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o " long, "deep breath, her tone firm and 
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[OPE opened h e r l e t t e r l n the son 
washed Paris street. It badcome 
across the Atlantic to her and 

enchanting been saia b y lovers.from 
t ime immemorial, and w a s one merely 
to accept them with th& same tolerant 

was akin t o the bright sunlight, smile and shrug with w h i c h one listen* 
the bracing air. It held m u s i c as soul j ed to the ravings of delirium that 
stirring as that which the bl ind beggar would soon pass away? And yet Hope 

»drew so mnrvelobsly from his flageolet. 
r There was a heavy fragrance in every 

"'Sne which the flowers of the venders 
could notoutrival. 

Strong, searching, and real was that 
.- dear letter, but wii i le Hope read It the 

Pessimist walked beside her. 
. Now, the Pessimist utterly belled her 
name in the ,010s? alluring w a y . She 
was not old. soul weary, discontented. 
On the contrary, her face reminded one 
of a pencil, and starlight was not more 
bright than her eyes . 

But the Pessimist had theories, par­
ticularly about l o w and man's Igmv-
rance of It. She had thenries, too. upon 
woman's superiority over mnn-his 

,*5 selfishness, her sacrifice-and she uug-
&"l ged these beliefs tightly and smiled 

.when Hope bestowed upon m a n sutne 
iving graces. 
T h e "Pessimist sa w tlfe s'lnllg-ht mak 

ng a bright web of Hope's ha ir as she 
walked with down bent head, her eyes 

) upon her American letter. She saw the 
1 glow coming into ber face, a n d a feel-
* ing of pity took root In her heart as she 

thought of the day when H o p e must 
awake to the nothingness of it all. 

H o w many t i m e s in the Bols on 

knew that, coining frosa the lips of t h e 
man who had spoken t h e m , they were 
a s if taken from the wel l of troth. 
H o w could she doubt? Why did she 
heed the chi l l that swayed her heart? 

A s If answering that very thought 
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8HK WALKED WTTH DOWN BKNT HIAD. 
""Brides' day," as Saturday h a s been 

"fitly named, the Pessimist had ruefully 
' regarded the white robed, sh in ing eyed 

girls wi th their attendant lovers and 
'been heard to exclaim In a so f t , com­
miserating whisper: 

"Poor dears-poor, trusting dears!" 
And once Hope's rebellious heart bad 

urged ber to cry out hotly: 
• "Don't pity them. They are happy-
and w h y not?" 

"I w a s referring to the girls only, my 
dear," the Pessimist hod answered., "I 

/ have given no pity to the men. They 
will a lways carry their own comfort 

» with them." 
;. It w a s the memory of one particular 

ly caustic fling at t h e masculine spe-
des g iven that v e r y morning that 

.'urged Hope to lift her head a n d say, 
looking half defiantly, half yearningly, 

*at the Pess imist a beautiful faith In 
her eyes: ' 
I "If yon could read this letter o f mine, 
you might be forced to admit t h a t nil; 

* love is not seeming." ' 
^ The Pessimist smiled agreeably, but1 

* pityingly. 1 
"Hope, you are creating your o w n de-, 

' lnsions. I once created mine. But I: 
, "never sa id love was all seeming, even | 

man's love. Oh, It i s real—dear me— 
yes—quite, quite real—while it lasts, 

r You have endowed t h e love g i v e n yon 
' , ,with everything but wings. B u t , ah, 
}! when you least expect it, It will unfurl 

them and fly away—after marriage." 
Hope's eyes, which had at t h a t mo­

ment been fixed on a magical phrase, 
drooped a little, and her small hands 
clutched the written sheets t ight ly . 
. "I love you dearly. Need you more? 
(Half of myself, dear, seems to have 

-^oneaway ." 
1 • "Are they only words — empty 

Wb tror^3
/
T' s h e asked herself, a bitter 

JP*£droop carving her l ips, 
t ' The narrow street faded away. The 

V*J*JWeet speech of France" on t h e lisp-
r f r ' n & tongues of the children they passed 

jjj* reached Hope only a s a faint murmur, 
J™'for in spirit she w a s back in New 

^S 'York ' s busy whirl. Before her eyes 
sBP^eame a vision of the man she loved, 

Whose hand was on the h e l m . o f her 
Hte. She saw him in his young, stal­
wart manhood, a face like thatjaXAiu 

^tinous, t h e blue eyes full of hope and 
Contrasting charmingly with the brtme 
|jtone of t h e skin—thick, soft hair above 
~~& low, thoughtful b r o w and a s m i l e as 
frank as the eyes above it. A n d his 
voice of deep, earnest timbre—how 
clearly s h e could hear It! 

"We wi l l not fall into the toneless* 
level of the friendly marriage, my 
Sweetheart. Married lovers w e will 

« , though the years count seventy and 

IplEtad t h o s e words o r others equal!; 
&j**^ ^ _ . J. 

the Pessimist's light v o i c e again broke 
in: 

"They—the men—mean every word 
they say—while they are saying it. But 
It Is the afterward, m y dear. They 
know they can't live up t o their lover-
llke protestations, and, n o t believing In 
a waste of energy, they don't try." 

Hope drew a long breath. The clear, 
moist air o f the spring morning made 
her cheeks jrlow with a pink flush, and 
her blue e y e s were bright with pain as 
she looked dowu the narrow, glittering 
street. 
. Wituld sfa* ever agaifl-^see-a^oy In a 
bine blouse and buret, a grimy eyed 
charbonnler before his shop , a woman 
leaning in sunny idleness from an open 
window l istening to a hand organ 
churning wheeessy sweetness under a 
stone arch, without remembering this 
Impetuous little controversy In the Rue 
Pauquet when she threw a lance In the 
defense of t'upid? Oh, neveF.' 

"You only see one side of the shield. 
But there is another, y o u know—the 

i woman's side. Does t h e wife live np 
i to the Ideal the sweetheart Inspired?" 
i The sound of the Pessimist's chiming 

laugh made some children who were 
passing smile ln_synipathy. But Hope 

I w a s not deceived by t h a t laugh, for 
from past experience s h e knew It pre­
saged Jill for the beliefs she fael<|, s o 

'closely to her TTeart 
"Live up to his Ideal? The wife? 

Oh, pardon me, Hope, If I cannot treat 
that side of the argument seriously. 
T h e lover's Ideal ? Why. a wife can ho 
more fulfill that dream ot his own mak­
ing than a husband tries to live up to 
his antenuptial vows. Before marriage 
she Is an angel, a goddess, a divinity* 
H e will think of her as nothing less, 
but when be has awakened from bis 
delirium after he has married ber and 
discovers s h e is a mere w o m a n be feels 
a wronged and injured creature. On 
the other hand, what bad be expected 
to give ber when he fancied her this 
divinity? H i s preciouB s e l f forsooth? 
No, not even that For i n marriage It 
i s the woman who gives alL She be­
comes his wife , the mother of his chil­
dren, a credit, perhaps an ornament, to 
h is menage. But the l o v e vows of 
courtship, the romance o f it all—what 
becomes of that? It f a d e s and falls 
a w a y like t h e petals of a roso in its de­
cadence. They, like the rose leaves, 
w e r e sweet while they lasted, but after 
t h e flower is gathered—what of the 
loose leaves? Who cares for them? 
And yet they were the very spirit of 
t h e flower, a s the romance was the soul 
o f love." 

Hbpe was living In a n enchanted 
land these days . Nothing seemed quite 
real to her except that s h e was In Par-
Is. while afar. In the new world, across 
t h e shuddering. Immeasurable ocean, 
w a s the lover who waited patiently for 
t h e holiday to end. 

"Anil. Hope, my love."- continued 
Mme. Pessimist, "let tne t e l l you right 
here that th i s very separation from 
y o u r sweetheart has whetted his desire 
for you far more than you know. Men 
n e e d these Tantaluslike experiences In 
the ir love affairs just a s they need 
s a u c e s for their meats." 

There was no answer t o thfs, but 
s o m e lines from Hope's l e t ter rose In 
her mind In mute contradiction of the 
Pessimist's words. It seemed almost 
a s h* her lover had known he would 
need to put fh such a defense, they 
w e r e so strangely apropos. 

"Perhaps it Is better that you left me, 
dear, this winter, .though my pen al-

ifim ay (itw«i""Wu«0 
«, if 
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lets," Hope tbou ĉfct wistfully a* an* 
fastened them to ber black gown **»«" 
continued our walk. Then she looked 
at the closing lines of Iter letter and re­
peated them tenderly to* herself. 

•'Always remember that I love' you. 
The storms of a long, life crossed by 
sorrow will not frighten as. • We will 
love «BtH death cornea and straight In­
to the other land." 

"You may keep your theories, and I 
wUJkeep ray faith." said Hope with a 

SHE FASTENED THEM IS HEB BLACK GOWK. 

m o s t refuses t o write these -words, they 
a r e so far from my heart;' Btrtr trad-you 

decided, 
"Of course yon will keep your faith,*^ 

thePesswuTst a"B^wê «̂ ;Tierreotor »"tf 
fle higher- "I never dreamed you would 
do anything else. Only the years wMl 
take it from you. I hoped simply to 
prepare yon for the shock of discov­
ery." 

Suddenly, without warning, they 
stepped, into a heavy blue shadow. It 
came like a shock after the glare, and, 
looking around, they found the anser, 
twisted street had ended abruptly in a 
quaint courtyard. 

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

As if moved by a common Impulse, 
their gaxe wandered to an open door 
which led Into the lodge of the con-

mm tore, sm 
After Three Years, 

The basest church in the town of 
T-— was filled to Its utmost c*pne-
Ity. Helen Arroond, the beautiful 
d&ugatsr ot George Amend, wa» to b* 
married to Art&ur Raymond. 

Helen eafasreg the church, leaning 
upon her father's arm She looked 
yery beautiful in hei white mtixt and 
orange* blossoms, but to DM her f«c«_ 
TWB^erywfiHe, and her eyes h*d * 
troubled look lu them. 

As the minister asked the solemn 
words, "Wilt thou take this man for 
thy wedded husband r she glanced 
Quickly through the church In quyestot 
some one who was not there, and her 
voice trembled as she answered, "I 
will.** 

• * - » * * * * 
The old minister who three yc«rs*fo 

made Helen Armoud and Arthur Bear* 
moad husband and wife is busily writ­
ing, not heeding in the least the old 
clock which points, to the hour ot mid­
night 

Suddenly he stops and listens. 
"Was not that a humaw ory?" Ho 

hears it again, and. going out Into the 
snow and wind, saw on the doorstep * 
woman-

It was Helen Raymond. 
• * • * # * * 
"Three yeare ago tonight you made 

me Arthur's wife, I did not yovo him 
thea^ut married him at my faltlwr's 
wish, or, rather-, oommaod. When my 
father told me I must marry Arthur 

. Raymond my heart was given to Harry 
Livingston, and I refused. 
"Later Harry and I quarrelled, anuonr 

engagement, which had not been made 
-public, was brolton, I was lrapuMra, 
and I consented-to marry Arthur, pro* 
vtded father told h.im of my wtetknm 
with Harry. My father promised, and 
Arthur and I were enjsiged, Tjro 
months after this Harry, who had/not 
heard of the engagement, sent a letter, 
asking for my forgiveness, I *ent toj 
my father then, begging bih> to ailcj 
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Arthur for my freedom. Thtrhewoulto A, l|»«%?ti5l*fia!i|ii.!«^VIir* 
not do, and I said I would ,y& him Jttŷ }«£M*&, if|»S-.. V* i ' " 
self, but father would not listen to> me. 

HI SAT ALO.NTE WITH BIS CKAD. 
clerge. How silent It was there! H o w , 
dusk the room In contrast t o the high 
noon holding rovel in the c i ty I "j 

Hope moved forward as if under a 
spell, followed by the Pessimist, and 
their eyes gazed on a picture In shnd-

-ow 
from memory. T w o solitary candles 
burned like golden stars in a growing 
night, one at the bead and one at the 
foot of a^plaln pine coffin. 

An old* man of 70 sat beside i t His 
bent form at once suggested too bluo 
jeans of the French workman, bat he 
was clad now all In painfully new and 
decent black. In the quiet room, bear­
ing evidences of a woman's thrift, he 
sat alone with his dead, hopeless mu­
tiny In his dull eyes. 

"Let us go," said the Pessimist, but 
the man looked u p , his eye s heavy 
with anguish, and something in their 
gaze prompted Hope to s tep across the 
threshold. | 

Her eyes shone w i t h a warm, human • 
pity as she looked dawn upon the dead 
ond saw mirrored there the caro lined 
Xoee-of an old woman. The mourner's 
eye s invited her to speak. s , 

"It is—it Is?" Hope whispered. ! 
"It is my wife—my Susanne." T h e 

words seemed to strangle him. , 
Hope turned and, slipping her warm 

hand into that of the Pessimist, drew 
her forward. But the old man w a s 
again dreaming above the dead and 
seemed to have forgotten them. H e 
swayed to and fro In grief and began j 
to speak softly In the pattering Trench 
tongue: | 

"Thou art gone, ma petite. Thou hast 
taken the heart of thine Antoluo with 
thee. He will never again see thy • 
greeting smile, hear thy welcoming 
tones. Ah. petite, couldst thou not 
have lingered? Thou hast left me In 
the darkness, my beautiful Susanne,, 
my sweet one." 

and as I had always beep more or lesa 
afraid of my father, I submitted:, 
Harry and I then Planned an elope-
meat, but his mother was taOtej* ill be­
fore my wedding dfty, and our plant 
failed. ' . „ " 

"I destroyed all but o n of the let* 
ters Harry had written me. Arthur 
found that letter this morning, and ho 
did not come home tonight. On his 1% 

Over the mantel hung a faded por-. **>« had forgotten. 

y Pear Helen—By mistake, while 
huntlnr' for a paper in your desk, I dis­
covered a letter addressed to you in the 
handwriting of Harry UTiniston. It 
wai addressed,Helen Armond, y»t t 
could noises way yoitshouldliceapftlat. 
ttr from him, now that you. are mjr 
wife, lay Jealousy was aroused, f»4 
opening the letter I read to* seotet ot 
your heart I learned from it also that 
you dl« not wish to deceit* »e. Yoa 
believed that I know when I made yp» 
my wife that you lonred Harry Living* 
•ton. I did not know H; yo«r father 
n e w toJd me, eiae I should not hxf 
married you. 

"The thought that all the**, three 
years I hare lored you so much, and 
thatrray low bap not-been returaed, la 
'driving me mad. 

'" I am going *w«y for a l!t£»irh!i#v 
I cannot tell when I shall return, I 
leave you everything that you WlH 
need. I suppose you will not oare t» 
go to yow father's now, knowing now 
be ha* deceived you. Go to your' 
friend Alice, and may God bless you, 
my darling wife. ~ ABTHTO,' 

"Do you love your husband now?' 
asked the minister, when he «had read 
the letter. 

"Yes, more than I ever loved Harry, 
I could not help loving him, be ha* 
been so good, so kind, so true." 

Just then the sound of sleigh bell* 
broke the silence, and In * moment 
there was **rap at-tbe door. The min­
ister had another" midnight guest. 

Helen went info a room leading 
from the study, while the minister1 

stepped to the door and let in his sec­
ond guest, Arthur Raymond. He 
•book hands with the minister as they 
advanced toward the Are, and we* 
about to speak when his glance fell 
upon HeUnVa cloak, which in her hurry 
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trait of a shy eyed young girl In a 
wedding gown.. There was no resem­
blance between this and the aged cof­
fined face, but Hope felt they were the 
same. B 

"The grave will hide thy beautiful 
face from thine, Antoine. O Qod—the 
darkness!" the old man whispered to 
ears that beard nothing. 

Hope took the bunch of violets from 
her gown, pnt the soft, cold flowers in­
to the cold fingers and, bending down, 
laid her lips for on instant upon the 
furrowed brow whose chill came like 
an affront to her bounding life. 

"Love can keep its dreAm," she whis­
pered. "You ore still la petite to him." 

And the Pessimist heard ber. 
Together they stole away from the 

bowed figure crushed under the Inevi­
table that shadows life. Once more 
they stood in the narrow white street 
and felt the sun upon their faces. 

Close and warm against her breast 
Hope held her letter. They were botn 
silent There were tears in the Pessi­
mist's eyes. 

A Timely Appeal . 
Emma Alexander, colored, of Phila­

delphia had Jane Mack, colored, ar­
rested the other day for conspiring to 
sell her body for dissection for $15.\ "1 
know it's true she's sold my life an4 
body," she said at the hearing, "for I 
was told so by a friend. I've seen a 
suspicious lookln colored doctor hangin 
around my house too. Bon* 

staid the sight of you, the sound of. **#&* *» « Christian land, judge. 
your voice, would have'so allured me,! rton^^me^be^ldlledandsajv^l^for 
so chained me to your side, that I' 
might have forgotten this workaday 

hUmeoUms." 

world where I must fight in order that 
I may make our future all love and 
beauty." . 

They were passing a wagon heaped : 

with violets, and Hope stopped. She > 
loved the blue flowers, and a soft light] 
flooded her eyes as she selected * 
blanch. 

**He always loved to bring me vlo-

A B a a Combinat ion . 
° "Where have you bee* all dayf* 

asked the <!©untry doctor. . / . 
"Why," replied his wife, 'TVe teen 

spending the day with Kfrs. Berry, the 
undertaker*!! wife." 

"Bon*t get to be too friend^ 
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"Helen, my wife, is she Hew?" her* 
asked hoarsely. 

"Yes," replied the minister, "*nd»u* 
loves you." 

Before he could **y anything more, 
the door of the room wher* Helen was 
opened, sad she appeared. Her face was 
white, but her eyes shone with the light 
of deep love. 

"ArthurI" she eried, coming forward, 
"Is it tame, Helen, what I have just 

heard; do you love me?' 
"Yes," she exclaimed Joyfully, audi 

she ran into his arm*. 
"Shall I repeat the oereaooyf* 

laughingly; asked the minister. 
"I thiik there is no need," replied 

Arthur at he kissed his wife, 
• * ' " i " " i i ' i . 1 1 1 1 1 . . M . 1 

CURIOUS FACTS 

At ordinary heart pressure th* 
heart beat* 69 time* a minute. The 
blood travels at the rate of a&?.yafds 
a. minute, or 7 miies ft day* whicfi 
amounts to 61,3̂ 0 miles & yeaft « a 
man eighty fo'ur years old could W * 
one single corpuscle floating in hi* 
blood all Ws life, it woulitliai^.tr*T* 
eiled in that time over S.lS|,0Dfr s««s*, i r»" v * i iw_ i -^ jL , 
or more than 200 times aroTffia* lae f ldTO^^W^ 
world. """ 

Lightning is believed to he vialM*-
at a distance of 180 miles,- Opinions 
differ as to how far away thunder 
can be heard, A SVeaeh astroaomer 
Who has made observations 4e.dare* 
that thunder cannot" be feearlt . at *» 
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Bnglish meteorotejgist fia8;;coafl.ftid*3ia> fftNaVJfcf i s w l lSZ 
to m sec&as l>eiw!eea the %m'mWw -^ ^ 
the thundlef, which WOttlq' gl^e a'di»-
tince oftlfK!iitr*seYett utile*'fl^ii'W 
place wfee** the tfglttaodnjer<m%0f * 
- Pnces for -«&i* 'lar^e^teed^ltatherjs 

wtich political elute %mg;0,i0m tb«i 
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