
down to posterity tooorten on rue wave 
of hearsay. An accredited "musical 
critic"—whosoever that pei'.somuie ni.iy 
be—is more often than not paid for ex
tirpating tho dross from the gold and 
believed implicitly by persons too igno
rant to think for themselves. 

When an American girl unwisely 
chooses—it is always unwise—to exhib
it her voico before tho glaring white 
light of foreign public opinion, tho 
abuse which assails that sweet organ of 
almost divine import is like a flash ra
diance turned upon a vital part—a part 
which is not criticised 011 its own mer
its, but on the merits of it;s owner's 
charms. The voico must undergo a set to 
with comparison, which in Franco is , 
considered inevitable rather than odious. 
It is compared unmercifully with tho 
roices of the past and tho present. Then 
its owner is stoned and subjected to the 
rack and hacked and besmudged and 
relegated to tho cliffs of good riddance 
and spitefully misused and purposely 
misunderstood, and, finally, if in one 
chance out of a thousand her instrument 
wjos the right to soar indefinitely, an 
emanation from its owner's heart, a 
spontaneous outburst of her innermost 
soul, an utterance of lu-r ovorsoul, it is 
as exhaustively discussed as though it 
Vtere fashioned of fiber nud tissue in
stead of gush and outpour, ;-.s though of 
flesh and blood instead ot embodying 
the nucleus of inspiration. 

Does that voice win its wuv to tho 
stars, giving evidence of a sweetness 
which is supposed to embellish only the 
main turnpike to Parnassus, the wnlves 
that have failed or the carrion that has 
faltered or tho onlookers who have 
stolen spurious achievement instead oi 
worked for tho legitimate article or the 
impotent who have twivled their i haul's 
while waiting for fame turn aii(i"« nil, 
with tho hurtful slur of their weak 
wrath, tho being who through shin r 
grit and indomitable pluck and coluss-..! 
self abnegation has lifted his or her Une 
given gift in an honest light for b.'trer 
things. 

This is not an exaggeration. ' 
The night  Constance Bri l ia  made JUT 

debut at tho Paris Grand Upera was 
one of tlioso bitter nights when the ele
ments war with personal comfort oat-
side and personal comfort wars with 
itself within. Tho galleries were liter
ally gorged with the Paris student 
•world, which congregates about the 
musical and art arena with deathless 
fidelity whenever 0110 of it.; rank and 
file dares to throw his or her effort for 
recognition within its midst and claim 
for it, on the ground of merit, adequate 
recompense. Tho American girl stu
dents, in last year's coats and hats, 
their countenances pallid and pinched 
with want, their eyes and lips sharpen
ed with expectancy, sat huddled to
gether in tho topmost gallery, with 
their opera scores on their knees, their 
tongues chattering like magpies on tho 
tree of knowledge. 

Tho question was, Would tho apple 
of wisdom, of such eminent desirabili
ty, of so delightful an import, fall 
within tho hands of their enviable con
temporary, or would itsmilo malicious
ly, turning its rosiest sido toward the 
breeze of publio protest, and refuse to 
be coerced? Long haired students, 
dreamy eyed and originally clad, as 
though indifferent to the law of fashion 
or custom, with stocks about their slim 
throats, hats retained between the acts 
and the odor of last night's tussle with 
a poverty stricken Bacchus in their 
breaths—Bacchus who was a poor speci
men of his richer relative in that he 
had substituted absinth for grapo juice 
and nicotine for tobacco—lolled against 
the railing of the gallery at tho left of 
the highest tier. 

In the boxes wero tho stockholders 
and their overdressed or underdressed 
wives, who, ever on tho scent of novel
ty, hired their places semiannually to 
infuriate the management and spent the 
other six months grumbling at a gov
ernment institution which demanded 
dear pay for cheap ability. 

In the parquet were seated the critics, 
that body, or rather army, of men who 
exemplify the attenuating aperature 
through which merit must creep in or
der to attain a hearing. Their souls 
were charged with a cynicism as bald 
as it was bland, but their pens wore 
tipped with the most corrosive acid ex
tant. Somo of them, men with families 
and tho record of experience in their 
lined physiognomies, affably discussed 
the newcomer's indubitable pluck and 
imminent fiasco. Desmoulins ogled tho 
gallorics skeptically, regarded his nails 
diligently, whispered solecisms in the 
ear of his companion, who was no loss 
a personage than Do Lacaze, and await
ed with impatienco tho rising of the 
curtain upon tho event of tho hour. 
Thoro wero two logos in the houso 
which claimed his attention. Ono was 
a narrow ono on tho fourth tier. It con
tained all tho members of tho pension 
in their best bibs and tuckers, tho 
World, tho Flesh and tho Dovil predom
inating. Tho other was a largo one on 
the first tior, in which wero seated 
Priscilla, radiantly lovely in pure white; 
Aunt Mildred, sparkling with magnifi
cent diamonds; Stornmouth and Doxie. 
The two latter had arrived three days 
before. Their arrival had scattered as 
dire a consternation in tho opposing 
camp as though these untitlod speci
mens of a new country, universally re
proached for its puling infancy, repre
sented a dynamite fusonewly organized 
and warranted to go off with or with
out cause, according to its own sweet 
will. 

Priscilla was paio and unnerved. Slio 
had spent the night, a sleepless ono ob
viously, with Constance. She had suf
fered tho samo anticipatory stago fright, 
the terror, tho nauseating fear with 
which Constanco was assailed now sho 
clutched at last her life's opportunity. 
She shudderingly recognized that, now 
tho die was cast, sho could not draw 
back. 

"You v.'iil succeed," Priscilla said 
encouragingly. igi'r"'-'xut of the incon
gruity displayed in her dark circled 
pyes and pallid lips, which wero in such 
violent contrast to her bravo words. 
"I looked at the moon over my right 

slur.- e; r 1:1st* niglit, ana x am wearing 
my little turquoise ring on my left fin
ger ::::-:tcxl of my right." 

"i! it were only that!" Coustance 
•:liiv,. i-ed. ''Yon cannot imagine. Mi
lium c is so dry my heart feels as if 
it were in a different; place from usual, 
and," .she concluded mournfully, with 
the ashen tint of utter exhausti :>n fas
tened or. her waxen features like a death 
nui.sk, "I never know whether I am go
ing to have stago fright or not. When 
it comes, it clutches ino like a demon. 
I can't cry oijt. 1 am dumb. I just 
bear." Then very sadly, "If seems to 
me, Priscilla, that is the whole of life 
—just endurance." 

"Don't," Priscilla had answered 
chokingly, with a little sob. "Pleaso 
don't." 

Tho eventful day had dragged along 
heavily, as though holding back its in 
evitablo decree reluctantly, at least so 
it seemed to Constance's feverish imagi
nation. Even tho sunshine seemed to 
her like a horrible farce of somo kind, 
a demoniacal grin at her superlative 
fatuity. There was no future for her 
after tonight unless sho succeeded. Sho 
found herself leaving her letters unread 
or unposted. The days or weeks had 
been numbered up to the. night of the 
debut, not past it. Every bluo blousei 
batcher boy whom sho chanced to per
ceive idly perusing the coming event of 
her temerity on tho yellow posters 
pasted on tho signboards at tho right 
and the left of the Opera, which cast 
their highly tinted shadow before, 
seemed to her a possible carping critic 
or a scoffing agent of tho secret police 
sprung out of tho multitude, for tho 
sole purpose of encompassing her vocal 
ruin. She wondered when she climbed 
the stairs of the pension after a run 
around tho block to assure herself that 
her other faculties wero not paralyzed, 
liko her throat, if in tbe early morning 
hours of the ensuing lay sho would 
climb them with a heavy heart or a joy
ous one. When her humid eyes looked 
upon her little bed, she wondered if tho 
pillow would smother her tears of wom
anish impotency or welcomo her sighs 
of infinite relief when tho ordeal was 
over and her triumph was complete. 

Desmoulins had been with her all the 
afternoon, accompanied by six journal
ists of renown, among whom was Do 
Lacaze, fully cognizant of the superla
tive importance of his organ. They dis
cussed tho now singer's "points" in her 
hearing, as though sho wero a prize 
heifer, and argued out loud the undesir-
ability of ono of the opposite sex em
bracing so arduous a career, which they 
did not hesitate to denominate a sale 
metier. 

Constance's solo response had been to 
.smile defiantly, a little burning flush 
purpling her cheek under tho eyes, like 
the glow of an orb which, supposed to 
liavo set, suddenly reveals itself once 
more, as if to givo the lie to its mourn
ers. To her they all appeared like tor
mentors who experienced intense de
light in augmenting her torture, in drag
ging her fears out before the merciless 
test of their skeptical analysis. 

Geoffroy, the great opera manager, 
had visited his new protegee and coun
seled coolness and precision, perfuuc-
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unconscious of the truth that lie migut, 
have seized his managerial opportunity 
as an instrument toward music's uplift
ing import instead of just tho contrary 
if he had chosen. 

Geoffroy was but a'caterer to tho pub
lio pulso. No more, 110 less. If that 
pulse beat sluggishly in tho veins of a 
too pampered audience, which palpa
bly required a shock to set its sluggish 
blood astir, ho considered that he did 
his duty did ho administer tho requisite 
shock through his prima donna, his 
orchestra or his corps do ballet. It 
would be fully as justifiable for his pur
pose of self advertisement to register a 
fiasco as a success. It would set tho 
newspapers agog and establish a nino 
days' wonder. Tho sacrifico of a singer 
or a coryphee was but p;ft't and parcel 
of his debt to that government institu
tion, tho Paris Opera. 

When after the prologue—the opera 
was Gounod's time worn if none the 
less exquisite ono of "Romeo and Ju
liet"—tho curtain roso 011 tho ball 
scene at tho house of the Capulots, Con
stance descending the staircase with her 
hand upon her father's arm, there was 
a pregnant silence. Tho critics were 
awaiting a confirmation of their adipose 
skepticism or a trial exhibition of me
diocrity. They wero universally defiant 
as regarded foreign issues. Paris was 
overrun in their opinion with irreverent 
foreigners who attacked art superficiai-

[rO BE CONTINUED.] 

JuBt Liko a Girl, 
Ho is a very young boy. llis is tho 

ago when a lofty coutempt for tho oppo
site sex manifests itself, thto contempt 
which usually finds merciless retribu
tion in later years. 
' His task of watching tho baby was 
not as distressing as it might havo been. 
Ho had utilized tho bassinet as a cra
dle and had found a placo where the 
floor sloped a littlo. 

Behind tho vehicle ho extended him
self and with head on hand proceeded 
to read a story paper. An occasional 
pull at a string fastened to tho rear axle 
imparted tho motion necessary to keep 
tho slumberer from waking. But the 
baby soon had its nap out and began to 
cry. Tho boy paid no attention to tho 
noise, and after awhile his sister came 
to investigate. 

"I suppose you aro going to lie there 
and wait for tho baby to learn to talk 
so it can tell you what it's crying 
about?" 

"No;" ho answered, "being ablo to 
talk wouldn't make much difference." 

"Why not?" 
"Because it's a girl. Girls never 

know what they'ro crying about. It 
just comes natural to them to do it."— 
Pearson's Weekly. 

PEMSON } 
BRICK j 

WORKS 1 
C GREEN, PROP 

High Grade Building Brick j 
The use of latest improved ma

chinery makes our brick of 
the best durable quality. 

For rates inquire or write to 

C.  GREEN DENISON,  IA ! LC
M

C 

GARY BROS. & CO. 
Deloit, •Iowa, 

Are Prepared to Dig Wells 

, Satisfaction 

Guaranteed. 

Anyone needing- anything 111 
this line should give them 

a call. 

N, F. STILSON 
ARION, IOWA, 

BLACKSMITH 
and WAGONMAKER 

ens 

All kinds of Blacksmith, Waimnvrork 
and Machine repairing promptly n>ne 

I have putin a good Emery ^ ' pel ind 
will make plow and cultivator 

work a specialty during season. 

He Turned the Laugh. 

President O'Hanlon of tho Penning
ton (N. J.) seminary used to preach 
every Monday morning at Ocean Grove, 
and one of his regular hearers was 
a good Methodist brother who used 
to shout "Glory!" whenever anything 
pleased him. Once in awhile this shout 
would come in at an inopportune mo
ment. 

After Dr. O'Hanlon had been preach
ing on Monday mornings for a number 
of years ho arose ono day to announce 
his text. He introduced his remarks 
with tlieso words: "Brethren, I have 
been preaching hore at Ocean Grove on 
Monday mornings for a number of 
years, but some of tlieso days when you 
aro gathered here I will bo missing, for 
the grass will bo growing over my 
grave." Just then tho shouter uttered 
a shrill "Oh, G-l-o-r-yl" 

Sedate as was that congregation, there 
went up a hearty laugh. The doctor 
was equal to the occasion. He put his 
hands in his pockets, leaned back and 
said, "Well, brother, what have you 
got against me?" The laugh was turn
ed. order was soon restored, and the 
doctor preached with his usual power 
and acceptability. —New York Tribune. 

They dismissed the new singer's "points" 
in her hearing. 

torily, taking unsympathetio notice of 
her waxen face and heavily shadowed 
brilliant oyes. Then he departed, with 
a good natured "Courago, mademoi
selle, '' and an undisguisod contempt in 
the lift of his Gallic shoulders. Geoffroy 
know what stago fright was. Ho knew 
its crippling power and its clutching in
sistence. Ho knew such fright could cut 
off a voice liko a kuifo laid wantonly 
against a roso stem or hoarsen it into a 
hideous apology of song or render it 
strident or forco it out into an apology 
of sound which seemed to mock, liko an 
cclio of pain, at its owuor's mortifica
tion. But Geoffroy was wiso in liis 
managerial generation. Ho waited. 
American pluck was proverbial in tho 
Paris musical world. Ho had himself 
signified unusual daring in his choice of 
a foroign voico, unknown, unsuspected, 
unjudged except by himself and that 
inner circlo which constitutes tho vocal 
judgment firmament in Paris. His other 
primo donno, who wero languishing in 
durance vilo awaiting tho opportunity 
to appear, had not hesitated to scoff at 
him for his conviction so absolute. Ho 
had laughed in their faces. "Wo wish 
to fill tho house,'' ho confidod later to 
ono of his satellites. "Thoro is a largo 
foroign colony in Paris. Tho debu
tante's friends and enemies will come to 
witness tho slaughter of tho innocent. 
If sho fails, they will swallow the pill 
with miraculous submission. Human 
nature is wont to bo extraordinarily sub
missive whero other peoplo's disappoint
ments aro concerned. If sho succeeds, 
they will reorganizo their doubtful 
judgments and confess they suspected 
their countrywoman's undeniablo abil
ity aftor all." 

Tho corps do ballet had pestered him 
with questions as incisive, as rife with 
Parisian wit and cynicism as a pri/.o 
pug would address to his master if ho 
had tho faculty of speech. 

Ho had shaken them all off good lm-
morodly. Ho "knew a good tiling when 
ho saw it," ho said. Then I10 wondered 
in a softened mood why, after all, thero 
was so littlo uood in tho world, totally 

The Americans In Egypt. 

Americans occupy an important posi
tion in extending the prosperity and 
civilization of modern Egypt. 

Not only do they form at least one 
third of tho tourists visiting Egypt, and 
number somo of the leading Egyptolo
gists, but tho beneficent effect of their 
missions and schools is everywhoro ap
parent throughout Egypt. Tho magni
tude of their Christian operations may 
bo gathorod from tho fact that the 
Egyptian mission of the American Pres
byterians has 100 stations, 20 churches 
and 97 schools. Ask a littlo Egyptian 
child where it has learned its English 
and it will very probably answer, "At 
tho American mission." Tho mission 
doctors, too, aro of much service. An 
English lady might havo died on board 
our mail steamer had a telegram rot 
been sent to an Amorican mission physi
cian, who came on board, attended to 
her and removed her to tho hospital at 
Assiut.—North American Keview. 

Carriage repair work a specialty 
at all tunes. 

SATISFACTION GUARANTEED 
Shop opposite N W. Depot. 

!  WARNER'S 

Common Sense Fence, 

.^Vegetable Prep aration fcr As -
similatirig UieTood and Regula
ting theStamadis and.Bcv.eis of 

Promotes Dtg,csiioi\,Cheerful-
ness andRestCoiitains neither 
Opium,Morpliinc r.oc l&ieral. 
NOT UAIICOTIC. 

Purrpxin S*.'<?> ~ 
... H Jlx.Sauia -

licchells Suu'J - ' 
,4rJsc Seed * w. 
T V p p c r r , -
fh Curicni'i 0*1* -
}Vcrrn Seed -
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ApafecS Remedy for Consilpa-
ikm, Sour Stonvich,Diarrhoea, 
Worms .Convulsions ,Fcvensh-
r.ess and Loss OF SLEEP, 

ic.c Simile Signature c': 

InXW YORK. 
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The Kind You lave 
Always Bough? 

Bears the 

Signature 

5 The 
Kind 

ou fee 
Iways Bought. 

SUA 
THE CENTAUR COMPANY, NEW YORK CITY* 

Denlson Marble 

and Granite Works. 

fk, MILL & SON, Props, 

Monuments crected on 
short notice. All work 

warranted to give satis
faction. 

DON'T buy your Wire ( 
Fence until you have 8 

1 seen this. Barbed top and 
1 bottom, hog proof. For sale 
| by 

|  E. T.  COCHRAN 

Mr. Botllu Snubbed by l>ickems. " 
"Dodd tbe Dustman,99 who founded 

tho bargo race, meant to bo tho founder 
of tho Royal Dramatic collego. Ho offer
ed tho money to Benjamin Webster and 
Charles Dickens and was not altogether 
well treated in tho matter. Ho was cer
tainly not an aristocratic donor, and tho 
sourco of tho mom y might havo been 
materials for ridiculo, but ho certainly 
merited moro civility than he got. Web
ster shelved him rather shabbily, and 
Dickens caricatured him as "Boffin, the 
Golden Dustman."—London Mail. 

Will Cure Him Kventuully. 

"I feel considerably encouraged about 
Slusher." 

"Why, I thought you told mo I10 was 
incurable—that ho smoked tho nasty 
littlo tilings incessantly, and they had 
given him a constant cough." 

"That's why I am encouraged. Tho 
congh is putting worse. "-^-Chicago 
Tribune 

J. A, Halbery J.T.Turner. 

Halbero & Turner, 
D e a l e r s  i n  

Goods,: Groceries, 
HATS, CAPS, NOTIONS. 

,'V* BOOTS AND 6HOES. 

In Isict everything l'ouml in a 
general store.' 

OUR PRICES ARE RICHT, 

when we buy or pel1. 

GIVE US A CHA1TCE TO BID OH WORK 
— 1 

WIL60X STEAM. 

..LAUNDRY 
Improved MacHlnemo 

QUICK WORK 

k SPECIALTY 

for doing the Best Work with 
the least possible wear and 
tear, and with splendid finish. 

A. HARTNEY, 
Proprietor of 

FIRST-CLASS IN EVERY RESPECT. 
FARGO HOUSE 

Fine Sample Rooms, excellent PHOn AACAI Q ' 
location and best of all U JUU lViL.AL.Ui 

Hnuie'Xewln Remodeled and PainUil. 

RLACK-SMITH1NO - -

mm Door wet ^ wish to announce that I am prepared to do all kinds 
of of blacksmith work in first-class shape and at price! 

xaub'a Ham. as low as is consistent with good labor and material. 

Horse-Shoeing a Specialty. TOM BATEMAN. 

E, ! :J^ane,  . 

C A L L  I N ,  A N D  G I V E  U S  A  T R I A L -

[ Halberg & Turner, 
I DKI.IMT, IOWA. 

[HDAviD favorite 
K^vsEsmcdy 
Tbe one sure cure for J 
Tbe Sidney's,jiver and Blood 

CASTOR 8 A 
For Infants and Children. 

The Kind You Have Always Bought 
Bears tho 

of 

WORK GUARANTEED. 

Leave orders at smith's r>:ui.H'j Shop. Bond or reference turnislied if desired. 

R TJ. MGQORMIGK, 
-1- BEALER IN ' 

Stock : Cattle : and • Hogs. 
HIGHEST MARKET PRICE FOR STOCK HOGS. 

HOUSE. 
MOVING •^•WMOUSES AND OTHER BlIILDINM 

U'Vs MOVtD WITHOUT INJURl 

First-Class Outfit. Experienced Men. Satisfaction Guaranteed. > 

JAMES McCLELLAN DENISON. IOWA 
•MPBtBaa«!B«ir8ltlllW\IJ«f«MIIIII II1 

I Review Fine Work 


