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CHAPTER XIL—(Continued.)

They were walking stlil, bat 1 heard |
na more. | rose quickly, and began to |
nove away mechanieally toward home,
I put back my vell and bared my faco |
to the keen October alr; [ felt stifled; |
the October evening night might have
bein a sultry August noonday; thete
seomed to be no alr at d11; I eculd not
breathe,

They had re-kindled the fire In my
asence, and mado the room look |
bome-like, Ita home-like alr seemed |
like bitterest satire, 1 sat in the warm,
bright Hght and walted for John to
‘ome,

It was Ilate before he came, 1 had
not thought how 1 should meet him |
I had sat for two hours walting for
him, and had thought of nothing. Even
when John came toward me and spoke |
to me, 1 hiad no thought in my mind of |
what [ was to say. My heart was slck
with despair, Out of my passlonnte
despair 1 should speak presontly. And
my passionate words were not likely |
to be wise words,

“Why did you walt up for me,
Kitty 7" he sald gently, In a tired tone,
“1 am late. You shouldn't have wait-
ed for mo."

1 looked at him without a word,
then rose and moved across the room,
away from him. Parting the curtains
before the window, 1 stood looking out
into the dimmer light of the outer
world., Still standing so, my {face
turned away, I spoke to him. My voice
startled even me—it was so passlion-
less, so cold and steady,

“John, I want to go away from you,"
I sald,

John crossed the room without an-
ewerlng a word, He took my two cold
hands In his, and 1 let them rest there
passively. He Jooked down at me
gravely with a glance that was at first
a little stern, but almost at once grew
very gentlo,

“Kitty, you're In earnest!" he ex-
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minute we stood silent,
another,

“What are we to do, Kitty 7 he sald
at Iast, coldly yet patiently, “I loave
our future In your hands."

“The future may be g0 long!” 1 sald
bitterly. "I shall llve for many years.
I am g0 strong-—so strong! Nothing
ever happens to me; 1 shall live for
years and years and years!”

“Kitty, child, you break my heart
when you talk like that!™ eried John
hoarsely,

I laughed a hard, sullen little lnugh,
the sound of which made me shiver,
and then suddenly made me wish to
ery. For the first time my volce
trembled, grew passionate,

"I wish 1 could break your heart!™
“l wish it—oh, 1 wish it!
You have broken mine and you do not
care!™

John hore my passlionate, pitiless re-
proaches without n word, He made no
attempt to soothe me or caress me, He
gtood looking at me sorrowfully, very
gravely, with something of anger and
gomething of pity in his glance,

“Lot me go, John-—let me go!™ I
eried,

“Go where, Kitty?" he asked for-
hearingly.

“Anywhere”

“Anywhere from me?"

“Anywhere where I shall not gee you,
John; where 1 may try, try hard to
forget you, and to forget how miser-
able I am."”

He walted for a moment that his
words might be calm and yet carry
foree with them,

“Kitty, you talk llke a child,” he
sald. I ean’t let you go away from
me. We cannot forget one another,
For husband and wife, dear, forgetting
i8 not possiblel™

We stood a little apart, looking
gtralght at one another, our faces reso-
lute, our wills reslsting one another.

*Youn will not let me go?" I asked,

“I will not let you go,"” said John,

facing one
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HE TURNED WITHOUT ANOTHER WORD AND LEFT ME.

claimed. "My dear, tell me what you
mean."

My hands stil] rested In his. 1 was
still looking up at him. But for a
moment I could find no more words at
my command,

“I have not made you happy!' John
sald In a tone of deep, bitter convic-
tion and self-reproach. *I have tried.
1 have falled.”

"It was my fault,” I returned, speak-
ing steadily in the same dull, passion-
less, even way. "Perhaps it was your
fanlt, too. You shouldn’t have mar-
ried me. Youn knew—you must have
kpnown—that 1 should be wretched.”

“Kitty! Kitty!"

“It was n mistake. Only a mistake!
You thought you would make me
happy. You did it for the best. Why
did you, John—why did you?"

My eyos were tearless as they looked
up into his, All the tears I bad had to
shed 1 had shed hours ago. Never, |
felt, as long as I lived, should 1 ery
again. 1 felt numb and still. Even
my reproach came in a stony volce that
geomed to pne no emotion in it

“Yes, wé have made a mistake,
Kity,” said John, sighing deeply. "I,
as you say, should have known. But
1 d)d not know! Well, we have faced
the mistake; perhaps it ‘was wiser
faced. Now let us begln anew, Life
carnot be what it might have been;
buf let us make the best of it, Kitty—
byand-by, dear, love may come.”

[ drew my hands away with a sharp,
sudlen gesture, He spoke of love, not
as though it had been weak and had
falls:d him, but as though it had never
been,

“it will not come,” 1 cried, *“Tove
dosm mnot come with bidding, only
weariness,"

He stood In sllence looking gravely
at ms, with a gravity fa® more stern
than gentle. 1 knew thal he agreed

with me; he urged no wird of pro-
ted, no word of hope. Fo one long
i
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Then suddenly he sighed, and his
tone grew gentle again,

“I will not let you go, Kitty," he add-
ed, “for your sake, not for mine. You
do not know what a young wife, who
leaves her home, has to bear—how she
is spoken of, what Is thought of her.
Though our marriage may have been a
mistake, the mistake Is made, we can-
not escape from it. [ regret it, Kitty,
as deeply as you do. But, regret as we
may, you are still my wife, And 1
will not have my wife misjudged, light-
ly spoken of."

Even at that moment, though 1 had
pleaded to be allowed to go, pleaded
passionately to be set free, 1 was glad
that he refused my prayer. Even
though he did not love me, even
though It was only torture to be with
him and to know that his love was not
mine, still 1 was glad that he kept me
bound,

“Everything else that you ask me,"”
he gald slowly and steadlly, "I will
grant, 1 will do what you will. You
ghall live your own life; you shall be
as free as though you had carried out
your own wild wish and had escaped
from me."

I was silent,

“I will not gee you more than I can
help,” he continued in the same cold
steady tone. “You shall be free, as
free as 1| can make you. I promlise,
Are you satisfled?”

“Yes,” 1 sald falntly,

And he turned without another word
and left me,

CHAPTER XIIIL

“My dear Kate,” sald Aunt Jane, un-
tylog her bonnet-string as though she
meant her call to be a long one, and
looking at me slowly from top to toe
disapprovingly, | have no desire what-
ever to interfere with you. Your af-
fairs are no longer any business of
mine, and 1 refrain offering you my
opinlon. I only ask you one guestion

—why, whenever 1 come, Is John ae
ways out?”

Annt Jane walted, but I 4id not ofter
to answer her queation,

“1 eall In the morning,'" she con-
tinued—"he Is at his ofce; that, of
courso, Is ns It should be. But I eall |
about luncheon-time; he Is lunching at
his ¢lub, and perhaps you are not
aware, Kate, that luncheon at a ¢lub
fs an expensive luxury. Savea time?
Nonsense! A ‘bus saves time, and |Is
cheaper. I eall in the afternoon—Ilate
in the afternoon, toward dusk—John
s nt the office still, 1 cull In the even-
Ing and John Iz out again, 1 have no
wish to pry—John's affalrs are his own
~but 1 know as a fact that he has not
spent an evening at home for the past
five days. Twice he dined at the club.
Twice he dined with his slster and
Madame Arnsud. One night, who
knows where he dined? Now, Kate,
why 1s 1t?"

1 had lost my old fear of Aunt Jane.
I replled calmly enough.

“I don't want to talk about mysell
and John,” 1 said,

“Very naturally not,” returned Aunt
Jane with severity, “Yon know as well
as 1 do that, if John dines out on five
consecutive nights, it Is you who are to
blame. You drive him away from
home, You have n cough, Kate; you
should cure that cough; men dislike
a cough exceedingly,"”

1 smiled; 1 could not help it. For
Aunt Jane to preach wifely dutles of
self-abpnegation was too humorous,

“When John comes in, Kate, do yon
meet him with a pleasant smile? Do
you lay aside your work to attend to
him? Do you try to converse with
him on toples of interest to him?"

In spite of my heavy spirits, [ smiled
agnin, 1 was thinking of the cold wel-
comes that Uncle Richard was wont to
recelve; ehe guessed something of my
thought perhaps,

“Yours |s not an ordinary marriage,"
ghe added In her coldest tone, "You
have to remember John's goodness to
you,"™

“I1 remember it—econstantly.”

Aunt Jane regarded me with an un-
friendly scrutiny,

“You have a house of your own," she
continued, “and sgervants of your own,
You dress well—indeed, 1 may say ex-
travagantly; you have everything that
beart can desire.”

“Everything,” 1 sald, looking dully
at her with a blank glance, “I am one
of the very happlest ol people.

She still eyed me suspiciously,

“If he had not married you, what
would have become of you? Do you
ever think of that?” she demanded In
an admonishing tone,

“] am thinking of it always, Don't
be afrald, Aunt Jane; I realize John's
kindness more often and more fully
than you can possibly do!"™

“Kate, you are excited—hysterical.
And you cough constantly, What is
the matter with you?”

“Nothing. A little cold.”

“You have a hectle spot of color In
each cheek. Have you seen a doctor?”

“No.n

“1 shall advise John to send for one.
One visit may set you right, and save
a heavy blll later on. Your health,
Kate, s a most important matter; an
alllng wife wears out the patience of
the moet patient husband. What does
John think of that cough of yours?"

“He does not know 1 have It."

“Does not know!"

My face grew hot as [ made my con-
fesslon.

“I see very little of John," I sald,
trying to speak slmply. “And I am not
always coughing. Don't talk to him
about it. 1 won't have a doctor, not
even If you speak to John.”

Aunt Jane let the subject drop, 1
thought I ehould have had my way—=a
thought that spoke ill for my dis-
cernment. Aunt Jane met John as he
returned home, bade him walk back
with her and listen to her, Before an
hour had passed a doctor was attend-
ing me. It was decreed that I should
go to bed, and that 1 should stay there
for a week. Would I have Aunt Jane
or one of the girls come and nurse me?

(To be continued.)

BROKEN TROLLEY WIRE.

Danger to FPassers-hy Removed by »
New Inventlon.

A Chlcago electrician has Invented a
device by which a trolley wire becomes
dead as soon as it breaks. The device
is intended to make the so-called live
wire perfectly harmless, The invention
conslsts of an automatie elrcuit-break-
er, and its application will require no
change in the present generating and
feeding machinery, The eurrent Is led
from the dynamo through the new cir-
cuit-breaker, which ls a simple auto-
matie switeh, and thence out along the
trolley wire. The current will run the
same course as before—from the dyna-
mo along the wire through the propell-
Ing mechanism of the car, Into the
ground rall and returning to the
ground pole of the generator. A small
auxiliary wire, which leads a constant
current back from the overhead wire
and makes a completely conducted elr-
cnit, la the second feature of the in-
vention, This side current, the voltage
of which s Insignificant and does not
weaken the feeder, keeps the switch
cloged and the line ls charged. The
moment a break occurs on the feeding
or power line the auxillary current is
broken., The switch opens Instantly
and not a single ampere goes out on
the elrcuit until the main line Is agaly
repaired,—Buffalo Express,

Grent Good Luok.

Jones—They say Smith's three
daughbters all got engaged to forelgn
noblemen while at the *“shore,” and
that Bmith is tickled to death about i,
Brown—Yes, He's just found out that
they are all dry goods clerks and self-
supporting.—Judge,

All men wish to have truth on their
side, but few to be on the side of truth,

“NURSE TOMKINS.”

Nuorse Tomkina dldn't profess to
bo “none of your ‘ighly trained nurses”
~-ghe dldn't ‘old with “them new-
fangled notlons"-—she didn't  wee
“where the thermometer and the
‘ygienle measures came in; people
didn’t live no longer than before all
this washing and ringing was started.”

Thus soliloquized Nurse Tomkins In
my presence, after 1 had engaged her
services to attend my wife for a pass-
Ing and slight Indisposition—"after”
1 had engaged her, please observe—for
though no doctor myself, 1 wonld
never have entered Into an agreement
for the services of an exponent of the
phove theorles, In fact, | never knew
A moment's peace after nurse had eox-
pressed herself in (hese and varlous
other matters connected with the slek-
room, Nurge Tomking came on the
Baturday and found me reading Fri-
day's Hospital to my wife; It was the
sight of this Journal, probably, which
started Tomkins off on a monologue
lasting the beat part of an hour, "SBhe
knew the paper well-and she wasn't
behingd the time, not she, In this—she
read her Hospital every blessed week,
and though she didn’t ‘old with teach-
Iing nursing and doctoring by print,
yeL them advertisements ‘ad  often
come In useful lke.™

We lstened In glléence to what she
sald, and my wife wsmiled faintly.
Mildred did not lmprove rapldly, not
s0 quickly as her anxious husband
would have lked, and at last—that
was on the Bunday, with a deeply-
rooted eense of distrust toward her
nurse, 1 declded on taking up my sta-
tion In the Invalld’s room, I entered—
the fire bhurned low, the window wna
open, and the cold, bleak wind of an
early spring day blew In. “Your fire
s low, Mildred,” 1 sald, "The room
feels cold.” Nurse Tomkins adjusted
her eap, settled her apron, and com-
menced a serles of attacks on the fire—
bang, bang, bang went the poker, 1
looked at the woman with a look
which has caused a brave man to
flinch. “These bheastly lodging-honse
grates—small and pokey,” sald nurse,
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under her breath. The fire sent up a
fitful blaze, more coals were shoveled
on, n rattle of fire Irons, anfd nurse's
work was done, Tomking walked to
the bed, collecting bottles In her
progress; one was eau de cologne, an-
other a palts bottle, *“Bmell these!"
she exclaimed, presenting the apex of
each bottle to the patient’s nose. Mil-
dred was taken by surprise, and the
strong salts mode her gasp, 1 com-
manded my language and sat still, con-
sidering the situation with a calmness
which afterward astonished me, Bo
long as [ was by it was all right, I sald
to comfort myself, and I would slways
be by so long as Mildred was being
“nursed.*

I ensconced myself in an easy chalr
which was drawn up to the fireside;
on the dressing table near by a little
cloud of blue smoke ascended to the
celling—a slckly eastern smell eman-
uting from the burning paper, |
leaned over and blew it out. I did not
approve of my wife's room smelling
of these scents, Nurse saw the actlion.
She stopped shaking the plHows Into a
hard mass and looked at me question-
ingly, “Them papers purily the at-
mosphere of a glckroom,” she sald, In
explanation, “At my last case I burnt
them day and night, Capt. Eames'
wife—she was a real lady, and she
liked fine smells.” Mildred told me
afterward Mrs. Eames’ name had been
a familiar one to her, and that she ap-
peared to have been a most remark-
able woman, BShe evidently was a
good patlent in so far a8 endurance
went, “Mrs. Eames and me,” contin-
ued nurse, resuming her “explanation”
of the burning papers,“we ‘ad the same
views on your modern nursing, and
them 'igh and mighty young modern
purses who are 'aving (thelr ‘eads
turned by all them new-fangled no-
tions, and them funds and assoclations
—and Mrs. Eames and me often sald
as 'ow It was all fudge! Now, In ‘er
case,” Nurse Tomkins went on, "them
doeotors ordered her to eat nothing all
day long. Well, that wasn’t the first
case of typhold fever 1 had nursed—
and I knew well the pretty young

sreature's sirength couldn't 'sld out

agnlnst starvation for weeks—she, as
was sccustomed to rlde In her ears
rlage, and ‘ave the best victuals In the
land-—so I just judges for myself, and
I takes ‘er up a eut of meat on the
sly-—ghe that sad and bLesedehing-like,
for a bit of something to eat—and
didn’t she just perk up at it! And
looked so pretty with all her Incea and
frille round her bonny face—'twasn't
the first easo of typboid [ "ad by no
means.”

“And
asked,

“The pretly creature, she died In my
arms ng gentle and mild as a lamb,
and I never saw a prettler deathbed,”
responded Tomkina, “She was a real
lady—the flowers In her room were
gomething lovely—and ‘er husband, he
sobbed ‘ls eyes out, and no wonder—
she that was worth a dozen of ‘Im,
and when I left that ‘ouso, ufter nll
my devoted duty, ‘e never so much as
give me a slxpence more than my
pay. Dot ghe! She was a rare beauty,
and would have starved to death but
for me, 1 meant to tell the captain
this, but he had that cold and "aughty
manner, 1 just 'eld my council, Yes”
continued the woman, the corner of
an apron fixed In her loft eye, “I've
burled dozens of them; but 1 stlcks to
it, 1 never saw a prettler sight than
‘er a-lying dead with her ‘ands folded
patientlike on her breast.”

Mildred's head tossed restlessly on
the pillow, “Nurse,” | sald—and 1 held
the door open ag | spoke—"will you
come and speak to me a minute down-
stalra” 1 left the room, Tomking fol-
lowed me Into the dinlng-room,

“Tell me,"” T asked her, “what train-
ing have you had In nursing?”

“IFwelve years,” she answered, her
head held high,

“Twelve years—at a hospital?”

“Lor bless you, no, sir; [ never re-
quired no teaching, 1 was a born
nuree, and 1 plek It up as | go."

“As you go?" I asked, “Your Instl-
tutlon accepts untrained nurses, then?"'
“That It doesn't, sir, she returned
with splrit, “I had five years' experl-
ence when 1 joined. [ was a nurse
ever since | was elght years old; my

Mrs., Eames recovered?" 1

poor father he suffered——"
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BORN NURSE.

“But,” I put in, Interrupting what
I guessed might develop Into a
lengthy anecdote, “you have had no
training then, po training as a nurse?”

“Nature taught me,” sald Tomkins.
“Nature and hobservatlon—If [ saw
apything made a patient worse 1 al-
tered my treatment next time, [I've
'nd great experience with the slck, as
I am geldom called In unless It's an in-
curable case,”

1 had been pacing the narrow limits
of the room whilst Tomkins spoke,
and when ghe ceased 1 was consclous
of a tremor in my speech—I didn't
say much, as little as I could—but 1
pald Tomking for her “services” and 1
satlsfactorily conveyed to her mind
thut I could dispense with them In the
future. For the sake of peace I gave
the woman a few shillings heyond
what ahe expected, but her absence, |
consldered, would be cheaply bought
at thrice that sum, and [ never fell
more relleved than when [ heard the
rumble of the cab down the qulet
seaslde road. Tomkins took the land-
lady Into her confidence bhefore her de-
parture, and I heard her say In the
lond volce she assumed in the sick
room, " 'E'll kill that dear lttle wife
of 'is—just as likely as not—'e's had
no experience with the slck, and them
young husbands aln’t fit to ‘ave the
care of a young wife; now, If 1 bad
stald—"

But I wanted to hear no more, and
when I stood next by Mildred's side 1
took her hand in mine as if I could
never let it go, and a feeling of hero-
fsm selzed me that Mildred was saved
from the jaws of death and that 1
was her savior.—Westminster Budget.

The Dramatle Oritle,

Take what you know, add to it what
you don't know, multiply the sum by
two, and you get thus some notion of
what the dramatle critic has to think
he knows.—Detroit Journal,

A writer in an English magazine de-
clares that the real average English-
man {8 a workingman earning §6 a
week,

WHEN DAY'S WORK 18 OVER.

Mutunl Flensares anid Reocrentions of

MHusband and Wile.

“If wives and sisters would try to
mipply something restful and gquiet on
the arrival of the man of the family
from his dally work, might not much
of the hopelessness and the digcontent
of home life be done away with?"
"Women work hard all day, too,” was
the answer, “and they are just as tired
at evening time. You cannot expect a
miracle from them.” HBut it seems 10
some of us that Just such things can
be expected of them, and that were the
miracle performed the hopelessness of
exlating conditions would vanish, says
Harper's Bagar, The beginning of the
miracle might be brought about If
women, no matter how husy they were,
nor what had happened durlng the day,
would arrange to spend an hour In
some gort of recreation with thelr hus-
bands every evening, This recreation
might take any form, from qulet com-=
panionghip, ns the wife sewed or
knitted beslde her husband as he
smoked, to pleasant work upon some
particular hobby which ahe had taken
up bhecause It was Interesting to her
and Interesting to him, and Including
anything In the form of outdoor 1life
aftor the supper, walking or taking
part In gome game with him. The
dutles of the two are bound to be of
interest to both. It 18 the pleasures
nnd recreations of both which require
study before they ean become of com-
mon Interest and It is part of the wife's
field to glve sufficlent thonght to these
matters so that they may become of
practienl use. The miracle might go
even a step farther, for the wife or
daughter could cultivate some one
pursuit or Interest of her own, throw-
ing Into it her enthusinsm, finding In
It refreshment, and making of it an
object by which the sympathies and
interest of her husband or brother
would be aroused, This Is only a Sug-
gestion, but It has its significance, It
has its significance, becnuse it can be
tried In any home, because whatever
is done with this purpose sincerely in
view Is just so far a atep, and a good
step, In the right direction, and be-
cnuge any wife or any alster may 0t
its application to her own case, and
start at once to produce some litue
result,

Glraite's In Central Afrion.

From time to time 1t has been rus-
mored that giraffes existed In Britiah
Central Afrlea, on the Loangwa river,
but although that river valley has been
trequently visited during the last ten
yeara by Europeans, no authentle in-
formation on the point has ever been
obtained, Last month, however, a gir-
affe was shot on the east bank of the
Loangwa In the Marimba district, by a
European prospector, and Its skin (in-
complete) sent in to Capt. Chichester,
in Mpezeni's country. The hinder halt
of the skin la belng sent to the British
museum, and it I8 hoped that a com-
plete specimen may now be obtained.
The exlstence of glraffes In Miramba
{s remarkable, the area In which they
are found la extremely reatricted, and
thelr number appears to be very few,
The one shot, however, was In a herd
of about thirty-five. The neareat coun-
try north of Marlamba, In which gir-
affes are known to exlst, Is north of
Mareres, where the Elton-Cotterlll ex-
pedition met with them (many years
ago). To the south of Matabeleland
e the nearest glraffe country,

Romarknble Drinks,

Of the many extraordinary drinks
regularly consumed, the blood of live
horses may perhaps be consldered the
most so, Marco Polo and Carpinl wers
the first to tell the world of the Tartar
practice of opening the veins in horses’
necks, taklng a drink, and closing the
wound agaln, As far as can be seen,
this has been the practice from time
Immemorial. There 18 a wine habitu-
ally consumed In China which is made
from the flesh of lambs reduced to
paste with milk, or brulsed Into pulp
with rice, and then fermented. It Ia
extremely stimulating to the physical
organlsm. The Laplanders drink a
great deal of smoked snow-water, and
one of the natlonal drinks of the Ton-
quinese Is arrack flavored with chick-
en's blood, The list would scarcely be
complete without mention of absinthe,
which may be called the national spir-
ftuous drink of France, It Is a hor-
rible compound of aleohol, anise, corl-
ander, fennel, wormwood, Indigo, and
sulphate of copper. It Is strong, nasty
and a moral and physical polson.—
New York Home Journal.

The Ruling Feaslon.

From the Cleveland Plain Dealer:
The clergyman had finlshed and the
organ was pealing forth the sonorouy
rapture of the Mendelssohn march
“One moment, George,'" sald the radi-
ant bride, and facing the audlence she
ralsed her exquisitely bound, though
somewhat bulky, prayer book In her
daintily gloved hands and pointed it
directly at the brilllant audience.
There was a sharp click, “All right,
George,” sald the bride, “come along."
And as they marched down the aisle
she showed him that the supposed
prayer book wasn't a prayer book at
all, It was a camera! “It's my own
idea, George,” she whispered. “Clever,
fsn't o

Feoding the Elsphants.
Elephants In the Indlan army are fed
twice a day. When mealtime arrives
they are drawn up In line before a row
of piles of food. Each animal's break-
fast Includes ten pounds of raw rice,
done up lo five two-pound packages,
The rice Is wrapped In leaves and tied
with grasa. At the coramand, “Atten~

tion!"” each elephant ralses Its

ing not a single grain of rice ia

and a package s throwa Into its y

clous mouth, By this method of ;{
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