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PETER, THE PESSIMIST

By Miss Idaline Williams
(Copyright by W. G. Chapman.)
"Hearts crush them! Love tear

it up by the roots! Charity eliminate
it! I hate all the world!-- am going
to devote my time, my money, my life
to adding all the evil I can to human-
ity."

Thus Peter Martin; pacing up and
down his office in a wild frenzy. His
placid, benevolent face on normal oc-

casions would have belied his words,
the mild, sympathetic eyes could only
have so grown from years of good-
ness and helpfulness, yet grim, un-
compromising vim was apparent in
the hissing sentences that seemed to
burst from an outraged soul.

"Why, I've been blind, blind!" he
roared. "The plaything of every syc-
ophant, the ridicule of phil-
anthropists, the butt, jeer and victim
of men who called me friend! Friends!
Ha! ha! Hollow mockery! The scales
have fallen. And now wickedness,
cruelty, revenge'!'

The cause of this extraordinary
condition of the mind of Peter Martin
had been a discovery that had ap-
palled him, crushed him, had opened
his eyes to the full depravity of hu-
man nature and had destroyed his
trust in humanity.

His closest busienss friend, John
Jarvis, had induced him some time
previous to invest nearly half his for-
tune in an extensive mining proposi-
tion. Suddenly the shares had gone
down. It was predicted that they
would go lower. Peter, not wishing
to lose all his investment, sold out at
a tremendous loss. Now he learned
that the very man who had bought
his stock through a broker was John
Jarvis, who had left the c ity, and the
stock had immediately gone up 20
points.

"Tricked! Bamboozled! Sold out!"
decided Peter, "just as others have
been doing with me for years. Why
didn't I see through the selfish mo-- 1

tives of mankind long ago? Ha! I'm
through 'doing good,' as they term
it! Just as humanity has worked me
so will I give them back tit for tat
Ha!.ha! I feel a willing demon at my
beck and call I shall begin a fear-
fully devastating career of wicked-
ness. I will blast hopes, blight hap-
piness, thrust all I know into the vor-
tex of crime, misery and wretched-
ness!"

This seemed to be a consoling de-

cision for the old man in his present

"Why, I've Been Blind, Blind!" He
Roared

cynical and pessimistic mood. He
started in on his hideous program,
trying to imagine himself a fierce,
merciless wolf.

"Where shall I begin?" he gloated.
"Ah, I have it Byron Williams, my
nephew. He is engaged to be mar-
ried. He depends on me. I will shat-
ter his dreams of fancied opulence
and bliss."

So, relentlessly, he sat 'down and
indited a letter to Byron Williams
that would make his hair stand on,


