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The Brute and

the Man

By GEORGE CARLING

When Jamea Behofleld, farmer and
Matryman, drove home from Denton's
Corners that night, he was unques
tionably drunk. Hilarlous and musl
cal when he left his companions nat
the village taverm, he becama after
the Nfst mile téarfully sentimental;
muttering much to himself about a
corinin comrade of his boyhood days,
long since deceased,

During the third and last mile, hin
Bungry and eager horse had plunged
recklonaly over the muddy, uneven
road, and Mr. Schofield, after extricat-
ing himself soveral timea from among
the milk cans in the wagon, had be-
cama pugnscious and aggresaive,

When he reached his door yard be
was fghting drunk.

With many curaea and klcks he had
uabhered his unlucky horse into s
stall; bad cursed his wife for the door
held readlly open for him; had or
dered hor to pull off his boots. and
had sworn with vigor and originality
at the supper which had beon held
In readiness for five hours

Finally, exasperated at \ndln( no
available fighting material, he had
struck the litle woman a cruelly sav-
hige blow—felling her to the foor—
and had answered her one piteous
monn with & eomprehensive, though
‘somewhat Incoherent, lecture on the
duties of a wife and her obligations
to love, honor and obey.

Then he stumbled into the aide bed-
room and flung himself down without
wasting any precious moments in dis
robing. Five minutes later his heavy
breathing Iudicated his perfect ob-
Mvion of all matrimonial trinls,

The girl (she was scarcely more)
ralsed her head. There were no
tears, nor mobs, but there waa a tiny
stream of blood trickling from a cruel
cut In her choek and a lttle pool on
the floor where she had laln,

Bha mised herself waarlly to her
feet, and staggering to a chalr buried
‘her face In her apron—and so sat,
thinking—motionless and silent.

Presently she arose—took the Iamp
from the table, and stepping to the
looking glnsa by the window, sxam-
‘fned her wounded face.

Threa years before no sweeter,
iduintier face—no more bawltchingly
igontle  eyes—no merrier  dimples
around such a smiling mouth had
Beon reflectod from any mirror in the
township, Even an hour hefore one

‘would have had to search far for ita
equal—the pathos of suffering, of un-
‘told » bad an yet but changed
‘the qoa of its pretiiness,

.~ At thia Instant, bowever, she, her

#elf, was startied at the roflection.

She bad never seen that face bofore!

But she remembered
now, nlmost with a llittle wonderment,
‘that she had already decided how aha
‘whould meet this neat gusault when It
came. She had dismisked, with a bit.
tor  laugh—almost a  mneor-—the
thought of appenling to the law—that
abortive, rusty engine of justice and
‘sorrection, which fines A drunken
slugger und then sends him back to
bittar reprisal for

No! her remedy was to be more
wffoctive and lusting: bringlng com.
fort and safety o herself and falr
‘puniahiment to the Rrute.

' mwu she weont to the
w. ns she expected, the

whinnylng of the unfed horse.

" @he threw the welcome oats into the
| EBREUT, Apeaking & few caressing
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ho gra k
. m dlm to the loft she threw
awn a il supply of hay-—leaned
cheak againat hia for a moment—
‘wont baok to the house, pleking
t the wood plle a heavy hatchet,
Cautlously entering the room whaere
tha Brute Jay In his drunken stupor,
a dark, serylceable dress-——

. of extra clothiug and some little
Arinkets, bringing them into the kitoh-
@n, where ahe packed them Inte a
Tusty traveling bag.

Outside, a steady, drizzling rain
was falling, and she thought of the
jmailos of muddy road before bher
iPacking ber shosn In the bag, she
pulled 0B & pair of rubber boots—
kneehigh and confidencainspiring.

Then she smeared the hatohet with
blogd from the pool on the floor, and
clipping off a few ends of her bright
brown halr she sprinkled them on the
tool Next she rolled up her blood:
stained apron Into a tight bundle. and
‘agaln taking the lantern went out and
throw the hatohet Into a thicket of
brush near by, The apron she stuffed
behind s beam In the woodhousa

Reentering the kilchen she ploked
up her hag turned out the lght, and

~then—paused, Once more, hy the
Aight of the lantern, she went lnte the
‘hedroom, aid after some little search
emorged sgaln with a wellwory wal
Jot.

She counted the coutents anto she
table und stood, considering. Thers
wore $74 and some odd cents; the
rasult of & collection of monthly milk
bills,

#4011 whe hegltated. For three years,
#ince the Brute hed taken to drink.

{ag, she had tolled hard and had
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in the wallet-——add taking the othar,
she stepped out Into the night.
Wearled almost (o exhhustion, she
climbed Into the early mal!l tesln at
Burabro, and In two houre she was ih
Buffalo. Then on again, without
break, to Cleveland., In two days ahe
had answered an advertisement and
secured employment as sérvant (o a
suburban family

It was late when the Brute awoke
and struggled to his feet, cursing his
wife for not having called him. He
stumbled out Into the kitchen and
notad, with rising rage. the disorder
of the night before—the uncleared ta
ble—an overturned chalr—-the unlight-
¢d fire. Then his eye fell upon the
red sthin In the floor.

“Gone to those d—4 Walson's
again!" ho growled vicloualy, as he re
membered hor refuge on previous sim
tiar oceasions. “I'll teach her afore
night, cuss her!"

But before night, Mr. Schoflold was
under arrest, and in Durabro jall, on
s charge of murdering his wife. Her
disappearnnce and his known abuse of
her led to quick suspicion, and a
search of the premises easlly revealad
the blood-stained floor and apron, and
the damning hatchet. In time, the
grand jury sustained the charge and
he was held for trial at the next ses
glon—to be held two or three months
luter,

An exhaustive search for the body
of his wife revealed nothing. With
the sharper Instinct of woman, she
had evaded detection as effectively am
tha most experienced criminal could
have done.

Bo the Brute, In the seclusion of his
ecell, pobered off, As his mind cleared
and his hot blood ecoled, perhaps his
thoughts ran more on bis wife's fate
than on his own jeopardy. In his
dreams and In his waking moments,
be felt an everincreasing dread of
hearing of her—fearing the worst.

He grew strangely apathetic about
himself. and when, a week before his
trinl, word was brought to him that
he was & free man--—that his wife had
made known her existence and whaere-
abouta, he waired from the jall with-
out comment—went to h's farm and
plcked up the thread of his life, alone
and soon unnoticed,

Over in Cleveland the suburban
family were congratulating them-
swlves on the cheerful, neverfalling
industry—the qulet, thoughtful deft.
nest of thelr servant, Often they won-
dered st the tinoture of undness which
soemed to overshadow her; and won
by thelr sympathetie kindness, she
had told her story

Then oame sickness—savere, hut
not lasting—and after that a letter
from Kitty, her bosom [riend With
what delight -she tore it open! How
hungry she was for news from her old
friends and nelghbors-—perhaps also,
phe was hungry for news of him.

One paragraph of the letter read:
“He (you know who I mean) la back
on the farm, doing hls own house-
work. He has sold the cows, s0 he
never comes to the village with milk,
and he keeps out of slght when any-
one goes nlong the road, 8o you see,
Molly dear, I ean't tell you much of
snything about him-—and you don"t
care, 1 guess!”

Then as she read a big, pearly tear
drop rolled down the pretty oheek,
and splashed out the “don't care”
Presently came another letter from
Kitty, plentifully embelllshed, an
usunl, with parentheses and guotation
marks, and with a paragraph which
brought more tears and a long period
of gazing at nothing.

“Bob (the goose still comos 10 wee
me) says that he calls In to see Jim
(your Jim, I mean) whenever he
passes the farm, (you know they used
to be great chums before). He saya
that Jim peems sad and talks very
little. But he works ke a Trolan!
(whatever that 1s) and he hasn't
drank anything sinoe they took him to
Burabro."

A weok later the little wife alight-
od from the stage which journeyed
between Bursbro and Denton's Cor-
ners. Much to the driver's surprise,
she bad Insisted upon getting off a
guarter of a mile before reaching
the Behofield farm,

It was after dark, but she trudged
along the weil known road, earrylng
her bundle, while the stage disap-
penred in the gloom. When she came
in sight of the houss, thero was a
lght in the kitchen, but around the
dooryard all was qulet and deserted,

Bhe orept to the cornor window and
poeped beneath the shade. Bhe noted
the cheery, fire In the wellcleanesd
stove, and the tidiness of the room,
By the table sat the man—her Jim—
holding & big needls up before the
lamp; and tho tears welled In her
eyon and n groat sob choked her, as
gh saw the blg hand clumaily jab-
bing a thread at the eye.

Climbing softly onto the porch, she
Hited the lateh and stood before him
The man stood up, amazed and doubt-
fng. He stretehod out his arms ape

poslingly. His eyes were filled with
unspenkable pleading-—with trembling,
expaciant joy

“Molly ! ——my little Molly! 1 knew
you'd ocomo agaln, some day-—my
Maollyt"™

Bhe stepped close to him, and plae
ing the bundle In his outstretched

arms, pulled astde the wrappings

“Careful, Jim! Be very ocuareful!
My dear old Jim!"

And the wondering Jim looked
down, ioto & tiny lttle face-—saw two
Hitle blue eyes looking curfonsly into
his—folt & wee hand olutch his groat
finger—and saw. biy Molly's dimplea
{n the deintiest, sweetent, prettiost He.
tle counterpart--while his Molly
wound her arms (enderly around them

with rogulsh smiles at  Lls clumay
awkwirdugss—at  his  tranafgured
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BAMBOOZLING GRANDMA,

“T'here novar was a grandma half so
gooa !
He whisperad, while bhealds her chalr he
astood,
And Ja¥ his.romy cheek,
With manner very mesk,
Agalnat her depr old face in loving meod.

“There never waa a nicer grandma horn:
1 know some llttle boys must be forlorn,
Because they've none llke youl
I wonder what I'd do
Without & grandma's Kimes night and
mora ™

“There never waa & dearer grandma-—-
there!"
Ho kissad her and he amoothed her snows
white hair!
Then Axed her rufflad cap
Antd nestied In har Inp.
While grandma, smiling, rocked her old
armichialr, '

"When I'm a man what lots to you I'l
bring;
A horee and carriage and a watch and
ring.
ANl grandmas ara so nlce’
idJunt hera he Kissed her twice)
And grandmas give a boy most any-
thing."

Bafors hin dear old grandma could reply,
This boy looked up, amd with a roguish
[
Then whispervd in her ear
That nobody might hear,
“Bay. grandma, have you any more mince
pla?"
~New Maon.,

OPTICAL ILLUSION IS QUEER

Nineteen Out of Twenty Persons
Would Say Depth Was Greater
Than the Width of Cross.

Look at this peculiar cross, and ask
your friends which of the two dotted
lines is the longer--the one showing
the breadth of the cross or that de-

T

An Optical Miusion.

monstrating the depth. Nineteen out
of every twenty would reply that the
cross is deepor than it la wide. As a
matter of fact, both dotted lines are
of equal length,

TO MAKE REALISTIC THUNDER

Trick May Be Performed by Vibrating
Plece of String Drawn Around
Person’s Head.

Place a plece of string round the
hoad of a friend, as shown In the |1
lustration, taking care that his hands

How to Make Realistic Thunder.

cover the ears, as shown In the
drawing, Then cause the string to
vibrate by drawing the finger and
thumb along i, previously molsten-
ing them or touching them with resin.
The effect will be that a sound ex-
actly like n rolling peal of thunder
will reach the ears of the person
operated upon. Try it

Looking After the Eggs.

Lady Betty, wbo is 4 years old, and
nevar misgos a trick, was taken the
other ovening to a restaurant for her
supper, and with all the Importance
and sprightly dignity of her years,
calmly ordered poached eggs on toast.
While the little family group was
awniting its mervice, the “kiddle"
amunad herself by looking out of the
window, presring agalnst a screen to
gel a closer view of something below
She was warned by her mother that
the sereen might glve way and lot her
fall to the sldewalk, perhaps Injuring
her terribly. Bhe drew away, thought
n minute, and then sald nalvely,

“Would I fall if the sereen went aut?™
“You certalnly would,” was her moth-
er's reply, "Aund would I get awful
hurted " “Very Hkely."” “Then what

would the man do with the eggs?”
Little Boy Says Grace.

A Hitle Hartford boay of rather a
thoughtful and Inguiring turg of mind
naked bis dignifed father one day, aft-
or the sllent grace st dinner. “Papa,
why don't you say it alovd?’ “You may
say it aloud If you wish, my son,” re-
plled the father, and bowing his head
the lttle fellow solemuly originated
this unique grace: “God have mercy
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on these victumls."
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FOUR O'CLOCK TEA,

When the old sun dlal by the garden wall
Telle us the hony In 4 o'clock,

Then ehlldren and dollles both ons and AN
To the garden tew-tiublo gladiy fook!

For Grandma has fAnished her dally nap
And there will she sarve us with cake
and milk,
Darfing she looks In her lace-trimmad cAp
And second-best gown of the Anest il

Dollles nnd all have a bite and sup,
Hungry are we from our hearty play;
%lll} fine Is ench plate and cup
Grandma was always brought up
that way!

.-
‘hﬂ\ we've had as much as we all can
rat
We Iny ourselves down on the soft. cool
ne,
And then the dear ladlea for talea entreat
Untl the long shadows begin to pass,

Young German Noblewoman Inapired
Her Countrymen to Fresadom by
Display of Fortitude,

Julle M. Lippmann tells a story of
the Thirty Yeara' war In St. Nicholas,
under the title of “The Btreet Sweep-

or.” The author says:

Now Maing I8 one of the strongest
fartresses In Germany; but, neverthe-
less, during the Thirty Years' war it
was occupled by the French, who lald
the country waste and ruled over the
land with all the harshnesa of in-
vaders. There seemed no hope of es.
caping from thelr tyranny, for the men
who had fought and lost were dis
couraged, and bhad no further heart for
resistance. Bo matters went from bad
to worso until, one day, the beautiful
young countess of Stein summoned all
the aweetest and best maldens of the
elty Into her presence, and urged them
to make a solemn vow that they would
nelther wed nor listen to a word of
woolng until thelr eountry was en-
tirely free.

As you may belleve, the news of
this league made a great stir; for men
who have lost thelr eourage In war,
and men who have lost thelr hearts In
love, are very different beings. The
Frenchmen saw very soon that the
young Germans were showing signs

| | of rebellion, and #o they determined

to wrealk thelr vengeance on the
countess. They took her prisoner,
dragged her through the eity, and at
last thrust a broom Into her hand, and
bade her sweep the prinelpal streat of
the town—a terrible humiliation, they
thought, for a high-bred lady as she
W,

But do, you think she faltered? No,
indeed. She ralsed her eyes, and,
praying aloud so all could hear; "God
of my fatherland, bless my sweeping,
and as I sweep the highway, grant
that the enemy may be swept from
our land!"—grasped the broom firmly
(like the trus young noblewoman she
was) and swept %0 clean that not &
Frenchman of them all (and French-
men pride themerelves on being able
to see very fine pointa) could discover
a speck of dust. They stood about,
and twirled thelr mustaches, and tried
to look superciiious, aud te ralse the
people's mirth against her. But they
did not succeed; and the townsfolk,
instead of jeering, took off their caps,
and echoed her prayer—"God bless
the sweeping!"”

And God did bless it; for the sight
of their noble young countess at her
task put the men on thelr mettle, and
they turned on the Frenchmen and
fought with such a will that it was
not long hefore there wias not one left
in the land, and they had indeed swept
the country quite clear of every foe.

CORRECTED.

Willle—Do people go to wome sank
tariums to get in trim?

Fathier-—No, to get trimmed,

Couldn't Eat Much,

"No, dear,” sald mamma to Ittle
Carrle, who had just recelved n box
of sweelments, “"you must ask one
of your Ittle friends in to share
your candy.”

“Well," replied the Jittle lady, aft
er n few momenta’ thought, “l1-I
gueas I'll Invite Fannle, ‘cause candy
makes her tooths ache sn’ she ean't

eat much.'

Sy
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ARMY COMMANDER RETIRES

in the glory of the past.
nrmy, and my heart will be with t.”

A veteran of two wars and many
Indlun skirmighes, a man of ' the
strong, vital tealts thalt have made
horoes In lfe and Iliterature, war-
scarred, weather-beaten, Brig. Gen
Charles L. Hodges has ended his serv.
fee In the United States army. Gen,
Hodges, who succeeded Gen. Freder
ick Dent Grant as commander of the
department of the lakes, enlisted an
o privaie in 1861, and reluctaotly tor
salkes—the old soldler leaves his post
only because he must.

“I'm just a plain soldier man,” he
sald, modestly, when asked to tell of
exploits of his career. 1 have fought
In battles, many of them, but all sol
diers do that"

The veteran stroked his gray mus.
tache, smiled good humoredly, and his
visitors thought of him in his younger
years as the plcturesque type of sol
dier described by Kipling a8 a “Tust
class fightin’ man."

“After the war I was sent té6 the

south, and for several years, during the reconstruction period, I served In
various southern states. Then | wan sent west, (0 that great, primitive coun.
iry beyond the Misalasippi which at that time seemed like another nation. and
I gained great pleasure from my experience during the thirty vears 1 lived
In that western land and watched the development of the country,

“I had many exciting encounters with Indians and fought In many bat
tles belween the federal troope and rampaging redskins.

“When the Spanish-American war broke out in 1888 | was ment to Cuba
and was placed in command of a battallon of the Twenty-fifth Infantry. We
fought through the Santiago campalign, and it was lively fighting, too,

“I have fought much and long: now 1 shall retire to private life and live
But I shall always feel the deepest interest In the

IS ONLY LIVING EX-SPEAKER
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as well as in military strife.

One of the notable events at the
passing of the Sixty-first congress was
the retlrement from active political
lifa of one of the country's beat
known statesmen, Gen. Joseph War-
ren Keifer of Ohlo, whose political
career has extended throughout many
yoars, General Kelfer holds the
unique position today of being the
only living ex-speaker of the house of
representatives. He held this {m-
portant place in the Forty-zeventh
congress, and since the death of John
G, Carlisle thls honor has been his
alons,

General Kelfer took part In the very
first skirmighes of the Clvil war, and

jwhen General Lee lald down hig arms

at Appomattox the commander of the
One Hundred and Tenth Ohfo volun-
teer” Infantry was thers to wlithess
that memorable event,

Eight years In congress, durlng the
later '70's and '80's, served to Inure

General Kelfer Lo the hardships of victory and the blessings of defeat In civil
The Spanish war aguin called him Into military
action, and he was next heard of leading the victorlous Americans Into the
captured Cuban capltal,

After 20 years' absence General Kelfer returned to the scenes of his civil
triumphs and defeats, and now, at the age of seventy-five, this one surviving
major general of the Civil war resigns his chair In the house of representa-
tives to his Demoeratic suceessor.

General Kelfer 1s only one of & legion of busy young-old American men,
and the fact that he ls president of a national bank, a college trustee and an
author of recognized merit would to men of less ability seem enough to en-
gnge his energy after his retirement from congressional duties.

DU PONT TO BUILD HIGHWAY

other public utllity upon it

Gen, T. Coleman Du Pont s golug to
build at his own expense the firse
link in the great highway fiom New
York to Washington, A boulevard Is
an unusual form for & wealthy mun's
public gifts tp take, Delaware s Lhe
state which is to be made the bhene-
ficlary of such a gift. Gen. Du Pont,
has offered to give to that state a
highway, runnlng from end to end of
tha commonwealth, a distance of 103
miles, It {8 to be 160 feet wide and
will cost from $1,000,000 to $2,000,000,

In his offer of the highway Con,

Du Pont stipulated that he would re- .

tain the sides of the road and re-
quested public utilittes franchises up-
on them. This feature of his offer
came In for much criticism and led
Mr. Du Pont to modify it consider-
ably. He now offéers to bulld the
road, retain the sections on the side,
but turn them over free of charge to
any concern which will obtigate Jtselt
to bulld an electrie rallway line or

_ He says his object {8 to make the road a monu.
ment to the Du Foot family and slso to improve the state by assuring a
wethod of getting trolley lnes and other improvements down the peninsula.

CZAR’S COUSIN IS POPULAR
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slan speaks with respect.
travel constantly; and thus be Is better known than the czar's otber relatives,
L]

The most popular member of the
Romanoff family of Russla Is the
Grand Duke Constantine Constantino.
viteh, cousin of the caanr, who bLeside
holding the Important post of lnspec
tor of military schools of the emplre,
{8 a playwright, an actor and a poet,

Better perhaps than all of these, ho s
4 mun of good morals und exalted
Idonls

The grand doke has translated
Shakespeare into Russian, hag writ.
ten several plays and acted them and
has published some valuable oritical
studies of new Russlan poets. It 1s
A8 & poet thut he I3 best known, Ope
of hia works has gonpe through ten
editlons and his songs are Bung In
overy peasant cabin, Two of hig songs
are rendered at esvery Russian con-
cert and many have heen get to music

Apart from his merits as a poet,

the grand duke Is an atirgetive per-
sonality. He ls about the only living
Romanoff of whom the average Rus-

An Inegpector of military schools, he is obliged (o
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