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Sea Cllft Hotel, June 10.

heat became so intolerable lastTHE that there waa no longer any
excuse for remaining In town?

Horace came out with me Friday and
stayed until this morning. AVe were
together more In these three days than
we have been for months, but thnt
strained consciousness was always be-

tween us. I found myself continually
striving to make things more natural.

nd only succeeds in making them
more constrained. I could feel Horace's
disquietude and anxiety to return, even
though he was careful not to show it in
R.ny way.

This morning when he left I think I
fell something like relief relief that I
con M relax, that I need no longer strain
to be cheerful and natural, to struggle
sen Inst the blank silence that seemed
always to hover over us.

lint lie had .been gone only a few
hours when 1 began to long for him
again, to feel that I had managed
things badly, to think of what I might
have said and done that would have
brought us nearer. I am filled with a
miserable sense of failure: in these
three days I had a chance to be very
near him, and I failed to use it wisely.
And now I am anguishing over my lost
opportunity.

He will be back Saturday to stay
until Monday. Can 1 make It different
then, or as soon as I see him will some
restraint come upon me and make me
dumb, or give a fatal self -- cousciousness
to everything 1 say or do?

June 11.
I have not realised until today

how completely I have Isolated
myself from every one In the past
six or eight ' months. I have never
entertained or gone out extensive-
ly: my home and Horace have al-
ways filled my life. And yet we have
a very pleasant circle of friends, with
whom, until this year, I have kept in
touch socially.

But now by uoj; returning calls, by
repeatedly sending regrets to Invita-
tions for luncheons and teas I have
gradually withdrawn from it all. I did
ndt do this consciously each time I
wouM think: "I haven't the heart t go
this week perhaps next week I will
feel different." But next week the
thought of any social exertion would
be .lust as distasteful.

How abrupt and discourteous In many
Instances this must have seemed I did
not consider until today, when Mrs.
Hammond and her daughter entered the
dining-roo- m and passed my table with
the most formal greetings. Then I re-
membered two calls and a dinner Inv-
itation that I fear I did not even ac-
knowledge. They are nice people,
whom we have met here for two Sum-
mers. After breakfast I Joined them on
the veranda, and told Mrs. Hammond
that I had been ill luuch of the 'Winter,
and apologized for my really unpardon-
able delinquency. She was very pleas-
ant, and we talked for quite a while;
but except when nhc spoke of her hus
band and children I was not Interested.

Later, when I walked down by the
hescK alone, I realized more than ever
before bow much I have changed. The ,

things that used to Interest me seen ,

now empty and meaningless. I have j

but one line of thought always of her.
It hss.heeonie an obsession. I

llaa Horace grown wholly Indifferent j

to me that he does not see how 1 have
withdrawn from everything? Does he '
not see Hiat not only lias our life to- - j

get her changed, hut that I have no i

other life no other interests at all now?
Juua 12. j

After luncheon I took somo mags- -

lines down to the beach and
stayed there until dusk. But I j

did not read; all- - through the long
sunny afternoon I gazed dreamily
out over the blue stretch of sea to the
fur horizon rinttd with tiny white sails.
There was no surf; only a soft lapping of
small waves broke the warm, brooding
stillness.

Always the sea has rested me, but never
before have I so 'needed the quieting
peace and serenity that came to me to-
day. For a few hours I was granted a
respite from the torturing thoughts of all
these months, a sense of detachment from
all things except the influences about me

the warmth, the sunny silence, the deep
blue and mysterious immensity of the
sea. the atmosphere of tranquillity that
was over it all.

June 13.
' I am restless and anxious again.' I have
been down to the beach, hoping the sea
would have the 'same soothing effect of
yesterday. But the waves were higher
today; there was a turbulent note In their
depths they foamed against the shore.
A large excursion steamer was passing
with its brass band, its waving flags and
crowded decks. The whole atmosphere
was different. I returned to the hotel with
a bitter sense of disappointment. Why Is
It that one can never go back can never
live over again even the impressions of
an hour?

Later.
I have cut this sketch from a current

magazine and am pasting it here. I want
to keep it to have it remind me that
some marriages hold greater unhappiness
than mine:
THE LETTER WRITTEN AND THE

LETTER SENT.
The One That Was Written:

I am going to write you the truth. The
truth that for live years I have hid with
lies and deceit and trickery. I hate you
I hat you t loathe you.-O- h, what a re-
lief it Is to say It, to write It. to put it into
words. Sometimes I have felt that I must
shriek it out to you. But I haven't oh,
no, instead I have smiled and said nice

. little things. loving little things.
How - I have fooled you! That has

: been my one compensation, it has
been to me a fiendish joy the
thought that I have fooled you so com-
pletelyyou. who pride yourself on your
discernment,. your penetration, your
keen insight and knowledge of women.
How I have gloat?d over this and longed
for the time when I might hurl It at

; you. and you would know how you have
been fooled and duped and trjeked by a

f woman the woman who is your wife.
Oh, yes. I married you willingly enough.
I was not IS and had seen no other men.
I thought you very great and strong and
noble, and was proud and happy that you
should care for me.

' And now now, when' I look Into my
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heart at the blackness and bitterness and
wretchedness there I smile grimly and
think of the girl of five years ago. No.
I don't shudder and weep; I did at first,
but I have passed that now.

I remember Just before the wedding
ceremony I ran up to my own room,
the room where all the beautiful dream-lif- e

of my girlhood had been spent, and
I knelt by the bed and thanked God that
this great happiness had come to me,
and vowed a little vow that. all my life
I would strive to be worthy of it.
Worthy of It! Worthy of it! It Is only
lately that I have developed a sense of
humor. For a long time I failed to see
in it any humor. But I do now; it is
really very funny if you know how to
look at It. Sometimes I feel an infinite
pity for that girl, that Innocent. Ignorant
girl that was once myself. But more
often it is a boundless contempt for the
girl who was such a little fool.

I have played my part well. Tou have
never dreamed that I have hated and
loathed you with an "intensity that few
women could feel.

When you read this, your first thought
will be that I have loved some one else.
To you that will seem the only' explana-
tion possible, the only one that you could
understand. But I have loved no one. I
have been absolutely true to you. Not
from any sense of right or duty or loyalty

for I have had none; but simply be-
cause my hatred for you has so consumed
me that I have had thought for nothing
else.

They say that suffering softens and en-
nobles, that It makes one more kindly
and gentle and humane. That Is a lie.
Instead it hardens and embitters and de-
grades.

Last month when you telegraphed from
Detroit that the case was settled and

j you were returning at once. Instead of
slaying the ten daya you planned, I tore

'that message into stripe and I swore-sw- ore.

I had been cheated out
of ten days of freedom, of release

"AS HE THE DOOR CLOUD OF BLACK SMOKE IN ON US."

from you, and the strange words
came with amazing case. It was
not until that I realized
what I had said, and then I felt no re-
gret, only a grim sense of humor.

Sometimes I have stood before my mir-
ror in wonder that the slight, delicately
refined woman reflected there should be
the woman I know her to be.

And now I am going away. . I could
shriek aloud with joy when I think that
I shall never, see you again your hands1.
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your voice, the way you walk, each in-

dividual thing about you which I hate
with an individual hste.

What shall I do? How shall I support
myself? I do not know. My accomplish-
ments are not of the hread-wlnnln- g kind,
and yet I shall manage somehow. I can
scheme and lie and deceive with thegreatest case and proficiency. Oh, yes.
I have learned a number of useful if not
admirable traits, and I shall not hesitate
to use them. The girl of five years ago
would probably have starved the woman
I am now will not starve.

c'
I

I shall leave this on the n.

That is the proper place, is it not? And
when you read it you must turn deathly
white, clutch at a chair and cry, "My
God'' With your florid complexion you
may have, some difficulty in turning
white, but they you can try. It would
add much to the effect.

The One That Was Sent:
Thursday Morning.

Dear John: I am sending by express
the heavy underwear and that old shoot-
ing jacket you wrote for. I am glad thatgame is so plentiful there, but am sorry

ujpei gamma

' EW STEAMSHIP IS NAMED AFTER GEORGE WASHINGTON.
NEW TORK. July JO (Special.) The George Washington Is a flrt-cla- s. tw passenger and freisht steam-ship, which has just finished its first trip. it has an alarm system for fire extinguishing and for giving the alarmfrom 18 parts of the ship In case of a lire. It has also the submarine bell system of signalling For creature com-forts It has a childian's playroom, a solarium on th upper deck, two elcvatsrs, many private baths, etc. The ship

! 7;; fet 5 Inches long and her tonnage is 27.000.
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your rheumatism is worse. You had bet-
ter get that prescription filled that Dr.
Brown gave you last Winter; it helped
you almost at once.

Of course. I am disappointed that you
are going to stay another week, for you
know I miss you dreadfully. But then you
really need the rest, and I am sure it will
do you good. So do. not hurry back.

I telephoned down to tho office this
morning and told them to continue for-
warding your mall. I will write you
again tomorrow.

Tour loving wife.
KATHERINE.

This is more ghastly than anything I
have ever known. For a. woman to live
with a man she loathes, even though in away he may care for her, Is more hideous
thart to live with a man she loves, though
nis love for her has ceased.

In the last there is always the hope, thepossibility that she may win back his
love. In the first there is nothing
nothing but debasing horror and re-
pulsion. ". . . your hands, your voice,
the way you walk each individualthing about you which I hate with an
Individual hate."

Oji. it must be unspeakable degrada-
tion for any woman to live in the in-
timacy of marriage with a man for
whom she feels such physical repul-
sion!

June 14.
Horace comes tomorrow at 5! I

am filled with the hope that these
two days here alone v. Ill bring us a
little nearer together. Just the fact
of his coming out to spend the week-
end with me as he hag done so many
Summers makes things seem as they
used to be. It has given me a feeling
almost of assurance of confidence.
Just now the menace of this woman
does not seem quite so strong, quite so
real. For after all he is coming out to
me as he always has. Surely thatmeans a great deal.

June. 15.
Horace is here. ' I went down to

the station to meet the five train.
It was a few minutes late, and
as I wafted my heart beat fast wilihopes, plans, resolutions. I wouldgreet him as I always vsed to I would
crush down this reticence, this re

straint that had come between us. Andperhaps he would respond he wouldbe as lie was: u might even be that . .
The train had drawn in. Almost atonce 1 saw Horace's la'l figure comingthrough the crowd toward me. Hegreeted me kindly: oh. ts, he wa kinddeadly kind! Hut how quickly thehope died out of my heart, and againthis weight of hopcifssn. ss and despair

settled over me. He had come becauseIt was his duty to conn ; he was kind
because that was part or his duty, too.
As I walked beside him to the hotel. I
forced myself to make some tiivialinquiries about the house. about
Ellen. Through
constraint whs
he has gone

dinner the same
uoon us. Now

fVr a walk by
the feach. lie askd rat if 1 cared to
go, but I knew he would imhcr go alone.

HOME. June mil.Sunday nieht the Sea Cliff Hotel was
burned to the ground. Two chamber-
maids and a colored porter were killed,
and many were Injured. Oh. it was hor-
rible! I can still flee the flams against
the black sky and hear the screams of
fright and crash of falling walls.

I was awakened by Horace: "Mary,
get something on as quickly as you can
you won't have time to dress!"

I started up bewildered, terrified: the
room was already full of smoke, and the
roar and crackling of flames could oe
plainly heard. My flist thought was formy journal and Jewel-cas- e. I ran to the
dresser and slipped them Into a small
hand-ba- g.

"Never mind your things." Horace's
voice came sternly. 'Tut something
around you quick!"

The smoke was thickening, sounds of
voices and rushing feet came from the
hall. Some one pounded on our door with
the cry of "Fire:" and the knock and cry
were repeated down the hall. Horace,
who was only partially dressed, caught me
in nis arms. Jerked a blanket from the
bed and wrapped it around me. . As he
threw open the door, a cloud of black
smoke rushed In upon us., The elevatorswere not running, and a struggling
crowd of half-dress- people choked thestairway at the frnd of the hall. Carry-
ing me easily, Horace turned toward a
dim red-glob- light, which marked a
fire-esca- at the end. of the passage. Theway led through a linen-roo- the door
of which was already open.

When he stepped through the windowon the ladder-lik- e structure I could see
the flames leaping up from below, and a
shower of sparks fell over us.

"Not this way let us go back!" I cried,struggling to slip from h;s arms. But heonly held me closer.
"There is no other way. Mary."
The quiet strength of his voice reas-

sured me. From below came the heavypumping engines, the shouts of fire-men, and the screams of some hysterical
woman. We were on the eighth floor;steadily, firmly, he carried me down thatsteep, narrow e. The heat was
almost unbearable. Horace drew theblanket over my face to protect it fromthe falling sparks. The last flight wasthrough the very flames themselves eventhrough the blanket I could feel theirscorching heat.

When we reached the ground some onehelped Horace unwrap the hot blanketfrom about me. and I stood in my barefeet on the water-soake- d ground, amonga network of fire hose, and with only a
tmn negligee over my night-dres- s. Again
Horace lifted mo in his arms and carriedme through the crowd, across the streetto a porch or one of the cottages.

Every one was very kind: we weregiven a room in t lie cottage, and a doctorwas soon there dressing Horace's burns.His neck and shoulders were cruelly
blistered. He had had no coat, and "a
thin linen shirt was no protection fromthe fierce heat.

At his dictation I wrote a number oftelegrams, one for Ellen to come outon the first morning train with clothesfor us both, and one for his office.
It was Almost d:iwn before I c.nili!persuade him to lie down. 1 loweredthe shades of the little cottage bedroom

and then threw myself on a couch atthe foot of the bed.
As I watched the flickering shadowsfrom the dim lamp on the dressing-tabl- e

I lived over again all the terrorsof that night. If it had not been Sun-
day if Horace, with his calm, quietstrength, had not been there!What ghastly thoughts come to oneat times! And one came to me
then, the hideous thought of howeasy It would have been for Hor-
ace not to have awakened me! Many
men have killed their wives for thelove of some other woman; and he had
only . to let me sleep! Desperately I
tried to think of something else to '

crush out a thought so cruelly unjust
to him. And then came another al-
most as hideous: If !n some way she
had been there! If he could have savedonly one and had to choose hetween
us which would It have been?

There flashed through my mind theincident of a prominent man. upon
whom such a choice had been forced.
He was rowing several miles from
shore with his wife and her younger
sister, whom It had lontr been rumoredthat he loved. A storm arose suddenly,
and tile boat capsized. He could swim
so great a distance carrying only one.
and It had been the woman he loved
not his wife that he had saved.

I sprang from the couch In physical
protest again the horror of suchthoughts. Had not the night been fear-
ful enough? Why must I now be
haunted in this way?

"Are you still nervom, Mary? "Won'tyou come over and lie beside me?"
My heart leaped. I did not speak for

fear of the joy and love in my voice.
As I lay down by his side with my head
upon the arm he had stretched out for
me across the pillow, a. great sense of
peace and rest stole over me. All
thoughts but that of his nearness left
me. it had been so long since I had
lain like that, and now it was as
though I had come liomt home after
months of weary yearning and Wan-
dering. The dear warmth and strength
of his body seemed to draw from me all
the aching weariness and heartsick-nes- s

of this long year, and soothed me
with a wonderful rest and content.

AftT a while he moved his head
slightly, so that his lips touched my
hair.

"Mary, tired, brave little woman." he
murmured softly. And then slept quietly
with his lips still Hgainst my imir.

And I know that I would gladly go
through again all the terrors of thatnight to feel once more ths p?ace andjoy and nearness that came to me then.

J'"ne 21st.
I have made my nervousness about thefire an excuse for not sot,; anywhere

else this Summer, r told Horaca yester-
day that we might make a number of
week-en- d trips to nearby resorts, butthat I did not care to go anywhere andstay alone during the week. He said hewanted me to do whatever I felt wouldmake me most comfortable. He hasbeen very kind and gentle since thatnight. Was it the nearness of death thatbrought us closer, that made him felall that I had been in his life? If Icould only know what passed through hismind as he carried, me down that


