“THE OLD LOVE”

Poem That Influenced Chicago Society Woman,
After Third Separation From Hushand, to
Return to Him---Strict Conditions Are to

Govern the Reunited

wrll
And enstoth on
Intrusive shapes of
A sullen,
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g HICAGO ~Though given to
‘ whatl some of her friends and
acquaintances call morose and
contémptuows views and ten
cts, lke the members of a
Aot or school of phllosophors
founded by Antigthencs, of
whom Diogenos was a dig
ciple, Mra. F, K. PParker, n soclely
woman of thin elty, lx today n living
example of what the old love will do

In n novel she has just written she |
oalls thnrried 1ifg o farce and love non
sendleal. Yot she has taken back her |
husband for the third thine, her lulurlll
divoree sult having bheen dismissed nt
her request only recently

To Mrs. Parker the search for per-
feet content has wssumed the ever.
Ingting proportions of the old gquest
of the end of the rpinbow, As n pret-
ty. viviclous glrl she was a leader in
the younger soclety set n few years
ago and had many admirers. None of
the girle she came In contact with
was happior, hut perfect content was
not In single bhlesnedness

She tried to find It in that stale,
telling her friends that she would
never marry, Soon afterward Parker
appeared on the scene and her-decln-
ration never to marry was forgotten,

To all outward appearnnces, (or n
time, peace and happiness relgned In
the new home. Then the young bride
oame to the renlizatlon that she had
not yet found the eluslve “perfect con-
tent.”  Marital life lost its glow and a
divoree suit followed,

Temporary separation from hor hus-
band and the worry over her case
grew irksome to Mrs, Parker and a
reconcllintion was offected, But it
was not for long.

Spell of Old Love,

The gossips of the SBouth side soon
had another tale of warital unrest In
the Parker home to discuss, and In
Just as short o gpace of thme the story
of anothor reconcilintion.  Then came
a third separation, and now they have
“made up” again,

“It's the master spell of the
love," says one of her nolghbors.

“The divoree proceodings were end-
ed merely as o convenlence,” says
Mrs. Parker

But the peighbor comes back with
the decluration that it 18 love, even
If Mrs, Parker tries to make hersell
bellove that it 18 not,

The neighbor I8 Mrs, A, Rose, whoke
clossmate she was in the proparatory

old
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attended
friend,
author of the stanzn of poetry here

most in- |
Eiiott, s
with reproduced Mra. Rose sent thu{
poem (o Mrs, Parker after the
third sepnration, und she belloves that
the truths contalned in  those few
Hues awakened the Httle love god In
Mra, Parker's bresgst apnd bad some
Influence In reuniting the couple

Mre, Parker Is not optimistic re
garding her future happlness. sShe
stated the day following the return of
her husband to her home that she
doubted the efliclency of the recon-
cillation, but deplored the fact that
there was no alternative

Terms of Reconclliation.

Befare being allowed to acecept the
probation of hisa wife and return to
the besutiful South side home, Mr,
Parker concodod to the several. de-
munds of him, among which were the
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And In ity home—the human heart-
It hath & master apell,
The old love~the okl love

It worketh strong and waell;
and suare It

upecirnl tradn

The serpent, Pride,
And Hate hath
But’ the old love

the ol love-

Household.

worketh,
amuln
ovil

In ereated,
lips of gall;

mn them all!

He must make a full accounting of |
the $60,000 dower Mra. Parker brought
him on thelr marringe

He must make a full and binding
ngrecment as to the fAnances In the
home in the future

He mugt apologize for
tions and must promise
the future

“There were many sllly statoments
an Lo promises to love and obey, ote
which were pever consldered,” sald
Mrs. Parker, “but there were eortain
regquirements an to our relations to
which Mr, Parker agreed. However,
} do hot eare to discuss them &t
length It Is none of the publie's
business what agreements wo mode
Our reconcillation s complete and
wuccoasful. ™

"And happy?” wae suggested

“1 would not say that,"” replied Mra

his past ac
to be good In

Parker, “but we are living in  the
siume house.”
Do you contomplate reinstating

your divoree proceedings®” wasr asked,

“It would not look well to relngtate
them now, but | may be compelled to
take such a step later on if the other
slde of the house does not abide by
the agreement we have entered Into.
The divoree suit was ended merely as
a matter of convenience.”

One of the charges agnainst Mr,
Parker In the divoree procecdings was
that he had not accounted for the
$60,000 dowry, and she wants a full
necounting—an itemized statement—
as to where the money went. Parker
claims to have used the money in his
business. He 18 at the head of a firm
of nuditors,

What appears as a reflection of the
moaods of Mra. Parker s contained in
the story she has just submitted for
publication, The title, “Marital Un-
rest,” forecasta the attitude of the
story. BShe pletures the fabled couple
whose “milk and water sentiment is
fed on moonlit nights and grows like
# balloon, not In substance but in
size, to resolve itself into the seml-
engagement stage and finnlly Into
marriage,"

For such as these she contends
there In no content, The glow of the
moon wanes and the glare of the sun
of reality blinds them. No matter how
loose the bond or how long the chain,
it soon chafes and becomes short,

No Retreat for Woman.

There Is no remedy, she declares.
IT they wre divorced the man may for.
got, but there I8 no retroat for the
woman, The cloud of the great eérror
in the problem of life forever darkens
her pathway,

Mrs. Parker closes her fable of re-
grets by charitably taking a large part
of the blame upon her own sex,

“The just righting of the wrong
should come from the woman, as to
her usunlly falls the greater part of
the blame for making the mistake."

Though Mrs. Parker will not say
Ao, It Is belloved by many that the
story Is based upon her own experi-

ences on the troubled and stormy sen
of matrimony Among those who
have had the privilege of reading the
advance sheets there s an impression
that sghe sought a reconciliation with
her huaband because she realized that
gome of the blame for thelr marital
mistake rested upon her shoulders
Another reason for the reconcilia
tion Is seen In the fact that several
months after Mrs. Parker filed hor last
sull she underwent o change of heart

on the divorce question. 8he no longer
balleoves In it and did what she could
to retard the growth of the evil by
withdrawing her own petition
Dwells on Divorce Ewvil,
What she did wasn't much, when It

18 thken Into conslderation that the re-
cent coensus for 18551006 brought to
Hght nearly & milllon divorces and

fast as the population. The broad con
trast then was between the north and
the south. But the divorce rates of
the north and south have been con:
verging, while those of the enst and
west have diverged. With the open.
ing of the "quick and oeasy divorce”
mill in Reno, Nev,, the western states
will soon be In the champlonship
clans,

“Marringe nowadays Is nothing
more than a farce, in many instances
a mere business arrangement, The
consus flgures on divoree wipe out
many false impressions,

“It Ia frequently assumed that many
couples who find their way to the
divorce courts separate precipitately
before they have glven marriage a
fuir trinl. But the figures show, and
usually figures don't lle, that the aver-
age Interval before separation is some-
thing more than 063 years, and Is not
diminishing.

Do Not Separate Soon.

“More than half the couples lived to-
gether above four years, while in the
majority of cases the duration of mar-
ringe exceedod soven years. There
fore it would be rash to surmise that
people are forming risky and unstable
unions in full view of thelr casy dis
solution, made possible by the lnws of
most states,

“Not many seek divorce
remarry, at least, such Is not usually
the case as some persons would make
the unknowing public belleve,” savs
Mrs. Parker.

“In Connecticut,

In order to

for Instance, during
a period of four vears, the number of
divoreed persgons married was about
30 per cent. of the number legally sep
arated In the same length of time. In
Rhode Island the proportion was even
leas

"Remarvinge s one of  those
in which, as Dr. Johnson
it, ‘hope triumphs over

cases
OXPresses
experienee,’

and It Is not at all certain that the
rate for divoreed persons much ex
ceods that for widows and widowers
of the same age. Certalnly the re
strictions that many stntes are im
posing on remarriage do not seem to
appreciably affect the sd'vorce rate,

and the only solution for the
the hiands of those
plating divorce

ovll is in
persons  contem-
Let those who make
matrimonial mistakes suffer a  ltile
for thelr misstep instead of rushing
to the divoree court.”

The poem that s credited  with
| having done something towards re-
uniting the Parkers was widely copied
ut the time, but now it 18 Torgotten
The author elalms no credit for her
| bart in abating the divorce evil by one
Cise

"It was one of thege Hitle  jingles

demonstrated that the movement con-
stantly gaing In velaelty, but she feels
thut it will help a Hitle. The divorce
evil I8 also one of the gubjects of her
slory

“About one
Is broken, at

murriage
the
‘and In some

in every olght
present rate” shoe
HRys, states In the union
the proportion Is a great deal higher,
probably one in every four or five
This latter fact I8 particularly true
of this section of the country, the cen
tral and middle western states having
from two to three times the rate of
the Atlantic states

"An Investigation by the department
of labor 20 years ago showed thnt
nearly 400,000 divorcegs had  been
granted In the United States between
the years 1867 and 1886, and that di

following

vorces were increasing 2% times as

that often run through my mind,” sald
she, “an® | delight in seribbling them
| down on any scerap of paper that may
be handy. Some of my family pleked
| this one up wnd sent 1 to one of the
| Chicago newsgpapers, and somoehiow It
mannged to oscape the waste baskot
and gel nto print If it helped to
amooth & rough path some one 1
nm heartily glad of it

PROVED TRUTH OF ASSERTION

Kindergarten Pupll Gave Demonstra-
tion of Fact That 8he Could
“Undwess Herself."

| It was the opening day of the Xin
dorgarten The teacher hegan by auk-
ing each ohild what it hud learned to
4o,

‘James, whnt ean you do?”

“Pleaso, ma'am, | can sharpen pen
ells,”

“That's very nice. Willlam, what
can you do?”

“l ean throw a ball”

“That's splomdid. Mary, what can
you do?”

“1 cean undwess mysell,”” was the

proud response,

“I'm sure thnt must be a great help
to your molther, Mary. HRachel, what
can you—7"

“1 can undwess mysell,”
Mary.

“Yes, Mary, that's very nice, but you
mustn’t Interrupt. Rachel—"

“I can undwess myself,” piped Mary.

“S8o you have sald twlee Dbefore,
Mary. If you interrupt me again,
you will have to he punished. Now,
hachel, what can you do?"

“1 luk-- care uf my baby
gometimoes, and—

“That's lovely,
what can you Jdo?"

1 ean undwess
Mary coyly before Charles had time
to answer, So the teacher gently led
Mary to the cloak room to meditate
on her disobedience. Shortly after
warid the doetor enlled to see If all the
chiliren were well,

“Yes," the teacher assured him,
“wo are all well and happy this morn
ing., Oh, all but one little girl. 1
think there must be something the
matter with her tongue. Wil yon
look at it, please? Mary, come here
a moment.”

Mary futtered into the room minus
her clothes, Waving her arms she
sald with childish glee:

Interrupted

brother
Rachel. Charlea,

mysell,” persisted

“See, | can undwess myself!"—By-
erybody's Magazine
His Harvest,
“"Hub! you don't hope o raige any

vegetubles in that back yard, do you?
sneered the Old Suburbanite, "Why,
every carrot you ralsge there will cost
you more'n a bushel of the best pur
chased at the market.”

“Sure, 1 know Lhiat,"”
swored tho newcomer, reating on his
spade, “OI course this as a garden
1\\'111 be n total fallure, and 1 don't
n oeuss il It is But 1T tell you
I shall raise the biggest crop ol
erispy, [resh appetite, the largest and
julciest hours of the gweetost

cheerfully an

care
what,

sleop,

and mellowest dreams, bushels and
| bushels of ine exercise, and barrels
of good health, right here on this it
tle patch. This crop, on the whole,
ain't going to be a fallure Not on
your i

A Dreadful Possiblliity.
come to the middle polnt of
which is that there may be

I now

my story

| nfter all, possibly, Smart BSet. |
suspected this Tor a long time, bt
!I'um.:lu agninst {1 I hated to think
{that in a grand country lke this
| whero have eyverything that Is go
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freedom and taxes and
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Among the First Arrivals.
Tlarks—What use will the
pole be alter I Is discovered?
| IHjenks—Oh, somebody will be
Ing down there to get the
pustal card concession.
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The Fifth Wheel

By INA BREVORT ROBERTS

(Copyright, by 4. B

Lippincott Co,)

Dinner was drawing to a lelsurely
close. A lttle breeze, welcome after
the heat of the day, came in through
the lace curtains and swayed the flow-
ers on the table, around which sat
Arkwright and his wife and thelr
guest, Oliver Carlton.

There woere not many evenings now-
adays when Ollver was not In what
had grown to be ealled “Mr. Carlton’s

place.” “In town he was always
dropping in on some pretoxt or other
late in the afternoon, aud they had

fallen into the habit of expecting him
to remain to dinner.

Here at thelr summer
guests came and went, but Carlton
stayed on, occaslonally golng up to
town for a few days, but always re-
turning sooner than he had intended.

That he lked to be there was scaree
Iy to be wondered at. The Arkwrights
were A charming couple; young and
rich, besldes having a delightful way
of making thelr guesia welcome.

As for Carlton, that young man
talked business with Arkwright, dls-
cusned books with his wife, and was
in many ways a pleasant person to
have aboul.

Mrs., Arkwright rose with the gentle
grace natural to her and moved to-
wards the door, her husband and Carl-
ton following. ‘These two never lin-
gered at the table after she left it,

In the hall Arkwright left the others,
turning his steps in the direction of
the Hbrary. His wife's’ eyes followed
rim

home olher

“Won't you come out to the garden
with us?' she asked: “It Is cooler
there"

“"Yea, do come,” urged Carlton: “it's
much too warm to stay in the house.

Arkwright shook his head; he had
letlers to write, he gave as excuse.
Carlton and Mra, Arkwright passed
out to the cool darkness of the gar-
den, while the master of the house
woent into the libary, not to write,
but to sit and think, with eves staring
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“I Thought | Loved You, Too-—Once."

at the light and one hand idly drum-
ming on the desk before him, of the
palr who were in the garden—dlscuss.
ing books, he told himself with an odd,
bitter smile.

There had been a time when Ark-
wright was wont to joke among thelr
friends about the congeniality of his
wile's and Carlton's tastes, and to pro-
test that he was growlng jealous, but
that was long ago, before his eyes
were opened to the truth.

He wondered how long the—it had
gone on before he had found it out,
how long he had been that most pitl
able of human belngs, the man who (s
being fooled.

There was no bitterness in his heart
towards her, only deep pity and a
keen regret that he had persuaded her
to marry a man she dld not love,

She had told him this quite frankly

before thelr marriage, but it had not
made him afrald. In time, he was con
fident, he would be able to win her
heart; such love as his nmust beget an
answering love, he reasoned in his
folly

In spite of his pain, Arkwright found
something lndlerous in the knowledge
that Carlton had succeeded where he
had failed, he who In the outside
world was culled a successful man,
while Carlton—waoll, there wae nothing
against Carlton, but then there was
nothing to him either, Arkwright
thought

As yot neither of the palr suspocted
that he knew He had gone
usual letting them, If they
trouble to think about the

on as
took the
matter, be

leve him still the fooi

He had a vague feeling that this
pretense of being blind was not the
straightforward courke (and Ark
wright above all things bhad alwavs
prided himself on Weing stralghtfor
ward), and yet, after all, what could
he do? What was there to do?

Perhaps some time In the near
ture death would solve
Arkwright hoped so and, glice he
seemed to be a fAifth wheel, that he
would be the one to go, which was un
welfish of him, when conslders
that he wus well and strong and did
not want to die

He did not blame Edith—such re
sentment as he felt was all for Carl
ton=—but it hurt him to have to think
of her as a hypocrite. “Why need she
have urged me to go to the garden to
alght? Why need she always go
through the pretense of asking me to
accompany them everywhere?” he mut

fu
the diffieulty

ane

as, unable to remain
he rose and left the

tered angrily,
still any longer,

room.
Outelde on the porch he was pacing
impatiently up and down when he

caught sight, just inslde of the long,
open windows, of his wife's slender
flgure. An Impulse which he wished
to resist but could not made him
pause In his walk and step through
the window.

The room was In darkness except
for the faint, clear starlight, but
Edith was seated so that this fell full
upon her face. Carlton was not there,

Arkwright dropped into a seat in
the shadow. His wife must have been
aware of his entrance, but she did not
speak for some time, Finally she
sald: “I am glad you are here. | have
gomething to say to you, something
that | fear will hurt,”

Arkwright drew a long breath, Was
she going to tell him that she loved
Carliton?

Mrs, Arkwright broke the sllence,
“I want to tell you that we cannot
g0 on ag we have been,” she said. "I
suppose,” she went on in the same
soft tone, “you think that you love
me. No, don't speak yet., 1 know
what you would say: yon want to

dwear that you worship, adore me, that
I am the one woman In the world to
you, but I have come to feel (hatl
mere words do not eount for much. It
is acts that tell the story. Had you
really loved me you would never have
told me 80"

Arkwright set his teeth hard. Was
she going to reproach him for having
persuaded her to marry him? Well, he
deserved it, he supposed.

"“Why did yon do 1t?" she questionod
with more passion, more anger, in her
volee than he had supposed her con-
pable of feeling. “Why did you force
yourself Into my existence? I was
happy enough as [ was, as happy as a
woman can be who has never loved.”

Arkwright winced.

“But there, | must not be unkind to
you." Her volece had grown inde-
scribably tender, “After all, you are
nct more to blame than I; indeed, not
80 much, and I know you are sincere
In thinking that you love me. I thought
I loved you too—once. But now |
know that it was not you I loved. In
accepting your attentions I was only
ylelding to the desire every woman
has to be made much of, to have
thought, devotion, ehowered upon her,
What 1 mistook for love was meraely
being glad that you, someone, anyone,
cared for me. It was comparing you
with him that made me realize this,
Had he been In your place he would
never have told me that he loved me;
he would have gone away and suffered
in sllence.”

Arkwright stirred impatiently in his
seat. Why could she not have spared
him a little? It was bitter enough to
be reproached with his own shortecom:
Ings without having to hear her lover's
pralses sung. Besides, would Olver
have done these things? Arkwright
thought not,

His wife leaned forward and laid a
hand on his arm. “You don't know
how 1 hate to have to say all this,”
she whispered,

Arkwright shook her hand from his
arm,

“Of course, you are angry with me,
but fsn't it better for me to tell the
truth? 1 do not love you: I love him."

The way she sald the last three
words made Arkwright dizzy with
paln, It showed him how she could
love,

“Of course, I can never be anyvthing
to him now,” Edith went on, "for you
will always stand between us: that Is
my punishment; but it is only fair to
him that you should go away,"

Arkwright did not speak: Indeed. ho
could not, for something came into his
throat and choked him

His wife went on talking. Would
she never stop, he wondered, How
much more was there for lilm to hear?

“I know It I8 a good deal to ask. but
[ should llke to feel that you forgive
me for telling you these unpleasant
truths and for sending vou away, It
may be hard for you to go, but, be-
lleve me, you will find it harder to
stay. I am sure of this because -1f
you loved me as—as | love him, vou
covld never have borne It to ‘
much to me, and yet so little, T think
I felt this in & vague way from the
first. That I8 why even when I thought
I loved you | would not tell you so."”

Arkwright drew a sigh of rellef. He
wax glad she was telling all this to
him and not to Carlton. It meant
much to him to be able to belleve in
her again.

Hig wifo rose to her feet.
she gald In n volee ghe strove to make
matter-of-fact, “we must not stay here
any longer He will be wondering
where we are,”

Arkwright rose too, and together
they moved through the darkness to.
wards a curtained doorway. Just be:
fore it Edith pausied and he felt her
hand upon his arm again, “l am sorry,
Oliver, 1 am Indeed.” she whisperedl.

Ollver! Arkwright felt a sudden
dizziness. Oliver! 8he had thought
he was Oliver Carlton all this time.
Why-—then she must have been talk-
ing about him—her husband, She
must love him!

After a moment, when his mad exul
tation had glven way to a great peace,
Arkwright took his wife’'s hand, and,
Ifting the ewrtaln, drew her into the
lighted room beyond.

he 8o

“Come,”




