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i [ WHEN THE TIDE IfI CAME IN I
I By EDGAB WELTON COOLEY I

- A • M

(Ccpjnrlffht, 1904, byDally Story Pnb. Cos.)

WEARY, but radiant with happi-
ness. Clark Morgan walked rap-

idly up the street from the modest
station building through the gathering
twilight. A combination of fortunate
circumstances had enabled him to con-
clude his business affairs 24 hours
sooner than be had anticipated, and he
had thus been enabled to reach home
on the evening cf his wife’s birthday.

This fact added elasticity to his
steps and buoyancy to his spirits. He
had a little present for Gertruds?
tucked away in his grip, an inexpen-
sive little tnuble, but one she had long
desired.

He planned to slip in upon her and
take her by surprise. Then he would
present her with the gift, and they

would sit under the maples and watch
the darkness deepen, see the fireflies
arise from the grass and hear the
booming of the beetles through the
gloom, and the splashing of the sea
upon the rocks.

Quietly he slipped through the gate,
when he reached the summer cottage,
crept silently across the lawn, and en-
tered noiselessly at the side door.

The living room was vacant; the
lasi rays of the sun struggled through
the lace curtains and kissed the ceil-
ing. Shadows hovered in the corners,
a deep silence reigned everywhere—a
silence perfumed by a vase of lilies-
of-the-valley on the table.

For a moment he paused in the cen-
ter of the room, then a slight rustle
from the parlor reached him, ami he
smiled.

Softly he stepped to the portieres
2nd, drawing one of them slightly,
peeped through the narrow opening.

Gertrude stood near the piano. At
her side was James Bernard. His arm
encircled her waist; her arms were
around his neck; her head was slightly
bowed; his lips were pressed against
her forehead.

James Bernard was Clark Morgan’s
closest personal friend. The latch-
string at the Morgan home had always
been out to him.

Silently the portiere slipped from
the husband’s fingers and blotted the
picture from his sight. For a moment
he stood immovable, and a thousand
thoughts passed through his mind.

Then he turned his head and glanced
out the window, gazing for miles
across the restless sea. On the far
horizon rested a jagged rock—Fisher-
man's Point—like a grim monument
to his dead happiness. From the sea
a deep gloom swept toward him. He
stretched forth his arms as though to
welcome it. If it were only everlast-
ing oblivion!

Again his glance rested upon Fish-
erman’s Point. It was sinking from
sight; the tide was rising. It would
go down into the sea and the waves
would sweep over it, like the waves
were sweeping over him. But on the
morrow it would rise again, even as he
would when the great • sorrow had
passed.

Thinking thus, he crept out again
into the shadows, and when he re-
turned it was with a merry whistle
and a radiant smile. His wife met
him at the door and he kissed ner and
extended his hand to Bernard.

“How nice thit we can all spend the
evening together,’ ’he said; “it will be
a pleasant ending to Gertrude’s birth-
day.”

He smiled at his wife, but her eyes
dropped before his, and he thought he
saw the suspicion of a blush upon her
cheek.

“Yes,” replied Bernard, carelessly.
“I dropped in to congratulate Mrs.
Morgan upon her anniversary.”

"A kindness we both very much ap-
preciate, I am sure,” Morgan answered,
“and, my dear,” he added, smiling
pleasantly at his wife, “I have planned
a little diversion for to-morrow. They
eay angling is fine off Fisherman’s
Point, and I suggest we three—now
don't say you can’t spare the time,
Bernard, old chap—sail out there to-

morrow afternoon, taking along some
Juncheoh and enjoy the sport until
dusk."

“How delightful!” exclaimed Mrs.
Morgan, jubilantly. “Of course you
Wlll go, Mr. Bernard?”

“Of course,” insisted Mr. Morgan.
: “Of course,” insisted Mr. Bernard,
laughing. •'

Tho sunshine fell brilliantly upon
-I . -

the sea, kissing the waves that lashed
the base ©f Fisherman’s Point into a
spray of diamonds. Above, the sky
arched, a blue canopy. The air, tem-
pered by the salt moisture, was cool
and pleasant.

The three, in Clark Morgan’s sail-
boat, authored just off the Point,"
fished a&d laughed, and were jolly.
And Morgan wr as the merriest of them
all. The others were kept laughing at
his witticisms.

He had his kodak with him, and he
took several shots at the rocks, the
gently swelling waves, and at the only
boat that passed during the afternoon.

When the tide began rising, Morgan
was the first to note the slowly up-
ward creeping of the sea upon the
rocks. A smile trembled upon his lips
and a strange tire burned in his eyes.

From the locker of the boat he pro-
duced a bottle of champagne, and,
pouring out three glasses, handed one
each to his wife and Bernard. Then,
raising his own, he said;
“Here is to Love that is true,

Here Is to Honor, that’s real.
Love and Honor and you—

A trinity stamped with God’s seal.”
He touched the glass to his lips, but

the others, astounded, hesitated.
“Why don’t you drink?” he cried;

“why don’t you drink to love and
honor—the twin stars in life’s diadem?
No other virtues are so blessed or so
rare as Jove and honor!”

The words were spoken as though in
pleasantry. Not the suspicion of a
sneer accompanied them; not a spark
from the fire that was consuming his
soul, was visible.

So, together, they drank the toast,
and when they had finished, Morgan
broke his glass upon the boat’s rail
and watched the pieces sink into lha
sea.

The tide was now rising rapidly.
Already the lowest crevices on Fisher-
man’s Point were under water.

Suddenly Clark Morgan glanced at
his wife. “My dear,” he said. “I was
thinking what a beautiful picture I
could take if you and Bernard would
pose for me a moment on the rocks—

you, kneeling in your white gown, my
dear, and Bernard, in this robe, hold-
ing this criiiciflx in his hand, with the
waves all but kissing your feet, and
the broad sea in the background.”

As ho spoke, he unrolled a package
he had taken, with the champagne,
from the locker, and now held up a
priest’s robe and beads.

“Bravo!” oried Bernard, enthusias-
tically. “You are a thorough artist,
Clark; it is a splendid conception.”

“See, my dear,” he said, “the tide is
nearly to where wc stand. Now kneel
right here, your hands clasped so, and
your eyes turned upward, so; that’s
right. Now% Bernard, hold the cruci-
fix, there, tnat’s right; ah, that’s per-
fect. Throw your head back a little
more, Gertrude, so your hair will fail
over your shoulders more, there. Now,
IT sail away from the rock a few rods,
so as to get a better focus. Ah, thia
is going to be one of the triumphs of
my life.”

Talking cheerily as he clambered
over the rocks, Morgan -descended to
the boat and hoisted sail. Twenty
yards from the Point he put the helm
about, and the boat turned its bow
gracefully towards the far away shore.

A light breeze was blowing land-
ward, and before this he slowly sailed,
making no pretense to check hia
course.

After 15 minutes or so, he glanced
back at the man and woman on the
rocks. His wife had risen to her feet
and stood with her face towards him.
He could see the startled look in her
eyes.

He waved his hand at them. “Be-
hold!” he cried, “purity and godliness
upon a granite pinnacle!”

A half hour passed before he again
looked back. Gertrude and Bernard
were standing upon the topmost point
of rock, and the tide was nearly At
heir feet. With the aid of his glass he
could see the look of horror on the
woman’s face and the desperation in
the eyes of the man.

His wife’s hair was shining wet with
the dashing spray, and tears glistened
upon her cheeks.

Then the twilight deepened, deep-
ened, and finally Fisherman's Point
was but an indistinct dot upon the
horizon, with miles of foaming sea on
every side.

But, in h>s drifting boat, Clark Mor-
gan sat and watched Fisherman’s
Point through his glass. He saw the
man clasp the woman, in his arms; he
saw the woman put her L&hds to her
©yes as though to shut out the sight
of death creeping nearer, nearer; ho
watched the tide rise to thel * knees,
to their waists, to their shoulders—

then the darkness became so heavy ha
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could not longer distinguish them
Irom the spray.

From the ioeker he took another
bottle of champagne. Filling a glass
with the sparkling liquid, he extended
it toward tt> dense gloom that en-
shrouded the Point ana cried:
“Here is to J ove that is true;

Here is to Honor that’s real.
“Love and Ihrnor and you—

A trinity—*'

During the night a sail boat drifted
upon the mud banks, wf here fishermen
found it. In the bottom was the dead
body of a man.

“Heart disease,” pronounced the
learned coroner, solemnly.

ECHO OF A SONG.
To my fancy, idly roaming, comes a picture

of the gloaming,
• Comes a fragrance from the blossoms of

tiie lilac and the rose;
With the yellow lamplight streaming 1 am

sitting here and dreaming
Of a half-forgotten twilight whence a

mellow memory Hows;
To my listening ears come winging vagrant

notes of woman’s singing:
I’ve a sense of sweet contentment as the

sounds are borne along;
’Tis a mother who is tuning her fond heal I

to love and crooning
To her laddie such a

Sleepy little,
Creepy little

Song.

Ah, how well do I remember when by
crackling spark and ember

The old-fashioned oaken rocker moved
with rhythmic sweep and slow;

With her feet upon the lender, in a cadence
low and tender.

Floated forth that slumber anthem of a
childhood long ago.

There were goblins in the gloaming and
the half-closed eyes went roaming

Through the twilight for the ghostly
shapes of bugaboos along;

Now' the sandman’s slyly creeping and a
tired lad half-sleeping

When she sings to him that
Sleepy little,

Creepy little
Song.

So I’m sitting here and dreaming with the
mellow lamplight streaming

Through the vine-embowered window in a
yellow liillgrcc;

On the fragrant air come winging vagrant
notes of woman’s a. aging.

’Tis the slumber song of childhood that is
murmuring to me.

And some subtle fancy creeping lulls my
senses half to sleeping

As the misty shapes of bogaboos go
dreamily along. •

All my sorrow disappearing, as a tired ’.ad
I’m hearing

Once again my mother’s
Sleepy little.

Creepy little
Song.

—Philadelphia Ledger

UNIQUE VOTIVE OFFERINGS.
Paintings in Churches cf Provence

and Italy Are Remarkable
for Their Frames.

In many churches of Provence and
Italy, especially those near the sea,
paintings placed on the walls in accord-
ance with vows made by pilgrims in mo-
ments of danger are often remarkable
for their frames. Among the curiosi-
ties may be enumerated laths formed
of splinters from ships that have been
wrecked, also frames made of pieces of
heavy cables, occasionally painted
bright hues, but sometimes left in their
primitive grey color splashed with tar.
Nailed to the laths surrounding a palm-
ing representing sailors fighting with
fierce savages may be seen African or
Polynesian spears and darts or swords
made of hard-wood, evidently memen-
tos of terrible struggles. Sailors of
landsmen who have made vows during
times of peril at sea and who have no
trophies to display will surround their
paintings with broad bands of wood
heavily encrusted with shells and sea-
wr eed, not infrequently of rare and ex-
tremely beautiful kinds.

FIBER TO DISPLACE CLASS.
Eastern Firm Has Unique Plan for

Manufacture of Cheap
Lamp Shades.

Glass has long been used exclusively
for the purpose of making lamp shades,
but a Massachusetts manufacturing
firm has recently put a shade on the
market in which the glass is displaced
by fiber, which is said to be effective
and cheap. The shade is made from a
fiber similar to that used for the lining
of incandescent Tamp sockets. This, is
mottled green on tee outside and pearl
gray >n the inside The fiber is made
of the same weight as aluminum and is
similar in appearance. It Is finished
under pressure, which gives it a glossy

surface and makes It a good reflector of
light. While it Is so tough that the
edge* will not break, it is springy and
will not crush owt of shape. (

In the museum at Turin are some war
cartoons 3,0C0 year! old.
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TESTING FOOD FOR CATTLE

Experiments in Die c Conducted at the
University of Pennsylvania—

Respiration a Factor.

Yale bavins conducted a series ol
food tests with “rookies” supplied bj
the United States army and by volun-
teers from the athletic department ol
the university, the Slate College ol
Pennsylvania, at Harrisburg, carriec
on a scries of experiments cf exactly
the same nature with cattle, says the
Brooklyn Eagle. The Pennsylvania
experiments were all directed toward
the scientific feeding of cattle, to find
out exactly what foods-are the best
adapted to produce the best milk, the
best flesh and best butter. It was not
the plan of the Pennsylvania scientists
who conducted the tests to starve
scientifically the cattle with which
they made the experiments, nor to
try the effects of poisons on them. On
the contrary, the sole purpose of the
tests has been to find out what foods,
or combinations of foods, will pro-
duce the richest results and the cost
thereof. To make their tests correct,
they have invented what they call a
respiration calorimeter. It is an ap-
paratus which measures with exact-
ness the gases given off by a cow or
ox, and the heat generated in the ani-
mal’s body during the process of as-
similation. The respiration part of the
apparatus attends to the gases and the
calorimeter to the temperature. In
this machine for months past a series
of the most interesting and to agricul-
ture the moat valuable tests have been
made, and the scientists who super-
vised them, are enthusiastic over th
results that they have secured.

Just Poke the Motorman.
“Now that the open car season has

come,” complained a motorman on an
Amsterdam avenue car, “I not only
have holes poked in my coat, but my
back is covered with black and blu
spots. As it is a little inconvenient to
summon the conductor from the front
seat, the women occupying it invars
ably prod my back with the sharp end
of their umbrellas or parasols as an
indication that they want to get out at
the next corner.

,

“ ‘Don’t bother to signal the conduc-
tor,’ I’ve often heard one woman say
to another; ‘just poke thj? motorman.*

“And when the ferrule of -an umbrel-
la comes in contact with my spinai
column and I look around and re-
monstrate, they remark; -

“ ‘Aren’t these motormen just the
most disagreeable creatures you ever
saw?' ”—N. Y. Times,

She Won Out,
Harry—Here is the newest conun-

drum. When is two an odd aad
lucky number?

Celia—You know I never can guess
conundrums.

“When two are made one.**,
“Oh, Harry, this is so sudden!*—

Town Topics.

Geographical.: j

People who studied geography spme
years ago are asking where the “h” In
Thibet has gone to. It seems to have
eloped with the apostrophe in I/Hasaa.
—Hartford CouMUU.
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ADMINISTRATION BUILDING, DEPARTMENT OF AGRICUL-
TURE.
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A striking feature of the proposed new group of bmlcUngs for" the agricul-
tural department at Washington will be the administration section which
will be the center of the grotup. The laboratories and the administration sec-
tions combined will have a frontage of about 650 feet. The laboratories will
be five stories high and the administration sections six stories. The new
buildings are to be located on the south side of the department grounds, near
the highest point in that part of Washington originally laid out as the Mall.
The grounds proper comprise an area of 40 acres. The buildings are to be
constructed of white marble.

WAITER WHO WAS AN ACTOR.
%

His Stage Salary Was Not Enough
to Keep Him in Idleness Dur-

ing Summer.

“It is not only college boys that earn
vacation money by working as waiters
in summer hotels.” said a New York
man who lives at his club all summer
while his family is at the seaside, re-
lates the Times, “Last week I was up
the New England coast arranging to
settle the folks, I had to hurry away

from the city during the first hot spell
with a good deal of unfinished busi-
ness on my hands. * The thought of
spending an idle evening in the coun-
try hotel worried me. My waiter at
table seemed a nice young fellow, and
I said to him:

“ T suppose I can’t get a stenograph-
er and typewriter around here with-
out driving to the village?’

“ ‘Must the work be done to-night?’
he asked.

“ ‘Well, 1 should like it first thing in
the morning,’ I replied. ‘Why?’

“The young man went away without
replying, and as the landlord came up
to speak to me just then I forgot all
about the matter. After dinner, while
I was taking a stroll and a smoke, my
waiter came up to me. ‘lf you will
come to my room dowr n the street,’ he
said, ‘1 shall be happy to take those
letters for you it the same rate per
folio you "would pay for them in the
city. They shall be ready before you
come down to breakfast in the morn-
ing.

“I went. Long before midnight I
had cleared up a whole batch of stuff
I was afraid would have to wait until
I got back to town. Asa result, I re-
mained two days, enjoying more or
less of a rest. That waiter took dicta-
tion for me wr hen he was not at work
in the dining room.

“ T am an actor,’ he said, ‘but 1
don’t yet earn salary enough in win-
ter to keep me idle all summer. I pre-
fer to earn my living during the dull
season in this way rather than work
In New York. Managers and play-
wrights who give me manuscript to
copy during vacation think I am sum-
mering at this hotel. The boss under-
stands and lets my mail from the city
come with that of the other guests.

“ T hire a room in a cottage so that
I shan’t disturb folks wr hen I w’ork at
night. When I go back to towrn I am
in good shape physically, and have
money in my pocket. That’s better
than owing boarding house keepers
and borrowing money from the man-
agement to begin the season.’ ”

Torture Chinese Bandits.
Before Chinese bandits are executed

n Mukden they are suspended for a
week or ten days by their thumbs and
Treat toes, so that their knees just
oueh the ground. Just before the tor-
.ure would kill them their heads are
?ut off. All this is done by the Chinese
'.ourts. to which, the Cossacks turn over
he bandits, or alleged bandits, after
irrest. ■ iQ - : •_ ■ . . ...

Overheard on the “Tube.,*^
Baby*—Dadda!
Fond Mother-rThat ain’t yer dadda,

Sear; that’s a gentleman!—Tit-Bits.


