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Marriage. 

Ann entered into her second engage- 
ment to marry with a firm determina- 

tion to like it. It was, site thought, 
the best thing she could do; she was 

touchingly ready to tie happy; site 

was only too willing to view her lover 

with bemused eyes. At first this was 

made easy by the fervent congratula- 
tions of every one she saw-; she lived, 

for a while, in an atmosphere ot 

adulation, for when the announcement 
was printed in the papers, ttie future 

Contessa Avezzana became, all at 

once, an Important person. Enthusias- 
tic acquaintances stopped her on tie- 

street to assure her of the good looks 

of her count, and of the romantic na- 

ture of her engagement. It was ro- 

mantic, she told herself a hundred 
times a day, and she delighted in 

Guido’s dark beauty. When she was 

not with hiru, she thought of him with 

u fair similitude of ardor. 
Their Interviews, however, were not 

so satisfactory; the girl found them 

Strangely baffling. Avezzana brought 
to them a sensuous atmosphere, it is 

true, of which Ar.n was tinglingly con 

seious. hut which served only to make 
more barren the fact that she really 
knew notiiing about this person she 

was to marry. Hitherto iier erotic ex- 

periences had all been of an explora- 
tory nature, but this man defeated all 
her tentative efforts to pry into the 
closed shell of his inner personality. 
In the beginning his careful formality 
amused the American girl; she liked 
to tense him into impulsive betrayals 
of it. hut as the days ran on she had 
less inclination to do so. Their talk 
was of so trivial a nature that she. too. 

grew formal, hut with the important 
difference that hers was a response to 

an Inner recoil rather than a compli- 
cated convention. 

She made, one day. an unfortunate 

attempt to establish companionship. 
“Guido. I should like to take you over 

to the hospital. I haven't been there 
since we became engaged—I am al- 
most ashamed to go—but I want you 

“You will pardon me, carissima m!o. J 
but I prefer to forget those hospitals, j 

Here, in these so charming 
surroundings, you are all a young girl 
must he. beautiful—without 
experience. No.” He reached 
out and took her ha no in Ids as 

carefully as though it were made of 
fragile stuff. "Sly Ann, I have fids to 
suggest—that you do not speak to my 
mother of those hospitals. 
She would not understand." 

“But—there was nothing wrong in 
my working there. I’m proud of hav- 
ing done it; it wa3 my share of the 
war." 

“Si. carissima, hut now nil Is dif- 
ferent.” lie kissed her finger tips, one 

by one, with an air of savoring them, 
adding, “Work is for men—nun e 
vero?” 

Ann looked at him curiously. She 
found his life amazingly difficult to 

understand; he was like an unsuccess- 
ful bas-relief; site could not imagine 
him in the round. “What work do you 
do, when you are at home?”'she usked 
definitely. 

"I am an officer,” A vezzana straight- 
ened importantly. 

“But you hope soon to have peace. 
In Italy.’’ 

“Che e intelllgente! Peace—yes. but 
there remain much duties.” 

“What kind of duties?” 

“L'U^s—reviews—hut why should 
you understand?” 

“Why shouldn’t I?” 
“Y'ou are a woman.” 
“What of it?” 
A vezzana smiled deeply upon her. 

“Some day you will know," he mur- 
mured. 

in spite of the fact that he evident- 
ly considered the matter closed. Ann 
persisted. “Haven’t you any work to 
do, outside the army?” 

“But yes—tiiere is always politics.” 
“Shall you run for something? How- 

ex citing !” 
“R-r-run?” 
“Yes. For congress—or whatever 

you have, in Italy.” 
Avezzana laughed at that, but Ann 

could see that lie was affronted, too. 
“No, I shall not—what you say?—‘run’ 
for political position. You 
would better leave all tlds to me. 
carissima into. It is not for you." 

She found It Impossible to think be- 

yond the reunion with her guardian in 
Paris. The fact that she was to spend 
the rest of her life in Italy was unbe- 
lievable. and she let it go at that. She 
simply could not take in anything so 

incredible. She wondered if any oilier 
gni was ever married m nils way. in- 

most without her own volition, but she 
was too tired and to dejected, ;<> pre- 
test. Instead, she tried to do exactly 
what was expected of her every day, 
and every day a swift current swept 
her nearer the vortex. The wedding 
Invitations were ordered, addressed 
and sent off by hand with extraordi- 
nary efficiency and haste. Ann was 

dazed by the speed which this machine 
of her own making attained. 

(Juido was a Catholic, and he ex- 

plained casually to Ann that It would 
tie necessary for her to join his 
church. She had no objections to do- 
ing so, and Mr. Ilenneslyer’s facetious 
remark that he was afraid stie would 
not enjoy confession won only a faint 
smile from her. Her father must have 
been a Catholic, she supposed. The 
marriage was to he celebrated in the 
Catholic cathedral, and she went up 
to look it ov^r. late one afternoon The 
distant altar swam in the tremulous 
light of the candles, and hoys In robes 
were moving mysteriously about, 
fluldo belonged there, she thought, a 

juirt of all this traditional beauty, hut 
She felt like a rude intruder. She 
could not Imagine sweeping her white 
satin skirts up the long aisle 

She walked home. In the arid late 

September heat, with a curiously sink- 
ing heart. She could never remember 
being so spiritless; It frightened her 
to realize It. (Juido was happy enough : 

She would have hated it had he been 
as depressed as she was. Perhaps, 
ahe thought she owed II to him to tell 
blm how lucking in enthusiasm she 
WO*. At the thought her heart leaped 
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up; she would tell him, and possibly ht 

might dispel this unnatural dejection 
t She found ldm waiting when sht 
! reached home. 
■ “Where have you been, mio Bella?’ 

he demanded, gayly. 
As Ann looked at his radiant happi 

ness, a perverse desire to shatter It 
arose within her. “I've been to take 
a look at your church,” she said, cold- 

ly- 
“My church? Per I’.acco—-our church, 

earfssimo— is it not? In nine days we 

share all things.” 
"Shall we? Shall we. really, Guido?” 
“You a>k me that!” Ills devasta- 

tion at tier doubt was thorough, but 

j theatrical. 
Ann persisted, in spile of him. “We 

! don’t share anything at ail, now. 

There are things I cannot even talk to 

you about. ... It makes me very un- 

happy.” She broke off, in a panic test 

| tears should make her protest Ineffec- 
tive, 

“What tilings?” 
“Well—that night at Gettysburg, for 

instance.” 
“No, you are right, not that.” 
“But why not? It is where you fell 

in love with me. You told me so, that 
j morning, before you left. Don't you 
remember? It Is a part of us—that 

j night. ... It is ridiculous to act as if 

; it hadn't happened! When two people 
love each other they should lie natural. 

We are never natural, whet) we 

are together.” 
“Nature? She Is for the people— 

riot for you and me.” 
“But I am of the people. Guido. 

You never seem to understand iliaf! I 
wasn't born to all this luxury. When 
I was a child I used to be poor; I 
peeled the potatoes, and brought the 
cow in at night, and In winter I 
cleaned away the snow. You 
don't like me to talk about that, do 
you ?” 

Guido’s dark face flushed. “No. Bor 
the Contessa Avezzana it is not neces- 
«n r\r to cm ciiiitn to fat* !ms*lr Ttt mo 

country no one will question where I 
find you. It will he enough that you 
have become—my wife.” 

*Tt will never he enough for me!” 
Ann hurst out: “Guido—can’t you see 
that I am all wrong for you? Can't 
you understand that I can never make 
you happy?” She was horrified at her 
words as she said them, but she did 
not withdraw .them. Instead she 
waited, breathless, to hear what Avez- 
zana would say. 

To her amazement, he patted her 
hand with complete calm and mur- 
mured: “You are nervous, my Ann. 

Do not distress yourself; you 
have only to leave all to me.” 

It was too much; the girl’s nerves, 
to which he had so soothingly re- 

ferred. suddenly snapped. She poured 
a torrent of appeal u pon him; she 
found herself saying things of which 
she never had any premonition; she 
begged him to let her go—to forget 
her. It was after tins climax that 
she felt tin* Italian's cold eyes upon 
her; they brought her up sharp. 

“Go? No—never,” he said frigidly. 
“You are a child to speak to me so! 

This is what comes of unbridled 
talk. You see. my way Is better.” 

"Itut, Guido—I don’t love you. I 
never entirely realized it before—hut 
I don’t.” 

“Why should you. before we mar- 

ry? It is enough that you do not dis- 
like me. After, you may leave 
it to me.” 

“But suppose I shouldn’t grow to 
care for you?” 

Avezzana smiled superbly. “I take 
the chance,” lie said. 

“Doesn’t It make any difference to 

you, knowing how 1 feel?” 
“It puts me on my mettle, mlo 

Bella.” 
And that was the end of that: Ann 

realized quite clearly that she was, 
this time, well caught. In a moment 
Mrs. William came bustling into ihe 
room with a foreign package In her 
hands, which Avezzana identified as 
addressed in Ins mother’s fine hand- 
writing. The two of them opened it 
expeditiously, while Ann stood apart, 
watching them with sullen eyes. There 
was beautiful old Venetian lace In the 
package, and a necklace of diamonds 
which sent Mrs. Cortlnndt Into an 
ecstasy. She insisted on trying it 
around the bride’s slim throat, in spite 
of Ann’s indifference. Avezzana 
stood looking on with shining eyes, 
and the girl realized that he consid- 
ered her apathetic attitude a becoming 
one for the future Gontessa Avezzana. 

She escaped as soon as she 
.. Hint, 

\\ hen she had gained her room, she 
shut the door behind her, and stood 
for some moments with her back 
against it. She was breathing hard 
and her eyes were wild. He was 
merciless. She looked about her at 
her pleasant, familiar room, She 
would lie in strange places, too. 
There was no one to whom she might 
talk freely. If only her guardian 
were ni home! She flung herself 
across her bed, in a passion of tears. 

After a long time her soils lessened, 
and she lay for a while, listening to 
the homely sounds that drifted in 
from the sijuare. She was, now, 

1 more melancholy than desperate, 
j She wondered if she might get Fanny 
i 10 advise her, hut a memory of her 
i friend's aloofness since she had 

j broken with Hendricks made her give 
[ that up with a sobbing sigh. The 
aunts were worse than useless, and 
she had no confidence In Mr Ren- 
neslyer's good sense. Refer! How 
stupid she had been not to have 
thought of him before! There was. 
at last, some one to whom she could 
talk with absolute freedom! She 
sprang up. and wrote to him at once, 

j “Dear Refer: 
"I am to he married next week to 

Count Outdo Avezzanu. lie Is an Ital- 
ian. and I do want to see you, very 
much. My uncle is still away, and 1 
feel very lonely. If you are at Milton 
Center I wish you would come up ta 
New York. 

"Yours sincerely, 
“Anu Byrne. 

I 
“P. S.—I hope yon are quite well 

I again. I shall always remember that 
: you saved my life. A. 15." 

After that she was happier, although 
she could not have said why. 

It was less than a week before the 
wedding, when very early one morning 
old Joseph brought a note up to her. 

I “A little hoy, he brung it,” he said, 
"They is no answer, Miss Ann.” The 
girl opened it listlessly, entirety unin- 
terested in its contents. She read: 

“Annie, you must come out and talk 
to me. There is no use in my coming 
to the house; I'd have no chance with 
you, with Mrs. Cortlandt and all that 
lot. Bring a key to the gate with you, 
and we will sit in the square where we 

won’t be disturbed. I have to see you 
alone. It is a matter of life or death. 
Peter.” 

“Peter I” Ann's heart softened at his 
.sprawling signature. Of course she 
would go to him. "Good old Peter!” 
she said aloud, putting any hat at all 
on her head, regardless of the way she 
looked. Peter was waiting for her by 
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“I Am Awfully Glad to See You, 
Peter,” She Cried. 

the gate. lie looked very well, she 
thought, as she ran toward him; not 

beautiful, like Avezzana—common- 
place, perhaps—but strong and plain 
and comfortable. His rugged face was 

white, and she wondered if he were 
not yet entirely well. 

"Annie," was all he said, as she gave 
him her tiand. and she fancied there 
was reproach in Ids tone. 

"1 am awfully glad to see you, 
Peter," she cried, gallantly opposing 
his depression. * 

They hurried Into the square and 
shut the Iron gate behind them, with 
the air of conspirators. Ann won- 
dered what Avezzana would think if 
he coidd see her running along with 
a strange man’s hand on her arm, but 
she did not care, she was so glad to 
see Peter! flood old comfortable 
Peter! Nothing alien about Peter, 
nothing mysterious, nothing re- 

strained ! They found a bench where 
the shade lay thick. There Peter 
spoke, 

“Annie,’’ he said, “you are not go- 
ing to marry that Italian!" Ann 
looked at him open-mouthed; It would 
have been impossible for her to have 
been more surprised. Peter’s eyes 
were tierce, and the bony structure 
of Ills jaw was suddenly noticeable tos 
an extraordinary extent. 

“You must be mad,” the girl said at 
length. Her feelings were divided be- 
tween indignation and amazement. 

“I am not half so mad as you nre," 
Peter snorted Indignantly, “marrying 
a foreigner like that! How do you 
know he will make you happy? do- 
ing off to a strange country, too—to 
Italy—with him! What would you do 
if you didn’t like it, away off there 
alone?” 

Ann shivered a little, for suddenly 
the castle in Piedmont, where they 
were to go on their arrival in Italy, 
seemed like a prison to her. “You 
haven’t any right to talk to me like 
this. Peter," she cried fiercely. “I am 

unhappy enough, as it is.” 
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Captive Reptile Exhibited Remarkable 
Patience and Fortitude Under 

the Operation. 

"As wise as u serpent” signifies the 

height of wisdom; we use the phrase 
in that sense every day. But are 

serpents wise? Mr. William T. llorn- 

ada.v of the Bronx zoo thinks not. 
i Most snakes—so we learn from his 
I hook, “The Minds and Manners of 

Wild Animals” — although good-na- 
tured, patient and peaceful, are not 

notably intelligent. 
Nevertheless, a big reticulated 

python, 22 feet long, once gave Its 
anxious keepers tit the zoo an ex- 

ample of a different sort of patience, 
one neither lethargic nor merely easy- 
going, but distinctly intelligent. The 

great creature lind just arrived and 

I was in had condition, for it had been 

many weeks without a bath, and that 
at skin-changing time; so that the old 

I skin. Instead of being naturally and 

properly shed, hud dried upon its 

body. If the snake were to survive, 
tiie dead epidermis must he removed 

J without delay. 
The python, fully colled, was taken 

! from Its box, gently sprayed with 

] warm water and placed upon a grav- 
I pled Itoor ir, the snake house. Kiv* 

keepers provided with sponges, for- 

ceps and palls of warm water gath- 
ered round it. 

A stream of cold water, says Mr. 

Homaday. was then suddenly shot in 
a deluge upon the python's head, and 
while it was disconcerted and blinded 
by the flood it was seized close behind 
the head. Immediately the waiting 
keepers grasped It by the body from 
neck to tall and straightened it out 

to prevent its coiling. Strong hands 
subdued its struggles and without any 

violence stretched the writhing wild 
monster upon the door. Then began 
the sponging and peeling process. The 
frightened snake writhed and resisted, 
probably feeling sure that Its last 
hrur had come. With the lapse of 
time the serpent became aware that 
it was not to be harmed; for It be- 
came quiet and lay still. At the same 
time, we all dreaded the crisis that 
we thought would come when we 
reached the jaws and the head. 

By the time the head was reached 
the snake lay perfectly passive. Be- 
yond all douht It understood the game 
that was being played. Now, the epi- 
dermis of a snake covers the entire 
head including the eyes! And what 
would that snake do when we came to 
remove the scales from its eyes and 
lips? 

It continued to lie perfectly still! 
When the pulling off of the old skin 
hurt the new skin underneath the 
bead flinched slightly Just as any hurt 
flesh will flinch by reflex action, but 
that was all. For a long hour or 
more and even when the men pulled 
the scales from the eyes and lips that 
strange creature made no resistance 
or protest. I have seen many people 
fight their doctors for less! 

That wild, newly caught jungle 
snake had quickly recognized the sit- 
uation and acted Its part with a de- 
gree of sense and appreciation that 
was astounding. I do not know of 
any adult wild mammal that would 
have shown thut kind and degree of 
wisdom in similar circumstances.— 
Youth’s Companion. 

He Knew. 
Professor—‘‘What are known as the 

Dark Ages, Egbert?” Egbert—"From 
eighteen to twenty-I've, sir.” 

Peter's entire face lit up at this in 

cautious betrayal. He pounced upon 

it at once. “Unhappy, are you ? lie 

asked. •That makes it simpler.” He 

faced her mockingly. “I bet you re 

half scared.” he said, "and wishing 
you didn’t have to go through with It- 

“There’s something you don’t know, 

Peter.” She could feel her cheeks 

burn, under his eager eyes. “I have 

to marry Guido. We—we were to- 

gether all night, at Gettysburg.” 
"What of it?” 
Radiant relief flashed Into Ann s 

face. “Oh. that is what 1 tried to 

make them see! We were trying to 

get away from the battle, Peter, and 

we couldn’t find the Sanitary commis- 
sion, and I was too tired to go on, 

and we found an empty house 

“You can tell me tlie story of your 
life some other time. Annie. The tiling 
to do now is to make up your mind 

to throw over this Italian.” 
“Oh, Peter, you know what I did to 

Hendricks? I have to marry Count 

Avezzana. now I said I would. Po you 
know what everybody would call me if 

l didn’t?—A jilt’! And I don’t see how 

I could go on living with the Cnrt- 

landts if I did a tiling like Hint. n°w 

they're so pleased with the match! 
She began to cry, softly and hopeless- 
ly. 

“You don’t have to live with the 

Cortlandts,” Peter said roughly. He 

leaned over and pul an urgent hand 

on her arm. “You’re coming to Chi- 

cago to live with me.” 
Ann was too startled to reply. She 

looked at him in wide-eyed astonish- 
ment, her Inst tears trembling on her 

cheeks. Peter answered the interro- 

gation in her look. 
“You don’t think 1 came here just 

to talk, do you?” lie demanded. “P 

came to take you hack with me. and 
I am going to do it. Po you know 
what this Is?” lie produced a stiff 

official-looking paper from ills coat 

pocket. Ann shook her head, speech- 
less. “It’s a marriage license, that’s 
what it is! I’ve got It nil fixed up 
with a minister at the Unitarian 
church, to marry 11s this morning.” 

“But, Peter,” Ann expostulated fee- 

bly, “I never heard anythin™ so ridicu- 
lous in my life! I am going to marry 
Count Avezzana next Wednesday, at 

eight o'clock, In the Catholic cathe- 
dral.” 

“Are you a Catholic?” 
“Not yet, but I will he, Monday." 
“Well, you can eo ahead and be a 

Catholic, If you want to. hilt the wen- 

ding is off! Understand that?” 
"Why, I’eter, I'll have to go through 

with it—so late, like this." 

Peter frowned at her fiercely. “You 
have to do nothing of the sort.” he 
stormed. Suddenly he let go his grasp 
on her arm to take hold of her shoul- 
ders and pull her toward him with a 

pleasant roughness. Then he kissed 
her. 

“How about It?" he demanded boy- 
ishly, holding her away from him and 

laughing Into her perturbed face. 

"Oh, Peter, I don't know. I’ve got 
my trousseau and everything, and 
Guido has given me a lot of things— 
rings and brooches—and I have had a 

present from his mother, and a letter 
from uncle. I think he wishes me 

to marry Count Avezzana—I’ve been 
such a trial to him. I couldn’t disap- 
point him again.” 

Peter’s mouth set In n straight 
severe line. "This has nothing to do 
with any one in the world except you 
and me,” he said sternly. “I guess 
you know I love you, all right. I 
didn’t say anything before because I 
am so d—d poor. I thought I’d go 
back to Chicago and work like the 
devil and make some money before I 
tried to tie you up. but you have 
rushed me. Yru belong to me, Annie, 
don’t you know that?” 

A delightful peace settled down on 

Ann. “I never knew It before this 
minute.” she sighed happily. 

“It will be hard work at first, hut 

you won’t mind that, will you? You’re 
strong, and you weren’t born to all 
this luxury. We’ll do something out 
there before we’re through, and we’ll 
do It together. Partners 1 I’ve got a 
little money. Before I get through I’ll 
make a rich woman of you. But Just 
at first, Annie, If It Is hard work, you 
won’t mind?” 

"Peter, I’d love to work,” Ann as- 
sured him expnnsively. "I hate being 
a fine lady. But do you think it 
would he possible for me to marry you. 
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and just go off? Leave all this be- 

hind me?" 
I'eter laughed and kissed her again. 

“Possible?” lie said. “It’s happening. 
You will be my wife In half an hour." 

They came out of the little square 
with an even more consplratal air tlipj 

that with which they had gone in. It 
was almost noon and the streets were 

deserted. Peter would not allow Ann 
out of his sight even long enough to 

go home for her gloves, but hurried 
her off to the horse cnrs, where she 
sat silent while he talked to her stead- 

ily of tlie new life she was nbout to 

undertake. He gave her no time for 

thought, no empty moments In which 
she might change her mind. The min- 
ister was waiting for them. He seemed 

extraordinarily unclerical to Ann, used 
to Episcopal robes and ritual, but his 
church was convincingly righteous, 
and she was forced to believe that the 
brief ceremony which they went 

through was entirely legal. The min- 
ister shook hands with them both, and 
it was over. 

Out on the street Ann wondered if 
horror were the feeling that overpow- 
ered her, hut when she stole a glance 
at Peter’s determined face, she knew 
that it was not. Secure in his strength 
she could no longer fear the future, 
no matter how long it might bd. It 
was he who told her just wliat she 
should do. She was to go home to 

Washington square, put into ner new 

trunks all her old clothes, and sucn 

parts of her trousseau as might be 
useful ill the extremely plain life 
which confronted her. She was then 
to leave a tag on the trunk with di- 
rections to forward It to a hotel in 

Chicago. 
“The Adams house Is pretty grand 

for us," Peter said, laughing, “but 
I guess we can stand a few days of It 
until we find a place of our own to 
live in. After all, a man doesn't take 
a honeymoon every day.” 

lie waited outside in the square 
while Ann went home to do her pack- 
ing. She wondered, as she climbed the 
familiar high steps, if this were ihe 
last time her feet would ever pass 
that friendly threshold, and ns the 
shadow of the house fell over her she 
thought, too late, of tier guardian’s 
possible reaction to her mad behavior. 
She slipped in and up the stairs with- 
out meeting any one. Her room was 

already in a pandemonium of packing; 
three trunks stood about with tliei"- 
great mouths gaping for the fine new 

clothes of her trousseau. She chose 
the larger one, and Hastily put Into it 
the plainest dresses she had, a part 
of her linen, and her underclothes, 
but she left all the finer things behind 
her. Avezzana's jewelry she tied up 
In a little box; she struggled for some 

moments to write him a note to accom- 

pany it, but found that she was quite 
unable to do so. Instead she scrawled 
across a piece of paper, “I am sorry. 
Ann,” and folded It away with the 
diamonds. I’eter's wide gold wedding 
ring looked very plain and sensible on 

her hand, in place of Avezzana's 
gorgeous token. There remained only 
the necessity of writing to Mrs. Wil- 
liam, and this she accomplished with 
ease. “I am married to Peter Smith,” 
she said briefly, “and I am going to 
Chicago with him today. I know there 
is no use trying to make you under- 
stand how I came to do It, but please 
believe I am sorry to pain all of you, 
and Count Avezzana. Tell him for me 
that I am ashamed of myself, but that 
I cannot help It." She addressed the 
note to Mrs. Cortlandt and then for 
the first time wrote her new name 

upon a piece of paper, “Mrs. Peter 
Smith, Adams house, Chicago. Pleuse 
forward." 

She stuck the label on the top of 
the trunk, cast one sorrowful look 
about the room which had given her 

sweet shelter for so long, and stole 
off down the stairs and along the 
square to where Peter was waiting for 
her. 

CHAPTER XVII 

Honeymooning. 
Ann and Peter spent the first night 

of their Journey In Albany, arriving 
there in the early dusk. Peter had 
talked very little, hut he sat close to 
Ann, and when the train rocked on 

“Mrs. Peter Smith, Adams House, 
Chicago. Please Forward..” 

the rough road bed, or swung nround 
a curve, he swayed lingeringly against 
her; she could feel his reluctance as 
he drew away. 

"When I think that I’ve got you. 
in spite of everything, I think I must 
he mad, and having hallucinations!’’ 
he confided to her, and she laughed, 
tangible and desirable, Into his ardent 
face. 

Albany was in the throes of a 
great Sanitary commission beneiit 
which all of upper New York was, ap- 
parently, attending. The bride and 
groom went from hotel to hotel In 
vain; every one was full. The best 
thing they could do was to prevail upon 
a kindly, middle-aged woman to allow 
Ann to share her room, while Peter 
bunked on two chairs in the office. 
The young people bade each other a 
rueful farewell at the foot of the 
stairs, hut they laughed, too, for it 
was a funny way to spend a wedding 
night. 

There were several suspicious-look- 

ing young pairs standing about the 
station when they arrived, and Ann 
and Peter lost something of their hor- 
rid self-consciousness, in suspecting 
them. 

They drove up to the hotel in the 
bus that had met the train, in the 
company of two other blushing cou- 
ples. "If you look at them long 
enough,” Ann whispered to Peter, 
“you can make them think we are old 
married people!” 

Put Peter whispered back, “I’m 
glad we’re not! Aren’t you?” 

Parly the next morning, after a gay 
and sparkling breakfast, they contin 
ued their journey. Ann had never 
seen Niagara Falls, and when Peter 
voiced tier secret desire to visit this 
paradise of honeytnooners, and sug- 
gested they break their journey there, 
she acquiesced with shining eyes. 

The hotel seepied most magnificent, 
as they approached it over the curv- 

ing drive that led to its high front 
steps. 

Peter delayed for some time at the 
desk, talking prices with a supercili- 
ous clerk. Their room, when they 
finally reached it, was very small— 
Ann had never lodged so humbly be- 
fore—but Its wimlow opened on a gar- 
den in the rear of the hotel, and there 
was, after all. a place for the bags. 

It was the first time that the bride 
and groom had been left alone. They 
stood rooted to the violently flowered 
carpet. More than anything else, after 
her dusty journey, Ann had wanted to 
wash, but in her suspense as to what 
I’eter would now do, she forgot all 
about it. She forgot all about every- 
thing except I’eter, and she looked at 
him slyly, under her lashes. He stood 
quite still for a moment, stocky and 
rather lowering, because of his self- 
consciousness. Feeling Ann’s eyes on 
him he threw her an elaborately casu- 
al glance, and crossed tile room to the 
window, which lie lifted, with great 
pains and care, exactly two Inches. 
Ann smiled, suddenly mistress of the 
situation, now that she knew Peter 
was as nervous ns she. 

“You'll want to freshen up," he sug- 
gested with specious ease, “and rest 
a bit, before supper. I’ll go out and 
take a look around. You can get u 

good sleep.” 
Ann flashed a radiant look nt him. 

"I am tired." she admitted. 
"Well, then—goodby." Peter made 

toward the door, and paused. Ann's 
heart missed a beat, ns he came slowly 
toward her. “Don’t forget me," he 
said, and took her in tils arms, gently 
enough, blit closely. Ann’s starlled 
oroD 4V»11 .. *1,^ .. * I_I. l. 

mul he kissed her lids, laughing softly 
as he did so. They stood for an in- 
stant, smiling vaguely, and then Peter’s 
grasp tightened, and for the tirsl time 
he sought her lips. She abandoned 
herself to his kiss, clinging weakly 
to him, without definite thought; she 
was in a whirl of emotion. It seemed 
a long time before Peter drew back. 

“I’m off," he said thickly, and was 

gone without another look. 
Ann bathed, and lay down on the 

bed; she thought that she could not 
sleep. Peter. How 
strange that she should have married 
him. Peter. He was 
not handsome, but he had a look of 
strength. He hud a sudden 
smile, too. Peter. She 
awoke in a panic lest he should have 
returned. 

She put on a brown silk dress 
that she had brought in her bag. It 
went very well with her red hair, she 
decided, as she fastened the crisp 
white collar with a cameo brooch Mr. 
Cortlandt had given her on her 
eighteenth birthday. She was a smart 
and appealing figure, ns she descended 
tlie wide stairway that led to the of- 
fice ; when Peter saw her a light leapt 
into his eyes. 

They went In to supper at once, half 
starved after their Journey, and a 
luncheon snatched while the train wait- 
ed at a station eating-house. They 
laughed often, as they ate, and their 
eyes were very bright and shining. 

After supper they walked over to 
the Falls. It was rather dark on the 
path, and Peter held her hand very 
tight, but when they came out on the 
platform beside the Falls the air was 
all a filmy whiteness, reflected from 
the foam. Very near them, only a few 
yards awuy, Niagara tumbled head- 
long. 

Ann looked at It with terror; she 
wondered what would happen to her 
If she were flung on that resistless tor- 
rent. As though he had read her 
thought, Peter slipped his urm through 
hers. 

“Don’t go too near,” he cautioned 
quietly. 

Ann abandoned herself to that safe 
cotsp. i-eter. uooa oia 

Peter.She smiled at him 
mistily In the wan light of the foam. 

They stood there for some time, 
linked hy the clasp of Peter’s hand; 
they told each other that they felt 
very small and unimportant, but they 
each -knew better. Niagara rolled on 

majestically before them, hut they, too. 
Wad something majestic In their lives. 

After a while they did not 

speak at all; they only stood and lis- 
tened. nnd felt the world tremble; 
they. too. trembled, sensitively. 

Then, after a silence, Ann had a feel- 

ing that Peter wanted her to suggest 
going back to the hotel; therefore she 

did so, although she felt herself 

flushing, In the night. On the dark 
paths he was distant with her; he 
was very gentle, very reassuring, and 
back In the blazing hotel office, he 
smiled at her, the sudden quick smile 
that she liked. He sent her upstulrs 
alone, murmuring that he would follow 
her In a few moments. 

She undressed with lightning quick- 
ness, and soon she was arrayed in her 

thick cambric nightgown, with its 

prim ruffle of French embroidery about 

the slim column of her throat. She 

braided her hair In two shining plaits. 
The bed was ready; iho crept Into it. 

and lay along the far side, against the 

wall. It seemed a long time thut she 

waited, hut at lust she lieurd footsteps 
coming down the hall. She could make 

out the slightly uneven sound of Pts 

ter’s gait. There came a little knock 

at the door, tremulous and apologetic, 
and ail unhidden, a thought dashed 

through Ann’s mind. 
-It couldn’t have b*en Hendricks! 

It never could have been Avezzuna I" 

She called out. In a clear full volets 

-Is that you, Peter? Come ini' 
(TO CONTlNUKfM 

WITH THE I 
HIGH school 

CLASSICS 
! • ■ ■ m m m m m m m 

: ".... 
| .***■» 
1 ■■■••» 

: By MARGARET BOYD 

slow through th« c.k, i 
d'd the German farmer J J'°* •re and fruit for the ^ fl°* 

^Evangeline. 
The descendants of the German t ers who plodded through piui ?nfann" 

streets during EvSSinrt ^ tlie Pennsylvania German or the Pen™ sylvania Dutch of the present. The land of the Pennsylvania rw man extends northward nna 1. GeN 
from Philadelphia atnd ^*2 “ ‘n each 'Section, and so language and customs are concern* s a foreign land. The country is™* farm and and the Pennsylvania Ger- man Is a notable farmer. 

IPs language is not German, but I ennsylvnnla German—a dialect that savants say has not been spoken In an. Part of Germany for nearly a eent^ In order to conduct his market bush ness It has been necessary for the farmer to learn some English, but It Is not unusual to find stay-at-home mem- 

.s. of the family who can neither speak nor understand English, al- though they and their parents’and their grandparents were all born In America. The English they do speak Is a queer hybrid, of the sort spoken by the tired market woman who re- 
marked that she was “teetotally ausge- 
spelled.” 

Most of the Pennsylvania Germans 
belong to the Mennonile, or the Dun- 
dee church, although there are other 
sects among them, Including one that 
holds It sinful to cut the hair or to 
wear buttons on the clothes. It Is 
well worth a trip through a city market 
to see elders of the latter sect, long- 
haired, much-bearded men, with their 
clothing held in place by large hooks 

The women all wear dresses with 
tight-fitting waists and long, gathered 
skirts. The dresses are usually brown 
or black—never of any bright color. 
Their head covering is a little white net 
cap and a little dark bonnet. Th# 
young girl’s dress In the frivolous stylo 
of the town until they join the church. 
Then they “turn plain" and don the 
conventional white cap. From that tka* 
forth they are required to keep their 
heads covered. On very hot days the 
matron at work in a hot kitchen may 
shove her cap far back on her head, 
but she never altogether removes it 

• * * 

"Sleep that knits up the ravell’d sieeve 

of care, 
The death of each day’s life, sore lt- 

ben's bath, 
Balm of hurt minds, great nature’s se^ 

ond course, 
Chief nourisher in life’s feast." 

—Macbeth. 

Man can live longer without food 

than without sleep. There are many re- 

corded Instances where men have gons 
for forty or more days without food 

and have recovered from the experi- 
ence. I do not know the maximum num- 

ber of days that n man can go without 

sleep, but it is far short of forty. The 

expert workmen who line the great di- 

gesters in paper mills must often work 

for sixty hours without more sleep 
than they can snatch during the time 

that new material Is being brought In 

to them, never more than ten mlmitel 

at a time. Surgeons and doctors some- 

times work continuously for fifty ®f 

sixty hours at a time after great bat- 

ties. These men are always exhausted 

after such periods of work and sleep 

excessively long periods in order to get 
bnck to normal. It is probable that i 

man who was not working could go 

without sleep for a longer period; hut 

It seems to lie the general testimony Of 

those who have been kept aw'ake for 

as much as sixty hours, hy third » 

gree methods, that by that time f 

are willing to confess to any crime o 

do anything else to get sleep. 

The virtues of sleep ns a halm 

hurt” minds Is sung by Shakespeare in 

the “Tempest” as follows: 

It seldom visits sorrow; when It d®** 

It Is a comforter. 

Young expressed much the sam* 

thought In the lines: 

Tired nature's sweet restorer. fcsUtf 

He. llkeCthe world his ready 
wnere loriuuc 

forsakes. 

While the undents descriedJOTr 
nus, the god of sleep, a. the 

of the gods, “the tranquilizer ^ 
and soother of care-worn hea 

Philip Sidney sang of sleep as. 

The baiting place of wit. the balm * 

The poor**'man's wealth, the pri—* 
release. 

Mrs. Browning refers to the f>salm' 

Ist’s exaltation of sleep: 

Of all the thoughts ot God that ar» 

as; "eeP' 

N°w ted 
ace surpassing this— 

He gfveth His beloved sleep. 

Scientists try every no"’ ^ ̂  
to find some substitute 
..they search for the secret °mo„on. 
nal youth und for I 

(h|rd o( 0nr 
Instead of begrudg how* 
Uves that we must spend«^ p* 
ever. It seems much m nsWely 
pose'to try to live "eJ", ve8 tMt 
dftrlng the two-thirds of our 

we are awake. ___, 

German Order of order 
The lr >n Cross Is a [ ^ Wll- 

of merit instituted by l3 gi I 

Ham III of Prussia M"r‘r „ ,he "'V.r 

a reward for bravery dunw The 

of Liberation" nR""”’1 
s 0f iroB- 

decoration is a Maltes elthef 
edged with silver, a hlittcnh"l«- 
around the neck or in 

xvUI|a0i I. 
This order was ret I 

l8?0 oD the 

king of Prussia. .Julyrfgr, and 
eve of the Franco-. the 
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