houra, Bam was to die, and she bad
killed bim—all the world thought so. Was
it truo?  He said if she spoke truth God
would help them. The thoughts came to
her faintly, touclhied her with but dall points;
then gshe slept. This was like death, she
thought; she wished it @ight be death.
Life was too horrible for her to bear.

It grew towarl evening; the room was
dusky but for the pleasant red firelight
shadows. She heard a faint 8%ir in the room.
After a while some fresh cold hand took
bers, not her mother’s. It was a long time
before she looked up ; then'her father’s griz-
€ly face met hers, with the old eyes dim
with tears watching hers.

“ Why, Mat,” as though he was spenkirg
to a baby ; “I've waited long to have

[CONTINUED ON THE EIGHTE FAGE |

I will




