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OPE opened herlettér in th‘é sun
H wasbed Paris street. It hadecome |

the bracing air.

- stirring as that which the blind beggar

« drew so marvelobisly from his Hageolet.
* There was a heavy fragrance in every ,
“me which the flowers of the venders
‘¢ould not outrival.
Strong, searchinyg, and real was that

—  dear letter, but wlile Hope read It the '

Pessimist walked beslde her.

. Now, the Pessumnist utterly belled her

name in the most alluwing way. She
was not old, soul weary, discontented.
On the contary, her face reminded one
of a peach, and starlight was not more
bright than ler eyes.

But the Pessimist had theories, par-
ticularly about love and man's {gno-
rance of it. She had theories, too, upon
woman’s superfority over man-his

.» selfishness, her sacritice- and she bug-

#q ged these bellefs tightly and sumlled

when Hope bestowed upvd man sume
wing graces. o
The Pesgimist saw the sunlight mak
ng a bright web of Hope's hair as she
walked with down bent head, her eyes
} upen her American letter. She saw the
' glow coming into her face, and a feel-
ing of pity took root in her heart asshe
thought of the day when Hope must
awake to the notlinguess of it all.
How many times in the Bols on

!

across the Atlantic to her und!
was akin to the bright sunlight, | smile and shrug with which one listen-
It held music assoul | ed to the rvings of deliium that
would soon pass away? And yet Hope
knew that, cuming from the lips of the
man who had spoken them, they were
j as {if taken from the well of truth.
How could she doubt? Why did she

SHE WALKED WITH DOWN BENT HIEAD,
“Brides’ day.” as Saturday bas been
“fitly named, the Pessimist had ruefully

"regarded the white robed, shining eyed
girls with their attendant lovers and
‘been heard to exclaim In a soft, com-
miserating whisper:

“Poor dears- poort, trusting dears!”
And once Hope's rebellious heart had
urged her to cry out hotly:
“Don’t pity them. They are happy—
.and why got?”
- “I was referring to the girls only, my
dear,” the Pessimist had answered., "I
¢ have given no pity to the men. They
will always carry thelr own comfort
-y with them.”

4 It was the memory of one particular
Iy caustic fling at the masculine spe-

- des glven that very morning that
‘trged Hope to lift her head and sy,
looking half defiantly, half yearningly,

fat the Pessimist, a beautiful faith in
her eyes:

o
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| discovers she I8 a mere woman he feels

l courtship, the romance of it all—what
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heed the chill that swayed her heart?
As It answering that very

* the Pessimist's

in:

“They—the men--mean every word
~ they say—while they are saying it. But

it is the afterward, my dear., They
know they can't live up to their lover
like protestations, and, not belleving in
a waste of energy, they don't try.”

Hope drew a loug breath. The clear,
molst sir of the spring mprolng made
her cheeks glow with a pink flush, snd
her blue eyes were bright with pain as
she luoked down the narrow, glittering
street,

Would ske ¢ver agaln Seet boy in =
blue blouse and baret, a grimy eyed
charbonnter Lefore his shop, 4 woman
leaniug in sunny idleness from an open
window listenlng to a hapd organ
churning wheeesy sweetness under a
stone arch, without remembering this
{mpetuous little controversy in the Rue
Pauquet when she threw a lance in the
defense of CCupid? Oh, pever!

“You only see one side of the shield.
But there is another, you know—the
woman's side. Does the wife Hve up
to the ideal the sweetheart {nspired?’

The sound of the Pessimist's chiming
lauglh wade some children who were
passing smile in_sympathy. But Hope
was uot decelved Ly that laugh, for
from past experlence she knew it pr&

‘

¢losely 1o her Teart.
I *“Live up to his ldeal? The wife?

Oh, pardon me, Hope, if I cannot treat
that side of the argument serlously.
The lover's ideal? Why, a wlife can no
more fuifil that dream of his own mak-
ing than a husband tries to live up to
his antenuptial vows. Before marriage
she I8 an angel, a goddess, a divinity
He will think of her as nothing less,
but when he has awakened from his
delirtum after he has married her and

a wronged and injured creature. On
the other hand, what had he expected
to give ber when he fancled her this
@ivinity? His precious self forsooth?
No, not even that. [For in marrlage it
is the woman who gives all. S8he be-
comes his wife, the mother of his chil-
dren. a credit, perhaps an ornament, to
his menage. But the love vows of

becomes of that? It fades and falls
away like the petals of 2 rose in ita de-
cadence. They, like the rose leaves,
were sweet while they lasted, but after
the flower is gathered—what of the
lovse leaves? Who cares for them?
And yet they were the very upirit of
the fower, as the romance was the soul
of love."”

Hbpe was living In an enchanted
1and these days. Nothing secemed quite
real to her except that she was in Par-
is. while afar, In the new world, ncross
the shuddering. hmmeasurable ocean,

was the lover who walted patlently for
the holiday to end.
“And, Hope. my love,”- continued

Mme. Pessimist, “let me tell you right
here that this very separation from
your sweetheart bas whetted his desire
for you far mnore than you know. Men
need these Tantalusllke experiences in
their love affairs just as they need
sauces for their meats.”

f hany

%

) ¥ love is not seeming.”

! “If you could read this letter of mine,
you might be forced to admit that all

' The Pessimist smiled agreeably, but!

" pityingly. '
“Hope, you dre creating your own de- {

' lusions. I once created mine. But 1
“*never said love was all seeming, even|
man’s love. Oh, It is real—dear me—
Yes—qulite, qulte real—whlile it lasts,
‘é ”i You have endowed the love given Yyou
“with everything but wings. But, ah,
when you least expect it, it will unfurl

t them and fly away—after marriage.”
e Hope’s eyes, which had at that mo-
” ment been fixed on a magical phrase,
J drooped a little, and her small hands

‘_“ clutched the written sheets tightly.

'@' 5 “I love you dearly. Need you more?
5 sHalf of myself, dear seems to have

§%

Y* -gone away.”
,& ‘ “Are they only words — emjpty
@ls words?’ she asked herself, a bitter

h o «droop curving her lips.
23 -2t The narrow street faded away. The
T M figweet speech of France” on the lsp-
ing tongues of the children they passed
{ n F seached Hope only as a faint murmur,
?&hfor in spirit she was back in New
9. york’s busy whirl. Before hér eyes
' fcame a vision of the man she loved,
hosé hand was on the helm.of her
22 "ife. She saw him in his young, stal
> wart manhood. a face like that of An.
(1% ‘finlous, the blue eyes £ull of hope and
leontrasting charmingly with the brune
iQ,Q:'imw of the skin—thick, soft hair above
TR a low, thoughttul brow and a smile as

clearly she could hear it!
“We will not fall into the toneless

o

though the years count seventy and
4 en.l!
: ;_ma those words' or others eqm.l'-

A‘,

most refuses to write these words, they

staid the sight of you, the sound of
your volce, would have go allured me,
so chained me to your side, that I
might have forgotten this workaday}
world where I must fight in order that
I may make our future all love and
ben

| with violets, and Hope stopped. She

loved the blue flowers, and a soft llghtj
fooded her eyes as she selected 8
bunceh,

There was no answer to thfs, but
some lines from Hope's letter rose In
her mind in mute contradiction of the
Pessimist’'s words. It reemed almost
as if her lover had known he would
need to put fh such a defense, they
were 80 strangely apropos.

“Perhaps it is better that you left me,
dear, this winter, though my pen al-

BHE FASTENED THEM 1N HER BLAOK GOWN.

“8°%0883‘38829389°

enchaunting been saia by lovers . from
| time immemorial, and was one merely
to accept them with thes same tolerant | ery.”

light voice agaln broke

saged Il for the bellefs she held s

‘table that shadows life.

"Hope held her letter.

know it’s true she’s sold my life and
" body,” she said at the hearing, “for ¥

suspiclous Iookln colored dcetor hangin
happen i a Christian Iand, judge.‘

Don’t let me be killed and sa;zed -up for
a little old 8157

contined her walk, Then she looked
at the closing lnes of her letter and re-
peated thein tepderly to herself.

“Always remember that I Jove you.
The storms of a long life crossed by
sorrow will not frighten us.. We will
love untl death comes and straight In-
to the cther land.” ]

“You may keep your theories, and 1

L

fong, "deep hreath, her- tepe firm and
decided.

“Of course yonr will keep your fatth,”
The PessTmist ansiwered, ier ¢olor a bl |
fle bhigher. “I never dreameq you wowld
do anything else. Cnly the years will
take it from you. - I hoped simply to
prepare you for the shock of disecov-

Suddenly, without warning, they
stepped. into a heavy blue shadow. It
came like a shock after the glare, and,

twisted strect had ended abruptly in a
quaint comtyard.

Hope and the Pessimist looked at
each other gravely. They had stepped
so suddénly into the shadow that the
place chilled and subdued them.

As it moved by a common impulse,
their gaze wandered to an open Qoor
which led into the lodge of the con-

‘fastem'd them i her black govm “and.

' will keep my faith,” sald Hope with a |-

lookiug around, they found the gueer, {

eng&gsement. which had not been made | ;

After Three Years.

e —

The mtehmh in the tmmﬂt'
T was flled to is virost cADRS- ,
ity. Helen Armond, the  beaplital]

davghiter of George Armond, wes to bad

married to Arthur Reymand, E §
__ Helen  entared the church, leaning}
upon ber futher's arm., She looked] .-
yery Besutiful in ber white satixandi 3 >
orangs blossoms, but to me her face |
Was Yery while, and her eyes had af -
troubled look in them. .

As "the minister asked the aolimin
words, “Wilt thou take t.h:is man forf¥®
thy wedded husbhand?” she glanced]
qulokly thyough the church in quest.ot |
some one who was not there, and heri-
voice trembled 88 she amemd, b & ,.

Vllll -
* . A & 2 A a

4 g,

The old minister who thres years sgo -
made Helen Armond and Axthue Rey-| T35
mond husband and wife is buatly writ-{
ing, not heeding in the least the old |
cl&k which pointa to the hour of mid-
n ‘

Suddenly he atops aud listens. ‘

“Was not that a human ory!” He
hears it again, and, golng out into the
snow and wind, saw on the daontap A
WOoman.

It was Helen Raymond.

. L) L L ] * * L

“Three yeare ago tonight you made
me Arthur's wife. I did not yove him
theh, “but murried him at my muxers
wish, or, rathar,-command. When my{
father told me I must marry Arthuri.
- Raymond my heart was given to Harry|
Livingston, and I refused.

“Later Harry and I quarreiled, aad our}

m
Eﬁg. as..»*g*&
40,8, 3:8§.
*9 ?;o.*n‘;i

and I consented to marry Arthur, pros| = 2
vided father told him of my x\eomlu :
with Harry, My father promised, ul CH,
Arthur and I were engaged, a

months after this Hawy, who hu;/not
heard of the engagement, gant & letier, |
asking for my forgiveness, I )th o
my father then, begging him’ to .ask
Arthur for my freedom, Thi&he would:
not do, and I said T would asl him my.
eelf, but father would not listén to me,
and as X had always besn more or less
afrald of my father, I suhmitted.

HE SAT ALONE WITHE HIR DFAD.

clerge. How silent it was there! How
dusk the rcom in contkast to the hlgh
noon holding rovel in the city!

Hope moved forward as if under a
apell, followed by the Pessimlist, and
thelr eyes gnzed on a p!cture In shmj-

from memory Tvm solitary candlea
burned like golden stars in a growing
night, one at the head and one at the
foot of a_plain plne coffin.

An old man of 70 sat beside It. His
bent form at once suggested the blue
jeans of the French workman, but he
was clod nuw all in painfully new and
decent black. In the qulet room, bear
ing evidences of a woman’s thrift, he
sat alone with his dead
tiny in his dull eyes.
“Let us
the - man looked up, his eyes heavy

gaze prompted Hope to step across the
threshold. )
Her eyes shone with a warm, human
pity as she looked doxwn upbn the dead
and saw mirrored there the care lined
face-of an old woman. The mourner's
eyel invited her to speak.

“It i1s—it 187" Hope whlspered.
“It 8 my wife—my Susanne.”
words seemed to strangle him.
Hope tarned and, slipplng her warm
hand into that of the Pessimist, drew

Tha

again dreaming above the dead and
seemed to have forgotten them. He
swayed to and fro in grief and began
to speak softly in the pattering French
tongue:

“Thou art gone, ma petite. Thou hast
taken the heart of thine Antoine wi
thee. He will never again sce
greeting smile, hear thy swelcoming
tones. Ah. petite, couldst thou not
have lingered? Thou hast left me in
the darkness, my beautiful Susanne,
my sweet one.”

. Over the mantel hung a faded por-
trait of a shy eyed young girl In a

blance between this and the aged cof-
fined face, but Hope felt they were the
same,
“The grave will hide thy benutiful
face from thine, Antoine. O God--the
darkness!’ the old man whispered to
ears that heard nothing.
Hope took thé¢ bunch of violets from
her gown, put the soft, cold flowers in-
to the cold fingers and, bending down,
laid her Hps for an instant upon the

an affront to her bounding life.
“Love can keep its dream,” she whis-
pered. “You are still 1a petite to him.”
And the Pessimist heard her.
Together they stole away from the
bowed figure crushed under the inevi-
Once more
they stood In the narrow white streét
and felt the sun upon thelr faces.

Close and warm against her breast
They were both
sllent. There were tears in the Pessi-
mist’s eyes.

A Timely Appeal.
BEmma Alexander, colored, of Phila-
delphia had Jane Mack, colored, #r.
rested the other day for conspiring to
gell her body for disseetion for $15. “1

was told so by a friend. I've seen a

e

1.

A !!ud C‘onbmtlon. L

They wei-e passing a wagon heaped’

"He always loved to brlng me vlo-{

spinding the day with Mpw. Betry, the
undemker’- 'v‘?ite o ’

wOrhy,” yveplied his wife, “I've been

twnmdda-euedu

Harry and I then planned an slopes {4
ment, but his mothey was taken 1l be-
fore my wedding doy, and our plaus;
fatled, }. West Boun
"I destrored all but one Of the late] . At
Harry had written me. Afthur P,

d that letter this morning, snd ha|  Artivef

did not come h:ome tonight. “On s bt Ps W

1 ; Y -
M y I)bur He«lon-—-vsy mistake, while !
hunting’ for a paper in your desk, I dis+
a letter addressed to you in the
ting of H&m Livingston:. It}

elen Armond, yet IV
colld notseewhy yomhoumknp&lnta COQE& m fours, 1
ter from him, now that you. aré my |
wife. My jenlousy was aroussd, andi(Tels
opsning the latier I read the mt of
your hieart. I learned from it alsothat .
you did not wish to decelvs me, You |

belleved that I knew whan I made you Gm ﬂ.ﬂmtm

, bopeldss mu-
go,” sald the Pessimist, but

with anguish, and something in thelr

her forward. But the old mun was’

wedding gown. . There was no resem-:

furrowed brow whose chill came like!

| place where the lightning

“Where bave you betn all ‘duy?" ‘

asked the ¢ountry doctor. | whieh gﬁlit!cal clubg hang g m& w ]

my wife that you loved Harry Livi
cton I 41d not know ii; your

married you.

“The thought that nll these three
Years I have loved you so much, aand
thatmy love has not-been returned, i
driving me mad,

“‘I am golng sway for a little while.
I cannot tell when I shall return, I

lsave you everything that you will|

ving-
ia N
never told me, else I nhould not lu.n T

h’,‘l‘-‘ PM Ml; *

]

need, I supposs you will not ome to{R. R

he has decolved you, Go to rom'
friend Alice, and may God blems
my darling wirte. -~ ARTHUEK

“Do you love your husband now?’
asked the minister, when he Jhad read

0 to your father's now, knowlng bow | g

tien, \
Nlum F:!éﬁ!
ngd m!h. ‘a8 followei |

LEAVE GOING AT "?i :

the letter. *5i0 Ko Mi=Coillhenea). leti.
“Yes, more than I ever loved Hartry, #9:10 A, M, —Lioos] Etpress, .

wma ng;d help kl;)vdlng him, he bas, ‘xouB A. M. ~Butox “and o M

n so_good, so kind, so true.” IS

Just then the sound of slelgh bells. '51!' P, %-——ﬁhm. :

broke the sllence, and In & moment| 3:0%P ""-N“WM

| there was at-the door, "The min.| "9:%5 P*tu““’&“"% ,
ister had another midnight guset. LEAVE GO

Helen went inlo a room leading’
, from the study, while the minister

stepped to the door aind let in his sece | Lim

ond guest, . Arthur Raymond, Hel

tigs; 107 A M8, Contlne

shook hande with the minister as they | .'si;s“ :

advanoad toward the flre, and was
about to .when his glance tell

| upon Helen’ cloak, which In hu'hmy ‘

sbhe had forgotten.

“Helen, my wife, 15 she hem?" w
asked hum}l’

loves youw.” ,
Before heé could say anything mou. :

opened, and she appeared, Her face way |
white, but her eyes shono with the Iim
of doep love.
“Arthur!” she cried, coming forward,
“Is it true, Helen, whnt 1 have just.
heard; do you love me?"

“Yes,” ahe exclaimed joymlly. and
she ran into his arms,

“Shall I nrepeat tlw Oermonyt”
laughingly asked the minister, -

Arthur a8 he kiesed his wﬁe,
CURIOUS FACTS

At ordinary heatrt pres:txre
heart beats €0 times m minute. x
blood travels at the rate of 207.yap
'a. minute, or 7 milesn day;
amounts to 61,320 miles 4 year,
man eighty f6ur years old could,
one single corpuscle floating - 4n
blood all his life, It would,
elled In that time over 5.160,000: miles
or more than 200 times amﬁ’fxﬁ ’iﬁ
world.

‘Lightning {8 believed to bs- vistble
at a distance of 150 miles. Opinioiiy |
differ as fo how .far away thunder
can be heard. A B‘reueh astrdono_

E‘nsush me

to 130 secdnds’
the thunder, 'ﬁxiéh 14
{Enee of b nf,amevan it

Prices for the latge-sized  badnits

streets raxige from $56 for |

“Yes,” replled the minister, “andm ‘

-the door of the roony whers Helon was ;

nM b {
oies, “r'fﬁptm
coraer Cornithinn, .orhf
Power's bipk
Stition,
pany areon
mand

“] thi#k there is no need,” repued

14

oy twenty-foof size to $2ﬁ5 ,i"i!mn Fieds
| ﬁhirty by forty feet. - ' 7
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