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OUR SPRINQ STOCK OF HATS IS HERE! ^ 1 J 
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are so well known to buyers of lints that we en* not say anything 
that would add to their reputation for stylo and quality. 

' This line is replete witli nil the seasons novelties 
»x, - in shapes and colors. 
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Enough Said to Wise Heads. 
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You Buy Johnson's Puref 
Cider Vinegar. 'J | 

Also a Pure Rymalt Vinegary 

For Pickles. ; 
i THE BEST IN THE LAND. You nre destroying your health i 
i as well as your brain, by using ACID VINEGAR. Try Ours, j 
t None Better Yours For vV l(MW t, i 

GOOD GOODS AT RIGHT PRICES J • 

CAL. ATKINSON, Grocer-

IF YOU ARE 
LOOKING FOR fflE BEST » 

n the way of Vehicles, Buggies, Spring wagons and Lumber 

wagons or any special job in this line. / --I" ' 

WE HAVE WHAT YOU WANT! 
Anything in our line that cm or cannot be had anywhere else 

we can manufacture on short notice. 

WORK POSITIVELY GUARANTEED 
It must also not be forgotten that we keep constantly on 

hand everything pertaining to a buggy or wagon and do all kinds 

of repairing, having expert men in all the departments lequired for 

carriage and wagon building. 

POSITIVELY 
TEN to FIFTEEN DOLLARS CAN BE SAVED on every vehicle 
by making your purchases of us. 

WE DO AS WE ADVERTISE ^ 

Kennedy Buggy Co 
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Do Ycu Contemplate 
Cleaning Your 

Lace Curtains? j Ladies! 
IF SO, We guarantee to clean them, Make Them Look As! 

i Good As New, and not damage them in the least, and the price ft 

! will be right at -f { 
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Manchester Laundry. 
A SAVORY AROMA 
that is an appetizer, as well as a 
tickler of the palate, arises from the 
rich and nourishing soups that ai e 
made (or the edification of the epi
cure and will suit the pocketbook ol 
the economical. Our fine canned 
soups, as well as our choice canned 
goods of all descriptions, are of the 
best brands, and all ol recent can
ning, fresh, nourishing and palatable. 
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. . . Flour! 
We have; the BEST FLOl'R on the market, and mv will ji. 

pleased with our trade on same. 
We nre here to please the trade oil all kinds of Groceries. 
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Try Our 90 c - n i  Flour, a Its a}{-
\b 

— — il/ .Hummer.. 

Come in and take a sack home with yon and be convinced j'j 

A. B. WATERS, % 
. SUCCESSOR TO NOBLE ARNOLD. 
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though 1 could hoar his l:i!>orc<l breath. 
And ns we watohoil a man came over 
the flagged pqnarp, walking Idly and 
earelessly toward them, humming as 
ho did so the song called the "Three 
Cavaliers." 

"D'Aramon!" exclaimed Lorgnac. "It 
is all over now unless we can shut his 
mouth." 

On his words, however, the two 
moved oft arm in arm swiftly together 
and were lost in the unceasing crowd 
that was pouring from the Italics. I 
was for rushing after them at once, 
hut Lorgnac held me by the arm. 

Stay!" he said. "You must deal 
with D'Aramon. Stop him at all haz
ards. I look after the others. Meet 
me at my house." And with these 
words he left me abruptly, crossing the 
pavement rapidly and mixing with the 
crowd. 

I waited not a moment myself. I 
did not even answer Lorgnac, but 
pressed forward on the track of the 
spy and overtook D'Aramon In the Rue 
Montorguell. He was walking slow* 
ly, looking carefully about him, as If 
ho had missed his prey, and was head
ing toward the Tlquetonne—the next 
turning to the right would bring him 
to the Tire Houdin. But, as I said, he 
hesitated and, * standing on tiptoes, 
kept trying to look over the heads of 
the crowd. 

I walked past him rapidly, brushing 
against him as I did so, and turned 
with au apology that broke into an ex* 
clamatiou of surprised recognition. 

"Your pardon, monsieur! Hein! Can 
I believe my eyes? Is it you, D'Ara
mon ?" 

"Yes—yes," he stammered uneasily. 
"I have business, M. Le Brusquet. An
other day." And he would'have has
tened 011, but I stood in his path, say
ing Insolently: 

"At the Cabarets? Well, so have I. 
Come and drink and tell me how the 
air of Paris has become healthy for 
you once more." 

He grew red at my words; but, to do 
him'justice, he kept his temper, though 
he said coldly enough: 

"Monsieur, I have said I have busi
ness!" 

But I laughed and cut in upon his 
speech. 

"And so have I. Everybody's busi
ness Is a jester's business. Come and 
drink!" 

He thought I was In my cups and 
still preserved his coolness. 

"Not now. Au revoir, au revoir!" 
And he pressed on. But I stuck like a 
fly to him, buzzing in his ear. 

"Tell me," I said loudly—"you appear 
to be on your feet again. Does the 
Spanish embassador pay well?" 

He stopped short, with a curse, and 
turned on me, shaking with anger. 

"Begone, fool!" ho shouted, his hand 
on the hilt of his poniard. But I slip
ped back nimbly, my drawn rapier 
pointed at him, and in a moment a 
crowd had gathered around us. He 
was no co\?ard arid would certainly not 
have shrunk from an affair, but now it 
was absolutely necessary for him to 
have his hands free. He glanced 
around him and then made a mistake. 
He attempted to dash across the road 
to the other side and oscape me. On 
the Instant I had raised the cry "Stop 
thief!" and the crowd was on his heels. 

You all know the good people of Par-
is and how hard it would go with a 
man behind whom the cry "Stop thief!" 
was raised. It fared so with D'Ara
mon. The spy had barely got across 
the Tlquetonne when he was surround* 
cd by a shrieking, howling mob, and a 
mob, too, of the artisans and workers 
of the Ilalles. He drew his sword and 
swept it round him, but they only gave 
way to form In closer behind him. 
Aud now stones and other missiles be
gan to fly and the rattles of the watch 
to be bengd. I caught one glimpse of 
D'Aramon. He had backed up against 
the wall near a street lamp. His cheek 
was cut and bleeding, and his dress 
torn and soiled. lie was trying to 
shout explanations, but ho might as 
well have shouted to awaken the dead. 

"Stop thief! Stop thief!" was shriek
ed and howled around him, and then 
some one brought him down with 
blow from a staff, aud ho fell beneath 
a struggling heap of men. 

I had no pity for the villain. He was 
one of the worst of his class and de
served death at the lamppost. On the 
whole, he got off easily enough, though 
ho was marked for life, and it \va 
many a long day ere the "captain's1 

limbs lost their soreness. 
He was disposed of, at any rate. So 

leaving him to the tender mercies of 
the crowd aud of the watch, who had 
hurried up, I went rapidly on toward 
the Rue Tire Boudin, where Lorgnac's 
house stood. It was but a short way 
from the Tlquetonne, and on reaching 
the entrance to the street I halted for a 
moment, ns If to examine the display 
in the window of a pastry cook's shop, 
although my eyes were flxed anywhere 
but on his tartlets and cakes. The 
uioou was out now, full and clear, and 
Its light fell like a broad silver ribbon 
between the two rows of dark and si
lent housos that raised their gruy and 
mottled walls on either side of the 
street. There were but few passers-
by. but It soemed to me that there was 
an unwonted crowd near the door of 
the house where Lorgnac lived, which 
I could make out vaguely, for it lay 
•bout a third of the way down the 
street. 

I took a step into the road and Btop 
ped again to got a bettor view, when ] 
felt something plucking at ray cloak 
I looked down. It was Pompon, whose 
very existence I had forgotten, and ho 
sat nt my foot, gaziug wistfully up at 
my facc, with eyes that told me he 
was wearied. 

"Come, Pompon," I said, and in a mo
ment he was on my shoulder, where he 
rat light as a feather. I gave another 
look dpyn the road^ind at the group 
nour I^btgnaC's house, ^nd 1 Wasco* 
taiji I caught tho gleam of 0 cuirass. 
This augured ill, but It wap no time to 
draw ba<^aud, eluglng a cheery catch", 
I stopped forward aud, coining boldly 
up to tho door of the house/found my-
Self Stopped by Crequy of tho archer 
guard. 

"Dlablel" I exclaimed. "I have come 
to see my gossip, Lorgnac. What does 
all this mean?" 

"I know no more than you, Le Brus
quet. If you want to see Lorgnac, you 
Will flnd him on the opposite side of 
the road with two of my men. But he 
is as sulky as a bear." 

"What! Have you arrested him?" 
"Yes." ; 
"Then what ure you doing here?" 
"Obeying orders, my lord of folly, 

aud if you will tako my%dviee you will 
go home, for"—and he dropped his 
voice—lithe king and tho cardinal will 
be here in a few minutes. Wo huvo/ 
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caged some birds within." 
'Ah, well, that Is their affair. I'll 

drop a consoling jest tn Lorgnac's ear 
and be off. Au revoir." 

"Au revoir." 
In a few steps I was across the road 

and beside Lorguac. He was standing, 
looking the picture of dejection, be
tween two stalwart archers. 

"Oh, ho, raou ami!" I exclaimed as I 
embraced him. "So you have engaged 
pilots for the ebatelet." 

The archers laughed at this reference 
to them, but Lorgnac seized Bis chance 
and whispered quickly in my ear: 

"Tho horse Is in the stable behind 
Barou's shop. There Is a chance by 
the window." And he slipped a key 
into my hand. 

"Never fear," I answered loudly. 
"You shall be free tonight. Ijphall Bee 
my gossip Henri, and we slSll flniBh 
that D'Arbois of mine before tomor
row morning. Adieu, then, until we 
meet again!" 

And, waving my hand to Crequy, I 
turned back and walked off at a rapid 
pace. Pompon once more following nt 
my heels. 4 K 

Vr 

CHAPTER IV. ' 
now roupoN saved a queen. 

There are times when thought and 
action have to move together like 
lightning, when, if there Is but a 
flicker of halt or hesitation, the result 
is disaster, and fT ever such a moment 
had come to me It had arrived now. 

I thank God that, notwithstanding 
the tumult in my heart, I kept iny head 
clear and my nerve steady In the 
crisis before me. It is true I held a 
great card. No one suspected me, ex
cept, perhaps, D'Aramon, and he was 
quieted. Not the most suspicious eye 
would turn on Le Brusquet, the king's 
Jester, as being in any way Involved 
In a court Intrigue, and I was safe 
from hindrance on that score. Even 
Crequy, and he was no fool, had let 
me pass with a Jest. 
1 could not help chuckling a little to 

myself at this, ns, picking Pompon up, 
I crossed the road to the opposite side, 
where the Bhadows lay dark on the 
pavement. One look behind me—the 
archers were still at Lorgnac's door— 
and then I put myself to the ruo. A 
few steps brought me to a narrow side 
street tlfat went off at an augle from 
the road, heading back to the cross
roads where Barou's shop lay, close to 
Lorgnac's house. Immediately behind 
the shop was Cartouche's stable, and 
from the stable there was a chance, a 
bare chance, to free my birds. I knew 
the way perfectly, for I had used it as 
a short cut a hundred times on my 
visits to Lorgnac when he lay ill in 
the spring of a tertian ague. It was 
necessary to be careful, however, how 
one stepped In this nameless alley, for 
the slime of ages covered the cobble
stones beneath the feet, and there was 
110 footpath. Indeed, so narrow was 
the passage that by stretching one's 
arms out It was possible to touch the 
houses on either hand. 

I made all the haste I could and at 
last reached Barou's shop. Barou him
self was closing for the night as I came 
up, and I caught a glimpse of his lean 
Qgurc, hcsltatiug at the door In the 
hope perhaps that I might prove a cus
tomer. I passed quickly on, taking no 
notice of him. lie peered after me for 
a moment, and then his door shut with 
a bang, and the old man went In like a 
spider disappointed of his fly. 

Two steps more, and I was at the 
stable. If Lorgnac's ready wit had not 
thought of the key, all would have been 
lost; but, ns It was, the key was in my 
<hand. In another moment I had open
ed the door and stepped tn, shutting It 
carefully behlud me. A lantern, swing* 
ing to a chnlu attached to a crossbeam, 
wns burning brightly In the stable, and 
In the stall before me was a magnifi
cent gray horse with a lofty crest and 
bright, full eyes that looked down upon 
me like two stars. It was Cartouche, 
and he was already saddled, though the 
girths hung loosely around him. He 
knew mo, for we wore old friends, and, 
tossing lils head up and down, began to 
strike at the flooring with his fore foot 
and whinny. I putted his sleek neck 
and looked around. Near me was some 
stable gear. To the right there was a 
loft aud above that a small window, 
which was open, for the night was 
warm. A ladder led to the loft, and up 
this I climbed, Pompon at my heels, 
and, passing through the window, 
found myself on the roof of Barou's 
store. On either hand the gableB, with 
their lily shaped flnlals, hid me from 
view, and 1 was, In short, on the back
bone of the roof. About 20 feet from 
me rose the back of Lorguac's house, 
high and narrow. From a v4q£ow In 
the second story there was a bright 
light, and I caught a glimpse of a 
shadow on the walL I crept up be
neath the window aud looked. It was 
Impossible to reach It, and I daro uot 
raise my voice. Every moment was 
precious, and with a groan I glanced 
about for some means of ascent, and as 
I d4d so Pompon begau to clamber up 
the grooved brick waterway, which ter
minated on a narrow ledge of orna
mental stonework running rpu&d the 
house. Above this ledge, h<?Wevet, ft 
gargoyle in the shaped! a griffin's head 
leered down at me. 

A Buddcn thought ̂ truek mc^ and I 
seized the ape ere 1m could go farther. 
Back I ran, with the quick, stealthy 
footsteps of a cat, and dropped down 
Into the stable once more. Hastily and 
with shaking hands, 1 examined the 
stable gear, throwing one thing after 
another aside, und at last I found yhat 
I sought—a spare halter. Ob, those 
seconds when I fumbled there In the 
stable! They were as hours. I snatch
ed up the halter with au exclamation 
of joy and in less time than I take to 
tell this was once more beneath the 
window. Here It was Pompon's 'turn, 
and I thanked my stars again and 
again for the months I had spent In 
teaching the ape to do almost anything 
I wished. I knotted one end of the ha£ 
ter Into a noose and, giving If to Pott-
pon, placed him where he had climbed 
to at lirst and, with a little wave of 
my hand, said: "Cp, Pompon! typl" 

Without a moment's hesitation he 
climbed jo-the ledge, t watQhed thf 
small black figure looking down on mo 
with little, twlukllng eyes, tho halter, 
held by the noose, In his bands. 1 
made a motion of my hand toward the 
gargoyle, but the ape only jlbbered, 
and the cold swout burst over mp, for I 
was sure I heard In the distance the 
sound of many horses trotting. Too 
late! After all this! It could not be! 
Again and again I tried to moke the 
ape understand, but he either could 
not or would not. In despair I at last 
seized the end of the halter near me 
aud looped It round my own neck. And 
imagine my utter disgust—Pompon did 
the same and bobbed up and down on 
his hind legs! One might have laughed 
if the issue at stake was uot so serious. 
I took the loop off my neck. Pompon 
again followed my example, and then-
it may have been God's mercy—he sud
denly uui.i-rstood aud slipped It over 
the gargoyle. 

"Thank Godr And I had tightened 
the noose In a moment, giving the ape 
no time to change his mind and remove 
It. In those days 1 was lithe and agile 

" -

as a cat, ana band over liana I swarm" 
cd up tbe rope, at last gaining the nar
row foothold of the ledge. The win
dow was at least bIx feet from me, and 
I had to cross this spacc ere I oamo 
to it. 

Holding on to the brickwork, I slip
ped the noose from the griffin's head 
and then slowly and carefully made 
my perilous way to the window, the 
rope clutched in one linnd and getting 
as much support as X could from tho 
cracks between the bricks, where the 
cement had loosened and fallen away. 

When, afterward, I looked at what 1 
had done, my blood ran cold at the very 
Idea of It, but now I went without fear, 
without a single thought of anything 
but those whom I was striving to save. 
And, yes, those whose horses I had 
heard—I heard them again now clear 
and distinct. I was not a moment too 
Boon. I boldly stood on the ledge and 
looked In nt the window. It was a 
large room, and she, my queen, was 
sitting at the table. Her hood had fall
en back, showing the pale, clear cut 
outlines of her face, and her eyes were 
full of tears. Conde stood by her, 
speaking earnestly, pleading as If for 
his life, and If ever there was love In 
a man's face It Blione on his. Oh, It 
was a mad thing to do, but she was a 
child, not 18, and he but Ave and twen
ty. 

So earnestly were they talking that 
they did not hear me, though I stood 
boldly at the window, and it was only 
when I had sprung lightly Into the 
room that they became aware of my 
presence. Mary rose to her feet with a 
cry, aud her hands went up to her face, 
but Conde sprang at me without a 
word. I seized his wrists like a vise 
and said in a voice cracked with emo
tion: 

"You are betrayed! There Is only one 
chance—come with me!" 

The fool struggled still, and, prince of 
the blood though he was, I cursed htm 
to his face. 

"Will you lose all? Hark!" And the 
blare of a trumpet from the street came 
to us with discordant echoes. 

He understood now, but Ills presence 
of mind had left him. 

"My God!" he cried. "What can I do 
to save you?" And be turned to Mary. 
To give him his due, be thought but of 
her, and he rushed to her side, where 
she stood staring at us, wtth a white 
face and large, frightened eyes. 

The door of the room was open. As 
I ran to It I heard a battering below. 

"'Tls the king!" I cried. "Quick! 
To the window!" 

His senses were coming back to htm, 
and he half dragged and half carried 
Mary to the window. I closed and 
locked the heavy oaken door and, turn
ing, saw Conde handling the rope I bad 
thrown on the floor at my entrance. He 

-ha<l grasped at the chance of escape. 
But I wonld take no risk of failure. I 
was by his side in a moment and 
snatched tbe halter from Ms hands. 

"Put out the light," I said, and as be 
did so 1 ran a noose round the pillar of 
the balustrade across the window and" 
dropped the rope outside. Then, turn
ing to Conde, I said, "Descend and hold 
the rope taut below." The words were 
Bcarce out of my mouth-*wlien we heard 
the dull report of an arquebus. 

"They have blown in tbe lock! 
Quick!". 

But be needed no bidding. He was 
not good at climbing, but somehow he 
managed it, and I felt the ropo tighten. 
He was safe below. 

"Mademoiselle," I said, turning to 
Mary. I pretended not to know her, 
but she shrank back. 

"I cannotl 1 cannot! Let them 
come!" And her words were followed 
by a crash, a hoarse shout aud the 
sound of many feet. Then I did what 
1 hav» never done to woman before or 
after. The strength of ten possessed 
me. I took her in my arms like a child 

and. holding her round tbe tfain 
o|96 hand, began the descent. SljQ 
seemed to recover herself as 1 got out 
of the window and clung on to tne 
rope as well as I, else 1 hadi never suc
ceeded. But we completed the descent 
as we heard them hammering at the 
door, and la voice—It was the king's— 
called out: 

"An arquebus, an arquebus!" 
Along tbe waterway on tbe roof of 

the Btore we ran like hares, Pompon 
leading, wo bad just gained the 
stable and I had put oat the light when 
we heard the door of tho room from 
wtilch we had escaped being forced in. 
They would see tho rope, I knew, and 
We were stili not safe. I whispered 
hastily to Conde: 

"Take tbe hone am} ride for your 
lifel Qo.by the Porte St. Honore." 
' He was himself again, for the Bour
bons never had the poltroon fever. 

§drow the girths, bent down and 
sed Mary', band and mounted In 
stable. As I held tho door open 
him be turned to me, saylngi 

"Monsieur, I swear"— 
But the hot anger blazed within me 

(it tb, man who could risk a woman's. 
" ' tame as lie bad done—at the.AaA 

bad broken bis word to hi# friend. 
'Bide!" I salt). "Waste no tloio In 

Tows. 'Tls pnly a prlnco who thinks 

Lean break his word without dis. 
or." And following my words cams ednd' shouts from the window, 

had foijnd tbe rope. 
Qoude made no answer, but bent his 

bead and gave Cartouche tho spur, and 
we heard blm clatter down the street, 
and I caught Mary's band, and we ran 
out together. I took her northward, 
through passage and alley, until I felt 
her falter, and then I stopped, for she 
was breathless and almost fainting. 
But we were safe. No one would rec
ognize a queen in tbe slight, gray clad 
figure that clung to a jester's arm as 
the two, followed by a small brown 
ape, picked their way along the nar
row pavement of the Hue St. Sauveur. 
It was then that she spoke for the 
first time, and as she did so she with
drew her hand from my arm. 

"Is—is ho safe, do you think, mon-
Sleur?" 

"Monseigneur Is by now free of tbe 
Porto St Honore," I replied, still giv
ing no sign that 1 knew her, but tho 
Ice was brokon now, and she went on: 

"Oil, II woe folly! It was madness I 
Why ei/er did I come?" 

''Wo will get back safely, thank 
God!" I said, but a great fear was. in 
Oy heart lest tho king should send to 
yrder tho Louvre gates to be shut, and 
I hurried her on through tho moonlit 
Strcots. Wo went down tho Ruo Croix 
des Petit Champs, passed bcblnd tbe 
magaslns of tho Louvre and at last 
came to the gate below the riding 
schooL Once past that wo were safo 
Indeed, for my little key would open 
the terrace wicket, and then nil would 
bo well. 

"Tako my arm," I said. "Look as 
much like a servant woman of the pal
ace as your highness can." 

Bhe did so without a word. As we 
came to Uie gate the sontry looked at 
us narrowly. I stopped "and addressed 
him. 

"My friend," I said, "It Is not yet 10, 
is it?" 

"No, M. Le Brusquet." But his eyes 
Were on my companion, whose hood 
was.drawn well over her face. 

Igoodl" I.Auswercd. "I shall be In 

lilhg'H supper Come, 

fair 
who 

MR 

time for the 
mignonne." 

I felt her shrink nt the word, but she 
played linr part bravely and tripped by 
my sldo ns we passed the gate. AVe 
were not a moment too soon, for as we 
turned the shrubberies a horseman 
dashed up, and I heard him call out 
to the sentry. It wns Crequy. 

"H ms ni,y onp gone this way?" 
We stopped In the shadow of tbe 

trees and listened. We daro not stir, 

f ' = > 1 ^ -

Hoidlnu her round the with one 
ana, 1 began the dcsccnt. 

for It would mean crossing a bright 
patch of moonlight, where, for certain, 
we would lie soon. 

"Yes, monsieur — Le Brusquet, his 
ape and a girl—she looked pretty." 

"And you did not stop thom?" 
"Monsieur, the gates arc free until 

10, and, besides, Le Brusquet has'an 
evil sword, and he called her mi
gnonne." 

"Ha, ha, ha!" And Crequy's merry 
laugh rang out, while my companion 
stamped her foot. 

"Three very good reasons, but the 
first 1b tlx? best. Ilarkec! Close thi 
gates at once. Lot none pass in ov out.' 

"Yes, monsieur." 
And then Crequy, turning his horse's 

head, rode off at a canter. 
As he did so I drew the tnfcrenu 

from his act. 
"The king te not back yet, your high

ness. We nre safe." 
Then we crossed the garden In si

lence until we come to the little wicket 
leading to the ludies' terrace. I opened 
It with my key, and when we had gone 
up the steps and reached the platform 

ofj^the terrace slio stopped, and we 
fated each other. 
.Ifehall never-forget that night when 

we' two stood there alone, the quiet 
ipoon' looking down on us, the silver 
light, the shadowy trees and tho scent 
ofjthe roses that came to us with tbe 
breezei 
(.1 saw my queen's eyes shining upon 
pie,' and I knelt at her foot. 
, "Your highness will forgive me—my 
freedom of speech and all I have done. 
But there was no other way, and you 
are safe now." 

She threw her hood back and looked 
down upon me with her glorious eyes, 
and then, stretching out her hand, rais
ed me to my feet 

"M. do Besme," she said, "God has let 
me know today what a true gentlenjan 
Is. Keep these In memory of Mary of 
Scotland." 

jWIth these words sho detached the 
two red roses she wore at the neck of 
tier dress .and placed them in my hands, 
ajid as;I bowed low and in silence to 
receive them she turned and ran up tho 
Btalrway and Into the palace, slipping 
fignn my sight like a ghost. 
•  • • • • » •  

^Late that night as I sat in my cham
ber, thinking and staring at the roses I 
had placed in a vase on the table before 
me, I heard a stop outside my door and 
then a knock. I know who-it was. 

"Enter!" I cried, and Lorgnac came 
In. His face wns beaming, his eyes 
laughing. He shook mo by the hand 
and, flinging himself into a chair, pour
ed himself out a cup of D'Arbois and 
drained it at a draft. 

"$ee heref he said as he placed a 
Amall bag on tjUe table. "A thousand 
pistoles In gold! And I owe you 40 
crowns." 8aylng this, ho counted the 
money out on tho tablo and fell to 
laughing again. 

"Come*" ho said, "tell mo your sto
ry" 

I told.him all, omitting only the men
tion of the roses, and when I had done 
ho went to the little box where Pom
pon lay wearied and asleep. He looked 
at tho apo long and earnestly and mut
tered: 

"You shall have a collar of gold, mon 
ami, for you have saved a qucoa." 

Then ho came back, and wo spoke for 
awhile gayly of many things, for our 
hearts were full of ono thing which wo 
did not dare to speak of even to ono 
another. 

At last be t-oso to go. As ho stood at 
the.door wishing me good night ho hes
itated a littlo and then went on: 

"It le good night and goodby, Le 
Brusquet ' The king has forgiven me, 
and I leave tomorrow with dispatches 
for Coliguy." 

"Jlelnt" I said. "Tho treaty of Vau-
Cdlles Is waste paper. Good luck and 
good fortune!" 
1 waited until his footsteps had died 

away. He was wearing his willow 
bravely and like a gentleman. Then I 
went bock to look at the queen's roses. 

But six days after Coligny had at
tacked Doual and stormed Lens and 
the king had declared war against 
Spain. 

Tho Ministry of Dooka In Slcknews. 
There is a reason for the power of 

literature on the slckbcd In leading 
men to forget their pain and live tn 
another world tlmn that which seems 
to surround them. Mcdlclne caunot ef
fect this. We administer drugs faith
fully, but the patient groans nnd toss
es tho night long. Even the most sym
pathetic nurse too often ttndB all power 
of soothing useless. Every conscious 
moment brings up images of misery 
and of dread. What Is needed Is that 
the patient should bo taken out of the 
actual into an ideal world whero his 
imagination may be stirred and roused 
Into a new relationship with his sur
roundings. 

The grcut writer Is really a good phy
sician. a physician of tho body and 
the mind. Little did Shakespeare or 
Scott or Dickens dream of the diffused 
power which would radiate from their 
works aud lighten up the mind <>f 
countless sufferers. A chapter from 
"Pickwick" is as good as a tonic—bel
ter than most tonics, because we kuow 
and see nli its constituent clcmcuis. 
A play of Shakespeare's Is a deep draft 
of purifying and healing driuk, of more 
value than that lu the bottle by the 
bedside. The nature poetry of Words
worth sinks insensibly into tho soul 
with its healing and blessing agency. 

And the hidden but sure sources of 
splrltuul power domiuato the body and 
reach out Into all Its ducts nnd veins, 
and if they do not cure they help us "> 
bear our bodily Infirmity. — London 
Spectator. • 

Womanly "Tcmlomoiw," 
"Don't talk to me of tho tenderness 

of woman's heart," said the man who 
hates women, though ho has never 
boon married. "She hasn't any. I 
was traveling recently on a through 
train to New York from tho west, and 
in tho morning, just after most of us 
had dressed and were sitting In the 
end of the ear. the conductor came and 
called iwo mm away. One of them 
belong d ;u ti intrlllgnit and well 
dressed woman sitting opposite me. 
and when lu'«-atn«» back sho asked him 
what tin* romlm-ior wanted. 

"•Why.' said the man seriously, 'the 
man in low«»r s lias hten found dead.' 

"The woman's eyes widened, nnd I 
thought she was going to say some
thing sweet and sympathetic, but she 
didn't. What she said was: 

"'Why, how thoughtless of him, in 
a car with all these women too!' 

"Don't talk to me about women."— 
Washington Post. » 

Xntlnnnl Hatred*. 
King Joseph, In one of his letters, 

tolls his Imperial brother of France 
that tho people of Naples have begun 
to love their new sovereign nnd that 
they hate the old queen. To this Na
poleon replies by cynically advising his 
brother not to believe any of tho non
sense talked by courtiers as regards 
popular likes or dislikes for particular 
individuals. They are mere evanes
cent expressions of feeling upon which 
It is quite unsafe to depend. "What," 
he adds, "one nation really hates is 
another nation." We fear that there 
Is a profound truth in this sayiug. Na
tional hatreds arc never obliterated, 
though they arc sometimes temporarily 
concealed by the personal popularity 
which a particular uwn or woman may 
gain in a foreign country.—Saturday 
Review. 

Brussels Uioe, ; 

After Waterloo M. Trayaux, a lead
ing lace merchant, turned his ware
house into a hospital for British sol
diers. Such virtue was not left to be 
Its own reward. Ills good action was 
noised abroad, and when the stream of 
tourists set in again all tho English 
made it a point of honor to buy lace 
of him; hence in a few years his for
tune was made. 

Mauy attempts have been made to 
make brussels lace away from Brus
sels, always though without success. 
Though the mechanical processes are 
strictly followed, something In the air 
or water or soil gives a hallmark that 
nothing else can attain. ' 

The Wontlerfal Number Seven. 
Seven is a number of great promi

nence and singularity. There are sev
en planets, seven metals, seven colon 
and seven tastes; there are seven prin
cipal virtues—three divine and four 
cardinal; there are seven days in the 
week and seven ages of man; there oj r 
seven windows through which the or-| 
diuary senses are exercised—tho eyes,-
the cars, the nostrils and the mouth;* 
there are seven liberal arts, seven scl-' 
cnces and seven notes in music; the] 
seventh son Is a wonder, and the sev-' 
enth son of a seveuth son Is simply 
marvelous tn his healing powers. 

J* hldfieit 
rantfc 
from 

>vomc\ 
Compare the lowest priced 
variety with some of the kind 
you may be using and • • • 
The highest priced jr 
incomparable. 

are 

mwm For Sale by 
G. ^ n i 

17wtf 

Tou Will Need 
a Pair of Shoes 

, To keep your feet dry 
i during during the wet 
| weather this sprint* We 

can suit you in quality 
and price. Also rubbers 
of all kinds. 

F. M. FOLEY 
' . RYAN, IOWA. ' 

50 YEARS' 
EXPERIENCE 

PATENYS 
TRADE MARKS 

Designs 
Copyrights &c. 

Anyone sending n sketch nnd description ran; 
qutcklr ascertain our opinion freo whether nti 
invention is probably patentable. Comraanica-
Uons strictly confidential. Handbook on Fateuts 
sent freo. Oldest apenoy for eccurineputonta. 

Patents taken through Munn & Co. receive 
tpectal notice, without cnaiye. In tbo 

Scientific American. 
A handsomely Illustrated weekly. T.nron** Mr. 
c u l a t l o n  o f  a n y u - ' — *  

CHEAP—Residence properties In this city. Kn 
quire at Mancbester Democrat office. 

You pay lO oents >, 
fbr Ctgars not so good A3 

ft 
iii LEWIS' 

SINGLE 
CIGAR 

"STRAIBHT^^ 
F.P. LEWIS, MAN*F* 

PCORIA.IU. 

Chicago Great Wesurn Rk. 
"The Maole Leaf Route." 

March 3, I90i. 
Time card, Thorpe. Iowa. 

Chlcauo Hpocial, Dally, Going East 7:37 a m 
Day Kxuross dally 2:28 p m 
Way Freight dally U :30 am 

Goicg West, North and South. 
Way Freight, dally 11:80 am 
DayBxpres8 dallyoxoeptSunday.. .. 8:20pm 
St Faul ft Kansas Olty Exp, dally ox-

oept Sunday 6:41am 
For Information and tickets apply to 
;.• 'i:' W. T. Brander, Agent Thorpe. 4 

DELAWARE COUNTY 

Abstract Go.. 
Manchester, Iowa. 

- * 

ABSTRACTS. 
R E A L  E S T A T L ,  

L O A N S  AND 
CONVEYANCING. 

Office In First Nationa 
Bank Building. 

Orders by mail will receive careful 
attention. 

We have complete copies of all records 
of Delaware county. 

ENNIS BOGGS, 
MANAGER, 

CYCLONE AN1) TORNADO 
Insurance in first etas* companies written and 

policies Issued by Khonson ACahh. ,. 
tf 

Ho!ir> Hiirchinson 
• . Hrooilor of Thoroughbred 

Shc/thorn Cattle. 
t JOSEPH HUTCHINSON 

Manchester, Iowa. 

DOUGLASS, the Photo
grapher. 

Go to Douglass 
For FINE PICTURES 

gOYNTON I M'£WEN 
HAVE 

Ladies and dents Gold Watchis 
in all sizes kinds and stylos, 

Ladles, Qents and Chrildrens Rings 
from DIAMONDS, OPALS, EMER
ALDS, PEARLS,ETC., down tO 
PLAIN GOLD 13ANDS. 

WEDDING RINGS. 
—••— 

SOLID STERLING SILVER PORKS, 
TABLE, DESERT and TEA SPOONS, -

NAPKIN RINGS, ETC., ETC., ETC. 

Also largo line of BeBt Brands of— 
SILVER PLATED SPOONS, FORKS, : 

KNIVES, TEA SETS, WATER SETS, 
CAKE BASKETS, BUTTER DISHES, 

ETC., ETC. 

CARVING KNIVES and FORKS, LADIES 
GUARD CHAINS, GENTS VEST CHAINS, 

EMBLEM RINGS, CHARMS, LOCK
ETS, GOLD SPECTACLES, MAN

TEL CLOCKS, SILK UMBREL
LAS, GOLD TENS. 

Come and see tho many things we 
have not space to list. 

BOYNTON & M'EWEN 

R. W. TIRRILL 
Is Loaning Honey as cheap 

as any person or Corpora
tion. 

BARGAIN IN RESIDENCE PROPERTY 
A honse and lot in one of the best renldmt 

portions of city of Manchester for sale ebeap 
and on easy terms. Good dwelling, barn, etc. 

T&qutre at DRHOCRa'TOFFIUE. 

Railroad Time Table. 
ILLINOIS CENTRAL. 

Main Line Passenger Trains. 

WEST llOUND* MAIN LINK RAST BOUND 

No I* 11:49 p m 
No a* 3:15 pm. 
No 81 +6:22 p m 
No5 t 8:61a in 
No 9lf2:05p m. 

..Fast Train.. 
Thro Express.. 
....Clipper.... 
Local Kxpress 
-Way Freight. 
.Thro Freight. 

N«2* 8:44 am 
No 4* 8:16 pm 
No 82+8:55 am 
No 6+ 8:40pm 
No92*ll:45ftm 
No 6C*S:06pm 

CEDAR RAPIDS BRANCH. 
Nortn uound | uet Cedar Kpd* l South Bound 

-—Arrive— 1 and Manchester | —Leave—-— 
No.800 fi;10p.m 
No. M2 8:40a.m 
No. 3G01:80p.m 

...•Passenger.. 

..iPaasenger... 

... tFrelght.... 

No.305 9:00 a.m 
No.331 8:26 p. m 
No,8586:00 p. in 

All abovo trains carry passengers. 
•Dally. 
tDally ExceptSunday. 

H. G. PIERCE, Station Agt. 

NEW SHORT LINE 

. V5 and St Fat 

"TIIE 
KXPKKSH* 

Lv. Omaha 
7.00 a. in. 

Ar. Minneapolis 
7.00 p. m. 

Ar. St. rati! 
7.80 p. in. 

aeS: 
arRapldi 

PATENTS'* 
A0VICE AS TO PATENTABILITY 
Notice in "Inventive Age " 
Book "Howtoobtain Patents" 
Charges moderate. No fee till patent is 
_ Letters strictly confidential. Address, ~ 1 
E. a.8IOMRp,P«Unt Uwytr, C. j 

:'v'^ 
"V 

Nos 6 & o run between Dubuque and Albert 
Lea. 

Nos. 81 & 32 run between Lyle and Dubuquo 
No^si couoect*on H,rousli to Ft Dodge by train 

New train 4 iraltos name stops east of horo as 
No, 2 oxcctit that east of ltoekford it stops at 
East Rockrord. Genoa & coleman, This train 
Is a ihroueli vestibule train with dining 
car from Omaha to Rockford. No 2 & 4 only 
stop at Dyersvllle bctwoeu Manchester and Du
buque. 

No 3-HM-8 & 31 Run dallv Sunday Included, 

Illinois Contral between Omaha and Fort Dodge 
In connection with the Minneapolis and St. Louis 
between Fort Dodge and Minneapolis and St. 
Paul, also to be inaugurated January 88,1900 

| Lv. Omaha Lv. St. Paul 
I 7.85 p.m. 8.00 p.m. 

"THE | Ar. Minneapolis Lv Minneapolis 
LIMITED" 7.30 a.m. 8.80p. m. ' 

I Ar. St. Paul Ar. Omaha 
I 8.00 a.m. 8.16ft. m. 

A fast vostlbule night train, dally, carrying 
through Pullman Bleeping car and couches. 

Lv. St. Paul 
o.oo a. m. 

Lv Minneapolis 
9,80 a. m. 

Ar. Omaha 
0.40 p. m. 

Fa*t day train, dally except Sunday, carrying 
throughparlor car and coaches. 

B C. R. & N. R'". 
CE1>AK RAPIDS TIME CARD. 

(MAIN (.IKS OOINO BAST AND SOUTH. 

Arrlvo Leave 
8:2o p in No. 2Chicago Passenger 8:40out 

0:30 a m No. 4 Chi. & Burlt'n Pass -9:85 a m 
8:10 a m No. c Chicago & St.Louls Ex. 8:80 a m 

12:20 ngt No. 8 Chicago Fast Express. 12:27 or! 
No. 18 Burl. & Davnp't. Pass 3:25p m 

No 2—Pullman sleeper, froe chair car and 
coachcs to Chicago. No. c—Pullman sleepers 
and through coaches to Chicago and St Louis 
No. 8—Pullman sleeper and free chair car to 
Chicago; arrives Chicago 7:00 a. m. Dining car 
will serve breakfast from Jollet to Chicago. 

Ngt.—night. 
MAIN LlNttUOJNO NOBTH. 

7:85 a m No. l Minneapolis Pass 8:06 am 
12:10 p m No. 8 ltoekford Passenger... 8:80 pm 
12:03 ngt NO. 6 Minneapolis Express..12:90 ngt 
6:4c a in No. 18 Chicago Passenger. 

ll:&6 p m No. 19 Chicago Passenger. 
No. l—Free chair car and coaches to Al

bert Lea. No. 6—Wide Vestlbulld Pullman 
HufTet sleepers and coaches to Minneapolis and 
s>t. Paul. 

DECOHAII DIVISION, 
8:io p m DecorahPassenger 8:80am 

9:20 am West Union Passenger 8:40 pm 
4:06 p hi Decorah Freight 6:20am 

IOWA FALLS DIVISION. 
7::t<> p m... .Iowa & Minnesota Pass 8:15 a m 
12:20 a. in ..Minnesota & Dakota Pass.. 12:80 a in 
IOWA CITY, DAVKNPOltT.BUltL. AND CLINTON. 
12:10 p m. Burl. & la City Pass 8:26 p m 
7:46 p m....Clln.,IaClty,DvptPass~....7:l5am 
":36a m Burl. & la City Pass .8:40 p m 

"Trains numbers 6.0,8, 13, 19, and Mlftn & 
Dakota Pass run dally, all other trains dally ex* 
cept Sunday." 

JNO. G.FARME] 
Gon'IPass&TktAt 

Cedar 

J. A. LOMAX. 
Ticket Agent. 

Iowa. 


