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THE CRIME 0F THE CENTURY.

By A. C. E.

About four a.m. on a monday, Beverley Wentworth],M.,
awakened fromn a troublcd sleep.

Hie placed his right hand over lus heart to quiýet its aieing-its

tumultuous beafing.
Worry seized hold of him-anotber attack of the blues.
To-day the landiord would eall for his relit ; to-day the rurniture

Illan for bis monthly paymient; the grocer, the baker, the rnilk

dealer, the coal collector, the butchler, probably the tailor, probably
Otheurs with iinor aceounits.

lIe liad i ad a respite a feeling of relief whiu Saturday 1100"

camie. jno chance of duris for a whole day and a hiaîf.

Restless, auxious, now turningp tio the prone, iin a minute t0 the

right, then supine, now to the ieft, this way and thiat way lie rolled,

s'onf awaçeinig bis wif e.

''What is the matter, dear ? Youi'rc so restless.''
''Debts! Debts! 1)cbts!''
''Neyer minci, dear ; we '11 get thein paid soinehiow.''

''Yes,'' lie groaned, ''if I coiuld only think so; if' people w7ould

0111Y pay mû what they owe me. If tbîe Uxovernleflt would ouly

aboli5,, the charge systei of doingr business and evcrybody had to

Pay Spot cash for evcrytling obtained, for ail goods purchaSe(l. I

don't W'alit to be rich; I only want 1o be o)lit of dcb4 . It is awful

to be always îîovering on the brink of 1baiilriipte; goinigto bcd, wor-

rYinlg of debts; awakening worrying of debits. if tliere was any

'Ct up1 to it-a montb, flirc inontlis, a year; buýt it is always the

Sauie~h~saine for tciu ycars. People (1ou1,t consdr uls doctors.


