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A SHORT
TRUE STORY:

| on occasion, has tempted man to his downfall.

i} This is the story of a

| husband to do wrong, but who later—

wife who induced her

Was her atonerhent sufficient?
L ]

It is spring again! Spring, the time of promise and

hope. My hurt is not quite

so poignant as in this little

Colorado town, *##xaca for lungers,” as it is termed. I gaze
on the majesty of the iefiz' mountains and listen to the tur-
bulent stream dashing over craw %ud rock in its eternal pil-

grimage to the'sea.
- Ah; life could have. been

such a beautiful thing, dot !

shudder and the muscles of my throat tighten as I think of
the one who died out in this’little mountain town, died of a
broken heart, because of a crime my inhumanity and lack

of understanding caused him

N
}

to commit.

-He was innocent, my gooéd, brave husband, the man

wi;o:se'heart- held only kindness, whose generous spirit could
not wound, and yet he was convicted of stealing, and sent to

prison in our old North Star

state.

i }But P'm the guilty one, I, the victim of a long line of
straitlaced, supercilious bigots, who paraded a family tree,

but hid the ygly branches by

t.“ belonged to' ‘an aristocratic
family il #: little . Western tawn.
We wers Puritans, with the regu-
ler Itng ' 'tragition, Mayfiower
ancostors, und all.| There were
landmiarks of the blue laws mixed
with, our présumed blue blood.

My father died when I 'was
quite young; leéaving my mother,
two  older, sisters and myself in
straltened circumstances,

Bometimes, in ‘retrospection, I
feel sorry for my mother, al-
though her pride was false, and
we.never learned real values, but
were_taught to feel that we were
better. than any one in our town,
and always did she keep before us
the fact of the Mayflower ances-
tors.

Good matches we must make.
That meant one thing, rich men.
In this my two sisters succeeded.

Mother was very anxious that I
marry, The girls lived in the East;
she was getting old, and I think
she was a little afraid that I might
not meet her expectations.

When I was 20, Bob. Landis;, a
young architect from Chicago,

'subterfuge,

came to our. town. Straight and
lithe was Bob, with a gaze that
met one frankly, with a chin that
showed strength—he seemed  to
‘awaken' something in me that had
never responded: before.

Always had the town boys shown
me deference.: Bob met me on a
footing. of equality. When I
talked of Boston, my wealthy sis-
ters, the family tree, and all the
pet subjects that mother had
coached me in, Bob threw back his
head and laughed, “It never makes
any difference to me whether an-
cestors came first passage or steer-
age, if they are square, that's all!"

Instead of being angry, 1 félt a
new sense of regard for this broad-
shouldered man.

He enjoyed telling my mother
that his father was a blacksmith,
and, while it worried my mother, I
was astonished to find that I cared
not at all. :

He ospened an boffice in our
town, which was fast growing into
a little city and how he worked!

He had neither wealth nor pres-
tige, but I loved him, and I can
remember it all now—a soft, sweet
April night, & 'moon, new and very

lovely, Bob’s volce husky with
emotion as he drew me to him in
the old arbor and said:—

“Naney, I love you. I am poor,
but I have prospects and I hope
some time to give you everything
your beauty and grace deserve. [
want ¢ow darling, but you must

has always been a serpént in Eden.

Lydia, my older sister, came’
home the year we were married.
and her clothes and besring fitrly
radlated opulence. Her sccent was
decidedly Back Ray.

She had never met Bob, and
when she came over to our Mttle

“Nancy, I love you!"” he whispered

understand—do you love me enough
to. be patient through these years
of building—you must be my wife?
If not—"

He, didn’t finish—my arms were
around his neck—my lips found
his—it was the supreme moment—
I knew he was the man I loved
“Nothing matters, Beb, 1othing
but you. I i voeu—awe'll
build togethor— 2 conatent.”

My mother wos di d when
I teld her I was ried.
ha¢ anticipated

.Wo swere marricd and rcnted a
hpuse, and I was happy—bhut there

home to dinner, and Bob came in
with his wholesome welcome. it
plain to me that hers. was

purely patronage,
Bob. noticed this he never
ed it, but it piqued me.
stayed all summer and 1
v more unhappy cvery day she
home. I kept my feelings to
I, or thought I did, but Bob
There was an intangible
or rising between us, and we

felt it.

One night Bob went Liack to the
otfice after business hours to draw
soma blue prints for a new ccurt

house im the next town. He had
never left me in the evening he-
fore—1I expressed  surprise— he
auzwered testily, “I'N have to do
something to Increase my Income
it you intend to keep up with your
sister.”

Then we had our first quarrel.
and [ said unkind things to the
man,I had promised to be patient
with:

There is no use giving every-
thing in chronological order—Bob
knew 1 was dissatisfied—and the
next summer my clle: esier (Ame
home—more resplendent than
Lydia.

L wanted Bob to buy a new
house, just built in an_ exclusive
part of town, hefore she came. and
let me hire a maid

He bought the house—thels |
had a maid. new clothes, | cnitr-
tained. did all the things that |
thought meant happiness—empty
forms, bubbles—while the man |
married carried u burden on his
heart.

My sister went back to Boston,
trunks, maid, false standards and
all—and I, with my big house,
came down to earth. I had tri-
umphed, or thought 1 had.

Then the blow fell! Out of a sky
of sapphire blue Bobh was arrested
for misappropriating funds. fHe
was Western representative for
some Eastern. [irm. and he had
used five thonsand dollars of its
money.

It is all a nightmare—his arrest,
the trial, and there in the court
rocm my clean. bhig-hearte@ boy
was questioned ke a criminal and
given a prison sentence.

At fiyst I couldn’t grasp it—my
mind didn't scem to register—it
couldn’t be true—but when I went
to see him!

“Yes, Nancy, I did It,” he mur-
mured sadly.: !‘But I didn’t mean
to steal. You wanted the house—
I was getting a loan from a friend
in Chicago, but . it. didn't come
through—7I couldn’t put {t bYack
I'm sorry for yon—"

Sorry for the! I was the erim-
Inal. T will never forget the haunt-
ed look in his oyes as I left him

I became {1, terribly 1IL For
months they feared tor my mind—
and during that timo I lost my
‘little baby.! bory prematurely

“A blessing,” my mother said,
*with 'its father in jafl—"

Then it seemed as though some
thing within ma snapped—{ poued
out my wrath as blue vitriol and
the woman'before me wilted

“I am the eriminal—your daugh-

ter of race and tra*ition, of bigotry
and false pride. I'm & #ham, a
huek, a coward. | married, know.
ing jus* what Bob could give me-—
and my sisters, with tat old Shy-
locks, came and tempted me and
T tell, like <rq wwak teks t2a’ € am.

“Bob Landis is too good for amy
Bradford who ever lived—and he is
disgraced bhecause he married a
weakling instead of a thercugh-
bred.” White and tremblimg. I
sank into a chair, and she left,
knowing 1 told the truth.

A year later | went before the
pardon board. and on my knees 1
tol@ them my story. “Put me in
his place if you will—I deserve it—
hut let him go. His health je
g0'4z, Ni> heart 13 Lz 2akimpe—-"

I fer! at tke fest of «n #d Iniz-
ister whu vas ov the cofd, He
picked me _p tz=aderly.

“l am glad you are repentant.
Many crimes nce committed
selfish women. | will ser ¢hat }
can do.”

1 went (o the governor—I told
aim my story—put all thé hlame
on myself, where it helonged,ithen
I walted,

At New  Year's, Bob’s rentence
was commuted. His health was
bad—the doctors said hé had tuber-
=ufosie=—the: he came Liome.

I had sold the house, the milser-
able price of my happiness, and
the doctors said we must go West—
It was RBob’'s only chance. 8o it
was that my husband came home,
with the stigma of the prison ns
well as its pallor on him, disgraced.

For no one krew the rea! truth
but my mother, the board, and the
Zovernor. No, I 'mas nnt brave
anough ner firm enough to pro-
claim it from the housé tops. “Poor
Mrs. Landis! [Isn't it too bad?—
such ilsgrace—" Those were the
remarks passed.

Then the ljttle Colorado town,
set In the bowel of the mountains,
canvas tents, houses with three
sides, men with death just a little
ahead, women with trageds iAo
their eyes—but the mellow sun-
shine couidn't cure (ke man 1
loved. His wound was decper,
more insictent, than that of the

—is heart wes broken. T'he
ace of the son sertence, his
ippointment ir jne, had been.
Nothing ‘mattered now !
viy and wgurily,
rhe paths cdged with columbine
and anasmones, The mouniain
pives with (heir fresh, tangy odor.
the- rlichts of starlit glery, meant
little to him and less to me.

oy meh,
We walked. s!

{
for

knew our s-paratico wes ‘sot far
AwaAy—and I must 4ot let uim @le
without forgl.eness R

1 can see him 3o, sutipg i «
low eamp chalr, Ris eyes on the
Wountaine, Mr hurds hanying by

I was preparing o broth

for his falling appetite whee. some-
thing came over ma.
L Inokéd—it smerned 1 could see
Bob. big, v'brant, and lappy as
the night he askad mé to bé his
wife. It was sc teq) § dr ped the
41s7 and raw to Ri 5. 1
knelt beside ha chal —he stroked
mv hajr—

“Don’t cry, little girl—it's going
to be ail right—"

T oaught nim te me, “Oh, Bob,
foraivd me! I spoiled your iife—

were 8¢ good, %0 clegd, mo

I am ashamed, sorry, but
too late."
“Yes, for me, dear, but lite ;;y
rall something for you yet—r

' I erled. “You are s
to mewheén wou g there is only
remorse, but Whittler has said,
‘Life is evér Lora of death, and love
can rnever lose its own.' I won't
lose you—Bob, sall you be walting
for me?"

“¥es,” he answered quietly. so
quietly that my heart almost
stopped.

“Forgive me—tell me. Pob—s®
was shaker with sobs, :

“There is nothing to forgive,”
‘hose were his 'ast worls. He Just
tell asleep, in his young marhood,
while I Ir agony of spirit lougnt
onee again to keep my sanity.

fIe I3 buried just s+ the foot ‘ot
the path we wallked =0 often.in the
little cematery that holds so mgny
whose hearts were: broken—and 1
wait! ) : »

Wives—<! am talking to you—you
who 8till kavé a chance of havpi-
ness never tamper with it, . It is
priceless—nothing tales th§ wlace
cf & home where love, rympathy
and understanding ar: allowed to
wors thelr miracles—and once lost
can rnever be replaced. o akd

I have lost 21l that—cavsed ‘tHe
death of tY¢ one I loved most on
cartn.  With nothing but waitin
I gaze on ihe, steadfast tirmament;

‘the friendly ‘pines; and listen to

the mountéiin siream on its eternal
pllcsimage to the sea—whils the
mills of Go@ svind clowly. but
Juxtly, the grist that is meant for
me. : s 4

"A ORAPHIC Featurs

Al

INIS

UGHTER

With the impetuosity of youth, she

reached out greedily

to catch the flaming

lights. But, alas! they were only burning
coals that scorched and charred—and turned

to ashes in her hand.

A thrilling story of a

zirl who sought adventure and found——

SAW her first in a Pullman chair car.

‘I'he porter was

Placing a foot stool for her feet. Little feet they were,

:ncafed in soft gray slippers; white ankles

gleamed through

he slear gray .of her chiffon hosiery. I wheeled my chair
ibont that I might see the eomplete picture which she made.
A duinty little fan, kept in motion by a lazy gloved hand,

lew back wisps of blue-black

hair from her forehead, and

ippled up at the throat the soft gray of her blouse.

I sensed it at once.

I was not looking at an ordinary

voman. She saw me; took me in at a glance, it seemed, with

et very dark eyes.

I was eighteen, a minister's
aughter. This was to be my first
eason at a lake resort, and 1 was
ingling for an adventure. The
wvoman in gray seemed to promise
me my coveted adventure, and I
did not want to lose it. I called
the attention of my friends to her
and insisted tha* they admire her
uso. They exchanged glances of
igreement which were meant to be
ubtle but which I understood and
njoyed. v

When the journey had almost
nded she beckoned to me. I arose
rom my seat delighted. Our chap-
wron, Mrs. Simmonds, gave me a

“warning glance, I merely smiled
in return. When I reached the
gray woman's chair (we referred
w0 her alWways as the gray woman)
the reashed for my hand and pat-
ed ft.

“It ees time for us to get ac-
.uainted,” she sald softly. ‘“We
joth go to Crown Point. Do you
now you have ze wonderful
wyes?” y

I was not the least surprised to
now that she had a French ac.
ent, but I could not speak a word.

“I will see you there,” she said,
nd, leaning closar, whispered:—

“I will show you a good time,
ittle Golden Glow.” When .she
wghed a dainty, knowing laugh
smiled, too, and went back to m)

eat.

“What dfd ‘the say, Ruthie?”
virs. Simmonds whispered.

“Nothing at all,” I answered
rying to be calm.

When ve alighted at the big,
roaring station, I watched the gray
lady laughing in the arms of a big
man, Intuitively I knev thut he
wasn't her husband. When I
passed she called to me:—

“I will not forget, cherie!"

For the rest of that day and the
whole of the next I watched for
“her, My friends laughed at me,
and Mrs. Simmonds once scolded
me seversly, but I was only intere

To my companions
I!ghtest heed.' I felt strangely flattered.

o me, but I knew that she was watching
veuld I could not keep my eyes from her face.

she paid not the
She did not speak
me, and try as I

ested in the gray woman and the
promised good time, I felt that,
through her, I was to see the ques-
tionable (that is what my father
called it) side of life.

The next night in the ballroom I
saw her. Her dress was black and
beautifully cut. Her face was
rather pale, I thought, but her lips
were red and ‘her blue-black hair
more glorious than I had dreamed.
Four men were talking to her.
One of them was the big man
whom I had seen at the station.
He was beaming down on her with
move pride than I had ever seen a
busband show for his wife. When
she saw.me she sent ‘the big man
for me. He smiled benevolently as
be gave me her message, but 1
didn’t like the way he looked me
syer frox: Ziy head to my fuet.

* When we bad reached her group

wine
berec
when the oiive
me Cown
shining

never remen:ts
seen it, and so
} 2d Larry drew
on his Lnee and held the
gla to my lips I fclt di-
vinely d. Whep I confess-d
that 1 d never tasted it. they
made merry over my Initlation Fi-
nally I knew that I war drunk I
knew also that the othere wcre
drunk, tco-—all except the eray
woman,

Some one galc something abcut
marriage. 1 agreed to perform a
mock marringe betwzen the big
man and the gray woman, We
stood them up, and, mimicking my
father, I recited the ceremony,
which I knew from memory. I
seéemed possessed of a devil. They
roared with langhter. Then we had
a funeral, It was during this that
a' knock sounded on the doar.
Without waiting for admittance,.
Mrs, Simmonds walked in. She
shoolx me hard, and grasped me
about the waist.

“Ruth!” she said sternly, “come
on with me at once.”

I drew back. The big man stug-
gered close to her with hils fists
clenched.

“You let her alone!” he bel-
lowed. “She's funny; she is.”

Larry caught me roughly in his

-in the hotel

sent her nearly flying through the
partly opcned door.
“You go ‘long” he ycllel.
‘““We're busy.” \
Then he slammed the aoodr, bot
we hcard Ler scream:—
“I')l call the police!”™
The gray wweman took chuarge of
situatinn  framediately. She
hurrie? ue all up io her apartment
Then she Izcked the
doer. and the h'larity Joatinued,
From some placs came a glass de-
can‘er, spark!tng with a ruhy col-
ored liquia, and a tiny C
plate on'whish oy a
yeiiow substance. I d!d 1o° know
that the first was laudanum and
laiter raw opiun. arry
ped his hands and danced
bout the room with drunken de-
it at the sight of thes drugs.
Breaking oif a piece of the oplum,
he held it to my lips.
“Take. it v beauty,” he said.
Like a idcat the gray woman
spreng at him,
“Fool! It ]
ecried. “It wou

the

Lill her,” she
t hurt you, but
it will kill her!” TLarry scemed
quite taken back. He sank into a
chair and mopped his forehead
with the back of his hand. The
gray woman's word was law.

The big man poured o4t a gen-

&% pul her arm about me. “This

¢e8 ge little friend { toid you of.”
she explained. “I have promised
show her ze good time. Will
you help me?” All four men
bowed deeply and agreed. The
tallest, an dlive-skinned young
man, whom they called Larry,
murmured softly: “Wee wee, Ma-
Snme." and then a little louder:
'You know me, my dear.”
1 was tingli with

ent,

and there. I danced with i
The rest smiled ana ntch.llmua.
He was a wonderful dancer, ana

When she saw me she sent the big man for me

arms and shook Mhis fist at Mrs.
Simmonds.
“Sure, she's my girl,” he sald.
“I trained her, and she's mine.
unk.” |

A

erous portion of the ruby colored
liquid into a glass and handed it
to the gray woman. She seemed to
take it in one swallow. The men
watched her with boundless admir-
nﬁn“:noun glass was poured,
al ewallowed it the same as
the The men looked

laughed at them sardonically, and
the big m.an poured another glass.
Then her eyen began to close very
clowiy. 8he ou® our aer Hands as
i2 17 warfd of’ sumethirg, =nd
ceemed te lose conan rese slow-
ly and besutitvlly big :naa
carried soine cushiors to a veivet
davenport l.ftea hLit gen'ly
vpon it
forget her unssvih
. Pais
Ths

nes

The man were, aRINg th?
seme llquar, and Larey acats trisd
to give me n swallow 2f tha Iy
but I was thojough!y alarme?
lecred at me and (oazed me
same time, The cthar men :
on and laughed efupidly. 1 r
the Jdoor, but it was lockasd g
fore I could turn the key Tarry
had caught me. He held mr hands
and attempted to pour the lignvid

nes’

A SHORT
TRUE STORY

down my throat, but I hald n'v lips
shut des=perately. He called the
Li¥ mman to come and prop my
mouth open. When the big man
came J rcalized that 1 could no
longer relp myself., I wag in a
panie.

Thers was suddenly a thunder-
1nx nelse outside. Larry dropped
L:!s glamss, and lct go his hold uron
me. Nonie one was bresking in the
dnorc.  The big man picked up the

y.vom se it she were a asll
d wildly .ahout for a

caps BT ha wad too

. The door ‘6!l In with 8 erasli.,

» my. Lorror 1 found mysalf he

cotive was (elking

e . Marto Rarnind”

1 knew thst e meant the arav
n, a'thewgh | hal vaver
Leard her pame . L peintea to the
davennort. o%: man in a pi-
ful effor o had threwn
over forn,

jerked the cover
silence wher she Wwas discovered.
L ganr - %20 wae no lomzer

pale, hut a dead bine-gray color.
“Too late,” sald the officer.
“You won't take her alive.”
Because 27 Mrs. Simmonds's testi-
mony, 1 was released. I tcld tha
detectives all I kuew of the gray
woman.
“But who was <he?” I Insisted.
“Marle Kartini,” he answered.
‘“The daughter'of a Hindu, partly
French, anéd ngleader of the mos*
cfficient gang of dope dealers in
Ameriea," he explained impres-
sive'v, “Yeur chaperon. Mrs. Sim-
mornds, iy in for a large reward for
their plure.”’ tle looksd &t me
In ratagr a condescanding ‘way.
s you, I suppose, have had
. exporience to last a while.”
I eafd wothing. I was too horri.
fled ané too relieved to speak. 1
could (hink of nothing ' but' the
Broy woman and my narrow escape
from her &cadly clutches. I have
thougkt of her a great deal since
that séventure some years ago. It
caclainly taught me a lesson. That
i why I have written this gtory.

4 QRAPHIC Yeature,

1 once had a friend, a gir! 1
loved. 2 Nome, ant & dog. 1
had a gcol businsse, and lfe
held all the promises: which
make it worth ltving.

Then eame a chanos te double
my nioney, “a sure thing. ' I
took the chance anéd lost.
Crushed, 1 went to my friend
and ke took my haad and told
me to fight it out, for he would
stand by me,

Wonderful feeling! A friend
to love ode, te understand!

But my home muet go, and
niy businees, of course, and then
1 found mysell in e &
less room, with
ané a bedraggied curtalin a
one bleal window, My dog was
with me, and he shivereq, for it
was cold. 1nt his eyes always
followed me with s:tent worship
and I could hear the thump of
his $2!' In ecstatlc greeting
when 1 returned.

Wonderful feeling, a dog to
love me, to understand!

I went to the givl I loved, and
told her all, She placed a ten-
der hund in mine and told me
to try again; she weculd stand
by m»n:

Wonderful feeling; a girl to
love me, to understand.

I went away, humble in my
gratitude. My friend and the
girl 1 loved, we three should
meet

¢ Sbranger TJhan CHichion

1 Am a Better Man Becausé of

:lme came, and my heart
salg with joy as 1 saw before
me my friend and the girl !
icved, !

Then one day my friend. met
me and his glance wag ocld and
he left me hastily. Rewildered
[ ‘'made my way to the.girk
Shé gently bide me good-by:
nhe cared mo longer. She was
te marry my friend—and that
was all! ’

Blindly 1 stuimnbled ‘to. my
small cold room. Then I heard
a thump of tall and the soft
head of my dog rested on my
clinched hand, and worshiping
eyes gazad at me,

I remember little of the
nfyhts and days that followed.
What I had saved 1 gave to
rrocure polsonous drinks, 1
_‘urched back one night, with
fust a few drops of “drunken
forgetfulness” left. 1 was
worthless, an utter tailure; 1
would leap from the bleak win-
dow, down on to the stones far
below. My hand reached out
for the bottle. Something licked
my hand, my dog, half<starved
and stiff with cold, crept toward
me, ;

I cursed, striking him. He
fell back against the table. Too
late 1 saw the bottle
fall to the floor. The liquor
seeped away through the rot-
‘o woodwork, great

My Dog

cracks sucking it up. The devil
awaked in me. I caught the
chair and hurled it at my dos.
He howled as ¢t struck him, 1
saw him fall bénedth the broken
wood; then I ran blindly for the
window. Here was my trium-
phant end. As I ran to the
window, determined to ecrash
through the giass, the curwed
dog dragged himself before me
and, sprawling full | ‘over
him, my maddened brain pound-
ing, my hands clenching 'the
window sill, slowly I slid away
into darkness.

Hours later drwn was creep-
ing through the gray window, 1
moved stiffly., Silence. Sua-
denly something moved beside
me. A whimpering dog, blood-
matted hair, shivering body, but
eyes clear, limpid, great hollow
pools—of what? I bent forward,
steadying 11y gase, then knowl-
edge came to me. The dog had
“faith” in me! t




