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AST offamong the | jabbering at the nurses to ehut all the head to her bosom and pressed her lips breast. He darted an agitated giance at

dead, 1ike the| . i i to his hair her face

slain’ thet lie in | Windows. Frech air ehe objected to as| ®0 918 A : L et . _ .

the grave, whom | b ooty i b But he, surprised into indiscretion, mur- Is it not eo? In this bed I ehall die.

TI:ou mmm-ﬂmi y as i 1? werc butter or some | o4t "« thought thou wast dying.” But God knows how many years I ehall

____:lsw;m‘;réor:‘;t e other heterodox dainty. A beautiful light came into the gray lie in it. _
frr;‘m ',1"hy1 }ix;mL Hard upon her crooning came bloodeurd- | eves. d Her calm gave him an uncanny shud-
Thou has laid me | - Voo cerms . er
ling screams from the r bo S sl Thy heart told thee right, Herzel, my : 4

in the lowest pit, g he room above, sounds ! ant, s 1Y « ,

in dnikt);::e»].,hx that reminded the vieitor he was not i Jife. I was dying for a sight of thee.” And till the Holy One, blessed be 1,4’19,

the deeps. Thy r & Mot in & | .po¢ jo matron wrote to me pressing: takes me, thou wilt live a daily sinner.

7 = “I am mot to blame. God has stricken

Y, wrath licth hard
'c,(n on me, and
Thou hast afflict-
ed me with all
Thy waves. Thou
hast put mine
ncquaintance far
from me; Thou
hast made me an
abomination unto
them; 1 am shut
up and 1 cannot
come forth. Mine
cye wasteth away
e -& by rcualo}v.:u( nfﬁi{:-
= tion. 1have call-
S M e
o= Theo, O Lord, 1
& 7 have spread forth

my hands unto THeo."—Eighty-slghth Psalm.
There was a restless air about the Re-
fuge. ln o icw minutes the friends of the
paticnts would be admitted. The incur-
ables would hear the latest gossip of the
Ghetto, for the world wae still very much
wivh these abortive lives, avid of eensa-
sions. Jewish to the end. It wae an un-
pretentious institution—two correr houses
knocked togcther—near the east lung of
London; eupported mainly by the poor at
@ penny a week, and scarcely recognized
hy the rich, so that paraphlegia and verti-
go and rachitis and a dozen other hopeless
diseases knocked hopelessly at its narrov
nortals. But it was a mode! institution,
all the same, and the patients lacked for
mothing, exeept freedom from pain. There
wae oven a miniature synagogue for their
spiritual . needs, with the women's com-
partment religiously railed off {rom the
men’s, as if these grotesque ruins of sew
might etill distract cach other's devo-

tions.

Yet the rabbis knew human nature. The
sprightly hydrocephalous paralytic, Leah,
had had the chair she: inhabited carried
down into the men's sitting room to be-
guile the moments, and was smiling fascin-
atingly upon the deaf blind man, who had
the Braille Bible at his fingers’ ends, and
read on as stolidly as St. Anthony. Mad
Mo had strolled vacuously into the ladies’
ward, and, indifferent to the pretty,white-
aproned Christian nurees, was loitering to
the side of a weird, hatchet-faced cripple,
“with a stilettoshaped nose, eupporting
big spectacles. Like most of the patients,
she was up and dressed. Only a few of
the white pallets ranged along the walls |
were occupied. ‘
“Leah eays she'd

be quite happy if shel

could waik like you,” eaid Mad Mo, in
complimentary ‘ones. “She always 6ays
Milly walke 8o peautiful. She says you
van walls the whole length of the garden.’
Milly, huddled in her chair, smiled miser-
ably. :
“*You're crying again, Rachel,” protested
a dark-eyed, bright-faced dwarf, in excel-
icnt, English, as ehe touched her friend’s
avithered hand. ‘“You are in the blues
Why that page is all blistered.”

again.
¢No, I feel eo mice,” eaid the sad-eyed
Russizn, in her quaint, mausical accent.

“Yon e2ll not*tink I ery because I am not
happy. When I read sad tings—like my
life—den only I am happy.”

The dwarf gave a short laugh that made
ber pendant earrings oscillate. “I thought
you were brooding over your love affairs,”
the said.

“Mei” cried Rachel.

“iny log to be in love.
Juxxviii that I brood over. ‘I am afflicted
and ready to die from my youth up.” Yes,
' was only a girl when 1 had to go to
Ionizeberg to find a doctor to cut off my
leg. ‘Lover and friend hast Thou put far
jrom me, and mine acquaintance into dark-}

“1 lost too young
No, it is Psalm

towe.

fHler fact ehone costatic.
“Tueh!” whispered the dwarf, with a
warning nudge and a elight nod in the
direction of a neighboring water-bed, on
which a pale, rigid, middle-aged woman lay
with shut, cleepless eyee.

Qo caunot understand Englis,” eaid the |
Ruesian girl, proudly.

“Don’t be so sure. Look how the nurses
here have picked up Yiddish!”

Rachel shook her head increduously.
“sarah is a Polis woman,’ ghe said. “For
years dey are in England and dey learn
uading.” |

“Jeh bin krani! Krani! Krank!” eud- |
deniy moaned 2 shriveled Polirn p,mud-':
mother, s if o corroborate the girl's con-
tention, She was squatting monkey-like |
on her bed, every now and then murmur-

ing her querulous burden of eickness, and

Barnum ehow, that the monstrosities were
genuine. Pretty Sister Margaret—not yel
indurated—thrilled with pity, ae before
her inner vision rose the ashen, perspir-
ing face of the palsied eufferer, who sat
quivering all the long day 1n an eary
chair, her swollen, jelly-like hands resting
on cotton-wool pads, an air pillow between
her knees. her whole frame racked at fre-
quent intervals by -fierce spdems of pain,
her only diversion faint.blurred reflections
of episodes of the street in the glass of
a framed picture; yet morbidly suspicious
of elow poison in her drink, and cursed
with an incurable vitality.

Meantime Sarah lay eilent, Ditter
thoughts moving beneath her white, im-
passive face, like sait tides below a frozen
eurface. It was a strong, stern face, tell-
ing of a present of pain and faintly hint-
ing of a past of prettiness. Khe ecemed
alone in the populated ward, and, indeed,
the world was bare for her. Most of her
Jife had been spent in the Wareaw Gh(iteo.
where &he was marricd at 16, nineféen
vears before. Her ouly eurviving son—a
vouth whom the English atmosphere had
not improved-—had sailed away to trade
with the Kafirs. And her husband had
not been to see her for a fortnight.

When the visitors began to arrive, her
torpor vanished. She eagerly raised the
half of her that” wae not paralyzed, par-
tially eitting up. But graduslly expecta-
tion died out of her large gray eyes. There
was a buzz of talk in the room—the hy-
drocephalous girl was the gay centre of a
group; the Polish grandmother, who cur-
ged her children when they didn’t come.
and when they did, was denouncing their
neglect of her to their faces; everybody
had somebody to kiss or quarrel with.
One or two acquaintances opproached the
bed-ridden wife, too, but she would speak
no word, too proud to ask after her hus-
band, and wincing under the significant
glances occasionally cast in her direction.
By and by, she had the red screen placed
round her bed, which gave her artificial
walls and a quasi-privacy. Her husband
would know where to look for her.

“Woe to me!” iwailed her octogenarian
countrywoman, rocking to and fro.
“What sin have T committed to get such

i ly,” he blurted out.

_He felt her hreast heave convulsively
under his face; with her hands she thrust
him away. i

“God’s fool that I am—I should have
known; today is not visting day. They
have compassion on me—they see my sor- |
rows—it is public talk.” |

His pulse seemed to stop. “They have !
talked to thee of me,” he faltered. “

“[ did not ask their pity. Bub they |
caw how 1 suffered—one cannot hide one's |
heart.” !

“They have no right to talk,” he mut- |
tered, in sulky trepidation.

“They have every right,” she rejoined,
sharply. “If thou hadst come to see me
even once—why hast thou not?”

“]—T—have been traveling in the coxm-‘
try with cheap jewelry. The tailoring is |
so slack.” - !

“I,ook me in the eyes! The Jaw of |
Moses Noj it is'a lie. God shall forgive
thee. Why hast thou not come?”

*] have told thee.” .

“Tell that to the Sabbath firewoman!
Why hast thou not come? Is it so very
much to spare me an hour or two a week ?
1f I could go out like some of the pa-
tiente. I would come to thee. But I bave
tired thee out utterly—"

“No, no, Sarah,” he murmured, uneas-
ily.

“Then, why—"

He was covered with shame and con-
fusion. His face was turned away. =l
did not like to come,” he said desperate- |
ly.

“Why not?”’ Crimson pateches came and |
went on the white cheeks; her heart beat |
madly. ‘

“Surely, thou canst understand ¥

«Understand what? I speak of green.
and thou answerest of blue.”

“] answer as thou askest.”

“Thou answerest not at all.” \

“No answer is also an answer,” he snarl- |
ed, driven to Day. “Thou understandest
well enough. Thyself saidst it was pub- !
lic talk.” {

¢« Ah-h-h!" in a stifled shriek of despair. |
Her intuition divined everything. The
shadowy, sinister suggestions she had so |

'

grandchildren? You only come to see if

|

the old gmndmothcr jsn't dead yet.
sick! So sick! So gick!”

Twilight filled the wards. The white
beds looked ghostly in the darkness. The
last visitor departed. Sarah’s  husband
had not yet come. _

“He is not well, Mrs, Kretznow,” Sister
Margaret ventured to say in her best Yid-
dish. “Or he is busy working. Work is
not so slack any more.” Alone in the
institution she shared Sarah’s ignorance
of the Kretznow scandal. Talk of it died
before her youth and sweetness.

“He would have written.” said Sarah,
sternly, “He is wearied of me. [ have
lain here a year. Job's curse is on me.”

“Qhall T to him.” Sister Margaret paus-
ed to excogitate the word, “write ”

“No. MHe hears me knocking at his
heart.” -

They had flashes of strange, savage
poetry. these crude yet complex souls.

who was still liable to
feebly, “But——"
with a ery like

Sijster Margaret.
be startled, murmured
“Leave me in peace!”
that of a wounded animal,
The matron gently touched the novice's
arm, and drew her away. “1 will write

{ to him,” she whispered.

Night fell, but sleep fell only for some.
Qarah Kretznow tossed jn a hell of lonli-
ness. Ah, surely ner husband had not
forgotten her; surely she would not lie thus
till death—that far-off death her strong
religious instinct would ferbid her hasten-
ing! She had gone into the Refuge to

| saye him the constant sight- of her help-

lessness and the cost of her keep. ‘Was
che now to be. cut off forever from the
sight of his strength

The next day he came by special invita-
tion. = His face was sallow, rimmed with
«warthy hair; his under lip was sensuous.
ile hung his head, half veiling the shifty
cyes.

Rister Margaret 1aun Lo tell his  wife,
Sarah’s face sparkled.

“Put, up the screen!”
augd in its shelter drew her

she wurmured,

busband's

“Why Not?"’ .
and Went on the tDhite Cheeks; Her |

Heart Beat Madly ;

{ealt upon her wounds.

l “Thou art not gone?”’

"

Jong beat back by force of will took form |

{

l

l

|

|
i
|
|

Crimson Patches Came

the |

and substance. Her lead fell back on
|

pillow, the eyes closed.

He stayed on, bending
her.

“8o sick! So sick!
the grandmother.

“Thou sayest they have compassion on
thee in their talk,” he murmured, at last,
half deprecatingly, half resentfully. “Have
they none on me?”’

Her silence chilled him. “But thou
hast compassion, Sarah,” he urged. “Thou
understandest.”

Presently she re-opened her eyes.
ghe murmured.

“No; thou seest I am not tired of thee,
Sarah, my life. Only——"

«“Wilt thou wash my skin and not ma(ke
“Go

awkwardly over

Qo sick!” moaned

| me wet?” she interrupted, bitterly.
home. Go home to her!”

«1 will not go home.”

“Then go under like Korah.” |

He shuffied out. That night her lonely
hell was made lonelier by the opening of
a peephole into paradise—a paradise of
Adam and Eve and forbidden fruit. FYor
days she preserved

a stony silence toward
the sympathy of the inmates.

Of what |
avail words against the flames of jealousy |
in which she writhed? |

He lingered about the passage on the |
next visiting day, vaguely remorseful; but
she would not see him. So he went away |
sulkily indignant, and his new housemate |
comforted him, and he came no more. . {

When you lic on your back all day and
all night, you have time to think, especi-
ally if you do not sleep. A situation pre-
sents itself in many lights from dawn to
sk, and from dusk to dawn. One s&uch|
light flashed on the paradise and showed |
it to ner as but the portico of purgatory. |
Her husband would be damned in the next|
world, even as she was in this. His soul;
would be cut off from among its people. |

On this thought ehe brooded till it loom- |
ed horrible in her darkness. And at Jast
che dictated a letter to the matron, ask-
ing Herzel to come and see her.

He obeyed, and etood chame-taced at
her side, fidgeting with his peaked cap.|
Her hard face softened momentarily at|
the sight of him, her hosom heaved, sup-
pressed sobs ewelled her throat.

“Thou hast sent me?”’ he murmured. |

“Yes; perhaps thou didst again imagine|
| T was on my deathbed?” ehe replied, with |
bitter irony. |

“It is not w0, Sarah.
of myself, only thou wouldst not see my
face.”

“I have seen it for twenly
another’s tarn now.”

He was silent.

“It is tvae all the same. I am on wmy!

deathbed.” |

I would have come |

|

years—it i3}

| stead!”

'to tell thee.”

| Gett?”

| She said thou wast as one dead—Jlook not

He sterted. A pang shot through lis]

me. I am a young man.” ‘

“Thou art to blame!” Her eyes flashed
fire. *‘Blasphemer! Life is sweet to thee;
yet perhaps thou wilt die first.”

His face grew livid.

“I am a young maen,” he repeated tremu-
Jously. L

“Thou dost forget what Rabbi Eliezer
said; ‘Repent one day before thy death’—
that is today, for who knows?”

“What wouldst thou have me do?”

“(tive up—""

“No, no,” he interrupted. “It is useless.
I cannot. I am so lonely ”

“Give up,’ she repeated,
“thy wife.”
“What eayest thou? My wife! But she
not my wife. Thou art my “wife.”
“Even 0. Give me up. Give me Gett
(divorce.””)

His breath failed, his heart thumped at
the suggestion.

_ “Give thee Gett!” he whispered.

“Yes. Why didst thou not send me a
bill of divorcement when I left thy home
for this?” :

He averted -his face. “I thought of it,”
he stammered. “And then—"

“And then?’ He seemed to see a ear-
donic glitter in the gray eyes.
. “I—I was afraid.”

“Afaid!” She laughed in grim mirthless-
ness. “Afraid of a bed-ridden woman!”

“I was afraid it would make thee um-
happy.” The sardonic gleam melted into
softness, then became more terrible than
before.

“And so thou hast made me happy in-

inexorably,

is

“Stab me mot more than I merit. I did
not think people would be cruel enough

“Thine own lips told me.”

“Nay, by my eoul,” he cried, startled.

“Thine eves told me, then.”

«] feared o, he said, turning them
away. “When she—came into my house.
I—T dared not go to see thee—that was
why I did not come, though 1 always
meant to, Sarah, my life. I feared to look
thee in the eyes. I foresaw they would
read the secret in mine—so I was afraid.”

“Afraid!” she repeated, bitterly.
“Afraid I would scratch them out! Nay,
they are good eyes. Have they not seen
my heart? For twenty years they have
been my light. Those eyes and mine have
seen our children die.”

; Spasmodic | sobs came thickly now.
Swallowing them down, she said: “And
she—did she mot ask thee to give me

“Nay, she was willing to go without.

thue at me. It is the will of God. It was
for they sake, too, Sarah, that ehe did not
become my wife by law. She, too, would
have spared thee the knowledge of her.”

“Yes, ye have both tender heéarts! She
is a mother in Israel, and thou art a spark
of our father, Abraham.”

“Thou dost not believe what I say?’

“] can disbelieve it and still remain ‘a
Jewess.” Then, satire boiling over into
passion, she cried, vehemently: “We are
threshing empty ears. Thinkst thou I am
not aware of the judgments—I, the grand-

“God Bless Thee, Mrs. Kre
She Said, Gaspingly

days, that flooded the wards with golden
mockery. The evening Herzel brougnt
the Gett, Sarah could have read |
every word on the parchment plainly it |
her eyes had-not been blinded by tears.

She put out her hand toward her hue-
band, groping for the document he bore.
He placed it in her burning palm. The
fingers closed automatically upon it, then
relaxed, and the paper fluttered to the
flood. But Sarah was no longer a wife.

Herzel was glad to hide his burning face
by stooping for the fallen bill of divorce-
ment. He wae long picking it up. When
his eyes met hers again, she had propped
herself up in her bed. Two big round
tears trickled down her cheeks, bhut she
Teceived the parchment calmly, and thrust|
it' into her hosom. [

“Tet it lie there,” she said stonily,
“there, where thy head hath lain, Bless-|
ed be the true Judge!” |

“Thou art not angry with me Sarah?”’

“Why sehould I be angry? She was
right—I am but a dead woman. Only no
one may say Kaddish for me—no one may
pray for the repose of my soul. I am not
angry, Herzel. A wife should light the
Sabbath candles, a throw in the fire
the morsel of dough. But thy house was
desolate; there was nome to do thesc|
things. Here I have all I need. Now
thou wilt be happy, too.”

“Thou hast been a good wife, Sarah,”
he murmured, touched. :

“Recall not the past. We are strangers
now,” she eaid, with recurrent harshness.

“But I may come and see thee—some-
times?’ He had stirrings. of remorse ae
the moment of final parting came.

“Would thou reopen my wounds?”’

“Farewell, then.”

He put out his hand timidly. She geiz-
ed it and held passionately.

“Yes, yes, Herzel! Do not eave me!
‘Come and eee me here—as a friend, an &
quaintance, a man T used to know. The
others are thoughtless- -they forzes me—l
shall lie here—perhaps the Anzsl of D>wvth
wiil forget me, too.” Her grasp tigntened
till it hurt him acutely.

“Yes, I will come—I will come often,”
e said, with a sob of physical pau.

Rl e e OB P e e

daughter of Reb Shloumi! Thinkst thou
1 am ignorant thou couldst not obtain a!
Gett against me—me, who have borne Uheel
children, who have wrought no evil?2 I!
speak not of the Beth-Din, for in this im-|
pious country they are Joath to follow the|
judgments, and from the English Beth-|
Din thou wouldst find it impossible to ob-|
tain the Gett in any case, even thoug'ht
thou didst not marry me in this country,;
nor according to its laws. I speak of out |
own Rabbonim—thou knowest even the
Maggid would not give thee Gett merely |
because thy wife is bed-ridden. Tha;t—t,hut‘
i« what thou wast afraid of.” ;
“But if thou art willing,” he replied, |
eagerly, ignoring her scornful skepticism.
His readiness to accept the sacrifice was

“Thou deservest I should let thee burn

in the lowest Gehenna,” she cried. i
than| critical condition.
It s He that hath|
to live|

“The Almighty is more mereiful
thou,” he answered.
ordained it is mot good for man
alone; and yet men <hun me—people talk
—and she—she may leave me to my lone-
liness again.
pity.
vigitors, I—I have nothing.
didst bear me children, but they withered

True, thou

as hy the evil eye. My only eon is across!

the ocean; he hath no love for me or you.”

The recital of their common griefs soft-
ened her toward him.

“Go,” &he whispered.
the Gett. Go to the Maggid, he knew my
grandfather. He is the man to arrange it
for thee with his friends. Tell him it is
my wish.”

“(3od shall reward thee.

“Go and send me

How can 1

1
thank thee for giving thy consent?”’

“What else have I to give thee, my Her-
zel, I who eat the bread of strangers?
Truly says the proverb: “When one begs
of a beggar, the Herr God laughs!’”

« will send thee the Gett as soon as
possible.”

“Thou art right. I am a thorn in thine
eye Pluck me out quickly.”

“Thou wilt not refuse the Gett when it
comes?”’ he replied, apprehensively.

“Ig it not a wife's duty to submit? Nay,
have no fear.
ty in serving the Gett upon me.
not throw it in the messenger's face.
thon wilt marry ber?”

“Ageuredly. People will no longer talk.
And «he must bide with me. It is my one
desire.”

“It is mine likewire. Thou must atone
and save thy soul.”

e lingered, uncertainly.

“And thy dowry?” he said at last,
wilt not make claim for compensation?’

“Be easy—I scarce know where my cesu-
beh (marriage certificate) is. What need
have I of money? As-thou sayest, I have
all T want. I do not even desire to pur

1 will
And

“Thou

3

! chase a grave—lying already so long in a
| charity grave.

The bitterness is over.”
He shivered. “Thou are very good to
me.” he eaid: ‘‘Good-bye.”

e etooped down; ehe drew the bed-
clothes frenziedly over her face.

“Kiss me not!”

“‘(Gtood-bye, then;” he stammered, “God
be good to thee!” He moved away.

“I{erzel!” She had uncovered her face
with a despairing cry. He slouched back
toward her, perturbed, dreading ehe would
retract.

“Do not send it—bring it thyeelf. Let
mo take it from thy hand.”
A lump rose in his throat. “I will

bring it,” he said, brokenly.
The long days of pain drew longer; the
swnmer Was coming, harbingered by sunny

| striking Elias Dobson, a fellow lumberman,

» His voice faltered with self-i
“Here thou hast friends, nurses, |

Thou ehalt have no difficul-|

MUSQUASH MAN
N TAOUBLE Y MAINE

Charles Dyer -Under Arrest on Seri-
ous Assault Charge, Though In-
jured Man Objects to Prosecution.

Fort, Fairfield, Me., Jan. 25—Charles Dyer
was arrested here Thursday, charged with

over the head with a peavey, a week ago,
near Howe Brook station. Dobson is now
in the Eastern Maine Hospital at Bangor
with a badly fractured skull, and in a

0
Dyer was arrested at the home of his sis-
ter, Mrs. George Blake, and taken to the
Houlton jail to await the oftcome of Dob-
son’s injuries.
| Dobson is about thirty-five years old, and
| Dyer twenty-two. Dobson stated he aggra-
vated Dyer until his temper was beyond his |
control and when he stepped in  front of |
Dyer he received a heavy blow on the head,
the sharp iron point on the peavey crush-
ing in a piece of the skull. Dobson objected
| to the prosecution of his assailant, but the
‘authormes decided that action on their part
was necessary.
| It was first reported that Charles Perkins,
| of Mars Hill, committcd the assauli, but this
| was denied Thursday as a result of an in-
! yestigation by officers.

The above despatch received from the As-
| sociated Press in a measure straighiens out
| the identity of the a.sailant of Dobson,
[who js now in the hospital in this city in.a
| critical condition.
| The Commercial Thursday morning receiv-
{ ed word from its correspondent in Blaine
| that a mistake had been made in associating|
iCharlcs Perkins, of that town, with the as-
! sault, and that the assailant was Charles
| Dyer, a resident of Musquash (N. B.), who
| it was thought had made his way across the
"Hne shoruy after the aftair, but who, it
| seems, was captured at the home of his sis-
| ter in Fort Fairficld. |
| _ Dyer it appears, formerly worked in
| Blaine, but did not bear a very good reputa-
ltinu. It is said that ho hus a broher in
I.the provincial penite ntiary for assault upon
| an officer, or a soldier, the information not
being very definite.

Perkins was cmployed at Howe Brook at
' the time of the assault, but was in no way
| mixed up in the matter. It was said at the

Eastern Maine General Hospltal on Thursday
that the condition of Elias Dobson had uot
changed during the past twenty-four hours, |
and that there had been hardly a perceptible |
change for two days. After his morning |
| rounds Thursday, the physician in chargv}
said the patient was no Wworse, neither was |
{ he any hetter than on Wednesday.—Bangor |
i Commercial. i
| i
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| council of war, fled.

tznow,’

Her clasp loosened. She dropped his
hand. i 1
t‘But not till thou are married,” she|
said, o

“Be it 80.”

"‘Of course, thou must have a ‘stidl wed-
ding” The English Synagouge -viil not
marry thee.” |
":l’he Maggid will marry me.” |

“Thou will show me her cesubah when |
thou comest next?”

“Yes, 1 will borrow it of her.” \

A week passed. He brought the marriage;
certificate. ‘

Outwardly she was calm. She ;;]n.ncedh
through it.

“(od be thanked!” she said, and handed
it back.

They chatted of indifferent things, cf the |
doings of the neighbors. YWhen be was go-
ing she said, “Thou wilt come azain?”

“Yes, I will come again.”

“Thou art so good to spend *hv time on|
me thus. But thy wife. Will she not be|
jealous?”

He stared, bewildered by
eery moments.

“Jealous of thee!” he mwrmured.

She took it in its contemotadus

”~ {
her strange,|
|

eirree,

| and her white lips twitched. But she cnly|

said, ““Is she -aware thou nay

He shrugged his shoulde:
I have not told her.”

“Tell her.” |

“Ag thou wishest.™ i

There was a pause. Presently the wo-,
man spoke. |

“Wilt thou mnot bring her to see me?
Then &he will known that thou hast no
love left for me.”

He flinched as at a stab. After a pain-
ful moment he’ said, “Art thou in earn-
aat o

“T .am mno Mmarriage jester. Bring her to
me. Wilt she not come to see an inv:Llid?‘

c come here?”’|
“Do I ‘.\'nr)\v‘.‘l

She came. Saran stared at ler for am
instant with poignant curiosity; then her
eyelids dropped to shut out the dazzle of
her vouth and freshness. Hemrel’s wife
moved awkwardly and eheepishly’ But she
was beautiful, a buxom, comely counfry
girl from a Russian village, witha swell-
ing bust and a cheek rosy with helth and
confusion

Saralt’s breast was racked by a tlousand
needles; but she found breath at lat.

“Gtod bless—thee, Mrs.—Kretznow” she
gaid gaspingly. She took the girl'sthand.
“How good thou art to come andsce a
gick creature!”

“My hueband willed it,” the new wife
«aid, in clumey deprecation. She hd a
simple, stupid air that did not seem
\\’ho]]_\' due to the constraint of the stange
situation. :

“Thou wast right to obey. Be gooq to

{him, my child. For three years he wated

on me, when I lay helpless. He has sufer-
ed much. Be good. to him.”

With an impulsive movement she dryw
the girl's head down to her and kissed ler

on the lips. Then, with an anguished cy

of “Leave me for today!” she jerked tle
blanket over her face and burst into tear.
She heard the couple move hesitatingl
away. The girl's beauty shone on he:
through the opaque coverings.

“0 God!” she wailed, “God of Abraham,
Tsaac and Jacob, let me die now! For the
merite of the patriarchs take me  soon,
take me soon!”

Her vain, passionate prayer, muffled by
the bedclothes, was wholly drowned by
ear-piercing shrieks from the ward above
_screams of agony mingled with half arti-
culate accusations of attempted poiconing
—the fam]ilidr paroxysm of the palsied wo-
man who clung to life. i

The thrill passed again through Sister
Margaret. She uplifted her sweet, humid

1t is a Mitzvah (good deed) to visit the | eyes. :
sick. Tt will wipe out her trespass.” | “Ah Christ!” she whispered, ‘/f T could
“She shall come.” ‘die for her!”

DESPERNTE COUBGE

OF RUSSIAN REBELS

Repoﬁs of Rebellion in Smaller Cities

Shows That Boys and Girls Were|
as Active as Their Elders. ;

|
|

St. Pelersburg, Jan. 28.—The newspa- |
pers publish interesting accounts yeceived
py mail of the disorders in the smaller
cities of the interior during the period
of armed revolt, many of which passed
unnoticed at the time owing to the in-

terruption of telegraphic communication’
In a number of instances the troops werc

defeated and driven out of the towns or
forced to surrender.

HARD TO' SECURE
ALOEAMEN FOR
MONCTON COUKEI.

Moncton, Jan. 26—(Special)—Moncon’a
civie election this year is unique. Thee 8
not a single contest for alderman. the
ouly fight is between Dr. R. L. Botsitd
and Dr. E. O. Steeves, who sat as aldi-
man at the board last vear, for the mayt-
alty: It is probably the first time in tle
history of the city, in recent years at al
| Byents, that the whole board of 'alderma
Fere elected by acclamation.

The nominations closed: this evening anc
up to a late hour it looked as if therc
would not be enough nominations made to

At Sotssi, in the Black Sea, cighty
(ossacks of the garrison who attempred |
to disperse a gathering in the market |
place, were routed by the revolutionists |
and forced to flee to their barracks out-
side tho town, where they were regularly |
besicged. The insurgenis brought up and |
oid cannon from the port and bombarded
the barracks for two days with such ef-
fect that the Cossacks were forced to
surrended.
+The triumph of the revolutionaries was
short lived, however, for a torpedo boat
destroyer arrived from Batoum and the
population at the first threat of a bom-
bardment hastened to liberate the pris-
oners and to deliver up their arms as
well as the funds of the city treasury,
which had been taken to the mountains.

A letter from Pyatigorsk, in Caucasia,
describes the rise and fall of the “‘North
Caucasian Republic,” which had a short
and thrilling history of a month. After
the revolt of the reserve battalion garri-
soning Pratigersk the soldiers were join-
ed bv the entire population of that and
four neighboring cities. A constituent as-
sembly was summoned and. a “Revolution-
ary Army,” consisting of the mutinous
soldiers, who were led by a renegade Cos-
sack officer and several bands of the fight-
ing branch of the revolutionary organiza-
tions and other irregulars.

This “army” encountered a column con-
sisting of infantry, a battery of artillery
and several companies of Cossacks. This

! column was too strong to be resisted and |
the revolutionary leaders after a hasty |
The “Republic” then |

came to an end.
At Viataka, in the government of that

name, a band largely composed of scheol

HEPUHTH] UU[LL[BEI\ ;m«"l cchool girls, seized the water

| The troops were attacked in the rear by

1 Jan. 28—Count Witte
telegram from General
Linevitch reporting that all is quiet with|
| the Manchurian armics, The general al-|
i g0 reports that order prevails at Vladivo-|
;ﬁlok where the mutinous eailors have )
| been disarmed.

St etemsburg,
roday received a

|
| 1t is reported from Kutais in Trane-!|
| Caucasia that serious encounters have!
| taken ph}(-\elelsro between the revolution-!
ists and tlie tjoops, in which eeveral of|
| the latter wefe killed. ' ‘The arrival of!
| General Alikhanoff with troops from Tiflis
brought about the restoration of order, |
the revolutionists taking flight. !

works, which they held for fifteen hours

against a whole battalion of infantry
two companies of revaolutionists, who
were finally driven to a fortified housc.
This house was capturecd after a bombard-
ment, lasting two hours.
ed was the colonel

troops.

commanding the

Big Shipments of P. E. Island
Potatoes.

Boston, - Jan, 28—Four vessels of the
provincial potato tleet with 20,889 bushels
of tubens, arrived today arter being con-
siderably delayed by adverse winds. All
four echooners came from Priuce Edward

Island

e

R

Among the kill- |

fill up the board. Some citizens, who had
no desire to serve this year at the council,
were pressed into accepting with the re-
cult that the following were elected by
acclamation: Aldermen-at-large—Capt. J.
B. Masters, Frank C. Robinsom; ward 1,
Dr. I. N. Bourque, W.- H. Edgett (re=
elected); ward 2, Dr. C. Purdy (re-elected),

| D. I. Welch; ward 3, E. A. Fryers (re:

clected), Rod McLean.

Polling for mayor takes place next Tues-
day but on account of no. contest for
aldermen little interest is being taken am
the election.

play of Frank Wood, Truemanville, meb
with a very serious accident a few days
ago. While standing on a sled in the
Jumber woods the runner struck a stamp
(hrowing him violently ‘backwards on the
sharp blades of a double bitted axe the

full width of the blade penetrating the
fleshy part of his thigh about tiree
inches.

(ontrary to expectation there is to bea
sharp civie contest. Mayor Lowther, wio
is offering for a second term is oppos:d
by ex-Councillor C. J. Silliker, For cous-
sillor. A\, @ Robb and 'W. A. Loweii-
«on, the present councillors, and Jamey
. Carter are on one ticket, while J. XN,
Tage, Chandler €. Hewson and Alfrel,
Allen are opposing them. ;

The firm of McKeen & Pugsley, station
| ers. have dissolved, G. L. Horley having
| purchased G. K. McKeen's interest. The
‘hmvr will travel for some western firms
in Nova Scotia and New Brunswick.

T (t. R. Vickers, superintendent of
| the Dominion Express Cawpany, and P.
W. Snider, superintendent of the C. P.
telegraph service, were in Amherst
| vesterday, looking over the new offites
of their agents, Messrs, Douglas Bros,

Schr. W. R. Huntley Floated

Digby, N. S.. Jan. 26—The schooner WV,
| R. Huntley, 1. M. Dixon, Louisboug,
| owner, which was stranded on Parrs l'e&;'
Digby Gut, iloated off ‘at 11.45 last nig&é
i without assistance. The tug Bear Rive
was on hand, but her services were n¢
needed.
| hut returned today on account of wing
‘:Tlle bottom is injured and probably a ew

lvey will be held.

Rz

s

Amherst News.
Amberst. Jan. 26—A vounhg English-,

man by the name of Sissons, in the .em- °

The vessel proceeded on voyag,

w3




