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Marion G.-Fish- of Maiden, Mass.,
whose was prevented
by the timelyjirrival of her employer
whose love she mistakenly believed

tired girl sleep a very, very long time!
Perhaps you will be disappointed to

know that she was not permitted to'
make her sacrifice. Wishing to die so
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lory Fanny Grasswitt, Virginia girt,'
vho fled to Chicago and. there killed;
lerseiT wnen ine man sne lovea, v, i.

I nnsicker, was disclosed iasimarried.
BY ELIZABETH SHIELDS.

modern cynic takes deep delight
THE Baying that woman no longer .

love seriously. "Her inter-
ests have become varied," he declares.
"She satisfies her psychic cravings by
seeking and often finding success in '

business, achievement in art, complete in-
dependence of the male who once was
fcer destiny."

Thus the word of the cynic who look-et- h
upon the outward appearance. The

actual fact is that women love as reck-
lessly, as deeply "and desperately as they
have loved since the race began. Softly
feminine, strong in passion, they love
with such wholeness of being, like women
who loved of old, they find the world but
waste when the light o' the heart, which
is evanescent as impulse and long as
eternity, goes out.

The poor little sordid tragedies of the
Marion Fishers, the Mary Grasswitts,' the
Peggy Beals, the June Matilda Reynolds,
who have loved and been loved and dared
death when loving was over have plenty
of precedent in tales of womanhood.

Sappho, Bweet singer of Lesbia, sang
bo more when the glow of her life was
dulled. Her longing and her pain were
dark companions of her terrific gesture
of resignation.

The sorceress of the Nile found glory
grim and grandeur a futile thing when
love was gone. She, too, sought peace in
'the terror of the Beyond.

Tender, clinging Juliet hardily wooed ;

death when her Romeo no longed wooed
ner.'

Spring was re'veling in Massachusetts.
But there was a maid of Maiden who saw
only desolation where cherry-bloom- s
grew and felt only chill in the velvet
wind. There had been love between
Marion Fisher and Walter Stephens. Then
there was no love. The pretty Marion
was stricken with such sense of loss as
to feel that futility lay backward and
forward and all about. Life that had
been desirable as life always is to the
late 'teens suddenly was worth exactly
nothing. Furthermore, Marlon was in
the ditficult position of having always
before her the object of her emotional
stress. For she was a stenographer in
the very office of the man who had loved
her! Perhaps one could stand any sort
of sorrow if it were to come in a single
shock and be finished. It is the cruel
repetition of shocks that destroys morale.
After Marion had met Walter over and
over, always with increasing hopeless-
ness, she went to the office early one
morning with a bit of bottle in her coat
pocket. It was labeled with the skull
and cross-bope- s.

She wished to have a farewell look
around the place where she had been so
happy and so miserable. It really was
her good-b- y to the "man who no longer
cared. Then it as over. She raised the
bottle; the liquid began to burn her
throat. - .

And- -
The face she never expected to see

again was before her. A white, anr
guished face and a voice saying things
not at all like those a man out of love
would say. A pair of arms went round
her, too, so she didn't quite fall. When
she began to realize what was happening
she was lying comfortably at home with
both hands clasped in those she loved.

If only Sappho and her stony-heart- ed

swain might have experienced the revela-
tion of death without its finality! Per-
haps they, too, might have visioned a fu-

ture of happiness together, just as did
this humble stenographer and th o'nce
indifferent youth!

There was no such happy ending to
the story of
Mary Fannie Grasswitt. Poor little lone-- .
Jy heart, lying under Chicago sod! Who
shall say that her spirit does not wander
back to Virginia, there to hover about
the man whom she so loved in her trou-
bled life?

A southern romance, this, of old Rich-
mond, Whisperings under the stars. A

Frank Dicksee's famous painting of the tomb scene from "Romeo and Juliet,"
showing Romeo about to take poison, believing that Juliet, who wasJn a

, trance, was really dead.The greatest lovejragedyyfjhe. drama.'"

O. S. Hunsicker (left), for whom a single'girl killed heaself because he posed
as single, and Major F. Warren Anderson (at right), who boasted of SO

conquests before No. 51 slew him.
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Peggy Beat of Kansas City, No. 51 of
'Major F. "Warren Anderson's
quests," sent a bullet crashing through'
his brain when he boasted of .his

magnetism over women. She then
attempted suicide. '

first kiss when magnolias bloomed. Other
kisses while river songs floated through
the evening under a purple sky. He
promised and she believed him. So their
love became what the world calls guilty
though she thought it pure.

They wandered through fairyland. But
this wag the summer of happiness tor the
daughter of Virginia. A chill wind cut
through one day, forerunner of winter v

to eome. O. S. Hunsicker was married;
he had a daughter. He had neglected to
mention these things when he made his
promise.

However, the habit of the heart la
formed of steel. Love comes unbidden
and leaves at no bidding. Mary Fannie
Grasswitt tossed discretion down the
wind.

Then Fate came round with a bill pay-
able. The girl fled before that demand,
hiding herself in Chicago. Followed long
letters to Hunsicker, begging, pleading.
But she knew, finally, that his passion
had flickered out. Without it she felt
as if she were sinking through fathoms
of darkness; sinking into depthless night.
She bought a gas-tub- e and took it to the
furnished room she lived in. Not a big,
spectacular love was Fannie's. Yet per-

haps she felt herself kin to Cleopatra
with the first, sweet lethal flow.

Marie Peggy Beal is another who
wished to die because love was gone. But
Kansas .City's mystery woman differs
from the others in that she also wished
the man with whom she had shared love
to die with her. Having loved her in
life, he would love her again in death,
despite the graceless wall of indifference
he had built between them as they stood
at the end of their trail. . .

This appeared to be the reasoning ft
one of the most beautiful women ever lo
come within the toils of the law in the
mid-we- st city. F. Warren Anderson,
Kansas City and Philadelphia clubman,
scion of New Jersey aristocracy, man of

"
irresistible personality, had belonged to
her in happiness. Better that he still
belong to her in unhappiness than that
he be another's, or that they find

separately!
Thus thought another woman long

ago; Francesca, who elected to be waft-
ed on the winds of hell while time shall
run Just so the arms of Paolo held her
close! So on a night which was to be the
last of many nights strung upon their
illicit love, the nurse who was Number
51 on the "Perfect Lover's" list of loves,
sent a bullet through his head and an-oth- er

through her own body. Only half
of her wish was realized. If her pref-
erence was death for herself, she lost.
Still n may win eventually. For Kan--
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the man she lored might me happy, she
"had no luck," as she said herself when
the police found her. Perhaps one of
these days Daniel Grimes will find his
way to the Boston hospital where she

mountain.. The stories of some Eskimos
might mean that,
' If this be the case, the phantom fleet,
like the glacier that encloses it, may be

centuries old. Scandinavian settlers in
Greenland and Iceland often speak of
ships that sailed away hundreds of years
ago into the north never to return.

But one does not have to go to the tales
of early Norse and Danish explorers for
instances of ships that have been swept
out into the uncharted region. Many ves-

sels have so disappeared from time to
time. And in one fell swoop the hungry
ice pack, in 1876, carried off 30 whaling
ships from the waters north of the

June Mathilda Reynolds of Boston
who attempted saiciae oecause ner
employer lover lost interest in' her.
sas reserves the noose as penalty for
murder.

Juliet, after all, was a selfish lady,
even as Sappho and Cleopatra were self-

ish. They died because they wished to
escape the ache of unrequited love. And
most selfish of all was Francesca da
Rimini, who sentenced her lover to eter-
nal perdition that she eternally might
enjoy his love.

So perhaps there are women today
more noble of heart, if not of station,
than those others of illustrious memory.
June Matilda Reynolds, sweet-face- d,

scared-eye- d blonde, who has yet to greet
twenty, took stock of her heart-fanci- es

and found that, sincere as they were, they
appeared to offer harm to the man she
adored. Daniel Grimes, much "older than
she, was a figure of wealth and posi-

tion; she had been only a cashier in
a restaurant he owned. Seeing her
spring-lik- e loveliness, he, too, offered
promises which she believed. Followed
four years. Then
awakening'.

Was she a mill-sto- ne round his neck?
Was she dragging him from bis best, im-

peding his progress? Perhaps. She tried
, for a time to drop out ot his life; to

work her way and live her life. But
the attraction was too strong; she kept

, going back. So finally she knew' what
' she must do. There was a whole

handful of veronal tablets; surely
enough to make a very little and very

TO FIND THE FROZEN FLEET THAT
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is drawing back to life and will tell her
that love so sincere that it would destroy
itself rather than burden its object never
can be other than a Joy in the life of a
man.

HAUNTS THE POLE
American continent. Most of the men
fled to the Ice and escaped to Point Bar-
row and other points on the Arctic coast,
but 70 refused to desert the ships. The
slow but ceaseless drift of the ice finally
swept them away.

Old-tim- e explorers agree that it'a per-
fectly possible for ships to remain vir-
tually intact in the ice. They hold that
once within the maw of the pack the.
ships would rest secure in their founda-
tion and from then on the only damage
would be wrought by storms. The bodies
of the crews, once frozen, would remain
in their original composition indefinitely.
The ice, they say, does a perfect job of
embalming.

(Continued From Flrt Page.)

place owing to the gradual thickening of

these ice floes and that immense century-ol- d

icebergs much larger than those
discharged from Greenland into the At-

lantic may be floating around in the
Arctic.

A further possibility that has suggest-

ed itself to explorers and Polar scientists
is that ships and men, caught in the ice
packs and gradually swept out into the
wastes, have been securely frozen into
these glaciers. The phantom fleet that
Amundsen hopes to find, therefore, may
be imbedded in the heart of some icy


