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CHAPTER VL

September 8th.
seems so strange since

EVEB.TTHINO All my views of life
I cannot explain what

I feel.
My thought are full of Edith Carrtnff-to- n.

What will become of her? How will
It end? What will be her future? Can I
do nothing to help her? I am haunted by
the thought that I said nothing that night

that I made no effort to influence her.
And yet what could 1 have said? How
cheap and futile any moralizing would
have seemed! Before the great tragedies
of life how powerless one feels! I can
only wait, and hope that If alio needs me

she will let me know.
September 9th.

I am filled with love and tenderness
for Horace. In spite of all that I have
suffered I know that he is a kind man
a good man. I think of Frank Carring-ton- 's

fiendish brutality, and then I think
of my own husband's kindliness, and
thoughtfulness and I am more content
than I have been for months. From now
on I am going to forget that there la an-

other woman in his life, and to remember
only that he la kind to me, and that he
always will be.

September 11th.
How my feelings and convictions change

from day to day! A few days ago. In
fluenced by the memory of Frank Carrine- -

ton's cruelty. I thought I would be con-

tent with Horace's kindness. And now

I am not content. I don't even under-
stand how I could ever have thought I
would be. Something happened today
that brought back all my Jealousy and
bitterness. I want my husband s love.
How could I ever think I would be satis-
fied with less? I

September 12th.
Ellen has broken a large cut-gla- bowl.

She Just now brought it to me in tears.
A year ago I would have been greatly
distressed, but today I was not conscious
of being even sorry. I simply didn't care.
I only said mechanically: "You must be
more careful. Ellen." The girl looked
astonished, but infinitely relieved, and
burred away.

I didn't care. Somehow I feel that If
everything we own were destroyed, still I
would not care. Since this trouble has
come Into my life, of how little conse-
quence any other misfortune seems! I
look back with wonder on the things that
used to worry me the details of the house
and servants. How trivial they seem now!

Sunday Afternoon. September 13th.
Oh, I am so lonely, so desolate, ao heart-

sick! I have come to look upon Sunday
afternoon with inexpressible dread. He
Is always away and I am always alone.
I know that I am alone during the week,
but the loneliness of Sunday has a horror
of Its own. The very silence and desertion
of the street, and even the atmosphere of
the buildings seem to add to it. I cannot
sew or read or plan about the house as I
try to during the week. More than ever
I am possessed with a feverish unrest.
Sometimes I force myself to go out for a
walk, but the quiet streets and closed
shops only add to my depression. The
few people one meets are always in
couples: sometimes they have children
with them, happy in the prospect of a
holiday. I think that Is what I feel most

that Sunday is the day that brings fam-

ilies and lovers together. Only I am
alone.

And the lone twilight Is so horrible,
without even the distraction of dinner to
look forward to. We dine at 1 on Sun-flay- s,

so Ellen can have her afternoon off.
Horace never comes home now for tea,
and I do without it rather than have It
alone.

I spend the hours wandering about the
house, hoping vaguely that the bell or
telephone will ring. I hardly know what
I am longing for. It Is not that I have

ven the faintest hope that he might tele-

phone or send me some message (as he
used to do) that he was coming to take
ne driving, and for me to be ready. It
has been over a year since he has done
that, and I know in my heart he never
niil asain. The few places he takes me

for in ad-

vance;
now are laboriously arranged

there is never any unexpected trips
or outings.

September 14th.
I have been looking at one of my old

photographs, taken the year before I was
married. It is a girlish picture in a simple

gown with some flowers at my
waist. It is the same picture that Horace
carried with him all during our encase-
ment. He had It cut down so It would fit
In his breast-pocke- t, and even long after
we were married he always kept it there.
On the back Is written In pencil the date
I gave It to hlm-Ju-ne 6. 1SK9. It Is so
faint now that it can hardly be read, and
there are five words after the date that
I cannot make out at all. What do they
av? What had he written there? The

last word looks like "life." but it Is so
vss-u- e I cannot be sure. I tried a magni-
fying glass, but even that could not make
It clear. What are those words? I know
It can make no difference now. Whatever
the loving phrase he wrote then. It can
have no meaning now. And yet I so Ions
to know what it is.

I think my strongest feeling, as I looked
at the rounded, youthful face that was
onoe mine, was one of bitterest Jealousy,
almost of hatred. Could 1 have retained
that reautv. I could have retained
Horace s love. And yet in every other
wav I know I hnve gained. I know that
at heart 1 am less selfish and thoughtless
than I was then, and that the love I give
Horaos row Is a far greater, deeper,
purer love than what I gave him then.
Put how llttie all that counts beside a
pink and white skin and golden hair!

Had Horace ceased to care for me then.
In a few years I could probably have
learned to love some one else, but now-O- ne

Is so rarely honest, even with one's
self, that I take a certain rlm rleasure
In being honest here in admitting that
while many would have sought m then,
none would seek me now. But If some
one should? If Horace should leave me.
and. In spite of my gray hair and tired
face, some other man offered me love and
marriage would It help me? Yes, I be-

lieve it would help nie. And I might
marry hlra. I believe in my heart that any
woman under those circumstances wouia
though not one in a million would admit
It. But if I am honest In saying this.
I am equally honest in saving that what-
ever happened I could never love any one
but Horace. Twenty years to I could,
but now I never could. That !s what
association floes for a woman. How dif-

ferently it affects a man.'
At last I tore the picture into shreds.

I never wanted to see it again, and above
all I never wanted Horace to see it. The
change has) come so gradually, he may
not realize the startling difference which
that picture would recall.

September 15th
This evening. Just as we finished din-

ner. Persia came Into the dining-roo-

carrying- - one of her little kittens, and
laid It at Horace's feet. In sptte of all
my care and petting. I think she has
siwavs eeen n.ore fond of Horace than

f me. And row si e stood there looking
p at him wistfully, proud of her kitten
r.d wanting him to sea it.

; -- Wiy. what have we here T' Horace
t&Kfci ts (topped pvtr. and. Ricked It

up. The little think lay mewing In hie
hand, while Persia rubbed happily back
and forth kagalnst his chair.

I came over beside him and stroked the
kitten. "Isn't it a dear little thing? It's
so soft and warm and cuddlesome."

Horace laughed. "Yea, I should say It
was all that. And It seems a pretty
sleek, well-fe- little beggar. Are the
rest of your family like this. Persia, or
have you brought out the best as a
sample?"

"Oh, Persia takes excellent care of
them all. When she Isn't feeding them
she's polishing them, and often I find
her doing both."

As I leaned over to pet the kitten,
which was now clinging fast to Horace's
sleeve, I was nearer him than I had
been for days. Just the touch of his
coat, of his hand, as for an instant ours
met against the kittens soft fur. made
my pulses throb. - I felt the warm color
rush to my face and forced myself to
draw back, lest I yield to the wild long-

ing to sliD down into his arms.
I walked over to the window as though

to adjust the shades. When I turned
again Horace was putting the kitten
carefully on the floor. Persia hovered
over It for a moment, licking Its little
face so ardently that It tumbled over,
then she picked it up and carried it
away.

It was only a trivial Incident, but It
seemed to have brought us a little nearer
each other. Later I went down to the
basement, where Persia has her family.
"Persia," I whispered, as I stooped over
the box, stroking her and her kittens
Impartially, "bring another one of your
babies up to Horace some time."

September 17th
Today I held In my hand one of her

letters. And I had not the courage to
open It. It was not honor. I shall not
deceive myself by that pretext I do not
think I even thought of that. It was
fear, abject fear! The certainty the
proof of his infidelity that I felt that
letter held, would be more horrible than
the uncertainty, the possibility of some
other explanations, that at times I still
cling to. The letter came about 3 o'clock.
It was a special delivery. The maid
by mistake brought It to nie.

"Why. this is for Mr. Kennedy," I
said, and was handing it back to her,
when a faint perfume reached me, soft
and subtle, the perfume I knew so well.

"Never mind. Ellen, I will take It to
Mr. Kennedy myself."

When the maid had gone, I took the
letter to my room and locked the door.
My hands trembled so I could hardly
hold it. The envelope was an ordinary
one, and the address was typewritten.
Put when I held it to the light, I saw
the paper inside was tinted note-pape- r,

with an engraved monogram or crest.
I don't know how long I held It before

I took it up to my husband. He was in
the library. There must have been some-
thing strange in my face, for be arose
at once and came toward me. "Why,
Mary, what Is the matter?" Then he
saw the letter in my hand. Without
answering I laid It on the table and
left the room. A few moments later I
heard the front door open and close.
Without a "word of explanation to me

Broke
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BY J. W. TOLLMAN
CITY, Or.. July St. (Spe-

cial.) A rather unusual situation, in
an offender has Invoked the "un-

written law" as an excuse for violating
the statutes. Is found in a case here. A

logger of the nam of Strong is the of-

fender. He Is charged with having a
spotted fawn in his possession, which Is

considered a offense in this sec-

tion, and one the officers are very vigo-

rous In
Strong walked into Sheriff Gage's office

a few days ago and th'at he
came to give himself up. Upon being
aikcd on what charge, he replied that he

was guilty of having a spotted fawn in
his possession, and proceeded to relate
the circumstances of the capture, result-
ing in Sheriff Gage heartily commending
bur, for ius actios and assuring hini liiat
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he had obeyed her summons. He had
left me to think what I chose.

September ISth
She had purposely ured a plain type-

written envelope on my account. Had
he warned her to do that? Since that
letter came yesterday, I have been able
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there would be no arrest or prosecution.
Rtrons's storv is about as follows:

He Is employed by the lumber firm of
Smith & Powers, who have one of their
logging camps near here. One evening
after the men had ceased work for the
day. Strong with a companion heard a
plaintive bleat them. They turned
and saw a fawn coming
toward them, bleating at each step, ema-

ciated and almost starved", staggering as
walked, and withal presenting a piti-

able spectacle. The sympathies of the
loggers were aroused at the sight, and
throwing caution to the winds, so far as
the law was concerned, they took the lit-

tle animal and brought it to town. Mrs.
Wright, an acquaintance of the men. se-

cured a beer oottle and the largest rub-

ber nipple immediately available. She
then filled the boltle and adjusted the

apparatus, with the result that
file fawn took hold with alacrity

its fill, This method la filiU being
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to think of but one thing the hideous
possibilities of their attitude toward me.
For the first time I realized that they
must have talked about me. must
have discussed ways of meeting or
writing so I would not know. That my
husband should talk of me to another

lams in- i&UHL
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kept up, but already the little animal
entirely recovered from its n

and Is accounted one of the prettiest
egotted fawn ever seen here. Aa soon
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woman! I have been dragged through
the very mire fif shame and Ignominy.

f September 19th
How do they talk about me? What

do they say? Does he speak of me as
"my wife" or as "Mrs. Kennedy?" What
does he tell her? Does he say that we

JW,

They

have grown apart that I no longer
care? Does she question him about me?
Does he allow that? And does he answer
her questions? How Intensely curious
hi wife! For two nlernts I have lain
awake torturing myself with the thoughvl
of ail the intimate, personal things she
might ask him. She may even know of
my suffering and exult in her triumph;
or does she pity me? Oh, what must I do

what can I do? If there is a God how
can such things be?

September 20th.
I have been reading some books on the

various New Thought religions, trying to
get gome comfort from their theory that
all is mind and divine love. But It all
seems so personal and abstract. I want
the warm human love of my husband
the strength of his arms around me. The
thought that some other woman lies there
Is killing me.

September 22d.

Edith Carrlngton was here today. She
stayed onlyW few hours, returning to Bos-

ton on the evening train. I did not know
she was coming she had not written or
telegraphed and I was out when she
came. At first she explained nervously
that she had come over to do spme shop-

ping, and we talked for some time In a
strained way. Then she said abruptly:

"Mary, I didn't come to shop. I came
to talk to you. I thought it might help
me it did before."

"Nothing has happened?" I felt my

heart sink with the old sickening sense
of dread.

"Nothing definite, but I'm so worried
and unhappy. Oh, I don't know what to
do!"

I waited. I had no heart to question
her.

'.'You know you said things couldn't go
on this way indefinitely. I suppose in my
heart I had some wild hope that they
could, but I know now they cannot. I
live in continual fear of some exposure-so- me

crisis. And the most horrible part
of all is that I feel whatever happens I
will have to go through it alone. It is
that sense of standing so alone that ter-

rifies me."
"But surely, Edith "
"Oh, I know what you are going to say
that he should stand with me and pro-

tect and shield me. And of course he
would in every material way: but still I
would be alone. How can I explain it so
you will understand? If I say that I feel
he Is drawing away from me, that will
give an impression that is much too
strong, and will make you wholly mis-

judge him. He Isn't drawing away from
me in any tangible way. It is all so subtle
I don't know how to put it Into words.
I only know that the more I cling to him

the more I show my need of him the
farther away he seems."

"You jnean he he doesn't love you as
he did?"

"In some ways I think he loves me
more. But I feel that he doesn't want the
responsibility of my future. And when I
show that I am clinging to him too much.
In some subtle way I feel that he Is draw-
ing back. It is nothing tangible that he
says or does, but still I havfe that feeling,
and it hurtB it hurts!

"And that Is where I have paid. Had I
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not gone to him that night, or had I let
him take me home as he wanted to, I
could have secured my divorce and he
would have been eager to marry me. But
that night I was desperate; I had no
thought of the future. And now now I
feel that everything is different."

"Yon don't mean that If you were free
he would hesitate to marry you now be-

cause of of this?"
"No, I don't mean quite that. That is

such a ghastly way of putting it. But
If he married me now it would be because
he felt he owed it to me, and not because
be wanted me to be hts wife more than he
wanted anything else in the world. Of
course, he wouliV never admit that, but I
know! He would never admit, either,
that he does not respect me in quite the
same way. and yet I feel that he does
'not. He has done nothing to make m
say this: In every way he is as delicate
and chivalrous and tender with me as he
ever, was, and yet' I know deep in his
heart it is not the same and it never
can be.

"Oh, there is something Insidious, cor-

rosive, about a love like this to a woman
like me. I pay for every moment of our
happiness with hours of scorching shame.
And I cannot understand it, for theoretic-
ally I feel that It Is right that I have
every right to live my life as I choose.
As for any sense of disloyalty to Frank,
I have none," scornfully. "Oh, no, I have
no reeling about that. And yet there is
a feeling here"-sh- e pressed her clenched
hands against her breast "that I cannot
crush out."

"Edith, If you feel that, you must end
It. Can't you see the price you are pay-

ing is tooipreat?"
"Oh, I know I know; but I hav

grown to love him a thousand times more
than I did. The very bond which brings
this sense of degradation has made me
love him more. All the years of my mar-
riage have been so hideous, I never knew
until he taught me what love could meani
and now. now I cannot give him up. It
would kill me."

Again I stood baffled, helpless. What
could I say? What could I do? Sadly I
watched her leave, knowing it would be.

useless to ask her to stay. And when she
had gone I was filled with that same
sense of failure, of lost opportunity, thai
had haunted me when I returned from
Boston.

September 23d.

"The more I cling to him. the more 1

show mv need of him. tne rarmer hwh.y

ho oeems.. . . In some subtle way I

that he Is drawing back." Those

words of Edith Carrington's have been
haunting me all day. I feel that in th?m
are held most of the tragedies ol wom-

en's lives.
September 24th.

A cynically clever man once told m

that to every one some sort of "prop'
was necessary. The strongest, he said,
was religion; the others were love. work,
whiskv. His. he said, was whisky; that it
was "the most reliable. Women, he
claimed, first tried love; when that failed
them they turned either to religion or
drink.

Perhaps they do; but does either glva
them healing for a broken heart?

enough to provide a suste-

nance
as it Is large

for itself It will be given Its free-

dom In the same forest where its mother
roamed.

A few days after the occurrence at tne
logging camp the fawn's mate was found
lying in the wood dead, evidently having
succumbed to starvation. The carcass
of its mother was also found with a bul-

let through her heart, the victim of some

This, however, is not the first experi-
ence of the kind known in Coos County.
Hunters frequently relate stories of
meeting deer in the brakes and being sur-

prised by having the fleet-foot- animals
come up to them and lick their hands.
Not one Instance has been known where
the nlmrod was hard of heart enough to
shoot.

Editor's Note. The accompanying pic-

tures were made by the author. One of

the pictures here shown was taken of a
deer one year after it had been given Its

freedom. There is no intimation of fear
in its attitude.

Caesar Rodney's Ride.
"Saddte the Black! My country shall be

What's elfthty miles? The ride's for liberty "
Stern Caesar Rodney, with his heart aglow.
Spoke these brave words and rode for weal

or wo2.
No drooping spirit his, but one to dare.
The truest, bravest son of Delaware.

To the Colonial Congress, from his state.
He had been chosen as a delegate:
But burdened with the land's defence.
As being worthy of all confidence,
Ha was recruiting soldiers far away,
A double duty's dangerous delay.

To him had come the news of import drear.
That roused the patriotic blood which knew

no fear;
How eighty miles away In Penns' fair town.
The Continental Congress, sitting down
To mold the 'ation. needed one man's vote,
To turn the scale and ring out Freedom s

note.

A bound to saddle and hurred flight;
A rush of hoof-beat- s on the silent night:
The dim stars lighting his determined face
And roaming stallion's steady headlong para.
Forward, brave rider, (iod watches your

way;
And a Nation owes you Independence day.

O'er echoing bridges and by dreaming rills.
Past dewy meadows and past silent mills;
Past ghostly houses staring from the hill.
And sleeping hamlets lying calm and still.
On. like a meteor, through the Summer

night
Spurred Caesar Rodney in his whirlwind

night.

The hours of darkness rolled themselves
away;

That pale, grim rider faster aped than they.
For every league of ground he passed he

saw
Jt broken fetter of colonial law.
With restless Impetus that wearied net.
On through the midnight swept the patriot.
The stars grew pale. the morn dawned

bright and fair;
The rising mist dispersed In sultry air;
And still upon that sandy stretch of road
The dust cloud showed where Caesar Rod

ney rode,
Tet twenty miles away the dry lay:
Would Freedom speed him on to wla th

day?

Hot was the air In Independence Hall,
Where our young Nation framed her pro-

tocol.
A tremor passed along the waiting crowd
A murmured terror spoke not aloud;
For unborn Liberty beheld dismayed
The factions, man to man, In tie arrayed.

O. for one voice to shout a ringing note!
One more true patriot to cast his votie!
The States are called, and scarcely mea

draw breath.
The noisy clamor sinks to hush of death.
For lack of one more champion of Its worth.
Can this great Declaration fall to earth?
The crush about the doorway sways and

stirs,
As, dust encrusted. and with whip and

spurs, I
Tossing his bridle to the waiting crowd,
Enters a rider, just as called aloud
Is "Delaware." a voice rings clear and free!
"Here! Caesar Rodney votes for liberty!"

O! Let his same resound through all the
earth;

His was toe voloe that gave our Nation
birth.

While still Columbia no despot fears,
Iet us the tale relate through coming yeans;
Speak Caesar Rodney's name with freemen's

pride
And give the tribute due his striving ride,

Frederick Myron-Colb-
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