
CHAPTER III.
HAVE been looking at a picture of

I Horace, taken when he was ten years
old. What a serious little boy he was,

standing there by a chair In that quaint
velvet hla hair combed back very
straight and smooth from his earnest
little face! How be laughed over this
picture when I found it among his
things soon after our marriage! And
I have another, taken when he waa In
college, a tall, slim youth, with the
same earnest face and grave, dark eyes.

There Is a feeling almost of exulta-
tion that these pictures are mine
wholly mine. He can give her none
like them, for there are no others. And
I feel, too, that all the memories of his
youth belong more to me than they ever
ran to her. I do not think that he
could ever ten her of his boyish dreams
and aspirations, as he once told them to
me.

June IS. Why are we never honest
enough, "to admit that when we are un-

happy the 'unhapplness of others is
comforting? I have heard people say:
'If I cannot be happy myself I like to

see others around me happy." That
is not true. We may wish it were, but
It Is not.

I have Just received a letter from
Edith Carrlncton. a cousin who lives
in Boston, and who I have always
thought was most happily married. She
has a bauttful home, two beautiful
children, and. as I always believed, a
devoted husband. Lately. In my own
desolation I have thought with envy of
the security and love which surrounded
her life. And now she writes that she
has determined to leave her husband,
that for months he had been drinking
and cruelly mistreating her. and is liv-

ing openly with a well-know- n actress.
Knowing I will read the newspaper
accounts of the divorce which will soon
he instituted, she is sending this let-

ter, that 1 may have the facts first
from her. She writes that she is
heartbroken life seems Mark and
hopeless, and she does not know how
she ran go on living.

When 1 laid down the letter, I knew
that mingled with the severe pity and
svmpathy I felt for her was something
like Joy. a fierce Joy that hir suffering
was as great as mine. If through any
efforts of mine I could restore to her
her happiness, there is no sacrifice I
would not make to do so. But since I
am powerless to help her. since no
thought or feeling of mine can either
Increase or lessen her misery, I know
that her letter has brought me the
greatest consolation I have had for
days. It helps me to know her hus-
band has been more cruel to her than
Horace has been to me.

June 27.
Today a young and beautiful woman

got on a streetcar and took a seat be-

side me. 1 'caught my breath at her
almost dazzling beauty. Her skin was
marvelously white and clear, with a
faint rose pink in her cheeks. There
was not a line or blemish In her fare,
and It was the beauty of youth and
freshness there was no paint or pow-
der there. She was dressed with dar-
ing, striking simplicity a white broad-
cloth suit and a plain, white felt Bailor.

I watched her with a sirkenlng sense
nf envy almost of hatred. I seemed
to feel all the lines In my poor, wan,
faded face. I could not bear to sit be-

side her. Oh. I felt so old so pitiably
old! At the next comer I got off and
walked home, my heart filled with a
dumb, hopeless misery.

June 18.

What Tagiie, Illusive thoughts come
to one In that Just
before sleep. Last night some such
strange vagaries filled my mind, and I

found myself thinking: 1 will hold
these I will remember this." But this
morning they are all gone. I can re-

call only that It was something about
Horace, soma way out of all my
wrechedness. some way by which I

could bring back my old happiness. It
seemed so clear then, so easy of at-

tainment. And I remember so well the
thought that I must not forget there
waa even a desire to get up and write
It down, and then came the feeling that
I was wrltlns It down. And I was
lllled with a great sense of relief that
everything would come right, and
drifted oft to sleep.

Of course. It could have been noth-
ing real or tangible, and yet all morn-
ing I have been trying to recall what
it was.

June 29- -

I rnu.it know who she is and where
he lives. I cannot endure any longer

these torturing doubts and suspicions.
Tomorrow I shall follow him. A year
ago I would have shrunk from such a
thought with untold horror, hut now
I am desperate now. I must know.

June 30.
I have Just bought a cheap black hat

and heavy veil. How old it makes me

look! I know now .iow kindly my hats
are to rov face; with what art my mil-

liner shapes them. But this straight,
stiff brim cruelly hardens and ages my
features. I have found a black skirt
and coat that I have not worn for
years and that I know he will not
recognize. In this disguise I will fol-

low him. Midnight.
It Is over. I have followed him. 1

know. At 4 o'clock I was in Nassau
street, waiting by the door of the great
trust building In which he has his of-

fices. So many people were pouring
1n and out that I was afraid I might
not see him. so I went inside the large
corridor where I could watch the ele-

vators. The place seemed throbbing,
pulsating with the life of the business
world. The thought that my husband

of all thisprominent part,was a part, a
thrilled me with a momentary sense of
pride- -

All these men. hurrying away from
their offices, d and pros-
perous, some household, the life of
some woman, centered about each of
thrm. llow many of them, through
neglect and indlircrence. were break-
ing the heart of that woman?

At last 1 saw him step from one of
the elevators. My piilse throbbed wild-
ly. How strange to have him rass me
In that wav without even glancing to-

ward me! Secure in my disguise. 1 fol-

lowed closely, fearful of losing him in
the crowd.

At the corner lie stopped to buy a
paper. I haj thought he would take
the subway, so 1 had no difficulty in
following him there. But when he
reached the entrance. he hesitated,
glanced at his watch and then turned
back and crossed the street to a drug-
store.

Instinctively I knew it was to tele-
phone but to whom? Was he going to
telephone me that he would not be
home for dinner, as he had so often of
late? Or was the message for her?

As I passed the drugstore I could
see three telephone booths in the far
end I knew he was In one of those
booths. The flashing thought that I

I might secura the adjoining one and

hear the message made me enter the
store, heedless of the risk. Through
the glass door of the first booth I
saw the head and shoulders of a man I
did not know. In the second was my

husband. Quickly I slipped into the
third. At first 1 could hear nothing,
then quite distinctly 1 heard his voice.
"Bing them again, Central."

"Hello. This is Mr. Kennedy. Ellen.
Ask Sirs. Kennedy to come to tlia
phone. She Is out? Well, when she
comes In. tell her that I have been
detained at the office and may not be
home until late: for her not to wait
dinner. That's all. Goodhy."

A pause. Then: "Hello, Central.
Give me S205 River." Again a pause.
"Hello. Ou, why, I am through earlier
than I thought," with a strange gen-

tleness In his voire- - "I'm on my way
up now. Yes, In half an hour or less.
Yes," with a tender little laugh.
"Goodby."

Blindly, with trembling limbs. I fol-

lowed him from the store, across the
street, back to the subway. There waa
a crowd at the ticket window. Would
he be gone before I could get through?
A local was drawing out had he taken
that? No. he was there on the plat-
form, waiting for an express. In a
moment one dashed In. I followed him
Into the sanio car. It was crowded. I
could see that he was standing about
the middle of the car. Some one had
given nie a scat near the door, and, as
tho train sp.-- on. I closed my eyes.
"X205 Kiver!" The number seemed
flouting In red and black waves be-

neath my closed lids. That was her
telephone! From that I could find her
address. I need not follow him. and
yet I know that I would. I had no re-

sistance then against the force that
was sweeping me on.

A moment's stop at Fourteenth street,
and the train plunged on with a deaf-
ening roar. Forty-secon- d, Seventy-seron- d

where would ho get off? I
could see only his hand and arm as he
held to a strap some distance away.
His glove was unbuttoned and partly
turned back, showing his wrist. There
was something in that glimpse of firm
white flesh between his cuff and glove
that strangely Increased the faintness
I was so desperately fighting.

At Ninety-sixt- h I saw him making
his way toward the door. Dizzily I
followed. Out from the subway, across
Ninety-sixt- h toward the park: How
fast he walked! Was he so eager to
reach her? A little farther on and
he entered one of the large apartment
houses that fared the park. Every-
thing blurred before me. as I walked
to the end of the block and looked
back. In some part of that building
was my husband with another woman!
Even now he was greeting her. . .

July th.
I have been slrk for over a week.

That day broke me down.
July 10th.

I have always thought that books
in which women wring their hands
and walk up and down the room cry-
ing "O God God! What ran I do?
How can I bear it?" are melodramatic
and absurdly unreal. I know now that
they may be very real. The hysterical
things I now do and say when I am
alone are more tensely emotional than
anything I have ever read.

While I was sick In a strained,
awkward way he was very kind to
me. It was as though he was trying
to make up for the Infidelities of whirh
he thinks I am Ignorant. How much
longer can I be silent.

1 do not yet know her name. I have

i.
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YORK, July 17. (Special.)
are the first real good pic-

tures made of President Taft playing
golf. These were made on day hen
the temperature was at lftO degrees. This
shows how enthusiastic the President Is
about rtolf. There another reason also.
He wants to reduce his weight. Brigadier--

General Clarence Edwards, chief of
the insular bureau of the War Depart-
ment, and Captain Archibald W. Butt,
the President's military aid. are his usual
opponents. Recently, General Edwards
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had no strength for anything more. But
now with her address and telephone num-

ber It will not be hard to find the rest,
only cannot do It now.

July 11th.
The nights are so horrible! If I could

only sleep. But for weeks I have lain
awake until 3 or 4 in 'the morning. And
all through these long hours my mind is
going over and over the same thing.
Night and day the thought of that other
woman is always with me.

President Taft Plays Golf While the
Thermometer Sizzles at 100 Degrees

NEW

t.v'. Aft' fi'

pleaded that he had cold and asked to
be excused that day. Afterward trans-
pired that he attended the double-head- er

between Boston and Washington
teams and expressed himself forcibly
about the work of Umpire Perrine. Taft

baseball fan and while he Joked with
General Edwards about his cold, he sym-

pathized with him his desire see
ball game rather than play golf.

The President has developed into
good plaver. and no bumblepuppy at
the game, he descnDed himself to
friend. He has played with Jerome Trav- -

WAS MY HUSBAND. QUICKLY SLIPPED INTO THE THIRD."

July 13th.
Today did strange thing. took

car to cheap boarding-hous- e section of
the city and looked for room. I had
made Uist of few addresses from the.
morning paper, advertising "well-furnish-

hall bedrooms, hot and cold water,
excellent table board." For long
have been haunted with the thought of
how little could live on, that today
felt I must know. went all the places

my list. The "well furnished" rooms
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ers. the-gol- f champion, and Travers said
that Taft would make an expert before
long If he continued at the game.

were alike wretchedly shabby and dingy.
The hattered furniture, the faded carpets,
the dark halls and the musty smell of
cooking! And the dining-roo- Invaria-
bly in the basement, were unspeakably
horrible. Long tables with soiled cloths,
thick plates and heavy glasses, and
knives and forks with silver worn off.

Along the center of each table were ar-

ranged the glass sugar bowls, the black-
ened catsup bottles, the smeared oil and
vinegar cruets. A hall bedroom and
board In these places cost from $6 to V

Could I live like that? At each place
the "landlady" looked curiously at my
clothes. One of them asked bluntly for
whom I wished the room, and I answered
in confusion: "For a friend."

July 15th.
Yesterday I asked Horace what yearly

interest came from the 1500 I received
from Cousin Allen's estate. He looked up
in surprise. "Why, Mary, you don't mean
that you need" And I answered hur-
riedly: "Oh, no, I don't need the money;
the amount you give me for my very own

and the household expenses is more than
enough. I merely wondered how much a
small sum like that would bring in
yearly."

"Let me see: I bought some Missouri
Pacific with that did I not? Well, that
is paying now. I should say that
would be about a year."

"And if it were sold outright, how
much would It bring now?" I asked.

"Why. somewhere around 11800. But
what do you mean? You never asked
such questions before."

"Oh, nothing. I Just had' a fancy to
know how much 1 had of my very own."

"Why, you know you have all that
Western Union stock, don't you? And
those lots in Brooklyn and that iand in
Ulster County?"

"Oh, yes. I know that is all what you
gave me. But I just wondered how much
Cousin Allen's money would bring."

All through dinner he looked disturbed
and worried. I suppose he has always
felt that I was well provided for. Evi-

dently the thought that If we were ever
separated I would not touch a cent of his
money, or of anything he had ever given
me, had not occurred to him. And yet
living with me all these years, he ought
to know. He ought to know that I could
never share his money with another wo-

man.
July 17th.

I have written her a letter. Of course
I shall never send It. And yet I could
not help writing It. It was not a bitter
letter. I only asked If she knew the
wretchedness she was bringing Into an-

other woman's life. That for me life held
nothing but my husband. That for her
there was so much more. I felt that she
was young and beautiful that she had
the whole world to choose from. Why
had she taken from me all that I had?

Already I have destroyed the letter,
and yet the very writing of it was hu-

miliatingcorrosively humiliating. That
I should plead for my husband's love
from another woman! Beg from a
stranger for what Is mine mine by law,
by 17 years of love and devotion! Oh,
does he never think of that that I have
given him the best of my life my youth,
my freshness? And now that I am
faded and old he turns from me to a
younger, fresher face. Is that the nature
of man? Are all men so? Then why
does God let women be born to such
anguish?

July 18th.
I have still made no effort to find out

her name. I have the feeling now that I
would rather not know. In a few weeks
It may be different; 1 may again be filled
with that fierce desire to know to know.
But now I shrink from knowing any
more.

July 20th.
What weak, inadequate things are let-

ters of condolence! It seems almost an
Impertinence to hope that by a few
cheap, commonplace words you can soothe
or alleviate a great sorrow. . And yet it
Is a custom that must be followed, lest
one's silence be mistaken for indif-
ference.

I have just written to Helen Chand-
ler, whose husband, George L. Chandler,

- l wlr KVi Via w Keen prostrated
j since his death. She loved him desper

ately. He was kind to her in a way. but
he was always wild and aissipatea.

July 21st.
This is my birthday. In all these years

he has never before forgotten: he has al-

ways brought me flowers. But today he
does not even know. I shall not mention
It. I want no remembrance that must be
prompted. Forty-si- x today and I look
50. Oh. how horribly I have aged In this
past year! AU these sleepless nights have
carved 'deep lines in my face. And yet
I must live on I must take whatever
life has in store for me. There is no es-

cape.
July 22 Tonight at dinner he spoke of

giving up the house. Asked what
I thought of taking an apartment this
Wintpr. Said It would be less lonely for
me when he could not get home for din-

ner. That he often felt the uselessness
of keeping this big house for just us two;
it seemed almost as though it was kept
up more for the benefit of the servants
than anything else.

When he saw my distress at the
thought, he said of course it should be as
I wished; he wanted me to be where I
would be most happy, but lately he had
felt I might me happier in a hotel, where
I would not be so much alone. After
that he did not press the matter, but I
could see he was disappointed.

So he wants to give up our house. He
wants to live at a hotel, where he can
be more free. It is the beginning of the
end.

July 24 Sometimes I wonder if I could
have held his love longer had I dressed
more and been more careful that he
should never see me unless I was at-

tractively gowned. When I look back
I am filled with dismay to think how
often he has seen me when I must have
been most unattractive. It is true that
15 years of married life have made me
careless. I remember all the lacy, deli-

cate perfumed lingerie of my wedding
trousseau, and how he used to admire
them and call them "frillkins." But now
I wear the plainest arid sometimes most
unbecoming things. I have felt that it
was unnecessary and even extravagant
to spend as much money on lingerie:' in-

stead I have put it in the house in rugs,
cut-gla- ss and silver in things I could
"keep."

Oh, how foolish I have been! How
much wiser . to have bought some .ex-
pensive morning-gown- s than that solid
silver ieaset this Fall. The gewns would
have made me more attractive every
morning at breakfast; and tho

I don't think he has ever noticed it.
And in the evening for dinner how

rarely I make an effort to dress when we
are alone. I nave a number .of charming
evening-gown- s, but I seldom wear them,
except when we dine out or have some
one dining with us. What am I saving
thera for? I can have plenty more. Oh,
how blind I have been! Why have I
worn them only for the benefit of others?
What do I gain from the passing admira-
tion of strangers or even friends com-
pared to the admiration of my husband?
Is it too late to begin anew? Can I ever
efface the impression years of indifferent
dressing have made upon him?

July 26 All morning delivery wagons
have been stopping at our door. The
maid has been bringing me boxes and
packages innumerable. Yesterday I spent
the whole day in the shops. And now

Todd Tells Why Going Up

Amherst (Mass.) cor. Boston Herald.
Brief reoorts have had it of late that

Professor David P. Todd, of Amherst
College, was to make a balloon ascension
a few months hence to a height of sev-

eral miles, if possible, in pursuance of his
astronomical duties. Wireless telegraphy
has been mentioned in these reports. To
learn the nature of these experiments and
something of Professor Todd's plans, if

a reporter recently journeyed to
Amherst.

"Tell you about my plans for establish-
ing wireless communication with the
Martians?" asked the professor. "What
would yo.t say if I told you that I have
very grave doubts whether tliere are any
beings on Mars with whom I or any one
elss can hold of any
kind?

"The newspapers are right and they are
wrong. They are right in saying that I
am going to make a balloon ascension I
hope a very high one and that the bal-

loon will be provided with a wireless ap-

paratus. But they are wrong in saying
that the object of this trip is to establish

with Mars.
"The object of my balloon trip is to

learn whether, at a height of twenty-fiv- e

thousand feet, air pumped from the sur-
rounding atmosphere and compressed will
support human life. It Is my theory that
It will. If my balloon experiments prove
that I

v

am right, then I will have estab-
lished the. feasibility of a plan I have for
building the highest, and the
most efficient, astronomical observatory
in the world. This observatory will be on
the summit of Mount Chimborazo, In the
Andes of Ecuador.. This peak has an al-

titude of twenty-on- e thousand feet. It is
perpetually covered with snow and ice.
The atmosphere is so rarefied that human
beings cannot breathe it and live. Hence
the utility of my experiment with com-

pressed air.
"The only way to obtain absolutely ac-

curate results with a telescope is to get
above the atmosphere that is always in
commotion. In 1907 I made a trip up into
the Chilian Andes to an altitude of six-

teen thousand feet.
"I am going to get the largest balloon

I can find. In the basket of this I will
have two aluminum tanks, one for the
aeronaut and one for myself. .Each tank
will be about six feet high and three feet
In diameter. The riveting and construc-
tion will be of the best and duly approved
by an expert, for if either of the tanks
should give way at a high altitude, the
man Inside would be a gone goose.

"There will be three or four windows,
the same as those used in a diving suit,
around the sides, and the bottom of the
cylinder will be of clear, thick glass.
There will also be a hand
or perhaps a foot pump instead, so that
the hands of each inmate will bo left
free.

"Within the tank occupied by the aero-
naut, perhaps also In the tank occupied
by myself, there will be mechanical means
for performing certain work outside, such
as throwing out the ballast when desired,
without diminishing tho desired pressure
In the tanks.

"I am confident of reaching twenty-fiv- e

thousand feet. That Is as high as I need
go to establish my theory about con-

densed air. But, if all is working well
when we reach that height, I'll continue
to ascend. Tho record ascension, made
In JS62 by Glashler In an open basket, is
thirty-si- x thousand feet.

"Now, If this balloon voyage estab-
lishes tho correctness of my theory that
a man can live In air pumped from an
altitude of twenty-fiv- e thousand feet or
more, and compressed so that it exerts a
pressure of fifteen pounds to the square
inch, then I will Immediately try to push
to completion my project of building an
astronomical observatory on the summit
of Mount chtmborazo.

"My plan, of overcoming the physical

my room is strewn with laced and rib
boned lingerie boxes and tissue-pape- r

wrapvings are everywhere. And yet how
little of the natural woman's joy of pos-

session I feel in all these dainty things.
Perhaps because I feel the hopelessness
of the cause for whirh they were pur-

chased. One after another I examine
them: some I try on. An exquisite pa.e-blu- e

silk house gown I fold sadly bark
in its box to be returned. That I could
never wear: its clear, cold blue is made
for the freshest, youngest beauty.

it brlnss out the sallowncss
of my skin and faded hair.

A seift lavender is more kindly, and a
morning gown of cream white with quan-
tities of creamy lace is not unbecoming.
And yet none of them ran make me beau-

tiful; they cannot take from my face the
signs of age and worry..

Oh, my husband, why can you not love
me as I am? If you were to become de-

formed or pock-marke- it would not
change tny love. Horace, Horace, why
is your love so different?

This morning I came down to break-
fast in one of my usual plain linen shirt-
waists. For some reason I could not
wear any of my new negligees. I felt
absurdly shy and and
there was a dread that lie might divine
my motive. I tried to pave the way. As
I poured his coffee I remarked casually
that I was going shopping today, that I
had become suddenly possessed with th'
desire to have some new clothes, and
lots of them.

He. looked up from his paper and said,
kindly: "Why, yes, why don't you? I
have always wanted you to have nice
things. Do you want some money?" I
laughed and said no, I thought I had
enough.

"Well, if you run short, have them
charged," he said comfortably, and re-

turned to his paper.
It was foolish of me to feel disap-

pointed; he was kind and generous; per-

haps that should have been enough. And
yet if there only had been a note of real
interest; if he had made some little re-

quest for. me to get something of some
particular shade and design. If only he
had made me feel that he cared!

July 28 This morning I found courage
to put on one of the daintiest of my new
house gowns a soft lavender crepe. I
came down to breakfast and waited with
beating heart for some approving com-

ment. It. was some time before he noticed
It, then he said kindly:

'Ts that one of tho results of your
shopping tour?"

I nodded.
"It is very pretty:"
And that was all. Had he said "that

shade suits you," or "I like the softness
of the lace" even a slight criticism would
have shown some Interest. But "it is
very pretty' meant so little.

July 29 How pitiful are my efforts to
make myself attractive; how futile to try
to compete with her in that way! She
has all the weapons, all the advantages-you- th,

beauty (for she must be beautiful),
and the greatest thing of ail the charm
of the unknown.

He has never seen her when she was
ill or worn out. He has never seen her
under the countless unfavorable condi-

tions that a man so often sees his wife.
She always knows when he Is coming
and can always be at her best.

(To be continued next Sunday. V

A TRIP TOWARD MARS
Professor He Is 25,000 Feet.

possible,

communication

communication

consequently

difficulties is this: The new railroad
which has been constructed from Guaya-
quil through tho mountain passes to
Quito passes within four miles of Mount
Chimborazo at an altitude of twelve
thousand feet. That leaves nine thou-
sand feet to overcome. A tunnel big
enough for a single-trac- k narrow-gaug- e

railroad could be bored into the mountain
for a distance of two miles. This would
bring its terminus directly under th
peak of the mountain. This tunnel could
have a grade of five hundred feet to the
mile. Eisnt thousand feet would then re-

main. The process which Is used in sink-
ing a mine shaft could be reversed and a.
hoie bored straight up through the moun-
tain.

"The observatory that could then be
built on the summit would be made up of
compressed air apartments. The scien-
tists working in the observatory would
pass from one apartment to another
tiirough air locks.

Masters of the
English

Continued From Page 4.

distracted attention from the words of
counsel that President Woolsey was
delivers'.

The young author, who had almost
literally awakened to find herself fa-

mous, was soon identified. She seemed
to be unconscious that she, rather 'than
the president of Yale, waa the center of
interest. She appeared to be a bright,
very lively young woman, much inter-
ested in the commencement exercises. Oc-

casionally she would lean over the gal-
lery railing while trying to identify some
friend or acquaintance among the stu-
dents. She was fair of hair, simply but
attractively dressed, and carried a bunch
of flowers, Summer roses. The students,
almost as one man, and many others,
waited after the exercises to get a closer
vision of the writer of "The Gates Ajar."
She appeared before them slender of
figure, quick and vivacious in her move-
ments, with a very sunny smile, clear of
complexion, and attractive through the
intellectual power that was in her face,
and particularly In her eyes. To those
who had read Thackeray's description of
Charlotte Bronte, it doubtless seemed that
in physical appearance Miss Phelps some-

what resembled the author of "Jane
Byre."

Miss Phelps returned to Andover after
this unexpected personal triumph and
tribute at New Haven, and there began
a career of authorship which has been
continued to this day. None of her books
has matched in popularity "The Gates
Ajar." but all of them have maintained
her literary power. Nearly 20 years after
she wrote the "Gates Ajar," Miss Phelps
was married to Herbert D. Ward of Bos-

ton, with whom she has collaborated in
the writing of several stories.

Perhaps Julian Hawthorne cduld be
called a partial exception to the rule of

of great literary ability.
Certain it is that he has gained a sort
of literary fame; but it is not to be
compared In the slightest, degree with
that which his father won by his pen.
Julian Hawthorne himself, were you to

talk with him about it. would doubtless
frankly admit that he did not inherit In

noticeable degree the almost matchless
gift of his father.

(Copyright. 1!3. by R. J. EJwards.)

Uuon their completion, in Hie near fiiturs.
New York rentral Failroad s froight

4rd. near Buffalo, N. Y.. will be the
iatlTMt tr. the country, with a capacity far
handling a8.500 cars a day.


