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Elsinore,

Hamlet's Town, Is 500 Years Old

Elsinore, the Danish city of Hamlet, recently held an elaborate festival to celebrate the five hundredth annk

versary of the granting of the charter. Pageants recalling the history of the town were acted In the courtyard of

Kronborg castle, where the “Taming of the Shrew™ was also
which s belng carrfed by mall-clad knights

effigy of a saint

Above Is pictured E R.

his proposed seadrome, which he believes would soive the
would serve as a midocean harbor for ships and dirigibles which could land on the dock. Ilo
Majestic, showing the reiative sizes of the dock and the ship,
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Coolidges in the Adirondacks |

President and Mrs. (

wildge with

their dogs, Rob ltoy snd FPrudence

Prim, going for a walk at White Pine camp on Osgood lake, shortly after their
arrival at the elaborate Adirondacks camp.

_Season_’s_l.ast lgeberg _IS glg_hted &

The last leeberg of the season
United States const guard cutter Modos
In order to relleve the possibility of
Titanle tragedy, the lce patrol blows 1

THINGS YOU MAY NOT KNOW

Hawks In flight steer with their
talls,

An Inventor has lnserted & othes
wringer In the top of a new wash

board

A skid-proof automaobile Invented In
England can be run sidewise and made
to climb curhs

For handiing meat while It is being

cooked tongs 1hat terminate In forks |

have been Invented

being sighted from the deck of the
. o duty In the lee lunes of the Atiantle
further marine disasters such as the
wany of these leebergs
Cape Cod produces about 90,000

barrels of cranberries a vear

Vineyards In southern Germany
650,000 pounds of arsenlcal

ides lnst year
tton Is now bhelng torned into
“Ivory” or “amber” for the manufac-

ture of pyralin tollet articles.

The dean of Westminster has the
sole right to determine who shall be
buried In Westminster abbey.
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JOHN DREW RETIRES

John Drew, veteran American actor,
here seen at his home In East Hamp-
ton, L. L. has retired to private life
Celebrating his seventy-third birth-
day, he attended the annual dinner of
the local volunteer fire department
and mentioned the fact that It would
be his last public appearance.

MISS LENA PHILLIPS

Miss Lena Madsden FPhillips of New
York whe elected
the Natlonal Federation of Business
and Professional Clubs st
the convention in Des Molnes, Town
She Is a lawyer, wan one of
founders of federation and
heen serving os Ita executive secre

wne president of

Women's

the

the has

, tary

Helium Found in Sun
Hellum, the nonlnflammable EnE now
nsed In lighter-than-ale Air gihles, was
fArst discovered In the sun by the spec-
tromcope In 1998, It was not found
inywhere on the earth until 87 years
Inter

No Doubt |

A Frenchman s sulng » municipal

erematorium for having lost the ashes

of his mother-in-law Presumably he

wanted to keep an eye on them, to
make sure.—London Opinion.
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Ceprright by Will lrwin
WHNL Barvice

CHAPTER XIll—Continued

“Then | came seventeen, and was
golng to Anlsh next year—music and
peedlework and Latin and French and
riding and dancing and Jeportment,

about lfe 1

and nothing whatever
hadn't even read s novel, except sur
reptitiously, 1 wasa't a Uttle girl any
longer, of course 1 had become &
woman, That's the period, 1 suppose,
when every gir! ght to be locked up
for a while. Probably the French are
right., And of ree with me
one thing 1 never had was love
“He was the first He came
to the seminary wt a plece of land
they were buying

Martin

for a new bullding

Youn have seen ! He is bonny yet
But that was five years ago. 1 never
thought of my !deal lover of nights
after that—aonly Miss Gorhinm
had to go to look for so e |
was left alone w If an
hour Before = came back 1t had
gote pretty far I had promised o

write to him He 1 arranged to put
letters to me unds s boundary stone
on the new property 1 wrote to him
every night And 1 saw him three
timea. A girl Ir ve can manage that

you know, No one eve

1 always seemed. | suppose, llke an
obedient LUttle 1t His lettors were
wonderful. That lsn't just glamour
1 read them over agnin just before 1
came West. He truly loved me. There
were other cons!derations 'l tell
about them lat But he loved me

“And we eloped. 1 proposed 1t. 1
just walked away from the school one
night after supper and met him We
took the traln Newport together

and were married He had arranged
everything. It had to be arranged. 1

lled, of course, out my age.”

“It mll got Imt ¢ papers. Prob
ably the marriage i1d have bheen an-
nalled. 3ot Mather did nothing about
that. 1 suppose y stepmother was

ouly too glad to get rid of me for good

| wrote to father He answered with
a dreadful letter. Martin Deane tried
to see him, and couldn't Martin was
pilqued. You see, father was rich
And—well, 1 have sald that Martin's
motives were all xed up But he

loved me
he hadn't

Ha truly did. You see, if
loved me, he wouldn't have

married me. 1 was so young and ir
experfenced he could have fooled me,
easlly enoagh

‘And | loved him, but only In one
wWaYy I dn't know that then I do
remember watching him one day from
the front window as he walked down

the street, and

something ]

minute, 14d
I was so y¢

king—but Just for =
in't know for a long time
ing and Inexperienced
condition of his
real estate, as I've told you

about the business
He was I
We lived very prettily
taken the busipess friends he
brought home to sapper; as 1
back think of them all
Ittle unclean spiritoally
I was hungry for my own kiad
of women .

“He used to talk to me, of course,
about his business. But 1 was like a
nun, for all of the world. A morfe ex
perienced woman would have under
stood much sooner—that It was all
wrong—every bit of It wrong. Then
be was arrested. It was all a very
bad plece of business. The papers
were full of It We gave up our house
We moved Into a farnished room. He
tried NAnally—and acquitted
Mostly, he'd been Just within the law
But he hadn't dome right, neverthe
less ; and everyone knew It. He took
it hard, of course. He was—rebel
llous, We quarreled, too, But | made
him understand that It was wrong.

“Troubles came all together, My
father died. | went to him at the last

my stepmother could not prevent. |
won't—I ean't pow—tell you all about
that. But | knew that he loved me:
and that If 1 hadn't made a wrong
headed little fool of myself by elop-

with

now, |

wWives

| elutehed mine aond seemed to plead

the |

feeling that there was |

I wasn't much |

look |
AR A |
Nor thelr |

Ing with Martin Deane—we'd have
found & way In spite of my step
mother. Then 1 was very lll—typhold
fever. [ nearly dled. Martin stayed |

by. My fatber had made a codiell tn
his will a month before his death. He
left thousand dollars. Some of
that was needed to pay our delitn

me ten

“"When 1 was better Martin and 1
talked It over, There wns no use
of staying In Providence. He wanted
o go West und start agaln —honestly
I guve him hinlf of my money, He was

to get settled and send for me |
wasn't In condition te travel, 1 got
my strength hack very slowly., 1 had

much thoe to myself—1 was very, very
And | suppose when you're In
s 1 was then, and have
death—you wsee things
I had been
run away with him In
ns muoch to spite my step-
any other reason. |
love him an | might have
good man, Bat |
He'dl never ance heen
or eruel ¢ That's a great deal,
len't t? And I could show him the
way I'd prove that. He had
never grown up, on wide of him,
and never would, He didn't see right
and wrong clearly—Jjust as a lttle boy
doesn’t, 1 won't pretend to you, Rob
ert, that 1 didn't have moments when

lonely
such a state
heen ®o near
more vlearly
hlame I
beginning
mother s for
didn't really
loved- -a
enough harsh

me.

right

aone

I was tempted to leave him. But |
knew that if I did 1 could never bhe
happy. I should slways be thinking

of him out In the world, with no one

to take care of—of his soul. That's
what It comes down to, Robert. Bav
ing his soul

At bottom, you know,
I'm religioun, , , ™

HBhe paused; her eyen, great and
tender with shadow of old suffering,

1 could not withhaold it
this, Con

for approval,
“1I see you belleve all
stanee” 1 sald
Tt was my Job, My Job for life
He went to Wyoming-—Inst summer
He wrote now and then, | wrote ¢on.
siantly. He was duing well, he sald
Musiness He wasn't very definite
the husiness. In the winter he
Denver. 1 addressed him
through the general delivery. 1 wrote
that | was coming to him In the apring
He advised we to walt awhile. Sald
he wasn't quite settled. But 1 konew
the longer | walled the harder W
would be. In the spring | started,
I wrote to say when 1 would arrvive
He wasn't walting at the station
“Une of Martin's notes to me was on
the letterhead of the Canyon house In
It's m hotel down by the rall
station Not a wery pleasant
He had gone to Coltonwood a
winth before, 1 asked the clerk what
had for a living In
He evaded that
1 started for Cottonwood
the rest
dropped her eyesa to her

about

moveel to

Ivenver
road
rlace
Maxwell done
I 'enver

You

ENow
Constance
Insped handa
1 conlidn’t bave sald all this to you
1 hadn't been through-—what hap-
peved today. Even If things had gone
happily—If that had been possible—
I would have been a long time bring
to say this. But when 1
oked at first—1 knew 1 knew
you were everything 1 had ever loved
In Martin Deane and, oh, all 1 wan

ing myself
you

hungry for! To see you every day—
vl know you loved me—and te go
teo bed eariy-to think of you HRut
It was wrong. It was where | very
nearly falled-—*
1 burst out here:
You mustn't say that! | went out
to capture your hushand last night be
1 I was jealous
or Robert I had given you
wh prov atlon was all she sald
to that And then—1 found him. 1
was riding up the trall to Forty-Rod
He came out of the plnea e wan

iding a ¢

ik horse. Of course he
And yet he was glad
he still splte
Enast
That was the maln thing, Robert, Not
love with
so long as he

chance He
They

was astonished
He—1 felt

of the way

loved me, In

he'd kept me In the
him to e
Hut
there was a

that | wanted
you In the world
loved me

was mining above Forty-Rod

strike It soon, he sald
tell the story
down to me And
we'd go way together. If 1 wanted to
And 1T ik It burt, but |
1 was afrald—with you In Cot
Robert I asked to go up
and stay with him at Forty-Rod. But
Idu't have that. He sald the
place was rough He asked me
not to tell anyone, for the
that 1 had a husband here
things stand as they were—for three
weeka, | sald: ‘Martin, you've gone
wrong again!" He laughed and sald
‘Not very'

“And 1
things stand as
only three weeks

expected fto
Three would

[hen

weeks
he'd come
0 away
did

ton wosod,

he wou
too

nressnt

home, and a4 let
they were It waa

after all And 1
then no more
he came lo tent

~nnwe

vould see you—and
night
he sald, Just because he wanted

me. e had
one of his

were

“l.ant the

‘nme
1o e

been drinking

hat lsn't vices, nsually
Ie sald that things
lerfully He'd be

gEoing won
ready In
me away 1
proinise to go back 1o
1 wanted to go with him

He objected to that., Hut

ys to inke
straight
clalm
a horse
¢ promised
And broke
wilutled hotly
I think he intended to,
Mra. Barnaby told me this morn
ng -about the robbery and the vigh
nge comm ittee, Nhe's the only pers
o I've ever taken (nto my confldence,
andd sl not very far. Probably she's
some of the rest 1 found
they'd killed three men at Forty Rod,
nnd had two In Jall—to hang. 1 went
to the jall. Through the slde window
I saw Martin, [ appealed to you
you saved me. That's all, I think. ™
Her shoulders, held so proudly erect,
drooped now
“No, it wasa't all,” 1 sald

his promise!™ | lnter

neverthe

guessed

“Haven't

you had enough, Constance? You
surely don't hope—"
Her eyea lifted somberly to mine

is she Interrupted :

“I'm not thinking of hope. There Is
very little hope perhaps—now, All 1
know Is that I am still the one chance
he has. And that [ still have a hold
I must follow himm—try to find him
And when ] find him-—of course that

isn’t pleasant to contemplate My
money Is nearly gone I shall be
proor Perhaps—he will go to jail,
And I shall be a convict's wife. But,

Robert, what would you think of a
woman who abandoned her child just
because It was Idlotle or erippled or
viclous? I'd be do'g the same thing
More. If |1 should get a common di
vorce and marry you, It would be to
me as though we had conspired to kil
him teo get him out of the way.”

Her eyes, untll now so dry and msol-
emnly thoughtful, welled for an In
stant with tearn. Buat she checked
them as by #Tort of the will,

“It Is your soul [ have been loving
all this time, Constance,” | sald, “and
I eannot deny your soul. 1 think you

| will fall, because I think you are try-
ling womething which eannot succeed.

greatly to |
the |

loved him |

And then 1 will come to you again.
For | shall never love anyone else.
He may have you, but you are always
uilne.™

“Yes, Robert, always " she sald.

“You must promise me that If the
time comes when 1 may help cleanly—
you will let me.”

“I promise. What are you golng to
do, Robert 7"

“1 shall stay here and face It—If
there Is anything to face.” I sald. *1
wim m rich man, you know, Constance,”
I ndded, “I don't mean my mining
property—but 1 never have to think
of maney I could go East and put
this behind me, Bot | want to face it
Becunuse 1'll be nearer you. And be-
cnuse you—becnuse [ ean’t let you be
any stronger than 1"

8he nodded slowly, solemnly.

“That's good,"” she sald. “Not the
part about me-—but about yom, It I
you as I'd like you to be.” Then she
smiled, nlmost Hke her old self In her
merry moods, “Can’t we forget this
mornlng-—for a moment? And oh,
Robert, you are so tired! You've had
a dreadful, dreadful night and day!
You must sleep now."”

Just let |

fwo or |

made |

And |

“Sleep ! 1 sald  “When | have »
fow hours wiith you and may not sée
you for years!™ Dut even as | spoke
u rush of luner drowsiness made In
slncere my words

Constance looked outslde. The tent
Naps gnped wide, making visibie this
rude apartment to all the world

*This camp doubtless thinks about
as scandalously of you and me as It
can” she sald, “Look, Robert—1'm
going o wake you le down on wmy
bed ™

Had 1T been myself, 1 should have
protested.  As It was, | ylelded like o
sleepy child, She wet a towel, washed
my face. Nhe loosened my collar, Mer
touch, which normally roused every
fiber In me, was now heavenly soolh
Ing. She held my shoulders as 1
| stretehed out my aching musclea on
J!.he white sheet conuterpane; she
| knelt beside me, holding and patting
| my hand. Once she looked swiftly out
of doors, then bent and kissed my
Il‘nr‘-hud I ralsed my other hand teo
embrace her, but she put It geatly

back 1 was gone
- - - L - - -
A light shone In my face, | sprang
up sitting.  Twilight without, Mrs,

Barnaby shading an oll lamp with her
hand,

“Seven o'clock " sald Mra. Barnaby
“Your boss has bheen lookin' over the
hull eamp for you Says he's wanted
At town meetin' and you've got to get
out the paper, though why 1t should
| get out
l “Where's
|
|

Constance —Mre. Deane?
I asked

“Her?
stuge 1o Denver

was guln’ te?

Oh, she took the twoe o'clock
Didn't ahe tell she

CHAPTER X1V

| My

and

decislon te stay at Cottonwood
face it all down proved ridicw
lously more easy than | thought whep
1 matehed
Disgrace s & coward: It retreats be
fore & bold front Indifferent
world Io the end always takes toward
It the attitude that you take yourself
' Nor, Indeed, did Cottonwood probably
think me disgraced They gossiped
of course;: | had for a long time an
senise that groupsa had
out when | passed Nut
fuce men showed only cordial
ity—sometimes a trifle overdone, and
more galling than pubile reproach
Even that had mining
camp runs with bewlldering speed its
course from birth to senlle decay
Twenty years of Europe! In a month
Cot ton wood eycle of Cathay
Before

nobllities with Constance

The

uncomfortable
polnted me
to my

pansed A

Hved n

August blew the

Constance Dropped MHer Eyea te Mer
Claspad MHands

the white columbines, decked the for

e ——— —

petals from |

|
;

| and just meet somewhere?

L enfolks with

ests with thelr launting sisters in red |

| and yellow, we had become a new en
tity. Events a few weeks before were
as anclent history as though they had
happened to my grandfather,
Constance wrotle from Denver. On
| the surface this was merely a friendly
| letter such as any married woman
| might address to a young man whoe
| had rendered her service. Yet the In-
tention shines through the written ex-
pression ; and as by an wrrangement
! of words too subtle for analysis | knew
that Constance Deans had not changed
| toward me, never would change. She
| had found Martin Deane; had seen
once, “But he thinks It better,

him
| ronsidering his position, that we

should not be together for the pres
ent—elther here or traveling,” she
wrole,

In all 1 had six letters from her that
autumn-—I have them yet.
she did not refer agaln even to Mar-
tin Deane; only the fourth sald:

“If there Is any change In my situn
tion 1 shall let you know at once.”

Meautime 1 had resumed my regulnr
correspondence with mother, much
neglected of Iate. Into It 1 poured
something of the soul and fervor with
which 1 would have liked to Infuse my
letters to Constance, The shrewd eye
of motherhood seemed dmly and un-
caslly to percelve the meaning behind
this change; her commonplaces sbout
Cohnsset were sprinkled with hints
that I must have had enough of the
West. By November, Indeed, she ad-
vised me openly to come home, at
least for the winter. *“1 want to look
you over, Robert!” she wrote. Poor
maother—1 thought--if she only knew!
And 1 speculated on happlness, as one
will In the depths of misery, Imagining
her In the eapacity of motherin-law,

If 1T had met Constance In ordinary
happy circumstances, wooed her se-
renely and acecording to the normal
pattern of courting In mother's time
and place, 1T had no doubt but they
would have got on wonderfully. They
were just like enough, Just different
enough., The souls of both were bullt
on a solld structure of honor, Both—
to use a word much degenerate In
meaning since the days of my youth—
were Indles. Both had enormous ea-
pacities for friendship with women,
And the good-humored candor of Con-
stance would be a foll for mother's
peppery wit. A8 It was—well, mother
boasted that her set In Cohasset had
never known divorce or seandal. If
ever life opened agnin for me 1 must
come to Constance across events be-
yond comprehension of mother's clrele,
And still T had falth that Constance

[
ple

|

| notifled elther

would overcomw sl this o wise
was onstance Al the end of
meditations 1 wonld pull myself up
and realize that 1 had heen dreannlng,
wa a prisoner for e dresms of o
talne and seas and green Helds

. - L] . L] . -

An the did  the
Courler We were publishing aix
pages on  Wednesdays anidl Bundays
now ; and our Job printing department,
in wpite of the Inerease (n power, ran
two weoks belilnd Its orders,  Just be
fore the blg snow Marcus wrote
week's sditorials In Ppucked
his enrpet bag, and took the stage to
Denver, leaving me cocked up on the
dizny eminence of the editorinl chale

There fullowed a perlod of hard
work and trylng but lnteresting re
sponsibliity Marcus Intended to be
gune only & week; but the blg snow
came, blocking the passes I was
ten days, In fact, before he appeared
st the ofMice without the grace of warn
Ing by telegraph, walked In upon me,
the lelcles hanging from his mustache
With scarcely a word of greeting or of
news, he plunged Into the business of
supervising the night's work. When
the printers had an hour's copy ahead
he sald:

“Get on your coat and come over lo
Huffaker's—the private room, I've got
n heap of things te spill about that
Detuver business; and | don't want te
tell 'sm here™ We plodded over to
HufMaker's, sllent perfores In the face
of an artic wind He took off his
buffulo coat, warmed his hands at the
red-hot stove, before be began ab
ruptly
“What | want to talk to you about

I hpne

camp boomed, s

nidlvanee,

Isn't business. [t's your girl"”
“In she—Is she wellT | asked
“Well, and reasonably happy, 1
guess.” replied Marcus “Now you sit

down and keep your shirt on. [1've got
n lot to tell you.! He came over from
the stove, sat down at the tabla oppoe

site me, turned on me a look more

nearly tender than ever | had seen In
his face. But his frst words seemed
reinole from the sublect

“You rewember Mike the deles
tive ™

Y on”

Marcus nodded

“Well, he's ne common detective,

Fancy operative, and all that. When
Mr. Tavior hired him, he had to nign
A year's contract Everything was
rounded wp long before anybody es
pected. And there was Mike, eating
his head off So Mr. Taylor leat me
Mike. Little testimonial of esteem
for my work In stabllizing fAnance In
this camp

“I set him te looking up this Mar
tin Dweane For satisfaction of my

own curlosity And your peuce of
mind, boy
“How Mike went at I1t, 1 havea't

asked. Nut he has & special wire run
ning down to every clrele of erooks In
the Waest Hinee Deane, allas Max
well, left here hanging
round varfous eamps In range of Den
He's been telling Mr. Deane,
Just as | told you, that he shouldn't
g0 East with her for the present, bhe
catise It lsn't safe for them to be seen
Hasn't occurred to you, has
travel separately
It has o

but
herself

he's been

ver

together

it. that they might
to Mrs

she's

1 guess
fooling
Anyhow, 1 was stringing you because
1 wantedd him right here In the Weast
And he because he
wasn f

furred Iwane

sy npect by

was stringing her
nlone In his wanderings He
had company. This man's West makes
the good better and the bad worse, In
my oplnlon And does It sudden
Crooks always have queer apots of vir.
tue In The marrying
erook's commaon, Like any other spect
men of that specles, he wants what
he wants so hard that he doesn't care
how he gets It But he has a whim
for sanctifying his Intentlons on wom
holy matrimony. And,
ke most men, he's capable of fancy-
Ing two women at one and the same
time. This Martin Deane, for exam
Mike found ‘em last month.
He's been working since to Identify
the signatures. And they're authen-
tie” He spread out two documenis
on the table

An order of divorce. Martin Deane
of Wyoming from Constance Deane of
Rhode Island. Cause, desertion. Dat-
od lnst February A marriage cer
tificate, Martin Deane of Wyoming to
Lucy Baldwyn of Wyoming. Dated
two days later—

“Don't let your emotions get away
with you until I have told you the
rest,” sald Marcus. 1 gripped mywelf,
and listened,

them, too

“The divorce Is right and It lsn't
right. There's other camps In  this
West that need a clean-up, That"-

he pointed at the date line on the pa-
pers—"is one of them. No lawyer In

After that ! nesded to see that this divorce won't

hold water If the other party wants
to fight. Tle hadn't lived long enongh
In Wyoming to establish a legnl res!-
dence, The court—on the Judge
Cowan pattern, only worse, | guess—
has delicately refralned from inquir
Ing Into that. Other parly wasn't
If 1 was a young man
with any lotentlon of marrying a Indy
In that Ax, I'd walt until she got @)-
vorced proper and legal on her own
necount, Mra. Deane says—"

“You've seen her?

“Yen. Found an afternoon off te
enll, Me and Mike, and afterward me
nlone. She's plumb sick and tired of
this Martin Deane at last. Wounldn't
have (he spirit of & squashed tar baby
it ahe wasn't"”

I rome,

“I'm going to Denver!” 1 sald,

“All right, glve you a vaeation If
you want IL"” responded Marcus with
n beaming smile. “Only If T were yon,
on the way to Denver I'd glance for
n moment into the ladies’ parlor of
this hotel. It's Azed with Jim Huf
faker that you aren’'t to be disturbed
it you want to loaf and llnger there
n little while.”

I flew down the corrldor, Constance
rose from the sofa; faced me. Rat
us | sprang toward her, my arms out-
stretched, she stopped me with an up-
fted hand,

“Robert,” she sald-—and her aylia-
bles dropped like honey—*"1 haven't
walted for you. 1 wanted to come to
you—becuiise you've besn brave and
becnuse It happened here—and be-
cause you've suffered so much for ma
—and becuuse 1 couldn't walt—and
now, Robert, my lover—Iif you want
me-—come the rest of the way—"

[THE END.}




