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_HIS RETURN ON EASTER MORN 'l

STORY OF A SHORT SEPARATION BY HARRIET PRESCOTT SPOFFORD

I
her? £he was married to a man

A who, she sald to herselfl, evi-

dently cared no whit about her. There
had been no marriage settlements, of
course, for when Harry Carlisle’'s fath.
or dropped a million in Wall street
and presently died, he left his son
swith nn inocome which, with his hablt of
fite mnd thought, was little more than &
subsisteace, Lut of snything ke that she
Eud never thought: all she thought was
that masringe meant love, adoration, com-
pantonshin—and for a short period she
had found it 0. And In that time who
carried in face and manner such radiant
bliss as Harry Carilsic's beautiful young
wife?

“RBeaptifulT™ sald Doras Fraeme.

8 it was, of what use wus life tnl
|

“Hut

posaibly. Unlgue, perhaps captivating, 1
grant you ™
He was not beantiful himself, certainly,

enjoying the distinetion of belng as ugly
6 meEn a5 soviety could tolerate: but he
was clever, somewhnt distingulshed In
the mutter of athlotics and the hunting
of big game; ond he was immensely rich,

He had not been an especial friend of
Harry Carlisle’s; indeed, Harry had been
heurd to say, before his marriage, that
the Jess he saw of him the better he
liked him. But it was not long after the
wedding that Harry wondered how he
could have beem so mistaken In Fraeme,
a whole-souled fellow, and pathetically
unfortunate in that he could never hope
to win the love of a woman,

“I'm sure 1 don't see why,” Agnes said,
a Nitle petulantly, being displeased that
$er bhusbund had chosen to lolter with
Fraeme rather than come back to her,
*“A man & not married for his bheauty.
Bametitoes the ugller a man Is the more a
woman loves him.*"

“*Oh, if you mean pity!™

“l don't,c 1 mean fascination. One
Jooks, #nd looks again, till one finds char- |
acter, and-and—something else, 1 dom't
know what.™

“Ome¢ would find wit and a churm of ]
manner and a sort of princely generosity |
in Fraeme, Why, if you'll bolleve me. |
when 1 huppened to say that yachting in
the Mediterranean was beyond my means, o
although not beyond my desires, he put
the Lampad at my disposal. Indeed, hu!
rather urged It And, by George! I've,
bhalf a mind to accept It.”

“Oh., Harry, and loave me™™ she coried, |
puusing with the brush in hand that swept
her long, resplendent hair,

“Leave 'you. my precious?
not. You are to go along.”

“At his expense?"

“At whose else’s™

“Oh, never!”

“But why not? I coulin’t afford any-
thing Hke that, you know—worse luck,
We would simply be his guests, as we
might be on land, Others will be of the

y.*

*Oh, no, no! Tt would be too much ob-|
lgation. I—i shouldn't ke it. T couldn’t
do 1." And she brushed her halr more
ruopidly, and if her husband had Jooked
at her reflection in the glass he would
have seen her great violet eyes flashing
and directly afterward the soft, full Uip
trembling.”

“Too late,” he sald, lghtly,
promised.”

“Without consulting me!™

“Oh, come, now, Agnes what woman
ever had to be consulted and welgh proa
and cons when a yachting trip up the
Medlterransan was concerned ™

“This womarn'" ecried Agnes.
shanjutely refuse to go.”

“What excuses nre you golng to give™

“Excuses? None!"

“And IT"

“You seemn to have been thinking only
of yourself, and you must make your own
excuses.”

*1 shall do mothing of the sort.
g0."

“Very well.” And she caught up her
dressing-gown, and, wrapped in Its rosy
folds, salled out of the room ke an angry
young goddess. 1t was thelr first quarrel;
perhaps, she thought—If in her towering
passion she thought at sli—that by
muaking §t violent it would be their last

“Well, 1 don't know what this means,”™
murmured Mr, Carfisle. “But if 1 take
hackwater now 1 shall have to do 2o the
reet of my Hfe” So he went to bed, and,
being wvery tired., and the hour lste, In
spite of himself he went to sleep. When
he awoke It wns far into the day, and
Mrs. Carlisle, Afleen sald, had taken a
little bag and gone into the eountry.

For & moment Mr. Carlisie was struck
gback, as he phrased 1t, even his Ian-
gunge sympsthetically feeling the yacht-
fng fever. “T'm all nt sea,” he sald. But,
as he fiattered himself, he knew his wife
better than she knew herself: and he cas-
nally remarked to Alleen that she would
presently be back, and he went about
putting up and zending off his belongings,

Of course

*“I have

“And 1

1 shall

and, as a further prellminary step, when
he went out he took to the bank for safe
kt;:phu the few jewels he had given his
wife,

He was right In his remark to Alleen,
Eefore night Mrs., Carliale had returned,

ber heart tender and sore. She felt then |

as 4 garden of flowers might feal when a
chill wind blows over it and turns the dew
to joe, as she saw the Iast of Harry's
boxes ready for delivery. But she thought
almcst at once: “He ls a man of the
world. Doubtiess he knows best. 1 may
be only a mistaken fool. It's my nasty
vanity that saw anything in that man's
Elances, I'll do as Harry says”™ And,
opening drawers and the first
thing she found was that her jewels were
Eone.

Consternation ruled the next few In-
stants. Ehe accused the mald in  her
mind. And then, In a flash, she knew
better. Harry had taken them! Oh, no,
not to dispose of! Bhe thought nothing
ltke that for one Instant. But he had
taken them so thit while he was gone
the should not make herself beautiful
with them—so that she should stay at
home disconsclate. “My jewels, my poor
littie jewels!™ she cried. And when Harry
came home that evening, confident and
Eay, mying:

I knew you would change your
mind. And so you are making ready.”

“l am making ready for dinner,” she
sald, with the alr of a displeased princess.

“Oh, come now, Agnes, what's the sense
of this? Angrr with me because 1 want
to glve you a charming trip.”

“1 thought !t was Mr. Fraseme giving the
trip,” the tinkie of ice In her tones.

“Oh, well, just an you plexse. But it
won't matter wha gives It when the March
winds are howling here next month and
the yacht Is lying in blue water among
the Greck islands, & ruilned temple on the
steep® every breath blown over orange
Nowers—""

“Not In the least, as T shall know noth-
ing about 1™ And as at that moment an
expected guest arrived, and directly after-
wards dinner was announced, there was
nothing more to say.

“Time and tide wailt for no man™ sald
Hnarry Carilale, as 3 couple of hours iater
he was told that hia cab was at the door.

“And 1 shall have to leave you, as we sall+

on the tide In half an hour, and there Is
barely time.” As he bent to kiss his wife,
only her cold cheek was turned toward
him: and the next moment, in a flame of
anger, he was gonhe.

Ten minutes Iater, tide or no tide, the
bell rang viclently., Harry Carlisle was
bick agaln. He was goilng, oh, yes, he
was golng—be hanged If he wasn't! But
ft was Impossible to part from his wife
in that way. And, perhaps—perhaps—she
would rush some things into a couple of
boxes, he and Alleen helping, and come
nleng after all. As he dashed in she wan
coming down the narrow hall In her
opera-cloak, & scar! of rose-colored gause
wrapped sbout the burning beauty of
head and face. "“"Have you forgotten
rsomething?™" she sald, with lcy sweet-

ness, “Alleen will find it for you. Mr.
Van Doon is taking me In for the last
act of *Tartarus’ Good-bye again.™ And

ehe sailed out, with Mr. Van Doon be-
slde her, before another word could be
sajd. And if Mr. Van Doon thought this
was the manner of soclety, he would have
forgiven a breach of decorum In faver
of something more warm.

But if anyone had lnoked In upon Agnes
Carlisie an hour after that midnight they
would have seen her face down and beat-
fng her hands on the floor, in an agony of
grief and terror.

Bhe had not fully belleved that her hus-

band would go, that he would really leave | ment. He walked along beslde her, still
her—and they not slx months married] | With his hat in his hand, for It was a
They had better never had been married! |

she cried. It was imposaible that he
should love her and be capable of this!
He had tired of her—he had tired of her
already! All his protestations of love
were deceita. He had been keeping up
the pretense becauss there was nothing
els to do!

She had no one to whom to go—no
home, no nearer friends. All her life she
must endure this loss of love, this neg-
lect, this cruelty, this insufferable pre-
tense. No man who loved his wife would
have gone from her so. Harry! Oh, her
Harry!

She dragged herself up when daylight
came at last, took off her evening dress,
for the sake of appearances before the
mald, and hurried through some apology
for a morning tollet.

“There will not de much to do0 while
Mr. Carlisle 1= away, Alleen* she sald
“And after you have set the apartment
in order you can have the day."

It seemed as though she would stifie
herself unless she had the place to her-
self that she might got used to her mis-

ery.
Nevertheless, at nightfall, after the long

and bitter day, spent in going from room
to room like a wild creature, it suddenly
| crossed ker mind that Harry might be
| cticing a ruse, or might possibly have
l punishing her contumacy, and
would be back for dinner. It was master-
ful, but she could afford to lsugh at It
The ocolor sprang to her white cheeks
iumm.mm:umm;m
hurried to dresa her lovely hair the way
he Mked It best, to put on her gown of
Iavender lberty that he had sald made
her jook llke the spirit of a rose com-
ing out of twilight. They would have 1o
§o out to dinner, for there was no din-
ner in the house; but that would be all
in the way of festivity. Ard when at
iast the bell 414 ring, her heart gave a
Ereat leap, A surge of love and joyous-
noss swept her from head to foot, and she
ran to throw open the door, and stood
there magnificently lovely before the gazse

“At sea? 17" he =ald, instde
and closing the door, and without invl-
tation throwing off the coat that hung
loosely on his shoulders.
as you percelve. I lent the yacht to my
frisnd. But 1 had no idea that Carlisie
would go without you. What under—
Ah, well, pardon me, but if I were in hia
place’'—and he looked about him slowly
and made ready to take & seat unasived
ne goon as she were seatled—"a yachting
party would call to me In waln”

“One is somotimes very thirsty for the
ren,” she sald, with & slow dignify: but
her volce trembied and she sat dowe be-
cause ghe could not stand.

“Far from it !

“Men differ.” sajd Mr. Fraeme, disposaing
hlmself comfortably. “What 1 long for|
is not the sea, but a home—a home with
!!he charm of this™ hea sald, turning to
gaze about him lelsurely, “with some one
walting for me, watching for me. Ome
thing s sure—] should never leave It
for any forelgn crulsing. But”—he paused,
looking down abatractedly at the pattern
of the rug. and then, shrugging hlz shoul-
ders as one shakes off unpleasant thoughts
—"but that, you sce, is not for me. I
through life alone. What wonder if I
emuse myself? Yet a good woman might
have made a good man of me!™”

“l hope ' sald Agnes, timidly, & gentle
eympathy in her tones, ‘“that at some time |
—some one—""

But his bitter laugh Interrupted her. He
stood up and looked in the long mirmor.
“It i» likely ™ he exclalmed, with a gesture
half of horror, half despalr, and he threw
himaelt back In the chalr he had left, cov- |
| ering his face with his bands, |
| Her heart waas full of agitation, full of
'pnr for some one more wretched than
| berself. She put out her hand and would
| perhaps have touched him, gently as the
, petal of a flower might have done. But
| he grasped the hand quickly, bent over it
an instant, touched It with his lips, left
the room, and snatching his coat and hat |
was gome.

The next morning some huge boxes of
romes came to her, the multitude and fra-
| grance of which for many days made her

reoms & garden During these days she |

did mot again see Mr. Fraeme; but one

morning, too restleas to stay indoors, she
| went out. and In one of the sheltered by-
| of the park she came acrosa him sit-

ting on a stone bench with his arms |
stretched along Its back and his head |
fallen between them in an attitude of |
utter defection. He moved as her step |
drewr near, and looked up with a startled,
Imr-umum alr, and then sprang (0

his feet. hat in hand, quite as if nothing
were the matter and {gnoring the last mo-

bland morning, the snow having heen gone
| for some weeks, and In that wild part of
the Park the brooks were rustling and the
buds were swelling. Presently he began
telling her a droll story, and as they
walked to the cars no one would have
dreamt he had a care In the world, and
no one could have helped wondering about
him afterwards: and Mr. Frasme cccupled
A share of Agnes thoughts that day to
the exclusion of soms part of her own
BOTrTOWA,

Mr. Fraeme came to the apartment that
night. He came the next dny; presently
he was coming every day and sending his
flowers before him. He told her wild
stories of his adventures in wild countries,
and sad stories of hin negleoted child-
hood and cruel youth. He read to her:
he sat in silence. 1 am keeping guard,™
he sald, Mghtly, once, “since you have
been left alone and unprotected.” And
his manner conveyed more than his words
might have dared BEwery time he left
her Mrs, Carllsle was more impressed
than she had been before with the fact of
her husband’s indifference.

Day by day, too, Mr. Fraeme's flattery
became less subtle and more free *1

g0

| she turned away. I asm afrald my little

| and left you free,

have always, till now, had an Impediment
In my admiration,” he sald, laughing, and
gazing at her boldly. “If a woman had
beauty there was some counterbalance
that made it void. But you!" And his
eyes sald the rest.

“Well"” he sald one evening, "It iz time
I went o my eyrie. It is pleasant walking
there these cool Spring nights, with the
smell of the coming leaves In the alr,
What would It be if =ome one were wait-
ing there for me! What Is it to me that
the place is a palace, that it Is bung with
tapestries for which Mazurin sold his soul,
that I have there a Reubens for whose
possession Imperial Princes quarreled.
That Titian of enine Is a poor thing to
look st Instead of the face of a wife.
“Good beavens! How I could love her!™ he
cried. “With what sweet observances I
would compass her! I would make her
love me! Even the thing I am would
make her love. She should be so happy
ahe could not help loving me. And ] ask
for mo lUttle Jove! With what luxury,
what splendor, what pleasure I would wur-
round her; what worship I would give her!
Good heavens! How Carlisle could throw
away such Happloess!”—and he snatched
up u book ahd began reading anywhers,
arnything at haphazard, and afler a few
sentences, abruptly =ald, “Good-night!™

He never approached the matter of Har-
ry Carilsle’s treatment of his wife any
more directly than that. But every time,
it may be, he congratulated himself on
the fancy that the fbers of her affection
wore thinner,

Ehe had gone out one morning for some |
necessary purchase, glad that the long
Lenten season wias almost over, yet won-
dering why anything made her glad. She
pnused before a florist’s window, where
the likenesa of a great white-winged angel
was made with long-stemmed white lillen,
when Mr. Fraeme came up behind and
Joined her.

“Why not come in here? he sald st a
shopdoor. "“There is a feast for the eyes
somewhere Inside.” And he led the way.
“The blue diamonds” he sald to some
one in authority, after they had passed
down one or two glittering alsles, And
presently, dn long pincers held over night-
biack velvet, two stones like the concen-
trated lUght and splendor and color of blue
heavens were before them. “They were
itke new-born stars,” he murmured, his
lips, as he bent Jooking at them with her,
not far from her ear. ““What Qluster,
what freshness, what lmmortal bits of
szure noonday! And yet no biuer neor
more lustrous than your eyes. They are
waorth a King's ransom. Once they were
the treasure of a Queen. They are yours
if you will have them!™

Indeed, they were magnificent. They
were, as he had sald, a dalight to the
eyea. She looked again, to make sure |
they were reaily there, perhaps, before |

apartment s not large enough to hold
them,” she sald.

*“1 do not ask you to wear them there,”
he sald, stlil low-voleed, and following
her, as she stepped outl Into the ciear,
Iofty day with its light and lovellness in
the promise of the coming Spring. '

Bhe whs not angry with him, On the
contrary, she was angry with Harry Car- |
lisle, Bhe remembered her old intention
regarding this man: and she had had for
some time more than a faint Intimation
of the feeling of Doras Fraeme. “‘Dia- |
monds' she unwisely sald, “"would have
no attraction for me beslde love.™

“And it is love 1 would give you! Such
love a8 you long to be Joved with!™ he
replled, half under his breath, but with
A certaln savage intensity in his wvolce,
even In the bending of h's head., “‘Such
love as no man ever gave woman! Divorce
Is po eansy,” he urged then, "And lfe ia
m short. It is notl as If he had not goue
And If in time you, you
also, came to love—"

She mnade a salight deprecatory move-
ment. “I will leave you now," she sald.

“But to think of It!" he exclalmed.
“Promise me—io think of #t!" taking a
hasty step after her. But she only
waved her hand, with a slight motion of
farewoll, as she left him, and went down
a side street.

In her own rooms she could think more
at her ense. There was only the dim
consclousness (o hinder her that lan-
guage had been spoken to her which no
married woman could hear without dis-
grace and sin, and that she had not been
offended by ft. Bhe was welghing a score
of acecssory matters. She was doing
nothing else all day long: and at dark
she wad still walking up and down the
narrow rooms and corridors with her
swift, uncertain thoughts. Love Itself
tempted her—she bereft of love. And
there were the palaces, the equipages,
the unlimited purse, the yacht—a sea-golng
palace the world over—one's private car,

‘Harry did not came! With it all

the gems of princesses, Yet alwa
thoughts harked back to the love

§58%

was
hurt anger that Harry did not care,
sharp wish for some mnrnl:: =
some revenge! At night, as she sal
her white wrapper, her loose hair falling
about her, and saw her reficction in the
glams with its still resplendent beauty;
she felt that what Doras
said was true: she would be loved as In
these bitter daye she had lo for love

If Harry had ‘sent ber » word, If
he had cabled, as by this he could have
done., from any forelgn port— But he
had abandoned her. For all she knew,
he had Intended this. He bad, at any
rate, wished to be free, and had left her
to her fats. And the money was nearly
gone.. Oh, what cruelty! Bo weary and
worn was she with all this rabble of
thoughts and fancles that when at last
she slept, It was heavily, dreamlessiy,
and late.

1t was Sunday; and the light was high
In the sky—the beautiful high Spring
light. The bells were ringing for the
morning eervice. She had always gone
to chureh with Harry, as a matter of
custom, aithough she had not gone at all
since she had been left alone. “She could
not have told what made her hurry with
her dressing now and get into the street.
It was with no Idea of church, but be-
caugse the house seemed too small to
hold her and her intolerable fever. But
doubtless some Instinet for protection.
some unconscious divination of her need
of help, may have spurred her. For,
as she went along, the great bells swing-
ing high In the alr seemed to call her
with an Insistence of every long awim-
ming, lngering tone. It was Easter,
she remembered; and {n the faces of half
the people she met, In the faces of the
old and of the little children, was &
look as If the apirit of Christ had risen
in thelr hearts, Almost before she knew
It, ¥he was In a church; one where she
had never been before, whose high altar
place was white with banks of Iilles,
and whose odors were llke the alrs of
heaven. The joyous music of a Magnifi-
cat was pealing through the arched
spaces, and the long organ rell made
her shiver.

For & moment she was a trifle diexy.
Who was she—what was she pbout to
become—to enter here where all was
sacred as the Garden of the Lord? A
Httle child sianding near, dazsied It mAay
be by her face with the look of paln
and wonder making the beauty singular;
held towards her & Iy he had found.
She took 1t abs'ntly, and as & matter
of course, and then sank on her knees
in sudden abasement, her whole soul
reachlng oul for something to hear her,
to help her, and she prayed with un-
spoken words and unspeakable desire
while the music flowed over her like a
tide; and when she rose and went out
it had not been Easter day In' vain for
her, for samecthing of the spirit of Christ
had arisen in her heart, oo,

She went home, still grasping her Hly.
Presently she put the flower in water
and felt It was llke a promise of peace
In the place. Bhe told Alleen to take
the duy again: and when Mr. Doras
Fraeme rang that nizht, he rang in
vain. Her hushand, she wae saying,
might have forsaken her, but she was
st!'l his wife. And perhaps—not perhaps,
but, oh, eertainly'—it wus in an instant
of plque he had gone, and he had been
porry ever since-—as sorry as she had
been! He had not cabled, because no
cable could say what he wanted to say.

i

E

| There would be a letter soon, perhaps by
| the morrow’'s ponst.

How could she so
long have been blinded by her selfish-
ness und temper! DBut If heaven could
forgive her, Harry would. And If onily
Harry would—she did not complete her
thought—possibly, just then, her husband
stood first in her thought., When he
came he should find her walting, watch-
ing. loving, always his wife! What vile
prompting had ever given her doubt of
Harry Carlisle! As in old times the
sound of the Easter bells had cast oul
dark legions, so today had it cast evil
out of her heart!

She as sitting there In front of her
ly, wrapped In a sort of ecstasy of
hope and assurance, the rose burning
on her cheek, the eyes shining llke stars
in depths of violet evening, the smile
about her Ups of faith triumphant over
temptation, when there came the riattle
of a key in the lock, and before she
could spring to her fest she was In her
husband's arms. °'l never meant to go!”
he cried. I meant to come back with
the pilot, but the sea ran so high he
couldn’t take his boat and went across
with us. And I have been on the rack
every Instant of every day! What you
have suffered, my darling! Oh, what I
have euffered! Thank heaven, I find
vou here, and that you had faith In my
love and my return. Can you ever, ever
forgive me?"

“lat us forget It!
all’** she erled. “It is Easter, and you
have risen from the grave, you have
come back to me from the dead!™

(Copyright, 1%2)

Let us forget it

' IN THE

FIELD OF POPULAR SCIENCE |

EPITOME OF WHAT IS DOING ||
ALL OVER THE WORLD

L
il
T THE banquet of Johns Hopkins
Alumni and guests in Baltimore
recently, President Gllman out-
Mned his plans for the Carnegie Instl-
tution to an audience of L. No such
complete statement has previously besn
made, says the Electrical Engineer. It
turned out, quite as it had been fore-
shadowed, that President Gilman intends
to bulld up 2 permanent advisory staff
of speclalists in all branches of sclence.
¥He means also to foster sclence dn the
broadest semse of the word. He men-
tioned economics alone of the histori-
cal sclences, but the numerous histori-
gns. philologists. and philosophers pres- |
ent assumed that their favorite stud- |
fes wuonld not be neglected, For a con-
siderable period, the Carnegle Institu-
tion wiil confine Its work to examining
the present condition of American
pcholurship. The publications in the
various flelds will be examined by ex-
perts, who will finally present exhaus-
tive reports, on the present oonditon
and needs of every branch of learning
in America, on the quality and prom-
ise of the workers in their several
ficlde. These reports will in the sum con-
stitute o kind of survey of the present
state of jearning In America. Upon
this sound basls nssistance will be grant- |
od to productive scholars, for the insti-
tation, all rumots to the contrary not- |
withstanding, will confins itself strictly |
to the eoacouragement of scientific
resoarch.

——
Saustforia For Tuberculous Patlients.

A grest deal bas been written and |
soid sbout sanatoria for tuberculous
persons, and regarding the wvalue of |
open alr and light in the treatment of
such patients. Freudenthal advocates
whst appear to be practical means, by |
which nany tuberculous patients might |
be placed In very favorable conditions
“uwpon farming colonies.” The colony |
would be established upon & large farm, '
which has & favoroble location of a cli- |
mnute. The bulldings could be inexpen-
sive, and a large part of the year could
be spent In tents, which mode of Ilife
i= beneficial In itself.

Attention has been called to the fact
that most of the climatic benefit that
comes to this pathetic class of patlents
= due to their abliity to Hve practic-

ally out of doors a large part of the | for an entire housshold, nor for an | light to eight or to fourth candle-power.

time, night and day The patients
could heip to place such an institution
upon an economic basis by doing such
light work as they were able to perform.
und this woull be beneficial to them,

| of toflet articles is

both physically and mentally. Buch a
plan If carried out would place tubercu-
lous patients with small means in a
position to obtaln the sdvantages of cli-
mate and outdoar Ufe, which at present
can only be gotten with considerable ex-
pense, and In many cases = absolutely
out of the guestion. By a certain amount
of state ajd, persons unable to pay
could be provided for upon such a plan
al no greater cost than s now requir-
ed to care for them in poorly located,
unsultable, and often crowded hospit-
ale
—_—
“Skate" Electric Rallway.

An experimental two miles of rurface
traction electric road has been com-
pleted at Wolverhampton, Engiland, by
W. M. Brown, engineer of the Loraln,
Ohip, Bteel Company. The operation of
this section of road was so satisfactory
that the whole line is to be converted
to this “skate system.” Midway between
the rafls are placed iron plates, Txi3
inches. flat measurement, which when
crowned stand about thres guarters of
an inch above the pavement. These

blocks are placed ¥ feet apart. Under |

each Is an alrtight and waterproof com-
partment In which are contained the
more techplical parta. The planta are
connected by burfed oables, underneath
and attached 19 cach car is a skate 11
feet long. This skate Is always In con-
tact with one of the blacks.
Before the magnetic force on the skate
has been exhausted by one of ths blocks
nnother has taken up the work of pro-
pulsion. As soon as the skate reaches
the bBlock shead, the contact is broken
in the one over which it haa just
passed,

—_——
Hyglene in Barber Shopa.

The importance of hygienic measures
barber shops bas been emphasised
anew by municipal legislation In Ban
Francisco and New TYork. FPhysicians
ngree that a large proportion of the
cases of baldness la secondary to dis-
ease of the grease glands of the sealp.
The microbacililus of Unna and Babou-
raud appears to be quite constantly
Whether there s any partic-
ular mierobe, which is alone responsi-
ble for the disease or not, it Is generally
conceded that It is parasitic In its di-
rect origin. If this be accepted then
the UMability of carrying the infection
from one person to others by mekns
apparent. To pre-
, combs, etec.,
rhould not be used as common property

vent this hair

entire community, as ls the custom iIn
most barber shops. but each individual
should possess and use his own brush
and comb. Such articless should be

occasionally, and

in barber shops should be frequently
disinfectad. Shaving Instruments also
are undoubtedly the means® of spread- |
:Iln.; certaln infections of the beard, es-
| peclally barder's ltch. Other dlseases |
'of the skin, doe to milcro-organi=ms
may nlso be carried In the same man-
ner. Under the conditions which pre-
vall in the ordinary barber shop this is
lable to occur at any time. Most of
the dangers referred to could be ellmi-
nated If barbers would apply the princl-
ples of antisepsis In thelr work. It
would be no hardship to sterilize rasors,
stropa, brushes, combs and hands Lit-
tle apparatus would be required and
that used oould be wvery simple and
Inexpensive. Efforts have been made
In various places to compel barbers to
employ antiseptic measures In thelr
shops, but it is diffcult to force such
matters,

—_——
Coeling the Alr,
The fair grounds at 8t Louls, dur-

ing the exposition of 1MS, are to be
| cooled by drawing down currents from

2 height of 0 or 100 feet above the
| ground, and flooding the grounds with
air from 10 to 15 degrees cooler than the |
surface temperature.

The plan comprehends the construction
of an aerinl tower or standpipe of the
| aforesald height, with lower termination |
| about 15 feet above the ground, where
|hrn fans or blowers are attached that
| will draw a current downward at the
i rate of ® to 30 miles an hour. equiva-
lent to & pumplng oapacity of half n |
milllon cublc feet of alr per minute. |
This volume of alr will cover in an |
hour sixty mcres 10 feot deep and in six
bours, 380 acres

il —
Scientific nnd Industrial Notes.

A motor slelgh, propelled by a splked |
wheel, Is patented In Germany. |

Gagollne hand-cars are giving satls- |
factory service on Western rallways.

The mortality frqm pneumecnia has '
Increased 5 per cent since the grip |
appeared in 1589,

The difficulties In navigating the Rad|
Sea are such, from reefs and shoals,
that no salling vessel has passed the |
Suez canal In 27 years,

The American Museum of Natural
History Is exhibiting a lobster a yard
long. Its infiuence in producing night-
mare s only ed.

An Indlanapolls inventor has patented
' an incandescent bulb. He puts two flla-
| ments in the ordinary 16-candle-power
| bulb and by turning it can reduce the |

Professor Berkland, who two years
ago was sent by the Government to
Northern Norway to study magnetism,

the aurora and cloud forma-
tions, is engaged in the
’ = .

| Banatorium

of a cannon with electro-magnetism as
the motive power In piace of explosfves
A small model of the inventlon throws
projectiles welghing & pound with great
foree.

The wireless telephone of Armstrong
and Orlin Is attracting marked atten-
tion from sclentists and users of the
telephone ns well,

In Landon since August, there have
been 2000 cases of smallpox In hospitals
of which 623 were fatal and 1002 are
still under treatment. About 5 new
cases came In each day last week.

Burgeon-General Bternberg, in speak-
ing before a Congressional committes,
sall that the metric system had been
established in the Army and had given
entire satisfactlon. He commends the
system and urges Its adoption.

The gathering of clam shells for mak-
ing pearl buttons produces for dwellers
on the Mississippl River about $200,000
A year. The clams are most abundant
on the upper Mississippl, and there most
of the factories are located,

A glase house to be used as a solar-
lum is belng buifll at the Government
for tuberculosis at Fort
Bayard, New Mexico. During the last
two years the Government has expend-
ed about $30.000 on this Institution.

It In sald that Fournier, the French
automoblle manufacturer and record
breaker, gives nothing to the new corpo-
ration, which s to bulld a $200000
sutomoblle plant In Central New York,
but his name and for that he has
received 560,000

The number of Northern peopla Hv-
ing in the Bouth has increased 60 per
eent. In ten Yyears. The number of
colored people born In the Bouth and
lving In the North Increased 48 per
cent. belween the last census and the
one preceding it.

In Toledo. Ohln, the Post Office De-
partment will place on each letter box
an electrical device which will record
at the centril office when the box Is|
opened. Some =uch apparatus s found |
to be necessary to prevent collectors '
from skipping boxes.

In Chiongo the deaths from cancer
Incrensed from 7.3 per 1000 in 187 to .
29 per 1000 in 1900 The Increnss In Ilj
years was more than 80 per cent. Last
year there were 008 deaths from can-
cor out of a4 total of M0.406 deaths from
all causes, or 41 In every 100

An mutomoblle truck is now employed
for moving irom safes. It has two pro-
pelling motors and a third slevates the
safe to Its place In bullding. It re-
quires three men and six and a half
minutes to place a safe on & seventh
floor. Formerly it required elght men
two and a half hours

The impression that the businesa of
Hawall is exclusively agricultural Is an

erroneous one. In a population of 154-
000 there are 4657, or three per cent. In
factorles. Few of the Western or South-
ern states bhave a larger proportion of
factary operutives. Faclory WwWages are

\ higher than In the United States,

In Philadelphia an elevated road will
be bullt on Marke! street, running from

the Pennsylvania Rallroad station at
Fifteenth street, westward to Bixty-
Third street. It I= probabla that a

subway will ba buiit from Board street
to the Delaware River, owing to the
conjested traffic on Market street.

The Health Department of Germany
is preparing to exterminate all rats In
the Empire. Rals are the chief means
of conveylng the bubonie plague and
other diseases. They seem to serve no
useful purpose, and thelr general exter-
mination would prevent much disease.
Doubtless the Empire will subsequently
quarantine against all redents

The American Consul in Madagnscar
says, speaking of Its eastern seaport:
“Perhaps no city of this sige In the world
ia so lavishly endowed with churches,
cathedrals, monasteries, chapeln, schools,
hosplitals, ete., as 18 Tananarivo. There
Is a school of manual labor, where
every branch of manufacture Is taught,
and many handsome specimens of work
are shown."”

The outlook for the new dlamond in-
dustry of British Gulana Is very favor-
able. Up to date, stones valued at $50.-
0 at the custom-house have been ex-
ported, Ten men, at work for New
York parties who located clalms up the
Maszprunl River a f{ew months ago,
recently collected in six weeks 5237 small
dismonds welghing about 787 carats.
The stones were valued at $980), and
were shipped to New York. That the
region Is not overrun with prospectors
at thia time Is due to the expense In-
volved In outfitting. transporting and
providing for an expedition. It costs
$M00 to get elght men up to the dig-
gings, Including the necessary prospect-
Ing Iimplements and subsistence and
pay for threes months.

Enoch Emory went to Siberia from
Cape Cod 40 years ago. He was the
ploneer American merchant, and now
has stores st Nikolaefsk, Habarofsk,
Blagoveschensk, and Moscow. Gover-

| npor Goodekoff sald that he had Increas-

ed the working force of the Amur ter-
ritory 2000 men by the Introduction
of American Jabor-saving machinery.
Moat of the supplles under the head of
emigrant stores sre furnished to the
local government by him. American
agricultural machines have enjoyed
such an established reputation thal It
has iong been a paying business to
imitate them. The complaint now is
that many cheap and Inferior machines,
most of them made In Germany from
American models, are on the market.
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) The Closing Scene.
Within this sober realm of leafleas trees,
The russet year Inhaled the dreamy alr,
Like some tanned reaper in his hour of ease,
When all the f«ids are iying brown and bare.

The gray barns, lecking from thelr hazy hilla,
O'er the din waters wid'ning in the vales,

Boent down the air a greeting to the mills,
On the dull thunder of alternate falle

All sights wers mellowed and all sounds sub-
dued,
The hills seemed farther, and the stream sang
low |
As [n a dream the distant woodman hew'd
His Winter lag, with many a muffled blow,

Th® embattied forests, erewhile armed tn gold,
Their banners bright with every martis] bue,

Now stood, |ike some sad beaten host of old,
Withdrawn afar ia times vemotest blue.

On slumb'rous wings the vulture held hia
fllght,
The dove scarce heard ita singing mate’'s com-
piaint,
And lixe a star, slow drowning in the lght,
The village church-vane seemed to paie and
falnt,

The sentine] cock upon the hillside crow
Crow thrice, and ali was stiller than before—
Sllent till aome replying wanderer bisw
His allen horn, and then wos heard no more

Where erst the jJay, within the elm’s tall crest,
Made garrulous trouble round the unfledged

¥oung,
And where the orlole hung his swinging nest
By every light wind like a cemser awung—

Where sang the nolry masons of the eaves,
The busy swwallows circling ever near,

Forebolding, as the rustic mind belleves,
An ecariy harvest and a plenteous year;

Where every bird which charmed the vernal
fenst,
Bhook tha sweet slumber from iis wings al
morn,
To warn the reapers of the rosy easi:
All now was songless, empty and forlorn,

Alome, from out ths stubble piped the quall,
And croaked the crow, through all the dreiry
gloom;
Alome the pheasant, drumming in . the vale,
Made echo to the distani coltage loom.

There was no bud, no bicom, upon the howers:
The splders wove their thin shrouds night by

night:
Tha thistle-down, the only ghost of Aowers,
Balisd slowly by—passed nolseless out of
sight.

Amid all this—in this most cheerless alr,
And where the woodbine sheds upon the porch
Its erimson leaves, as If the year stood there,
Firing the floor with his Inverted torch—

Amid all this—the center of the scene—
The white-haired matron, with monotonous

tread,
Plied the swift wheel,

and with ber joylesa
milen,
Sat, ke o Fats, and watchod the fiying
thread.

Bhe bad known Borrow. He had walked with

her,
Oft supped, and broke with her the ashen
crust,
And In the dead leaves, stil]l she heard the stir
Of his black mantle traiiing in the dust.

While yet her cheek was bhright with Sommer
Bloom,
Her country summoned, and she gave her all;
And twice war howed o her his sable plume—
He-gave the swords to rust upon the wall

Re-gave the swords—but not the bhand that
drew
And struck for lUberty the dying blow:
Nor him who, to his sire and country trus,
Fell ‘'mid the ranks of the invading foe,

Long, but not loud, the droning wheel went on,
Like the low murmur of a hive at noon,
Long, but not joud, tha memory of the gone
Breathad through her lips a sad and tremw-
lous tune.

At last the thread was snapped; her head was
how"d;

Life dropped the distaff through his hands
werene

And Joving nesighbors smoothed her careful
shroud,

While Death and Winter cloned the Autumn
scenae. —Thomaus Buchanan Read.
e

Summer Longingn.
Ah! my heart is weary walting,
Waiting for the May—
Walting for the pleasant rambles
Where the fragrant hawthorn-brambles,
With the woodbine alternating,
Seent the dewy wWay.
Ah®! my heart s waary walting,
Walting for the May,

Ah! my heart is slok with longing,
Longing for the May—
Longing to escape from study
To the young face falr and ruddy,
And the thousand charme belonging
To the Summer's day
Ah! my heart s sivk with longing,
Longing for thas May.

Ah! my beart Is sore with sighing.
Bighing for the May—
Ridhing for thelr sure returning,
When the Summer beams are burning,
Hopes and flowers that, dead or dylng,
All the Winter lay.
Ah! my heart is sore with sighing,
Sighing for the May.

Ah! my heart is pained with thrabbing,
Throbbing for the May—
Throbbing for the seaside billowws,
Or the water-woolng willows;
Where, In laughing and In sobbing,
(ilide the streams away
Ah! my bheart, my heart is throbbing,
Throbbing for the May.

Walting, sad, dejected, weary,
Walting for the May:;
Bpring goen by with wasted warnings—
Moonlit evenings, sunbright momings—
Summer eomes, yot dark and dreary
Lifs still ehbs away:
Muan I8 ever weary, weary,
Walting for the May'
—Denis Florence McCarthy.
e —
“Yita Nuova."™

Long hath she slept, forgetful of delight:

At last, at last, the enchanted Princess, Earth,
Claimead with a kiss by Spring, the adventurer,
In siumber knows the destined lipa. and thrilled
Through all the desps of her unaging bheast
With passionate neceselty of joy

Wakens, and yields her lovellness to love.

Oh, anclent streama! Oh, far descended woods,

Full of the Auttering of melodious souls?

Oh, hills and valleys that adorn yourselves

In solemn jubllation! winds and clouds,

Ocean and land In stormy nuptinls closped,

And all sxubsrant creatures that acclaim

The Earth's divine renewal: lo I too with yours

Would mingle somewhat of glad song.

I toa have come through wintry terrors—yes

Through tempest and through catacliysm of soul

Have come, and am deliversd. 3Me tha Spring.

Me also, dimly with new life has touched,

And with regenerate hope, the salt of life,

And [ would dedicate thess thankful tears

To whatsoever power beneflcent—

Velled though his countanance, undivalged his
thought

Hath led me from the haunted darkness forth

Into the glorious alr and vernal morn,

And suffers me to know my spirit a note

Of this great chorus, one with bird and stream

And volceful mountaln—nay, a striag, how
Jarred

And all but broken! of that lyre af life

Whereon himself, the master harp player.,

Resolving all its meortal dissonance

To ons immortal and most perfect sirain,

Harpa without pause, bullding with song the
worid, —Willlam Watson.

i

Extravagant.
When to the play I take Roaette
Wes hava = bax!
Ah, yea, } know I'm deep in debt,
And sore with creditors beset,
But Love has caught me In his net,
And gally moeks,

So there wa sait. and ook as bored
As other wswelin;
For, small as s my lttle hoand,
Onece In & whils I can afford
Two gallery seats, and one boX atored
With carnmels!
=Clinton Burgess, in April Smart Set
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Way: Together In Heart.

We are not twaln, but one. Though seas divide

of the English-speaking race,

This. nothing now can change. whate'er betide

birthright grace.

t hplds our earliest recoliectiona,

Whose acoents movad us llke a fond carens-—

which we llaped our first affec-

doth Bless!

America and Engiand, strong together—
Offspring of oo great mother, sister lands—

Fear nelither frownisg fate nor boding weather,
Since close are Joined thelr hands

wan billow sways the cable

That gives them instant knowledge, coch of
And were It sunk. their hearts would still be
To find & way of speech,

The younger.- who her virgin prairies planted
To bless the alien—Teuton, Latin, Gaul,

poorest, as to realms enchanted,
hem English, all!

of danger,
v side, their kinehip unforgot,

Saying, with warning accent, to the stranger—

Touch her pnot!"

For we have felt—have felt with one another,
each

other's pride. each other's

And we have wept. as children of one mother,
Mourning our cherished dead

Is't for ourselves that friondshlp hath caresn'd

hath strengthened so the English

The mercy that heth blessod us

Has a diviner reach!

If with new strength there come not larger

proudly bormes, were bettsr

It we no longer see., for selfish bilndness

realme—the workd,

we, though vast our rule supér-

Who magnify the 111 we might redeem,
Missing the glory of the hope eteraal,
The touching human droam!

There In a remedy for Hfe—the Aower

Whose parfect name In Le
A freedom born. comparsion, beauly, power—
whase gift Is pesce

OFf ita Increass

Dear mister-lands, so blest, may wisdom gulde

Yet, In our hearts may love perfected lte,
Detp an the ocean that can nat divide us—
the arching sky!

—Florence Earle Coates
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Time rules us all
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My uttls child
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Tired Mothers.

leans upon your knee,

Your tired knee that has #o0 much to bear;

eyes are locking lovingly
of tangled hale,
o not heed the velvetl touch
fingersa, folding yours

You do not prize this blessing overmuch—
You slmost are oo Ured to pray tonight

ednesa! A year ago

I 411 oot sen It an T do today—

I and thankless, and too alow
sunshine till it slips awnay.
e,

I wore the badge of motherhood,
moare oft and tenderly

fid that brought me only good.

And, If some night when you sit down to reat,
You mise this elbow from your tired knee—

uriing head from off your hreast,
tongun that chatters exnetantly;
the dimpled hands had

And ne'er would nestle In your palm again;
If the white feat into thelr grave had tripped,

blame you for your heartacho

I wonder po that mothera ever fret
At little chlldren clinging to their gown;
Or that the footprints, when the days are wet

& enough to make them frown.
a little muddy bhont,

Or cap, or Jacket, &n my chamber-floor—
If I oould kiss m rosy,
Aml hear it patter In my house onca more—

reatless foot,

If I could mend & broken cart today,
Tomorrow make a kite ta reach the sky,

ere in no woman in God's world could say

Ehe was more bllasfully content than L

ninty plllow oext my own

is never rumpled by a shining head:
My singing birdling from its nest |s flown—
The iittle Doy I used to Kiss 18 dead!

—Mary Loulse Riley Smith.
e G
Frat Love.
jlove, you know, we seldom wed,
And life, Indeed, Is not
danned It aut ere hope was dead;

And then, we women cannotl choose our lot

borne which It I hard to bear,
away which It were sweet W0

1" whe need, indeed, hin ciare;

And yet I know the Shapherd loves his sheep,

hegins to bahble now

Upon my knee his earllest infant prayer;
He has his father's anger eyea,

I know,
¥. toa, his mother's sunny halr,

But when he sleeps and smiles upon My koee,
Andl I can ferl

if ome—heaven help and pity me—

Who loved me, and whom [ loved long ago.

hix Hght breath come and go,

Who might have been—ah! what, I dare not

God judgeth for the

changml.

God Belp ue do our duty and not shrink,

heaven humbly for the rest

woman not If some Jppear
times, and soms too gay and
naw deep: mome woes are hard

the past? and who can Juldges ug

Judgesd by what we might have

are—ino apt to fall!
and smiles betwaen
In heaven we shall
—Owen Meredith,
—_—

Rone of Margaret.

hae =l

Red rose of Margaret,

H in my book you [e,
Redd fis Ner lipe amd fragrant yet,
[ead rose that can never dle;
Marzacet gathersd one red rose, and ane

red rose L

*An long as any roses is red

te rosechung tree,

willow leaves are green,

trie to thee ™

I unto Margaret and Margaret

unto me, .

“An long == this little stream shall mn
Through the quist willows bere,

Out of the shadow into the =sun,

Bhall Margaret be dear:

Yea, though the stream should d4ry and
the willows dis, and ths grass grow
seTe

Yot should I not forget,

Though the sun should fall,

e of Marzarel,

pear! ls pale;

shall change all ealse,
his it shall not prevalll

but

“And as troe as I to Margaret
To me shall Margaret be,

And some day we shall stand again
By that [ittle rose-hung tree,

with & rose In the hand shall
1 was falthful unto thee' ™

—Richard Lo Galllenne, In April Smart Set

——
Springtime.

When Epring adorns the dewy neene,
How sweet to walk the velvet green
And hear the west-wind's gentle sighs,

scented meadow it fllest
o mark the panting vine

Hendy to burst In tears of wine:
And with some mald, who breathes but love,

noontids through the grove,

Or sit in some cool. green recess—
Ah, is not this trus happiness?
~Thomas Moore,, afler Anacresn, Ode XLI.




