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C. A. Lindow, has returned to her home 
in Woodstock.

was not in doubt, and voters were per
mitted to elect to vote in other con
stituencies.

Word was received here last night of the 
death of Mrs. John 1$. Kennedy, which 
occurred in Malden, Mass., on Tuesday, 
Oct. 27. She belonged to Moncton, but 
has been living in Malden for several 
'years.

last Saturday en route to his home at the 
Narrows, Queens county.

Miss M.A. Davis, of Bedford (Mass.), 
and Mrs. Daniel Davis, of St. John, are 
guests of Mr. and Mrs. H. A. Myers.

been compelled to close his shop for the 
winter.TL ».Mr. and Mrs. Chas. Davis, of Hatfield’s 

Sunday of Mr. and ANDOVERPoint, were guests on 
Mrs. Allan Price.

The body of Patrick Farren, of Bloom
field, was laid to rest last Sunday after
noon by Rev. E. J. Byrne.

Joseph and Jas. Brand came home from 
St. Leonards last Saturday and returned 
today.

Jas. A. Howe, of Chatham, is spending 
a few days here with hie parents.

Airs. Hiram Brittain is vieiting her 
brother, Geo. Green, at McAdam Junc
tion.

Miss Nellie McFarlane spent yesterday 
in St. John.

_ Jas. Whitney, of Perth, spent Saturday 
pied during his absence by Rev. Mr. Pas- and gun(jay here a guest at the Campbell 
coe, of Fetiteodiac. House.

William McGorman, who has been at jjjaa jame DeLong, of Sussex, is a
Goose Creek during the summer, superin- gueet at the Central House, 
tending the bulding of a breakwater, re- q R. Patriquin is visiting rela-
turned home a few days ago. tjvee j„ Moncton.

Mansfield Steeves, of Hillsboro, a highly Misa IvCna sharp, of Midland, is a guest 
respected resident of that village dropped of Miss Ella Stark, 
dead on Saturday while at work in the Nc]aon Lougherv, of Waterford, visited 
field. The deceased was about sixty-five I j,ig parents )iere.last week, 
years of age. He leaves a widow and Mis8 ]>ura Loughery returned yesterday 
grown up family. Mrs. Steeves is a sister from visiting her sister, Mrs. Bonnell, in 
of Charles N. O’Regan, of this village. Sussex.

Richard Boon, of Moncton, returned yes
terday after spending a few days here 
with his parents.

L. D. Jones and wife drove to Chipman 
yesterday.

Mrs. William Innés, of Bloomfield, spent 
Monday here with relatives.

John Cummings, of Campbellton, is vis
iting his parents.

Mr. and Mrs. Jerry Duffy gave a ball 
last Tuesday to their young friends.

Miss E. 3. McManus went to Sussex 
last Saturday, where she is engaged as

FROM ALL OVER THE
MARITIME PROVINCES

Andover, N.B., Oct. 28.—The death of Al
fred Stevens, of this village, took place on 
Tuesday evening, the 27th inst., in the 
79th year of his age. Mr. Stevens has 
been in poor health for the last year, 
and hia death was not unexpected. He 
leaves a wife and five sons, Edmund, of 
California; Frank, of Moncton; Charley, 
of St. Stephen; March, of Yukon; and 
John at home, also one Filter, Mrs. Wil
liam Beveridge, of Yarmouth, N.S. The 
sons were all at home this summer, on a 
visit. Mr. Stevens was an old resident of 
Andover and will be much missed as her 
was a kind neighbor and a good citizen. 
Interment will take place in the Episcopal 
burying ground.

MONCTON
1 Moncton, N. B., Oct. 28.—(Special)— 

William Armstrong, an I. C. It. brake- 
had his ankles badly sprained 

here this morning as a result of an acc
ident in the 1. C. R. yard. Armstrong 
was standing on the foot board of a shun
ting engine when it left the rails, throw
ing him with considerable force between 
the sleepers and pinning his legs under
neath the footboard. Armstrong will be 
laid up' for some time as a result.

The marriage of Margaret Brown, 
daughter of James Brown, to William 
Fogarty of the 1. C. R. maintenance of 
way department, took place this morning 
in the presence of relatives and immed
iate friends of the contracting parties. 
The ceremony was performed by Rev. E. 
J. Savage assisted by Rev. J. W. Brown 
of Windsor, brother of the bride. The 
bride was dressed in cream broadcloth 
with hat to match. Alter the ceremony 
luncheon was served at the home of the 
bride, after which the newly married 
pie left for St. John on the morning 
express, and will leave this afternoon for 
Boston and New York.

Secretary Paver, of the I. C. R. Em
ployes’ Relief and Insurance Associa
tion, has submitted his report for 
the month ended October 25th, in 
which period there were four deaths. 
These were: William Kelly, of St. 
John, retired member, who had $1,000 
insurance; F. Ethridge, Halifax, sleeping 
car conductor, who had $250; and Rich
ard Keith, of Campbellton. who had $500.

F. W. Burke, Hali
fax, a member of the temporary employes’ 
accident fund, who died from the effects 
of injuries received while on duty.

Albani Legere, of Legere’s Corner, on 
Monday evening received a telegram an
nouncing that his brother, Abel Legere, 
had been killed at Somerset, Manitoba. 
No particulars were given in the tele
gram except that the deceased had uecn 
killed in an accident on a railway. The 
young man was thirty years of age and 
a son of the late Surveyor Legere, and 
went West about eight years ago. He 
is survived by a wife and little girl. A 
sad feature of the affair is that the de
ceased’s mother and sister, Miss Barbara, 
had gone West a short time ago to visit 
him. The deceased was a grain buyèr 
for a large western concern.

The Liberal majority in Moncton city 
and parish, which was nearly one thous
and, might have been at least 150 larger. 
There werfe about that number of names 
on the Moncton city and parishes of peo
ple who were qualified in other counties, 
but it was felt fhat Emmerson’s election

:
ST. STEPHEN.man,

:
St. Stephen, Get. 20.-—The ladies of the 

Chipman Memorial Hospital Aid will give 
on Thursday,a progressive bridge party 

November 5, in Eaton's Hall, Milltown, 
N. B.

Lieutenant Colonel J. D. Chipman left 
for Toronto by C.P.R. on Tuesday even
ing. He will return on Saturday.

D. F. Maxwell, C.E., and Mr. Vessey 
from Plaster Rock last week and

held in St. John early in Nov. Mr. Kirby 
is Grand Chaplain of that order. The pul
pit of the Methodist church will be occu-

REXT0N Mies Mame Smith went to Moncton on 
Saturday to epend Sunday with friends 
before proceeding to Lynn, Mass, 
left for there Monday morning.

Mise Mary Ryan, Miss Katie Crbssman 
and Mr. Weeks, of Buctouche, spent Sun
day in town.

Mr. and Mrs. Roy Mundle and children 
vieited Mrs. Mundle'e parents, Mr. and 
Mrs. Williams Irving at Mundleville yes
terday.

Rexton, N.B., Oct. 28.—A very welcome 
rain came yesterday, which .will put out 
the fires, help the farmers with their 
plowing and start the water mills.

John A. Cameron has sold his schooner 
“Alexander” to Sydney, C.B., parties.

Mies Janie McGregor has gone to St. 
Louis convent to study.

Miss Belle Palmer spent Friday and 
Saturday with friends at West Branch. 
Miss Margaret Curran returned with her 
and was her guest over Sunday.

Miss Lena Fraser is teaching, school at 
Melrose, Westmorland Co.

Mrs. Louise Chamberlain and her 
daughter Miss Nellie, went to Chatham 
yesterday.

Mrs. David Thompson is confined to 
her room through illness.

George and Fred Call went to Boies- 
town yesterday with a pair of horses. 
They will be employed there during the 
winter.

D. A. McDonald has gone to Bartibogue 
Island for the winter.

I Rexton, N. B., Oct. 27.—Mrs. Keadey 
Lanigan and Mise Emma Donaher return
ed home on Saturday from St. John, 
where they had been attending the fu
neral of their sister, Mrs. John McGilli- 

. cuddy.
Mrs. A. D. Archibald returned home on 

Saturday from a visit to friends in St. 
John.

Mr. and Mrs. George Jardine have re
moved from Kouchibouguac to the house 
on Church street, which they purchased 
recently from Martin Lanigan. Their 
daughter, Mrs. John D. Palmer, of Fred
ericton and Miss Florence Jardine, of 
Boston, are their guests at present.

Egbert Atkinson, who is employed in 
St. John, spent Sunday at his home here.

Mrs. Eugene Blodget, of Portland, 
Maine, is the guest of her sister, Mrs. 
John Mclnerney.

« Rev. A. D. Archibald returned Sunday 
morning from St. Stephen, where he had 
been attending a Sunday school conven
tion.

Rev. Father Ferdinand and Rev. Father 
Casimir, of the Capuchin Order, opened 
a mission at Richibucto Village Sunday. 
They will conduct a mission in the Catho
lic dhurch here beginning Thursday even
ing, Oct. 29, end closing Monday morn
ing, November 2.

A large bon-fire was burned on the com
mon near the river last night in honor 
of O. J. Le Blanc’s victory.

John A. Ferguson, son of H. M. Fer
guson, who has been in the employ of the 
Bank of New Brunswick for some time 
at Grand Manan, has been promoted to 
the position of cashier of the bank.

Through the efforts of Hon. O. J. Le 
Blanc, a new poet office has been estab
lished at Cocagne Bar, which will be mudi 
appreciated by the people there.

Dr. I. W. Doherty has received the ap
pointment of medical attendant of the 
Indiana on the Richibucto River.

Robert Harding, who lives on a farm 
about a mile from here, walked to town 
yesterday to poll. Although Mr. Harding 
hae passed his ninety-second birthday, he 
(e able to work about his home every day 
and is in possession of all his faculties.

The schooner Henry H. Chamberlain, 
which loaded lumber here for New York, 
will sail today.

She
;

came
spent a few days in town.

Dan Cameron, of the Bank of Montreal, 
Halifax, son of Augustins Cameron, of thin 
town, is spending a few days at his home 
here.

Collector Henry Graham, who was call
ed to Boston on account of the illness of 
his sister, Mrs. Martin, has returned 
home.

Howard McAdam, the taxidermist has 
already received this season thirty-five 

and twelve deer heads. This is 
than he received the entire season

HARTLAND
? Hartland, N. B., Oct. 27.—Election day 

was the quietest in the history of this 
parish.

The heavy rain today is a good thing 
for farmers. The ground was too dry for 
plowing and many wells had gone dry.

Mrs. Charles J. Shaw, mother of CoOity 
Warden Shaw, who was stricken with par
alysis "on Sunday, is not improving. The 
whole of her left side was affected and it 
is not expected that she will recover.

Mr. and Mrs. Donald W. Matheeon h&ve 
moved to Woodstock, where they will 
spend the winter.

Frank and William Grant returned from 
the northwest a few days ago.

John F. Murdoch came from the scene 
of his lumbering operations to vote for 
Carvell and said while everything was 
going on smoothly at the camps of the 
Restigouche, the total cut of lumber 
would not exceed more than half of that 
of last year. A much reduced number of 
men are employed and wages are, there
fore, mot so good as last season.

Last week Mrs. Margaret Gilmour, of 
Windsor, Carleton county* after a week’s 
illness of pneumonia, succumbed to an at
tack of heart failure. She waa 68 years of 
age and was a native of Kings county. 
One daughter, Mrs. Wilhelmina Calder. of 
New York, is the only surviving child. 
Mrs. Alfred Tedford, William and Robert 
Henderson, are sister and brothers of the 
deceased.

Miss Mattie McCollom returned from 
Fort Fairfield (Me.), yesterday, to accept

position with Keith & Plummer.

I

cou-
? HARVEY STATION. moose 

more 
last year.

Next Sunday, Rev. Robert Crisp, of 
Milltown, N.B., will occupy his pulpit in 
the morning and Rev. C. G. McCully, of 
Calais,^will occupy it in the evening. The 

friends of Rev. Mr. Crisp are de-

I Harvey Station, Oct. 28.—Rev. James 
A. McLean, of Mahone Bay, N. S., re
turned home on Monday evening after 
having spent a fortnight amongst his 
friends there and at Brockway.

Miss Helen Slipp has gone to visit 
friends in St. John for a few days.

The Misses Annie Smith and Annie 
Robison, who attended the meeting of 
the New Brunswick Sunday School Asso
ciation at St. Stephen last week, have 
returned home. They gave an interesting 
account of the meeting at the Sunday 
school on Sunday afternoon.

Frank Coburn has carpenters at work 
putting a piazza and balcony on the front 
of his house and making other improve
ments.

A large crowd gathered at the telegraph 
office on Monday evening to hear the elec
tion returns and Mr. Crocket’s victory 

celebrated with much noise and shout-

.

many
lighted to hear that lie has so far recover
ed from his recent illness as to take up 
his church work.

On Saturday evening, about forty of the 
friends and relatives of Mr. and Mrs. Os
borne Mitchell at the Cove, gave them 
a pleasant surprise. It was their fifteenth 
wedding anniversary. A very pleasant 
evening was spent and about mWnight 
ice cream and rake were served. A plea
sant feature of the occasion was the pre
sence of a large number of the Mitchell 
family. There were Mr. and Mrs. L. B. 
Mitchell, of this town; Mr. and Mrs. 
Charles McCullough, Mr. and Mrs. narold 
Mitchell and Mr. and Mrs. Howard Mit
chell, of Bocabec; Mr. and Mrs. W. R. 
Simpson, of Oak Bay; and Mr. and Mrs. 
Orville Mitchell, of Eastport, Maine.

J. XV. Robinson’s friends are pleased to 
him attending to business again after 

his recent illness.
Mrs. George XVilson’s many friends are 

delighted to learn that she is steadily im
proving since her removal to her home 
on Union street from the Chipman Memo
rial Hospital, where she recently under
went an operation.

Miss Recta Ellsworth, who hae been 
spending a few weeks with her aunt, Mrs.

Mrs. Elias Harmer and daughter, Ruby, 
spent last \\Tednesday at Clover Hill.

A number of people spent a very enjoy
able evening last Wednesday at the home 
of Mr. and Mrs. Patrick Coggar.

Rev. E. Wagstaff, who is engaged in 
lecture work for the I. O. G. T. of the 
province, will speak at Penobsquis on 
Thursday and Friday of this week, on the 
next three days he will be at Mechanic 
Settlement, the following two days at 
Bloomfield, on Thursday and Friday of 
next week he will be here at Norton, on 
the three following days at Belleisle Creek, 
on Tuesday and Wednesday following at 
Springfield, the next two days at Shan- 

Settlcment, and on Nov. 14, 15 and 
16. he will be at Hatfield Point.

Mr. and Mrs. W. R. Campbell and son, 
Karl, of Moncton, were guests last week 
at the Campbell House. i

Miss Maude and Mies Lucy Campbell 
spent yesterday in Sussex.

Miss May Campbell, of Moncton, who 
has been visiting at the Campbell House 
for a month, returns home tomorrow:

J. R. Belyea, of Harcourt, was here

The fourth death was

V

■ HOPEWELL HILL'I
Hopewell Hill, Oct. 26.—Rev. Mr. Kirby, 

pastor of the Methodist church, gave a 
very interesting address on Sunday morn
ing for the children; also blackboard illu
strations taking for the subject the words,
“My Son, Give Me Thine Heart.” Special 
music was rendered by the choir.

Mr. and Mrs. Mariner M. Tingley en
tertained a number of their friends on Sat
urday evening at their home here, to meet 
their son Joseph B. Tingley and wife, of 
Revere (Maas.), who has been visiting 
here for a couple of weeks. The even-1 ville, on Monday, 
ing was very pleasantly spent by all pres- Mrs. Geo.^ T. Keirstead returned from 
ent. Ice-cream and cake were served. Boston on Friday.

Rev. Mr. Kirby will leave thin week on William Bell, of St. John, spent part 
a vacation and will attend the meeting of of last week here with his parente, 
the Grand Division S. of T., which will be Joseph L. Bell, owing to illness, has

was
ing which subsided considerably when it 
was learned the Conservative party had 
fared so badly in the province.t

NORTON. anon iseeNorton, October 28. — Mrs. Allan, 
of Upham, an inmate of the Muni
cipal Home, for eix weeks, died 
on Saturday last and was buried at Bams-

George W. Robertson, of Marysville 
(N. B.), has been granted, through Mar
ion & Marion, Montreal, a patent on a 
hoisting machine.

»

, One of the six aldermen of Magee 
(Tenn.), is an alderwoman—Mrs. H. P. 
Gates. Her specialty is looking after the 
town schools.
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■ 'mMheart for thinking of me, hut I could Ij 
never marry.”

“Why?” H
“Warum? Why? Why?—do you re-1 j] 

member as a child asking me why 1 j ij 
could not see? And I in turn was asking ! KJ 
an older and wiser being. I do not ask j M 
it now. The eternal feminine and the 1 
eternal question haVe ceased to trouble H 
me.”

“But she might love you”--- -
“She? Who—Who*’—
“Why, I do not know-some woman— 8

“I think there might he something in 
it. I do not care the most for the girls 
who rave about my music and my chin. ’ 

“Yes, I have observed that spirit of in
gratitude in you—and in all men. I have 
made a mistake in treating you as if you 
were different from other men, but here
after I shall not make that mistake. '

I did not answer at once, as I could 
not get the drift of to meaning. Yet 1 
felt vaguely that a catastrophe was im
pending.

And do you remember once telling me 
when I have proved myself unkind to 

Oswald and old Anne are devoted to 
care more for

“The uninitiated strove vainly to place 
the strains that felt so strangely familiar 
yet sounded so new. For it was not 
Schumann’s ‘Warum?’ that he played. 
It was Obennann’s. In it, more than in 
the work of the older genius.

There sobs I know not what ground 
tone of human agony.

since let it remain as published. IXn 
years it suffered an oblivion such as gen
erally waits for unambitious children who 
have the misfortune to be named for great 
men. Still the title is not a plagiarism; 
to me it came as spontaneously as the 
eternal question, “Why—Oh, Why?” 
which was all I reaped from my bitter 
soul conflict.

So Obermann’s remained the obscure 
Warum?” After that I composed many 
things with facility and some grace. The 
mass of listeners at my little local re
citals liked them well enough and their 
tale had made me a comfortable compe
tence. “Warum?” I played 
few people who understand. Those other 
pieces, light and pretty and perhaps me
lodious—there is nothing to them, tor 
ten years I worked faithfully and pa
tiently, v but I could not. write a master
piece—the E string of my heart was gone. 
After that snaps it may give forth tones, 
but th.e angel voice of the violin is gone. 
So with my compositions—so with my 
piano! Neither could respond to the vi
brations of a heartstring that was not 
there.

-My “talent,” my “skill,” my “techni
que” were all praised, but the sometliing 
else I most wished praised none praised— 
because the thing itself was missing. 1 
had got over my fever, or my aspiration, 
which is perhaps the same. I was like 
Andrea del Sarto, “the faultless painter,
I walked so well I forgot how to tiy.

Only a month ago, when Mary return
ed from abroad. Have I felt, when staying 
for her quite alone, those wings throb 
with something of the old pain and rest- 
less impulse, as if they once more longed 
for flight. Her favorite is “Warum ( 
though she does not ask for it often. 1 
think it makes her a little sad.

She is a dear child—I do-not know—1 
do not know if she is a dear child, or 
rather quite a stately lady.

I am blinds
For many years this fact has stood fore

most in my life, and I write it so now, 
although it no longer ranks there.

My eyes, they say, are beautiful, and 
blue—whatever that may be—but it seems 
to me that anything that was intended to 
be both useful and beautiful and is not 
useful is not truly beautiful. Therefore 
I hide the poor eyes that will not see be
hind dark glasses. I judge people by the 

standard, too. I have often wonder-

t 1
;V«

A
^Zh

\ ‘“So it flowed to the heart of each, 
whether understanding^ or no, the calm, 
majestic melody of his life, its sadness, 
its beauty, its sustaining hope. But there 
was a deeper element pervading it, 
something that stirred the heart and 
hinted of happiness, which, just as it 
seemed to reach the swell of ecstacy 
trembled and broke into notes of despair. 
It seemed to speak of something very 
beautiful that had been broken, that 
could not regain its pristine beauty, strive 
how it would. So with his symphony, a 
beautiful minor tune crept in, softening 
and almost obliterating that other by its 
deeper surge and liarmony, like the music 
accompanying the break of the sea on the 
shore—through the sea itself remains—a 
throbbing life withheld by the adamant 
of fate.”
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Wêsame
ed if my inner vision is not more perfect 
than that of most people from ite external 
limitedness—like Borne humble vegetable,

you.
you, and you seem to 
them than for your other friends.1’

"You’re right. I love them because 
they do things for me."

Siponly for a

r. ■
"strong at the roots..

They telY me that my face is unusually 
handsome, but I can only treat this as the 
kind lie of friends. What they speak of 
otlener is a childish sensitiveness and 
quick play of expression when animated, 
strangely contrasting with the dignity and 
peaeefulnes of the face in repose, usually 
associated with maturer years, but which 
I seem to have been born with. This 1 
Can more reatThy believe.

My dear mother, who is dead, saw to it 
that I learned the blind alphabet and re
ceived the finest possible instruction in 
music. My teachers were startled at my 
skill and teachableness and called it “gen
ius,” but 1 think 1 was only an ordinary 
little boy, except that I could not run and
*^This is the reason I was mostly with 
little girls until I was quite a big boy.
Their mothers liked it because I was old 
enough to take care of them in a way and 
yet was so gentle in our play as to be ill 

danger of hurting them. One little 
girl in particular 1 was very fond of, 
though she was many yeans my junior.

Her name was Mary. She had a hand 
that was cool and compact and firm—a 
little hand that was always giving 
something or offering itself to mine, 
had cameolike features—1 know this be
cause it was one of our games for the 
little girls to thrust their faces before me, 
crying, “Who am L Rudolph?’’ “Who 
am I?” Sometimes I would guess wrong 
just to hear them laugh, for I immediate
ly recognize every voice, and if they did 
not speak I knew their faces at a touch.

These dear little children were fond of ! masterpiecee with which the
me, and, no doubt abetted by mv mother ! muR;™l ' world is familiar, selecting both 
and old Anne, madei me^ veryae fish with . ^ g. ,e; alao a few things of
their petting. Sometimes the little guis composition. I was not nervous
would get into a heated argument as to ’"A 7 "X '™ error. The applause was 
which should marry me when she grew «d ^ enthueiastic. PHow could
up; and Mary, more bold than tire rest, 1 K otherwise’ 1 was plat ing without 
think because she knew I loved her best, t b, other* > thmb of

•You are going to marry me, Rudolph, the ^ last mimber on
Bre*n j i°U’ u the programme. It was a light, pretty

And I would ant er. thinz that would ring pleasantly in the“I shall not marry any one eke. thing that wotua ring 1 •
TVwx« wnnld nprHist-_ ears H°me 8oln8 tehtiMterh, aim in in
“And vJu will mavrv me, won’t you?’’ lull before the eager crowd-eager to go 
But dl would not reply, only smile and -would rise 1 heard Oswalds clear roicc, 

smile at n,v 8,de reading: —
I seemed to have skipped the period of “l’lay 'Warum? for

adolescence, and to have prolonged my the others, iut P‘l 1 ^ ,, | talk, there were many things she desired
childhood until about ten years ago, when tening. movement sounded as if to tell me if I would listen. I said I
my little world changed to a big world Jhe n had riarn frnm their seats. ! would listen very willingly, and, reaching
that 1 could not see nor undeistand, and halt the r* 1 being pinned ' out my hand, would she now begin?
I awoke to the realization that 1 was a,l imagi e • _ th|1 noi„(, ,|el>ar. Because she lias been ever such a dear
man; my mother was dead; I was alone on. H • ■ ' I sounded the open- little friend this was our customary atti-
in the world. I must endeavor to per- ture should droun it. I sounded the open i^e ^ confidence6. ", had
suade this world to give me a living. It mg, "““J1*1 ' jt- most opportune and reached out my hand to her many times,

first introduction to it and no 'that aftc,r a wondering hésita- and she had never failed to see and take pimns.
the part of tin- few^io had* risen ! it;, but today I held it toward her some j -It appeals to me,” I said rather mild-

to go they dropped back gracefully into moments, and then let it drop on the I ishly.
their seats- but I was not heeding. 1 did ! bench between us. “Rudolph, is there no place in your

1-nov if few remained or all but hcr I She still chose to ignore it, but I think heart for any one liesides Anne and Os-
had left me. The trifling incident was un-1 something in my face touched her, for wald?’’
usual- it invited attention and brought she explained hastily: At this sudden mention of my heart it

hush that was the essence of the spirit . "What 1 have to tell you I would ra- began to act very strangely as if for the
of expectancy Perhaps it was felt that ther say without holding hands—you will first time conscious of itself, and 1 an-
so unprecedented an incident must be fol- not think it unkind?’’ swered with more feeling than 1 had ever
lowed bv something out of the ordinary. | 'Unkind? No. \ou are always kind used to the child
In the absolute stillness I began. I was to me.” “Always room for you, Mary-my dears

“Was I never anything but kind? , est little friend.
“Oh, never.” y ' “But a friend doesn’t take up much
“And do you remember once telling- room. Don't you ever think of getting 

ia I telling you?—that I thought married?”
“Just because I would like you to be 

married—I think you would be happier.” 
“Bless your dear, thoughtful little
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Last night, as today, they were eager 
to call me “genius” and herald a second 
Wagner. But 1 only stood among them, 
very weary, waiting for the one itasp 
that did not come. When they had at 
last left me a little to myself Les Yeux 
precipitately crushed a bunch of Ameri
can Beauties against my shirt front. 
“From her,” he muttered.

"Ah! where is she, Oswald?”
“She is gone.”
“Did she have an escort?”
People seldom lie to me, and Oswald 

can't, you see, because he is my eyes. I 
have often explained that to him. He 
touched my sleeve.

“She just passed out with a young gen
tleman.”

I made no response.
“She was crying, *ir,” 

gently, “very sorrowful.”
III.
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HR - and bowed my head under the heavy load 
of my grief. Darkness pressed in upon
me.no

I
Suddenly I raised my grief stained face 

at a sound in the room—that footstep had 
never sounded on my threshold before. 
Did some one note the eyes that wept, 
but could not see?

“O, Rudolph! Rudolph!” cried Mary 
flinging herself beside me. “I love you!*

1 thought it might be some phantasy l 
the brain, until my arms encircled her.

T believe you do love me a little after 
all,” she gasped; and then the flood gates 
opened and I poured out my heart.

“But what of Sterling?” 1 asked sud
denly.

“1 never dreamed of marrying him. Can 
you forgive me for lying to you, Rudolph? 
I am ashamed to tell why 1 *-aid that— 
don't you know- don't you know?”

And though it docs not seem possible 
that in that moment I could know any
thing but that I held her in mÿ arms, I 
think I guessed her reason.

“(>, stupid man!” 1 cried, “to cause hia 
little girl to tell a lie! O, stupid, stupid 
man”— and then my words were lost in 
kisses.

il

Last night I played. It was my first 
night before a large metropolitan audi
ence—my debut, in fact. It waa a more 
critical and more appreciative crowd than 
I have been accustomed to play for. On 
the Fuccesa or failure of that eiening 
depended nil. I knew that. Oswald, m> 
pet little page boy, guided me to the pia
no—my pet name for him is Los leux, 
because he performa nearly the

the boy addedme i;She . ' -

'ÜToday I called, with my triumph still 
fresh upon me. I knew she would be 
generous as she is kind and rejoice with 
me; and so she did. We did not dwell 
long on-the subject of last night's per
formance, however, but spoke much of 
the roses and the summer sunshine about j 

Oswald had betaken himself to Mr. j 
Wasey’s library where he loved to j 
browse, and we two were alone in the | 
rose garden.

“The roses are beautiful,” said my

I ■■i- •
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"Yea, I know—I know they are beauti
ful.’’

"Y'ou say it feelingly, and yet you told 
me-that you did not care for beauty.”

“Nor do I,” I replied in my usual spirit 
of perversity, for of course 1 tyrow that 
she is beautiful. I did not care to pursue 
the topic of beauty, and suggested that I 
go in the house and jlay something for 

Do not mind! her. Usually this pleased her, but today 
lis- ; she seemed unwilling;! said she wished to

,

Irrl ff y “It’s Bob Sterling, of course.”
“Yes.”
She took my hand this time.
“You’re too young,” I said, “but”— 

and then I flatter myself 1 made her a 
very pretty little speech; and Mary seem
ed to be predicting wonderful things tor 
me, and Congratulated me on my triumph.

“My triumph,” 1 said absently.
“Yes, my triumph”--and calling Oswald 

took my liât.
I did not even know until we got to the 

sidewalk to what she referred, last night's 
victory had slipped so completely from my 
mind. It looked a small thing to me now, 
paltry, and poor, and cheap.

“Oswald,” 1 «raid, “they tell me I am a 
great man. It is sad to be a great man. 
A triumph is a lutter thing. Last night 
1 was Orpheus. Today 1 am only a blind 

who shuffles—give me your should-

lie left me at my own door, and once 
inside and atone 1 sank wearily into a 
chair at my table. The world had become 
in a moment an empty, cold, black tiling 
that I hated—old and dead it stretched 
before me. I had genius—since others be
lief ed I now too believed it—but in that 
“wean-, stall', Hat and unprofitable” thing 
I knew it could accomplish nothing. I 
understood at last what had happened to 
me, and in the bitter sting of that revela
tion stretched my arms dfcrcws the table

[ Our marriage took place a twelvemonth
ago.m Soon after I wrote “Les Yeux” for Os
wald. My wife is just a li&le jealous, or 
pretends to be, to Hatter me, for she in
sists 1 am far loo humble for a great man. 
Immediately then 1 composed “La Lu- 
ciere”—the Light—that is Mary. But I 
am not satisfied; I want to do something 
really fine for her. Perhaps I shall ac
complish it in my present;work, 
swer to Warum.” It has a happier mel
ody in it than the other, for it expresses 
the happiness of my life. It will be far 
superior to the masterpieces of my youth, 
1 know. The wings tiy better for bearing 
two.

-v- - e ifr

’O.Rudolpk'.‘cried /Toa-y 
heradph bolide, rue--

If you“So I see,” cried Mary with her girlish 
laugli, “that the only way to get into 
your good graces is by kisses and sugar

any woman—might love you. 
knew thin would you not want to marry 
her?”

I replied honestly, “Mary, I tell you 
would not.. You were light in yôur for
mer diagnosis of my character. 1 am mce 
other men—not likely to love a woman 
merely because she might love me. 1 
am very well satisfied now—1 could not 
have you fur my friend if I were mar
ried.”

“Perhaps you cannot always anyway.”
“Why, why, Mary, what are you suy-

ing?”
“Oh, friends, of course, we'll always be 

friends, but after I am married we cannot 
be the same friends, and, Randolph, 1 
am going to be married.”

I knew it—1 felt my mind had known 
it all along but somehow my heart hadn't. 
My heart was now very cool and stm, 
as a middle-aged heart should be.

“The An-

Iway my
an auspicious one.

For the first time in my life I passion
ately desired sight. 1 longed for it with 
a longing that was almost madness. With 
it was another longing, which seemed to 
compas and reach beyond even my wish 
to see—it was an ever present soul hunger 
of such magnitude and poignancy that I 
could no more comprehend it than 1 could 
comprehend the universe. I longed for 
companionship aa the only alleviation
heaven has ever granted sorrow, and even ,
this was denied me. My grief was cer- playing for her—for that little girl 01 
tainly not diminished by this realization summers gone who had been kind when 
that I was different from other men—that j I wanted to see. Perhaps I misjudged 
1 could never marry. the others. I think some of them urnler-

It was at this time that I wrote “War- aland too, for these are some of the things 
urn;” I had not heard of Schumann's Oswald read to me today they said about 
masterpiece of the same name, and I have me

tion on

Many times a day when she is near— 
and she is never far—I whisper ‘‘Mary, 
Mary,” and reach out my hand. She nev- 
er fails to see and answer with her own. 
It is a wonderful little hand, so firm and 
yet so delicate.

“Oh, Mary, May I never reach for it in 
vain until that hour- when I shall turn 
and face the Light. Perhaps then Heaven 
may in mercy grunt that, I shall not lose 
its tender pressure, but that it lend itself 
to mine even in eternity—to guide me in 
the new, bright ways—I who have grown 
so accustomed to the dark.

111.
cr.

or was
a person could be too kind; that people’s 
friends think more of them sometimes 
for a little coldness or hard treatment?”

.*rI
9

*

À

Ir

r POOR DOCUMENT

«
g

Ï
m

m

>>
-

■iW»

M C 2 0 3 3
«

■Æ

--M
-—

•—
*-

| m
 

m
T-

: If
 

m
im

p 
. 

■


