
The Silent Partner.

the mills. A great interest in the condi- day. You're so dul about the head, you
tion of the factory people has taken posses- see, when you get home from work; and
sion of her mind, and she requests permis- you ache so; and you don't feel that

interest in an education that vou might.
sion to become an active parter in the firm. Sometimes," added Sip, with a work-
This is smilingly denied ber, but as a silent ing of the face, "it cores over me as if 1
partner she visits among the people and was like a-patchwork bed-quilt. I'd like

does ber best to raise and assist them. The to have been made out of one piece ofcloth. It seems as if your kind of folk,ý
gentleman to whom she is engaged has not got made first, and we dovn here was put
the least sympathy with ber in these pur- together out of wbat was left.
suits, and she soon discovers that she does "Sometimes, though," continued the

not love him, and breaks off the engage- girl, I wonder hov there came to be somucb of me as there is. I don't set uip for
ment. Miss Kelso devotes her life and her much, but I wonder wby 1 wasn'tworse. 1
wealth to the improvement of her people, believe you wouid yourself, if you knew.

and is amply rewarded by seeing much Knew wbat?"
"Knew what? " echoed the factory-giri.

good accomplished. The book, though not "Knew that as you know no more of than
very powerfully written, contains a num- you know of heu! Haven't 1 told you that
her of striking passages, and is of well- you can't know? You can't under.tand.
sustained interest. Sip Garth, the factory If I was to tell you, you couldn't under-

stand. Lt ain't so much the bringing up I
girl who first awakened Miss Kelso's inter- got. as the smooch of it. Tbat*s the won-
est, is a finely drawn character, and is der of it. You may be ever s0 dean, but
almost as much the heroine of the book as you don't fet dean if you're born in the
the " silent partner." Many efforts were b

mother, into the mills off and between oer
made to remove hier fros factory life, but babies. There's me, from the time I an
unsuccessfully. alone, ritnniiig alone. Shie cornes home at

I told you it was no use," sye said, night. ' off about the street ail day. t

sbaking bier head at Miss Kelso, hiaîf whimn- Befretd i earned to that you s ight.

sicaily, haîf sadly, too. Il"It's too late. thatri of tve ace, it oer e as ifnI

hat am I fit for? Notaing. W-at doe il ie

know? Nothing. I can weave; thatts al life long. That's the crock of it; and the

l'm used to that. I'm uscd to the noise andc wonder; and the talk in the mils-for a

the running about. I'm used to the dirt littie girl to hear! Oniy eight years old-

and the rouglines.;. I can't sit still on atsuch a little girl-and ail sorts of women

high stool ail day. I don't know liow to working round beside vou. If ever Id lke

speil if I do. Thev're too fussy for me in to caîl curses down on anvbody, it's on a
the shops. I batg babies. It's too late. woman that I used to know for the way she

l'mi spoiled. I knew I sbould cone back talked to litte girls! Why did nobody stop
beit? Why, the boss was as bad .isclf,

me.y Iaths indh blood." caecc bf very whit and grain. The gentlemen whoe u inthve iedevent Knmployed that boss wer professors o
itseee practcabeleto euce the, girl; religion, ail of t kem."

bt S pbkbe doedhead "hegirl; But I've tried to be good!" broke off
" Ip s took aer or ge that to .Oc o Sip, with a little suddcn tremor of her bit-

have liked ta. Thre's tbings h y cant know Y ougt but nd rnd
could hIe' done." Sip's sulwen eyes wan-tl
dered slowly to the plunging dream and Miss Kelso's efforts cre, of course, litte

gote solitary dreamer behind the china-
closet door, and, resting there, flasied sud- appreciated bo the fashionable circle which

denly. IlThcre's things I seern to think I she had deserted; but bier friends cal-ne at
miglt ha' donc witb that; but I'vc lost 'em ber invitation to one of ber re-unions.
now. Nom that ain't the worst. I've wost
the caring for 'cm.-that's the tming I've It was a stifhing July night, and closed a
lost. If m was to sit still and stud y at a stfiing day. Mrs. Silver, i the cars, on
grammar, I shoubd scream. I must go the Shore Line, and srept by sea breezes,

Iack to the noise and the dirt. Catty and had suffered agonies, so she said. Even in
ice m lust stay there. Sometimes I seem to the close green dark of Miss Kelso's iofty
think that I migct have been a li e dif- rooms, life ad ceas d to be desirable, and

I ue to r e T'i th n A fi ; and h l n e ilsn auntil
eren sometuways; mlay een1 epey%

or shown. There was an evening school
to one place where I worked. I was run-
ning four looms twelve hours and a half a

dusk and dew-fall.
" In the houses froi which my guests are

coming to-night," sie had said at supper,
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