
Ail 21-rr
__ _------~ --- .

' 'Ai '"1 i i r .(

rrai ff ' .6 r;!1tt 1 J: 21)i * .2,;"l' tae=::A .t Il: :L '

4 ~34t cRf

rl9i$rr hliin hl!?. .' - S 1jo nl@..lWe~ t q f 'L-i
jh.1; rsr : :c

,':fjht;flejzi A9 j;'E fk r t ' ac -af -
-io '.

.- 1 4 1 4 :,{ct-i ' r crlit 4 '

S7- I -i fi. i-f
31ug gg-1a Ufydraw avm., "Nrm.dWT At.L ".' I G

' U: .'; NE'W QUL.4J8 "f IUJ3 IaWE E `, 16 .ti

rs ":dr ,sr.,a, lr:d 3 " :
.2:ii 12''RtY:.',lt-"",:. , .. Ys 8 Pi . ,1' .. a

'+y': . , .4 :" =t`r',, . td" .,l .l ,

.['k`.\ '?I le. 1kx i "i I +T= 4/ ' i t ;:.

., ;d : ,"' " .+; :i S!'1' ,' t: d G` r

, tl' a gea~ ,ae. $ f1;RU ff r R; rGIL TJI)15 8.6 I" sI All 'd
Y J 'j;N ' J , g, , 1M BR: :;188.`- NflE 9.

w __tu

rived indeer hm r knows o oeir wos ,

They hase are gisce oare e e
nos heIl i t' oom intw.*

Who lived indeed fo himve d iddgrewn e-
Iyon in lite common

God sest in coentlese homes on earth,
Good earnest souls renew.MTherbe•enteo lives, eeh in ie lowlier path,

'lld commonaha hmanu ltesp a
Yet and with upernal light -

n angels' sig•. above,
And sanctilby .i ene faith and hope,and love. vnst love.

God knoweth each, the lofty sad the low,Alike in sirit por r
e mek of heathe % et soeals that mourn-

Yet mou r.g ait endure•;
Anthy who thi even while hey freely quaff,

For holneand Jusle, until God
Thali a Sit with grace shall fill.

And they who give, what they are gain to seek,
And thus meat sorely find-

God' mercy,-Aud the taur-like In soul-
en pure oe f hear sat m aind-

These gentle ones, who wahereemeer they go hr
Gods peace and quiet t•on.k,

And they, who scoffing word and scorni'lsfailendure for justie sake. /

These are all "Blaed "tough ti o by oneWe cypal Upol t seir n ;6ot unto holy church hath de•n pleased
To tell their m claimsn ;

Maton or maid-the n of wealth or toll-
Mary ande t'shd to on.

Whore hidden Ii heart and mind they share,
As c or brethren own.

And whiLe we Stell in supplicating tonesd, The elong ad glorious c•lts-
O-ioly names nd pray eac hm s heute one m

Let us beseech them tootod's hidden Sant,
Who walked iL a common wayhs,

and msde life's common pains and daily toile
Turn all to prayer dnd praise. Av Mlaria

A NEW LIFE'S WORK.
C, oluded ,from our laot.

The old jailer coughed to b ide a groan,
pulled at his ragged whiskers, then took
her hand n his artnd told her the story.

It was short and direct enough. Last
night Joe Stiles, the flour inspector, had
been passing down Pleasant street on his

combe out mea ord's Lane, (which opened
onPleasant street, unning, a knife min tths,hatd, the knife and his clothes bloody.

Stiles hurried after him, when the/ man,
who was, Sae Carton, d'ropped the knife,-
and told himu, with a husky voicea ad every
mark of terror or guilt, that he had found

young Bob Fallaiiner dead in the lane, lying
gainst the fence of a bachk-yard, this

hnife beside him. Stiles' suspicions were
aroused by Carton's manner, andt, after

ofnding that Fellner was actually dead, he
had caused him to be arrested."Though he's not formally gone afore a
magistrate yet," said the jailer, "there's
man as has heard Sam swear revenge agin IBob F ulimer, myself for one." -

Martla's heart grew sick its site remem-
c Canight's conversatiou.

"An' fxow h'etty, I don't -believe --Spm
did this -thing; 'twan't a fair fight, or it

_ight have so been-'twas a foul, back-
hendtd murder. I don't think as he did it,

mind you-but I do say as his actions have
b n unaccountable this night on any other

ground of explainin'. There's not a man
as saw Lim that would believe he was not

uilty, savin' myself. That'slow the mat-

r stands. Questions him. ' Was nobody
by when yoeau finds the body No answer.
'Was any human person in that lane Y

Who do you believe was the murderer t"
Dumb as a mule. Then, says I, ' Sam Car-

to• •did `yet kill this unfbrtuaip man
'•No; "eelare ULuJb him as I told you,
the •i beside bihi them seven wounds
in hisbr~as and stomaebh,' e says, clear
sad- rund.•. Who de you think did the
deedi tlhe• •a . ,y 'I havea no.more t~
say,' he answers,ip ai saulln."

"This was ai~ f tbe night," said Mar-
tha. 'fWhere rw he antil he .br.ue : ht_
here I" -

•-F h stion-house, •, e arded.
ratr child, the town was it * the
meetin' was broake up. e' r• mens a.ve
more infinene than any family.. It'll o
hal•dwith Sam." Itews silent for awhile,
then, clearing his throat, he began to stam-
mer. After breakfast tiae Sam'll 'ie
took befgre a magistrte "for examinata.
Now there'~ one point, Matty, as L haveu'
told you on. It-were just nine o'clock
when Sam Caston met Stiles coming out of
Ford's Lane. \Dr. M'Coy says as Fullmer
had at that timb, been dead nigh unto an
hour; he was on the spot near as soon as
Stiles, and examining the body. Now,
what time didSam arton leave this house
,If -but .a bit beore n olnogh o
give him Va to go thre•k Ford's:Lane.
then his story is true, an' he .qund Fallmer
deid already thbre. But if lief:tyou an
hoar if going+ lnt. r'sLana oyou see, where-was he all? •
e goes out and finds Stiles, an' What was

he about 1"
'Martha Tolivar sprung to her feet and

walked. to the window. She did see. O,
Heaven, where had, he beej t

"Gilton, the 'torney, was there last
night," pursued her father, eyeing her

'keenly askance, "an'.he says to Sam, ' Car-
ton,' says he, ' doubtless you can prove an
alibi. If you can account for yourself up
to fifteen minutes of nine. it's all right, for
Fallmer had evidently been dead some
time,' he says.. Sam said nothin'. Now,
Matty, they'll call 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 Stm Carton left this
house nigh unto nine o'clock, his business
is all right. There's none knows but you
an' him. Mother-she was asleep down in
the kitchen; I was at the meetin'. It sts
with you, Martha."

-" I,,
"Well, well," opening the do , " don't

say nothin' to me. Wait ti yon-you
think a bit. This matter time is such
an uncertain thing; it'll take you to con-
sider a spell. It might 'fa seemed eight to
you when he left, wh it was rnaly nine.
Don't be in a huIr ; it's Sam's life as is
dependin' on it."

He shut the •or and then went down
the hball, rappi g at the prisoners' doois
who were noi,, and swearing at them.

Sheo dressdd herself mechanically, and
sat down/on a wooden stool by the fire-
place, where there were only a few half-
burnilag "coals, hiding her head.in her lap.
Her diother came in, bringing hot tea, ]pre-
sently, and one of the women to make the
fire followed, wvatchingTIartha curiously.

" You can go, Sukey," said2Mrs. Tolivar
her voice more gentle than 'Martha had
ever heard it. "I'll build the fire."- And
when shl was gone: "O0, Matty, kin you
save him What do you mind of the
tin• t "

" None o' that ere," said the jailer, who
was watching at the door; "you quit
worritin' that child, wife. You build that
fire an' then come out O' here. Did I ask
her questions I"

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

At ten o'clock she was to go to the magis-
trate's office, they told her.

Yesterday, when Matty had planned a
strong heroic life for herself, she had fan-
cied how self-poised, serene she would be
when Heaven's great judgments met her
face to face. New Year had come. Was
this the supreme new life, the grapple with
destisty she had hoped., for She never
thought to ask. It was the old moil of
thoughts and people-Sam, the jail, crime;
but soul and body were wrenched alike
with the fierceness of the struggle. It was
only the old lover, Sam, with his stubby,
sandy hair, red hands, and truth-telling
eyes; but she loved him so madly that
day, that she could have been glad to let
out drop by drop from her veins to save
him from pain-to save him from death.

46 was re of bb 1 'duty
i o-lAy.r #hecrouch down

thogt, t " ,o e i. • these Ap

p in-to laip-f
the•otert her fat

aud her' out o

Snow and then, when
its reality grew toy _lir p t bar sobbing.
"!O H *,i.have pitCy on ie"' •er head

o lit 7 e" awippie child; when
niis o'ilok tpje the_ L ass ,Jawads 6of
th-clok p~ojpted si ly to ten, no calmer,
ho more certan thai atfirst, still wringing
her handij ooking helplessly out into the
bright blue ai.

A pdden sound made her stop and stand
maoti less, listening.. It was the jar of one
of thicell-doorse tl"y were taking Sam
out, She heard hia slow, firm step among
all the others pasitg through the aill. It
seemedto qulet, determine her. She ran
to the u oo Of her oem, by which b

said, in a hot wjiisper. He was inn ent
if hae lied to prove the truth, would
Heayngiitanie helft Then sh pu ed that

said, looking up, a fiercelight her homely.
face. -' I'll save him. Go can do to me
what He will. That's al

The st•ps went out o the pavement, the
hall door clanged, an there was a noise of
wheels driving awa .
-In a few mome her mother and fathler

came in. " Ti 's up, Matty," the latter
said cheerfull "It's only a few rounds
to Squire Di ton's office. Sam wap-iut in
rather in mal last night, as much to get
out of t mob as any other reason. We'll
have b taking tea with us to-night, as
usa oan holidays."

Son I'll put off the New Year dinner
t' late. That's better," said hip wife.

Sai's monstrons fond of turkey ;' tyin
on Martha's hood and furs as sloe spoke.

O, if what they said were real words i
Was she ever to sit down beside Sam again
at the cheery little table, with the four
happy faces about it T

" Ill go speak to Holster before we start,"
said the jailer, with a warning look at his
wife to be silent.

She did not heed it.
"I was dozin', Matty, last night," said

the mother in a rapid mutter, her hands
trembling as they smoothed the. pelerine.
" But I'm dead sure as the clock struck nine
just as Sam went. You know. For Heaven's
sake save him, child. lie's aged ten years
since they put him in."

"Come, Martha," cried her father's voice,
interrupting her.

She went out to where her father stood
in the hall; his face had a trouble on it.

"That poor.wretch we took in last nighit
is dyin'," e said." "' You'd best stay with
her, wile. Dr. McCoy says as she's took
some drug, and took more on it through
the night. It's too late to save her, he says.
An' she's tuarned ou.-to be Margot-Jiench,
Sam Carton's conaln; her as was unfortu-
nate some time ago."
__ All this in a rapid undertone to his wife;
then, tucking Martha's hand under his arm,
he led her briskly down the street.

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

" Ye's pick, Matty," kneading her hands
in his. - "It's so then as you can't speak the
good word- for Sam f" in a voice of blank
disappointment.

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

The 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 cruasbs of
news from within, for the door itself was

They mdd way for'Toliwar an
te, with wlapei boat 'C -

tos•' ire'aiwallbi," " eat
foot.ndii- d:bthioswhile t man

shit MdMilot.ed her so was near dea onthe

He kad ol neer- k•• e now bow
well; she could.o l itthrry is a
manmwo a w ud nelber lg w selfih she
had been.with him.

When she entered the fsee, shaw hif
first, stdig.aone, h ars folded en h
-bresit, by ~thd windo the sun lghtilng uphis shpulders and It was a homely
face, but theere ere grand teaey lines
abaut it, an air f qnwt strength and truth
that none of ee tfimier men shared who
sat a judg ton hi. He changed colbr
wheiiwe her, and .then smiled. There
was alw a something sad and tender in the
man's mile. She fel* bersedi breaking
do the tears coming. Going straight to
hi ase took his hand.

' Sam, I--
'I t would be better you had no conver-

sation 'with the •risoner, Miss Tolivar,"
said the polieemaa. -, ..

'Her . thdr brught hera chair in$ corner
a little out of sight.

They. went on with the'examliatfou. It
only proved the story I have reltted. more

clly houg ondina :i
diePiir.lwnb atgie.4, quire- =.Da4ttoiouwas a
friend of Carion's-Yn fact, dn &1l&.bnplots
er; he addressed himnas "Iam;`•a"kd affect-
ed a lightness of tone as if the whole accu-
sation wa• a mere farce. But 'all his petty
schemes could not throw discredit on the
facts as they were plainly elicited; he bit
the end of his goose-quill impatiently. The
men owed each other a grudge. Carton had
sworn revenge. -(" Them was idle words,spoke in heat, Sam said. "But I don't
expect none to credit that.") The death-
wounds had beenginflicted with this knife,that lay, with its fresh blood-stains, on the
squire's green-baise table; the knife was
found in Carton's hand. Fullmer lay dead
in the lane. Only they two had been there
alone.
" For how long t That's the poit-~;said

Dutton. " Doctor says F•llmer 1ibabeen
dead an hour. Where w\as Sam an hour
back f It all depends on that, gentlemen."

The-jailer whispered to him.
"Ehl Yes. I heard of this." Trying

not to look too boyishly pleased rubbing
first one gray whisker then the other.

" A few words from Miss Tolivar will set-
tie the matter, then."

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

"An alibi, you understand, Simons. If
Carton left Mr. Tolivar's house at nine, or
but.a few moments before, it is clear he is
an innocent man. The blood on this knife
was frosted and dried when' Stiles took it
from him." -

Tie jolietr led th gtrl forward and stood
beside her.
" Don't be1 feared, Mat," he whispered.

"It's Sam's chance."
Carton leaned his hand on the squl ''s

table; it trembled, but his voicewas iteady
as he looked at every face in the room.

"I'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'll say. I could clear
myself of this murder by a word ; but I've
made up iuy mind not to speak it. I want
no lies sworn to for my sake, Squire Dut-
ton, either." He stopped here as if his
strength failed him; no one broke the si-
lence. "Not that Matty Tolivar," with a 4
pitiful smile crossing his lips, " is the wo-
man to speak it. I'm not feared of that."
his eyes fell, his fingers working nervously
on the table; then he raised his head, and
said in a hearty cheerful tone: " I'm in a
bad risk. I see that. But I think I'm doing
right in not clearing myself. I've no mind
to be a martyr, either. But I thought the
matter over when I found Bob Fullmer lay-
in' there dead, and I concluded to eep
quiet. I believe God will see me righted.
I'm sure of it." He turned and looked at
Martha, nodding for her to go on.

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

" You can sit down, Miss Tolivar," said
the old squire, then rnbbing his hand an-
certainly across his forehead.

She: at down. ow lear the. air- ld

b n g e tlhs• ,she lovedm,•yarthe
hihte time is ler i• eaen war.mt te
qptual, -waiting for'help, listenain rthbe
true u Ufiodg word... Question asud.an-
ewer came bharp and quiek.

" 'Mr. .C to pet pasrt of yesterday
.vening witat • .

" A part of it."-,;
-"t wat heou did he leavethe house I
S" At five minutes to eight."
She could not help but ber the low puw.

mur that passed through theroom, nor
father's smothered.groan. Saim Crtom S
not inspired them with the security he
given her.

"Are yu positive as to the time t1 "
" Yap,: er volee.faillng. "
c' That Is all that is required of the youn,lady," said Simons, , In a compalsonate

tone.
" No," said Dutton, his face brighteninag

"It may be that-yon did not notice where
Carton went afterleaving the house?- You
didn't see if he went in the opposite direc-
tion to Ford's Lane--eh " eagerly.

It was a long: time before the- answer
came.
"I did see."
E en Carti n had not looked- fr this. He
"- .Where did be go-it' • ,o.

am sorry. to compel thr••i
important. " Did he enter Ford's Lane.7'1-

He scarcely could catch the reply.
" He did.!'
" You doubtless, then, wiere at the win-

dow or door? Did any other persons enter
the lane immediately before or after Car-
ton ?"

She got up, her face bite, her eyesburn-
ing. Mr.Simons e to notice that it
was a beautiful face, cl r-cut for tragedy.
He was a connoisseu ,rand hunted men to
death coolly.

" I will not answer;" folding her shawl
about her... "I--O, God I I'll not murder
you for the sake of any lie, Sam ;" with a
smothering cry.
' Carton stepped forward and took her in

his arms as she fell * then turned to the
lawyer, who was hesitating how to apply
the thumbscrews.
" I know what she saw, Mr. Simons.

There's no need to force her to speak the
words that'll condemn me likely. She's
seen Robert Fullmer follow me into the
lane. He must have come about five min-
utes after."

" You are a mad fool," said the old squire,
seating himself, in a rage. " D'ye mean to
risk the girl's happiness--f your own life
counts for nothing-to save some wretch ?,
Do ye •"
" No," said Carton, huskily, chafing Mar-

tha's face. " It'll come right. Vhpre's her
father 1"

" He was sent for post-haste," said the
policeman. " Somebody dead or dying at
the •ail. Said he'd be back in half a minm
ute?'

" Yon will make out the necessary papers;
squire 1" said Simons, lowering his voice.
" You '-.,nnot refuse to commit this man.
for trial I"
"' No, certainly not, Mr. Simons. I will

make theta out.i
The trial was over-her trial. It hMadleft

her like one dead.' --he knew'nothing but
that she was kindly enough lifted into a
carriage, and found herself lying on her
own bed, looking vacantly into the great
charring fire in the grate her mother crying
softly beside her. She kid not know how
long she lay there---t might have been min-
utes or hours. Sam was to die, and she had
killed him-all the world thought so. Was
it true? He said if she spoke truth God
would help them. The thoughts came to
her faintly, touched her with butdull points;
then she slept. This was like death, she
thought; she 'wished it:'Oight be death.
Life was too-horrible for her to bear.

It grew toward evening; the room Was
dusky but for the pleasant red firelight -
shadows. She heard a faint sair ti the room.
After a while some fresh cold hand took
hers, not her mother's. It was a long time
before she looked up; then her father's grn.
sly face met hers, with the old eyes dim
with tears watching hers.
" Why, Mat," a though he was speakirg

to a baby ; "Ive--waited long to have
(Qor oft 0 an mGurn rU r j


