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fonl-tongued old reprobate, and I disgrace

my name when I talk to you on the street.

You mistake vituperation and abuse for ar-

gument, and you reply to a simple plain state-

ment of facts with malignant and defamatory
slander and calumny, because you can't

answer."
"Shut up!" shrieked Mr. Bartholomew.

" Don t you say another word to me, or I'll

slap year ugly mouth ! By Geori^e, I'll kick
your headofif!

'

" You can't do it !" roared Mr. I.catherby,

pulling olf his coat, and dancing around Mr.
Bartholomew. " 1 can lick the whole lie-

publican party, from the big whiskey thief

and ring master in the White House down
to the sneak thief that picks pockets at mass
meetings ! I can "

"You're a fighting liar, and you daren't

take it ii}* !" howled Mr. Bartholomew, pull-

ing off his coat.

Then Mr. Leatherby ran up and kicked
him twice while he was struggling in the

arms of his coat, but the old geiitlemeu got

loose in a iias»h and hit Mr. Leather
by a resounding thwack on the nose

with his oane, and when Mr. Leather-

by stopped to hold a handkerchief
over his bleeding proboscis, Mr. Bartliolo-

mew got in a couple more real good ones

with his oane ; then Mr. Leatherby went for

the rooks in the macadamized street. He
broke tv windows iu a grocery })efore lie

hit Mr. Bartholomew when he caught the

old gentleman on the side of the head and
drop})ed him. Then Mr. BarthcdomeW took

to the sttine pile and hit a young lady on
the other side of the street, and Mr. Leath-

erby hurled a tremendous big rock, which
missed the old gentleman and blacked the

eye of a policeman who was coming to sepa-

rate them, but was so incensed that he ar-

rested tliem, and they were each fined $10
uid coats for righting in the street. And
they both finnly believe that the unbridled

hatred and unreasonable recriminations and
abuse of the daily ])apeid are iniquitous in

their intlueuce and should be suppressed for

the good of society.

A Thrilling Encounter.

It happens once in a wliile, that even the

ordinary routine of the editorial sanctum is

broken V>y incidents and scenes tliat are fair-

ly dramatic in their character. As we write,

there comes back tu us the reminiscences of

quiet, sleepy summer afternoon, only a

few short years ago. The very Hies in the

anctum buzzed lazily about the room, op-

pressed by the heat and the quiet loneliness

ef the plaloe, when the door opened with a
quick, sudden snap, and we turned and saw a

woman stepping into the room. She was

not old, and her face, haggard with care and
seamed with trouble, still bore traces of

great beauty. She came into the office with
a quick, nervous tread, and there was a
hunted look in her eyes that betrayed the
fugitive. She closed the door behind her,

and turned the key in almost the same mo-
tion, with the quick instinctive manner of a
person who had fallen into the habit vf iso-

lating herself from observation and puisuit
at every opportunity. She refused to sit

down, but saiil :

"I can tell you all you want to know about
rae in very few words— I am a fugitive."

We told her we had giiessed as much, and
we besoui^ht her to oontide nothing to us.

We could not help her, we said ; our duty
as a journalist would not permit us to uxteud
any help to a person flying from the law.

She said :

"I do not want j^ou to aid me in farther

flight ; I am tired to death. My own cou-

Rcience,more pitiless th.\u the minions of the
law, has pursued me for years with a
whip of scorpions. I c-,ai not escaj)e. its ter-

rible lashings. I can not 11 j' from my i)iiniNh»

nient if I would, and I am anxious it sliould

be over. Death would be a welcome relief,

if it would but come.

"

And we told the panting, weary creature
to tell none of her story to us, and jidvi.sed

her to go the police headquarters and ^ive

herself into the hands of the law, which
would deal justly, and, we had no doubt, in

view of her sufl'crin^'s and remorse, merci-

fully with her.
" I can not 1" she exclaimed, covering her

face with her hands, and ])reai<ing into enn-

vulsive sobs ;
" 1 can not, I can not. Y(m

do not know there are otiier hearts \vould

ache if I gave myself up and told all. I

want to tell my story to some one wiio will

pity me and a<lvise mo. Tliere are those

whose hands are as dark with inefl'accable

stains as mine are, but who do not suffer the
mental agony that oppresses me. Shall 1, in

order to esci])e the lashings of my own con-

science, consign tiiese, whoso lives are happy
and whose hearts know no remorse, to the
same punishment for which 1 yearn ?"

We asked her (for our curiosity conquered
our caution) if it was possible that one so

young and fair was the centre of a wide-
spreading circle of crime that held in its

horrid entanglements so many others beside

herself ?

"Aye," she said, bitterly, " If I went to

the gallows through a court of justice, I

would lead with me, held by the same ter-

rible links of evidence, a gruilty train of

men hardened in crime, and their hands
steeped in innocent blond ?"

" Wouuri, woman !" we exclaimed, in


