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“—that I have some very impor-
tant business,” continued Wharton,
unmoved.

“Very important?” said the prin-
cess, looking down.

“Very important.”

The princess moved lamely toward
the door. “I have to thank you
for your assistance,” she said, for-
mally. .

“It was, as I have said, a pleasure,”
said Wharton. Their eyes met a
moment,

“An’ you help’ me to explain it
so very nicely.”

“1 am glad to have been of service
to your Highness—in any way,” re-
sponded Wharton, with an irrepres-
sible twinkle in his eye.

The princess glanced at the king,
who had moved out of ear-shot.
“Suppose they had seen—through
the walll” she said, in pretended
horror; then, ‘“he is handsome, #’¢si-ce
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pas?”  And Wharton's
apace,

“He is a brick,” he responded,
warmly.

The princess clapped her hands,
then frowned. “But so jeal-ous!”

““When one is in love—’" said
Wharton.

The princess blushed, and Wharton,
turning, bowed his adieus to the
king and M. Renard.

“My heartiest apologies for your
detention, monsieur,” said the king,
in farewell.

“Nex’ time I run away—" said
the princess, turning threateningly to
the king.

“Next time!” said the king.

“—you better be glad if 1 come
back at alll An’ I shall never ex-
plain—again. Adieu, monsieur!”

“Adieu, your—Majesty,” said Whar-
ton, softly, bending over her out-
stretched hand.

envy grew
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HEART SACRIFICE

IF I had loved him less, perhaps—

I do not know, one cannot know—
He might have loved me more, and T

Should not have felt within me grow
The crying loneliness, which comes

To women’s hearts that love and wait
In longing, hopeless hopefulness

Outside the unpermitting gate.

And yet, if 7 had loved him less,
I should not know—one could not know—
The rapture of love’s sacrifice.
Those fires, through ashes, always glow
To light the long, hard way that leads
The faltering spirit up to see
The infinite unselfishness
Which saved mankind on Calvary.

Wiiniam J. Lavpron,

Dt

PINT measure, rather than a bushel, would be quite sufficient to hide the
light of some people we know.



THE MARRIED MAN

By Morgan Robertson

¥ E told the story while he and I
5 smoked at one end of his

% 2% yveranda, and his kindly-faced
wife talked with *the only girl on
earth’ at the other end, beyond reach
of his voice. He was a large, portly
and benign old gentleman, with an
infinite experience of life, whom I had
long known as a fellow-tenant in the
studio building. He was not an artist,
but an editorial-writer on one of the
great dailies, who worked, cooked and
slept in his studio, until Saturday
evening came, when he regularly dis-
appeared, until Monday morning.

There was nothing in this to sur-
prise me, until he invited the only girl
and 111yse1f to visit his country home
over Sunday, incidentally informing
us that he was a married man, and had
been for more than twenty years.

And we found him most happily
married. Indeed, he and his white-~
haired wife were so foolishly fond of
each other that their caresses would
have seemed absurd had they not been
S0 genuine,

These old lovers had made much of
us; and they seemed so sincerely in-
terested in our coming marriage that,
in the evening, as night settled over
the quiet little subu~b, and we sought
the veranda for coolness, I ventured
to comment to my host on his mode of
life.

“Best plan in the world,” he an-
swered. “‘You'll find it so, after a
year or two of creative work at home,
Don’t give up your studio. If you do,
you will suffer—as I did before I began
my double life—from nervous prostra-
tion. I was writing when I mar-
ried—long-winded essays, sermons,
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editorials, and arguments about noth-
ing at all, simply built up from the
films of my imagination. The thou-
sand-and-one distractions of household
life interfered too much, and the more
I tried to force my brain the more [
fatigued it. The result was that I had
a bad six months with myself, and
then gave out, just on the verge of in-
sanity.

“Yes, my home life nearly mad-
dened me, as I have said. Then, I
tock a studio, lived in it, and visited
my wife twice a week., The result was
that I got my work done, and found
my wife as glad to see me as I was to
see her. It was like a lad’s going to
see his girl; and, talk as you like about
conjugal bliss, a woman gets tired of a
man about the house all day long.
Still, there is a danger attached to
this dual residence. One must walk
straight, for he is a marked man. I
had an experience at the beginning,
that taught me the need of prudence.

“It was while I was mentally con-
valescent, but yet a very weak man,
nervous, irritable, and of unsound
judgment. ‘There was about the same
kind of a crowd in the building as now
—artists, musicians, actors and actress-
es. There were women coming and
going at all hours, and all sorts of
shady characters had access to the
place. One day, a neighbor named
Bunker brought a pleasing young
person in black into my place, and in-
troduced us.  She was the widow, she
informed me, of a newspaper man,
who often, when alive, had spoken of
me. S0, hearing that I was in the
building, she had asked her friend,
Mr. Bunker, to bring us together, as



