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On the morning of April 13, 1300, the hap-

piness of Harold Godward's life appeared
to have reached Its culminating point. In-

deed, the universe might have been
Searched in vai: for another man In quite
such an ecstatic state of contentment; for
Godward was entirely satisfied with his fello-

w-man and woman, and also with him-
self, that day.

He was of vigorous physique, and healthy
minded on the whole, and hitherto his life
had flowed so smoothly that no disturbing
doubts of the permanence of his good for-
tune obtruded themselves to cast an omi-

nous shadow over the greatness of his bliss.
It is said, as a truism, that to know per-

fect Joy It Is necessary to have suffered;
but surely It Is those who have suffered on
whom those ghastly doubts obtrude with
the strongest force.

From his boyhood Godward's lines had
been cast in pleasant places. He was a
posthumous child, but his mother had wor-
shipped her only son, and had fostered In
every way the boy's obvious talents.

His school life had been a series of tri-
umphs, triumphs which were not grudged
to the brilliant lad, who combined athleti-
cism with Latin verse; and who, consider-
ing what a clever chap he was, was singu-
larly free from "side."

" At Oxford, whither he went In due course,
his career was an honorable one; and, re-

turning to his mother's home at the age of
twenty-seve- n, he stated his intention . of
taking up literature as a means of increas-
ing their somewhat limited income. And
the doting, gray-haire- d mother rejoiced In
her son' determination, being fully assured
In her own mind hor darling would be an
honor to whatever profession he might se-

lect.
For a few months Harold worked with a

will, writing short stories and magazine ar-

ticles to try his strength, and then a new
Interest came into his already full life. "

At the house of a college chum he met
the most beautiful and amiable girl in the
world; and forthwith the young man fell
deeply Jn love, so deeply that the silent ap-

plause he perceived in Cella Dent's lustrous
soft blue eyes, when he had been persuaded
Into reading to a few privileged friends One

of his stirringly dramatic romances, was
,tcore precious to him than his mother's out-
spoken praise, or the demonstrative approv-

al et bis college cronies.
" He' was already engaged to Celia Dent,
and the marriage day was fixed, when his
mother felt ill, and in three day9 'died. Her
son mourned her loss truly, but it was not
unnatural .that he was able to find consola-
tion in the soft pressure of , Cella's hand

' and the liquid tenderness of her eyes.
The devoted mother, with her dying

breath, had begged her son not to post-
pone bis wedding; and, therefore, six weeks
after she had been reverently laid to rest,

; Harold married the beautiful girl, and a
month later they commenced their lives to-

gether in the pretty house in Kensington in
which he had been born. '

5 On April IS. 1900, Harold and Cella had
been married for a year and a half; their
little son was four months old, strong and
beautiful as a cherub, and on the previous
evening Godward's first modern comedy
had been, produced, with triumphant' suc--ces- s,

at a leading London theater.
But, although the" previous night the. al-

most frantic delight of the audience In the
dlscoveryjDf a new playwright, who, even
In his 'prentice days, could move them to
tears or laughter at bis will, was a joy to
the young author, the noise and excitement

' of the situation had been almost over-
whelming; and, moreover, his pleasure had
been to some, extent dampened by the fact
that Cella had not witnessed his glorious
success.

He could not find it in his heart to argue
when she had said that her duty to their
child forbade her presence at the theater.
How proud he had been of her when she
had declared her determination to nurse
her darling herself; bow beautiful to him
had been the spectacle of the tender mother
and her baby. He dared not attempt to per--
suado her to neglect for once her sacred
duties; but in the midst of his triumph his
eyes had grown humid with sympathy,
sympathy for the joy she had missed, and
with himself that he could not raise his
eyes to hers, and see her soft Hps part in
the sweet smile of silent approbation which,
to him, was so fraught with meaning.

At night when he had come home she had
already gone to bed.. He knew that this
would be so, for she had told him that for
the little son's sake she dared not risk late
hours and overfatigue; and when, quiver-
ing with excitement and love, he had
looked Into her room, he had resolutely
stifled the slightly chilling sense of disap-
pointment that had crept over him, as Iii
the dim light he perceived her lying with
her child upon her arm, fast asleep.

He had murmured a prayer for the two,
but his voice was unsteady, and he shook
his head Impatiently when he gained his
own apartment.

What a fool I am!" he muttered. T am
altogether overwrought. I am not super-
sensitive as a rule."

But here Harold Godward made a mis-
take. Throughout his life he had never
lacked his full meed of appreciation; hith-
erto his self-lov-e had received not even a
prick, and, therefore, he was not aware
that self-lov- e existed in his composition.

But & night's sound sleep had entirely re-- -
stored his equanimity, and now, as he sat
after breakfast with his ripe In the corner
of his mouth, In the midst of a veritable
ea of newspapers, . reading aloud , the no-

tices of his play to his young wife, his hap-
piness was complete.

For an hour and a half he continued to
read, while Cella nodded and smiled' at him,
and then he perceived that she grew rest-
less.
. "I can't bear to interrupt you," she said,
softly; "but I ought to go to baby now.'

"Oh, let nurse bring him down," he an-
swered quickly; "nobody will come In here,
I have left the two most imporlant papers

r to the last on purpose."
The baby was brought, and then Harold

settled himself squarely In his chair, and
took up the Journal generally admitted to
be the most critical In matters dramatic
A column and a half of unstinted praise
was devoted to the new play, and God-
ward's voice actually shook with emotion,
as very huskily he read the. peroration:

"Indeed, it is many years since we have
witnessed a play bo entirely satisfying.
Brilliant from a literary point of view, in-
tensely interesting, and breathing a spirit
of benevolence that warms the heart and
cheers the spirit. Here vice is punished and
virtue rewarded, as they should be always.

. the true mission of art being to soothe and
"strengthen. We feel the better for a play
like this, which enlarges our sympathies,

. while it upholds our ideals, and with open
arm we welcome this strong and pure-mind- ed

dramatist, who makes us weep for
the sins of the world, but teaches us to
Judge with charity."

Unable for the moment to express the
proud delight that almost unmanned him.
Oodward looked up at his wife, his strong,
wU-cu- t mouth tremulous with happiness,
and then the tears rose in his eyes, and one
tr two tiny drops cither 4 on the lashas.

'S

Cella sat with her baby at her breast,
pressing her treasure tenderly to her with
outspread, delicate hands; her beautiful
face was Hushed, her Hps were parted in a
smiie of rapture and her'sllghtly distended
violet eyes shone with a lustrous light.

He gazed at her for a moment with al-

most reverent admiration. He could read
her so truly. At last she was satisfied for
him. -

He had remarked that during the time he
hail been reading to her, although she had
smiled and nodded encouragingly, her satis-
faction had been somewhat superficial, and
he had wondered at it; but now he under-
stood, and his heart yearned with love..
: This was the first notice in which the
praise contained no drop of leaven. All the
critics had been unanimous in their com-
mendation; but this man, the head of them
all, alone had had the courage to say the
work, as it stood, was absolutely beyond
improvement. and . his wife was satisfied
with him. . ,

Her whole countenance glowed, and as
plainly as though she. had spoken he could
read her thoughts. "At last it has come!
This is what I have waited for. This man
rates my husband at his true worth." .

Celia was not looking at him, her rap-
turous eyes seemed to be gazing into a dis-

tant paradise, nor did she move when, the
author's voice . stopped with an abrupt
catch of emotion; and in a minute he rose
softly, and folding the mother and child in
his arms," pressed his lips to hers.
: "That is. good enough, isn't it, little wom-
an?" he said, trying to speak lightly. :

He felt her start strongly as though itv
were almost painful to her to have had her
proud dreams. interrupted, and he regretted
that he had disturbed her, for her expres-
sion now was comparatively tame, as, rais-
ing her face, she returned his kiss.

"Tes." she murmured, placidly, "it Is
very good. I am so glad. You must be
pleated, alter all your hard work."

Again, as when he had returned from the
theater overnight and found her sleeping,
Godward was conscious of a slight sense of
disappointment, and again he pulled him-
self together; He recognized the danger of
growing exacting. Surely enough and to
spare had been said in praise of his play.
His wife was not in the habit of expressing
all she felt, he had known that from the
beginning; her eyes at all times spoke the
thoughts of her heart more plainly than her
tongue.

j

Smoothing the soft cheek of the sleeping
child with a tender touch, he said, cheerily:

"I wish the boy were old enough to pat
his fattier on the back' with all the rest.
Who knows,. Cella? That child may be an
infant Shakspeare. In that case I had bet
ter set to work again at once. I must make
hay for us all while the sun shines, for if
he turns out a very big genius, he won't be

self-supporti- ng most likely. Good-by- e, my
treasures."

"Are you going out, Harold?"
"Yes, I must run. down to the theater. I

expect they will most of them look in be-
tween 12 and 1, though there, ü nothing to
alter, so far as I can tell."

He kissed her again, and went out into
the bright spring morning. Then, jumping
into a hansom, and leaning back luxuri-
ously, once more he reviewed his delightful
circumstances.

The play being such an undoubted success
would bring him in a large sum of money,
there could be little question of that,
though this being his first dramatic ven
ture, he. had received in the original in
stance only a small sum from the man
ager. In the future, therefore, Godward felt
that he would be Justified in giving up the
magazine work at. which he had labored in
cessantly during the first year of his mar
ried - life, and in devoting himself , exclu
sively to the writing of plays. In wkjch dl
rection he had, always believed his literary
strength lay.

He felt himself entitled to a short holi
day, however; he had worked almost night
and day for the last six ronths in the com
position and production of the play; In
deed, It seemed to him he had scarcely had
leisure even. to notice the growth and de-
velopment of that wonderful little son of
his. He would take a month, at any rate, to
revel In home pleasures he had promised
his wife a few weeks at the sea-a- nd then
he would buckle on his armor again, and
the second play should be better than the
first, for he was not so conceited that he
did not . recognize, : after all, there were
weak points in the first The second act, for
instance, . was not up to the others. .

The next play should be more evenly bal
anced, and Cella should, be there on' the
Irst night. In the author's own box, and
she could take , her llttlo cousin Marlon
with her. He smiled as he recognized Mari-
on's disappointment that she had not- - been
able to go the night before.

The stage seemed full of people when
Godward entered the dimly-lighte- d theater.
and a moment after he was the center of a
group of excited men and women, who
clapped him on the back and shook him by
the hand ln;the fervor of their congratula
tions; the leading-lady- , an i irreproachable
young matron, being sufficiently carried
away to take the young author by the-coa- t

lapels and kiss him on ther cheek.' -

' Then the members of the orchestfa who
were present in case there should be any
alterations in the music cues, struck up an
Improvised version of "See the Conquering
Hero Comes." And at that everybody
laughed, and the tension of the prevailing
excitement was. to a certain extent, re-
laxed.

It was nearly 4 before Harold could get
away from the Cecil, where he had lunched
with Walter Chester, the manager of a rival
theater. Godward's face was radiant with
gratification. Everybody had been so good
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to him. Not a soul had seemed to grudge
his easily-earne- d triumph; and, after all, it
had been easily earned, for he had reveled
in the writing of the play. Chester followed
him to his hansom.

"You'll give me the refusal of the next.
then. You promise?" he said.

"Ye?. I promise."
"And you think you can turn it out in six

'

months?"
"There or thereabouts. I am going to tako

a month off at Eastbourne with my wife,
I tell you, to study my kiddy. I scarcely
know the little chap. Give a fellow time to
breathe." .

"A little time only," Chester replied,
with a smile; "the public will be waiting
Impatiently for your next. Don't let them
cool, Godward."

Softly whistling a graceful melody that
occurred more than once in the new piece,
Harold let himself into his house with his
latch-ke- y, and, throwing off his light over-

coat, looked into the drawing room. Celia
sat at her inlaid escritoire, writing busily
in a bulky volume.

The smile deepened on the husband's
face. Of course, she was occupied with her
Journal. She always devoted an hour in the
afternoon to it. He could very well imagine
she had plenty to say that day, and ho
could also understand that to :

women to
whom speech is difficult, when their hearts
are full, a journal must be a great comfort.

He advanced a step, and she looked up
quickly, and then, as usual, drew a sheet of
blotting paper over the half -- covered page.

"Iaroldl I didn't hear you come in!"
"So absorbed in your literary occupations,

eh?" he responded, bending his head to
kiss her.

She smiled; but made no answer, and then
he walked away and seated himself near to
the cozy hearth, on which there burnt a
bright Are.

"Everything all right at the theater, Har-
old?"
' "Splendid!"

!

"That's a good thing,". Cella replied, dip-

ping her pen again Into the ink. But before
she could recommence her writing there
came a knock at the door, followed immedi-
ately by the entrance of a white-gown- ed

nurse. With a start the young woman rose
to her feet.

"What is it, nurse V
"Oh, nothing particular, ma'am, only I

wanted just to show you those new socks
of baby's."

"I'll come at once."
The young mother, tossed her journal into

the writing table and turned the key hastily
in the lock. In another moment she had
quitted the room, and then Harold walked
to the window and looked . out Into the
street.

He wished the nurse hadn't come at that
precise moment, he wanted to tell Cella
about the offer foi1 the new play, and the
leading lady; he knew how her soft eyes
would kindle when she heard of that en-

thusiastic kiss. ' He laid his hand on the
escritoire, and the lid moved. His wife had
not locked It, then. -

Idly he lifted the lid, and then a sudden
gleam of half mischievous excitement
leaped into his eyes.

His wife's journal! He must look at it just
for once. He must see what she had said
about his triumph. .

' He remembered her dreamy gaze of rap-

ture over that glorious Press notice. He
knew her heart had been too full for speech.
but he had so longed to add hers to the
outspoken chorus of praise that had
sounded so sweetly in his ears. His mother!
What would not she have said had she
lived to see this day? Surely there could be
nothing really dishonorable for a husband
to peer into the recess of a heart that he
could swear was altogether pure and faith-
ful.

Nevertheless, Godward glanced nervously
over his shoulder, as he seated himself and
opened the volume.

He saw where the new writing com-

menced, and began to read there. The home
tale was taken up on the evening of
April 17.

"Had dinner early on Harold's account.
Sat in the bedroom in the evening. Baby
slept llke a cherub. He takes wonderful
notice now. I was quite struck with his In-

telligence In his bath this afternoon. 1

dropped the soap Into the water, and he
stretched his hand out after It Nurse says
she never saw a child like it at his age.
Put him Into his cot, and sat building cas-

tles in the air about, him until 10, . then
nursed him and went to bed. A happy,
peaceful time. Harold's play produced at
the King's. I asleep when he came home."

Godward's hands were as cold as Ice, and
In that warm soft atmosphere he shivered
slightly as he turned the leaf, and rubbed
his eyes. Was it really dusk? Was there a
palpable gloom in the air, or was it only a
trick of his fancy? Setting his teeth, he
read on: ; ; ;

Friday. April IS Feel very tired . this
afternoon. Trust I am not going to have
anything the matter with me; what should
I do about baby in that case? lie appears
so extraordinary impressionable. When I
smile at him, he answers directly; but if I
look at all grave, the corners of his dear
little mouth go down at once. A fine day.
Nurse able to take him out in the gardens
for three hours. Says she's certain he no-

ticed the crocuses 1 shall go out with them
to-morr- ow to see I can hardly believe it at
his age; but. then, baby Is not ordinary.
Harold's play seems to have been a success
last night. He read me no end of newspa-
per articles on it. I very soon got hopelessly
muddled with them. However, now I sup-
pose the thing is off hki brain. He has been
awfully absorbed in it lately. While ho was
reading I made up my mind about baby's
future. Last night I fancied I should like
him to be a doctor, but now I want him to
be a clergyman; It la aurely the. noblest of
all professions. I quite lost myself in a
dream about my darling. A good thing Har-
old didn't know. He claims so much atten-
tion, poor fellow, his mother spoilt him!
Harold thinks baby may grow up to be a
writer. I trust not. One author in a family
is quite enough. Harold not at home to
lunch, so baby sat on my knee while I ate

THERE ARE OTHERS.
Miss Cutting She suffers a great deal for her beliefs.
Morton What are her beliefs?
3IU3 Cutting She believes she. can wear a No. 2 shoe pn a No. 4 foot,

and a 23-ln-ch corset ca i 12-la- ch wtlit

mine. He looked so astonished at all my
proceedings. . Nurso very much amused.
He's really the sweetest companion. His
feet are growing so"

There was no more, but Godward did not
move; still he sat there staring at the pret-
ty writing, bis face gray with pallor. Could
it be true? Was this his wife? This bab-
bling, unsympathetic creature?

He raised his hand to his brow, whereon
drops of sweat, stood thickly ; and then
there came a loud knock at the outer door.

Dropping the lid of the escritoire he
stumbled to tho chair at the fireside, and
wiped his glistening forehead. In a moment
the drawing room door opened noisily, and
there entered a girl of about eighteen, who,
running to him, laid her eager hands on
his arm. ;

"Harold!" she cried. "Oh, I am so proud
and happy! How splendid, how splendid it
all is! I waited in the library, newsroom
until the evening papers came out. I have
read them, every one, . morning. and even-
ing. I have been there nearly all day. I
think the people must have thought me
half crazed. I had to bite my tongue to
prevent telling every one that it was my
cousin's husband who had written tho new
play. Oh, isn't. Celia off her head with
pride?"

lie could not speak, but he looked up
into the young face. It was not a pretty
face. Marion was delicate and thin, and, as
a rule, somewhat wan; but to-d- ay her eyes
sparkled with enthusiasm, and her cheeks
were flushed.

She was too excited, however," to notice
the emotion in his face, and the door open-

ing at that moment, she sprang to Celia's
side, and threw her arms around her cous-

in's neck, kissing her heartily.
"Congratulations, congratulations!" she

sang out, "Oh, Cella, when will you take
me to see it? When? When?" -

The young wife shook her head smilingly.
"You must be patient a little longer, Ma-

rlon," she answered; "I will take you pres-
ently, but I shall not be able to leave baby
for any length of time-fo- r eight weeks'
yet."

"Eight weeks! Oh, Cella! Then Harold
will take me, won't you, Harold? I can't
wait, and I shall not be here in eight
weeks."

"Not be here?"
"No, my stepmother says I must go out

as a nursery governess now at once; and,
oh, Celia, I'm not so very fond of children,
I'm afraid. If I could only get some short-
hand secretarial work." ... . ,.

"Well, dear, I'm" sorry," Cella saidsoft-
ly; "but we can't all choose-- our. ways of
living." .

Rising, Harold Godward stood for. a min-
ute looking down into the fire; and then he
spoke, and neither of the women noticed
how. carefully and slowly he articulated.

"If you want a secretary's post, Marlon,"
he said, "I can offer you one."

"Harold!"
. "I should get on quicker if I dictated my
plays," he explained; "and Chester wants
a new-piec- e from me ät once."

"Not at once, surely, Harold?' Cella
cried sharply. "You are going to take us to
Eastbourne for a month?"

"I cannot do so now," he' responded,
calmly; "Chester presses for the play. I
will send you down with baby and nurse."

"Oh, very well, dear; you must do , as
you think best," Cella answered, content-
edly.

'
- .

' -

His rage rose at her ready acceptance of
his absence, and he turned; but his wife re-

marked nothing unusual in her husband's
aspect, though Marlon wondered at the
curious hard lines round his mouth.

"Marlon, can you be here at 10 o'clock
every morning?" he asked.

"Oh, earlier than that, Harold!"
"From 10 to 4 1 ehould llk j you to stay,"

he continued. " "You can lunch with us,
and I will pay you 30 shillings a"week to
begin with. Will that do?"

With a sob the girl went to him and
clasped hi" cold, clammy fingers In both her
hands.
, "I. can!t thank you," she gasped. "I am
too happy. Heaven bless you!"

. And Cella, examining the heel of baby's
new socks, smiled as she said:

Then that's all right. You won't be
lonely now, Harold, while baby and I are
away." .

On Jan. 13, just eight' months later, Har-
old Godward sat In his study with a heap
of newspapers littering the fjoor. One lay
upon his knee, crumpled fiercely in his
clutching - right hand. The clock struck,
and he raised his haggard eyes to it.

"Eleven," he muttered. "Then she
doesn't mean to come., Poor child, I expect
she's upset. I wish she hadn't been there
last night, and I hope she hasn't read this.
But if she has she won't understand all it
means. to me. Thank heaven, she, at least,
is Innocent."
. Then once again , he smoothed the paper
out and reread the words, which appeared
to.saorch his eyes. It was the same writer
whose praise had "raised him to the summit
of his joyful pride eight months ago:

"Chilled to the heart,1 cruelly disappoint-
ed, we watched the curtain descend on the
most cynically depressing play we ever re-

member to have witnessed; and we came
away in a state of actual bewilderment, for
only half a mile away we knew that a
theater was ringing with plaudits for the
work of tho same author, a pure human
work, which in contrast to this is as light
to darkness. If such things were possible,
it might be supposed that the writer of the
present pesimlstlcally repulsive drama had
come under tho spell of some malignant
personal Influence during the last few
months,' which had twisted and warped
his sense of right and wrong; but there are
no witches nowadays, and the enigma why
tho same man should have given us within
a year a play that excites our noblest as-

pirations, and another that scoffs at all we
hold sacred, is one that we. cannot hope to
solve. The piece is undoubtedly brilliantly
clever, and will in all probability draw the
town, which, considering tho morbidly mo

tono of the plot. Is a fact that
may well be regretted by all true lovers of
art. We can only offer our sympathy to tho
artists who had to represent some of these
most repellant characters

"It is true," he muttered "I have gone
to the bad, to the bad utterly. Marion
doesn't know it yet; but how long' shall I
be able to keep silence? It tears my heart
out thai the stays away to-da- y."

Ho sat another minute, with grimly com-
pressed Hps, and then, with a stilled groan,
ho rose. He must go down to the theater,
a rehearsal had been called for twelve.
Ho went out of the room, and met Celia in
the hall.

"Going to the theater?" she asked
brightly. ,

. "Yes," he responded, curtly.
"Then baby and !l will not expect, you to

lunch. Come, Harold, cheer up! You can't
expect that all your pieces will.be equally
successful And it doesn't matter half so
much in this case, since the "play was
bought outright. That was. a real bit of
hick for us."

With a soft smile the young woman
turned away, and Godward opened the
house door.

There was a fine sleet falling, and the
outlook was as utterly cheerless as the
author's heart; before he had taken a step,
however, a messenger boy ran up.

"Harold Goodward. esq.?"
Good ward nodded, and the lad put into

his hand an envelope with a typed ad-

dress. It appeared an entirely uninterest-
ing communication yet Godward was con-

scious of a curious shitnkin sense of chill

as the note was given to him. Instinctively
he turned to the study and shut and locked
the door; and. then,-removin- g his hat, - he
seated himself and opened the note.

As his eyes fell upon the writing of the
enclosure, he gave a sigh of relief.

"Marlon!" he cried, under his breath.
"I am glad she has written."

"Harold," the letter commenced, "I have
typed the envelope because I do not want
anyone to know that I have written to you
to-da- y. I am more unhappy than I can
say. The notices are so cruel so terrlbiy
cruel. Harold, I cannot come to you any
more. Do not try to persuade me.
not come! Never, again! Oh. try, try to do
differently In tho time, to come. You are
clever; there is no one who can approach
you. I would say, try for my sake; but it
would not be right. I am going straight
away to-da- y, a long way off, If we ever
meet in the future, please Heaven you will
be your old self again. Burn this letter
at once. I beg It of you as a favor. Tell
no one I have written. Remember, tell no
one. Heaven bless you!"

His eyes were scared, and his breath
came quickly, as he dropped the letter into
the fire, muttering, as he did so:

"I will not give her up. I will find her
wherever she hides." -

It was 9 o'clock when Godward re-enter- ed

his home. He removed his hat wearily, and
then he looked into the drawing room.
Cella was seated at her writing table, and
an evil gleam came into his eyes as he saw
that her Journal was open before her.

With a sullen frown he strode to the fire,
and then he became aware that his wife
was crying.

"Dear me, your diary appears to be af-

fecting," he said, sarcastically.
She wrote another word or two, and then

she raised her streaming eyes to his scorn-
ful face. .

"I have had some very bad news," she
said. "I am putting it down at once. I am
afraid it will shock you. Perhaps you had
better look at what I have written."
. She gave him the book, and, half fright-
ened, he glanced at the still wet Ink.

"A sad shock!" Cella had written. "Poor
Marlon slipped on the platform at South
Kensington this morning at 12 o'clock. She
fell in front of a train and was killed in-

stantly!" :

For a moment Harold Godward stood mo-
tionless, actually stunned by the enormity
of his horror, and then his wife started
back with a shrill cry of terror.

With a shriek of horrible laughter the
man held the fatal book on high, shaking
it and waving It In a delirium of hysterical
agony. And then, groaning and panting,
he tore at the leaves tore at them with his
fingers and with his teeth until the ground
was strewn with the white paper.

Even the cover he rent asunder, while his
pale wife watched him, scared and trem-
bling; and then, as in his maddened frenzy
he trampled the fragments under foot, his
brain suddenly reeled. ' and with a choking
moan he fell heavily, senseless In the midst
of the litter. 1 , : .

And all this happened because a foolish
woman kept a diary and a roa-cou- ld not
control his curiosity.

Copyright, 1902.

OUT OF THE 0RDIHABY.

If the Mississippi valley were as densely
populated as Massachusetts it would have
350,000.000 Inhabitants.

The average life of 21 and 12 bills from
issue to redemption as mutilated currency
is little more than two years.

It is suggested in France that Increase of
population be encouraged by giving gov-
ernment positions only to men having large
families.

Another step In the commercial annexa-
tion of Canada is the taking by New York-
ers of 5.000 shares, at $250 each. In the Royal
Bank of the Dominion.

It Is estimated that the recent increase In
the pay of railroad employes throughout
the United States affects CGO.000 men, involv-
ing a cash outlay for 1903 of $35,350,000.

The average European is five feet six
and seven-tent- hs inches high; the average
American five feet seven and eight-tenth- s.

Their respective weights are 138 and 141
pounds.

Quito, the capital of Ecuador, is to havea cotton mill. The machinery for it must be
carried on the backs of mules to an altitude
of 16,000 feet In the Andes In sight of Chlm- -
borazo. )

The Aleuts are rapidly dying off sincecivilization has led to changes In their hab-
its and clothing. The vices of our civil-
isation destroy every aboriginal people ex-
posed to them.

Trackwalkers for certain Massachusetts
railroads are now required to wind a reg-
istering clock at certain points every hour,
and records are kept, to be examined
weekly by the superintendent.

In Italian cotton mills men receive 42
cents a day, women S3 cents and children 16
cents. Of the cotton used last year 93,000
tons came from the United States, 14,000
from India and 7,000 from Egypt.

That the people of the United States do
not eat rice is shown by the statistics thata population of 80,000,000 consumes less than
five pounds per capita per annum of the
400,000,000 of clean rice now produced an-
nually.

A full set of the "Almanach de Gotha,"
from 1764 to 1900, was recently sold In
Paris for $1,300. Of course, its value islargely that of a literary rarity, but the
old volumes are extremely useful to special
students.

It is said that the profitable hen eats
sixteen times her weight in a year. Hereggs are six times her own weight, and
worth six times the cost of her food. Feed
plenty of wheat, oats, grit, clover and
bone and less corn.

To such an extent does religion prevail at
Gonoatoa, in the South seas, that every
man. woman and chUd on that island who
does not go to church at least three times
a week is liable to be arrested and fined,
the fine going to the King.

The telephone is in more general use in
Sweden than any other country. Rates av-
erage $1 a month, and distance messages
are 8 cents for three minutes if under 150
miles. A reply is always forthcoming from
the central station In about ten seconds.

Judge. Dick, of Columbus, O., has dis-
charged Eva Earle, a woman who was
prosecuted for accepting a fee to pray at
the bedside of a elck person. He declared
that any invalid had the right to hire an-
other to pray for him if he wished to do so.

A Bomewhat remarkable text-boo- k for
the use of young German soldiers has Just
been published. It deliberately instructs
soldiers to Inform their superiors of all
kinds of offenses committted by their com- -

f SPHINX LORE Jg
Enigmatic Knots of Odd and Ingenious Kind

for the Leisure Hour.

Any communication intended for this deiartmnt should lc addrttscii to K. 11. Chadloum,
Lew Is ton. Maine.

4aS A HOOK AXD ITS AtTHOU.

BELL.E . BAUN ES.

4.19. AXAGItAM.
"DON'T COME IN THERE, OR- -".

Or what? Gosh! That's the question.
Is thar a hint o war

Veiled by this vague suggestion?
Or will ole Uncle Sam,

Obleegingly enuff.
Jes shet up like a clam

If Yewrup calls his bluff?
This principle for years

Hex caused great irritation.
An roused the Jealous fears

Of each aspirin' nation.
Land-hungr- y rivals long . -

Tew put It tew ther test.
But dassn't face ther strong

Young giant o ther West.
We dew not want a fuss;

It hain't our avocation,
But If some bumptious cuss

Riles up ther Yankee Nation,
Then let ther eagle scream,

An' that rambunctious Kaiser
May wake up from his dream '. ' ;

A sadder man an' wiser.
A. F. HOLT.

440.-DECAPIT- ATED 5U3IERICAL.
Waf came to a mountain cabin where

the hens were scratching and the nies
thus little op--

for human conversation amid theEortunlty crowing, grunting, and
of the premises. It was to this
that we again, mounted our wheels, glad
to be, as it were, once more on the
Jack said, "That is what you may expect
if you try to take a little rest in one of

.these cabins." . .
4h TT 11 .11 mxie rcttiiy ueueves in avioi oi uriemairubbish, among

other things, and has become almost the
of mysticism. He al-

ways looks dapper dressed in white, with a
gay or two about him.
He thinks we are a very materialistic

only one 11-13-- 13, as It were,
lacking them toward making any real na-
tional entity to found a race 12-1- 3.

DOROTHEA.

441 PALIVDROMC.
This vessel that sailed the South seas

Had a queer cosmopolitan crew
Of Lascars, Hawailans, Chinese,
And assorted Caucasians a few.
The cook of the ark-color-ed crowd
Used to serve some remarkable dishes.
And Sarah, the stewardess, vowed
That "sich cookin' would plson the fishes.
She peeped in the galley one day;
There were never eyes keener than Sarah's;
And then, no great cause for dismay,
aa a a aaa a aa.' M. C. S.

rades. Services of this character are
stated In the text-boo- k to be a high duty
and worthy of commendation. If the sol-
dier hears anything derogatory to his off-
icers or the Kaiser, he is to fetch a police-
man.

The skin of the diamond-bac- k rattle-
snake Is utilized in Florida as a barometer.
When preserved like rawhide and hung up
the skin will begin to emit beads of mois-
ture at the first Indications of a storm,
even though several hours before the ar-
rival of the atmospheric disturbance.

The steamship Sierra, which has arrived
at San Francisco from Australia, reports
that while steaming at a rate of sixteen
knots she struck a huge whale, breaking
its back and cutting it so deeply that the
monster's carcass stuck fast to the stem.

During the past year on all railroads of
tho United States 167 person were killed
in railroad accidents, 3,586 passengers were
injured. During the same period on Brit-
ish roads not a single passenger was killed
and only 476 were injured in railroad acci-
dents.

Among the Turks bath money forms an
item in every marriage contract, the hus-
band engaging to allow his wife a certainsum for bathing purposes. Should it be
wltheld, she has only to go before the cadi
and turn her slipper upside down, and if
the complaint be not then redressed it Is
a ground for divorce,

A singular strike of priests has takenplace at friary at Lisbon. Three priests,
members of a religious congregation, were
suspended, whereupon others, in sympathy
with them, declined to act till their col-
leagues were pardoned. Their superiors
are much embarrassed, and the difficulty
has not yet been solved.

A German professor has been Investigat-
ing the causes of insanity among women
and ' has' come ' to the conclusion that if
women are admitted into competition with
men the inevitable result will be a tremen-
dous Increase of insanity among the women.
He finds that the percentage of women
teachers - who become insane is almost
double that of the men teachers.

Pobably the first railroad ever built In
the United States principally to haul water
melons will be a branch line . which theBurlington is getting ready to construct In
southeast Missouri this spring; The lino
will be fifty miles long, and will run
through a district which Is distinctively the
home of v the watermelon. Knough melons
are sald'to be produced there to keep one
railroad ". busy during the season hauling
them. . r

Xevr Bond from the Gateway.
Salt Lake Tribune.

The Chinese Steamship Company, which,
with four ships, 'is to begin commercial
operations between Hong-Kon- g and San
Francisco, first stopping at a port JnMexico to discharge its load of coolies to
work in that country, Is likely to cut an
important figure in Pacific ocean freights.
Tho Chinese can carry freight cheaper thanother peoples can, by reason of their-cheap- -tr

labor, and the owners of the line1 are re-
ported to be shrewd, enterprising men.They wfll naturally push their venture for
all that it H worth and we may look to sec
lively competition. Our. west coast issurely destinel to bo the gateway of thoworld to tho Orient.

HOW IT HAPPENED.
He Poor Jackl If it hadn't been for his wife he would have spent nls

fortune in a year.
He How was that?
'Well, she srant it for him

4t2 u:o;nAimcAL woitn-iii:li:tio.r- .

1. From a city of the Southern States take
an island of the Malay archipelago, and
leave a bundle. 2. From one cf the lnlUX
States take a department nf France and
leave an abbreviation of the State, 3. Froni
a city of Massachusetts tak an Englld
borough and leave a city of Rhode Island.
4. From a Burmese citx take a conjunction
and leave nn Asiatic peninsula. 5. From a
South American river take one and leave
a state of Brazil. 6. From an Italian city
take a printer's measure anl leavo a city
of the Indies.

J. D.

44.1 ciiAiiAm:.
Twas quite a ONE. the TOTAI thought.
To hear the brown bee fret.

While from her tiny TWO he sought
Its hidden wfts to get.

"Mankind a TWO may need." he said.
'"Tis true some of them do,

To make them earn . their daily bread; .

Bees don't." And off he flew.
And then th TOTAL smiled--lf fiowcra

may smile
And sought some other rover to begulla,

SP1CA.

444, SOME IVETTEIIS.
(Example: A sewing letter. Answer!
1. A sorry letter. 2. A dramatic letter. 3.

A divided letter. 4. A sharp letter.-- 5. A.
beaten letter. 6. A. roving letter. 7.A.
genuine letter. 8. A soldierly letter. 9. JL
cutting letter. 10. An exquisite letter.

EVANGELINE;

445 ENIGMA.

I circled round the festive board
So many times, I fear,
I've almost killed with kindness
And have saddened with good cheer.
But "like cures like," or so they say.
And so I come again;
The only thing his nurse allows
While on this bed of pain. . ; ;

. DOROTHEA;

AXSWEnS.
422. Bump, dump, gump. hump. Jump,

lump, mump, pump, rump, sump, tump.
423. Valentine.
424. Mississippi river; George Washing-

ton; Chaucer; Roger Ascham; Homer;
Herodotus; Francis Bacon; John Marshall;
Aeschylus; Abraham; Satan; Izaak Wal-
ton. "

423. No; I trot no contortion. t
426. The value of the half dollars In cents

is even, as is also the value of the dimes,
and likewise the value of the nickels (for
the number of nickels is even.) .Since th9
total value is even, the value of the quar-
ters must bo even, tot; therefore, the num-
ber of quarters is evon, nd they are. la
Bag C.

427. L Son-ne- t. 2. For-got-te- n. 3. In-

spire. .

428. Holmes, Wood, Field, Lillie, James,
Hale, Hardy, Child, Poe, Cooke, Lamb,
Baker, Warner, Burnett, Butterworth. Mot-
ley, Pyle, Foote, Garland, Hawthorne, Cur-
tis, Dodge, Howe, Knox, Bangs. Sea well,
Baylor, White, Greene, Longfellow--, Harte,
Dunn, Ladd, Mable, Very. .

'

423. Spot, post, pots, tops, stop.'

A GENERAL "HEALTH DAY."

Jfot a Bad Flan In View of the Preva-
lence of Microbes. .

Philadelphia Record.
The tenacity with which disease gercia

cling to life is one of the marvels which
impress, the bacteriologist. Nothing short
of boiling or the application of a powerful
antiseptic can Insure their destruction.
They may. remain imbedded in ice fo,c
long time without their power of reproduc-
tion being impaired. What is jnoro serious,
they may make their lair in carpets, cur-
tains, upholstery or even wall paper in-
definitely, and when the conditions becoma
favorable they may develop their speciflo
maladies. The late Professor Tyndall
traced a case of scarlet fever in the Scotch
highlands to a hobby horse which had
been sent from Glasgow on the death from
that disease of Its little owner. For nearly
a year the germs were inactive,' but at the
first opportunity they were capable of in-
ducing disease nt a virulent type. The need,
therefore, of the thorough disinfection cf
everything In a room where a patient has
been confined by a zymotic disease Is ob-
vious.
' It la because of this' remarkable 'per-
sistence of microbes that a member of the
Utah Legislature hau introduced a bill to
appoint a general health day; a tlay when
It shall be compulsory for . every person
in charge of a dwelling, store, office, the
ater,, church, public hall of any kind, fac-
tory, etc, to clean and thoroughly disin-
fect the premises.. It is provided that tha
Btate Board of Health shall prescribe the --

disinfectants to be used, and city councils
town boards or county commissioners shall
see that the law is enforced. Local inspec-
tors are to be appointed, and a fine of 130
will be Imposed for any failure to clean upw

That the rigid enforcement of such a
law would make an Impression on themortality from Infectious diseases Is be-
yond a doubt While it is most often the
case that typhoid fever, diphtheria and
scarlet fever are propagated by means of
polluted water or milk, the sudden appear-
ance of these diseases has sometimes been
traced to a failure to disinfect the rooms
of the sick. People cannot protect them-
selves from the carelessness or Ignorance of
some of the victims of Infectious maladjcs.
Persons with smallpox have Lcen known tr
sell, their infected clothing as rags, and
workmen in paper mills have been stricken
as a consequence of handling the clothing.
Pneumonia patients and consumptives often
expectorate on floors, and when the sputa
dries tho germs fill the air and are breathed
by unsuspecting people. Only through dis-
infection can the dangers from this source
be dissipated.

rcrhaps thc chief benefit of a general
health day would be its educational influ- - '

In spite of the enterprise of health
officers in distributing tracts, there are
many people in every community who aro
densely ignorant of the simplest facts ofpanitation and who know nothing about
the existence of microscopic creatures
which are capable of producing the most "

dreaded maladies. The. compulsory clean-
ing and inspection would do more to tcarhi
such persons the need of care than the
tracts of the health department can do.
The proposed law is wholly reasonable and
expedient, and it Is fair to assume that in
time it will be enacted in every State,

So Parisian.
New York post.

A certain Broadway restaurant, known
for the Parisian quality of Its cooking, la
also acquiring for its cafe a fl.tvor of smart
Bohemlanlsm, which Is prorttable In the ex-
treme.

Half' of New York wants to b thought
recklesrly and spectacularly giddy," the
proprietor says.

At any rate, he has solved the secret of
success. Kvery night the small, marble-topp- ed

tables are plentifully occupied. It
is especially good Hohemlan form to loll
upon the window Feats
and call for a writing portfolio, lr.k well and
pen.. After all. those who look on may Im-
agine one as dashing off a rondeau, or even
Much a difficult verse form as the vulanelle.
Tho proprietor dots not begrudge his guests
the paper and pens. They are valuable as
theatrical properties, and he knows It.

The air i heavy with Tschalkowsky, the
bouquet of liqueurs and the fumes of Egyp-
tian cigarettes. One Is conscious vaguely
that the women talk vry loudly and do
not know it.

Old Salt's Comment
Sea Breeze.

Sea language will stick to an o!3 salt
many years after he has quit seafaring.
As a gentleman was carving the Christ-
mas turkey, the waiter, who had been an
old sailor, watched as long as he could
bear it wRlle his master tried to draw
the stuffing through the side of the bird,
then he ventured in a hoarse whisper th
ausjeatioai "Further aft, sir; further cSZ"
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