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HAT 8 the good?” sald Ba-
bette. “There 18 no one to
piiy-no l!lhlh', 1o wusle,
What is the good "

*Truly,” replied Antoine. “IHere it

* 18 New Year's day, snow three feet
decp, the house so hot you can't
breathe, thirty pair of fect walting,
lots of tobne, of cold pork, plenty of
clder behind the door und no musie!

Well, it's droll, that! Pshaw! I'll

stand on u tub and whistle!”

Babette laughed. “Look at Alphonse.
MWateh how he shake his black head,
and his eyes dance 50, Ah, poor man!
e would give his Lead for Marie, but
she sits with o half dozen gallants be-

" gtde her, and she fash ber blg brown

eyes over at Alphonse, and they drive
him mad. Mon Dlen! You think she
care for hiin, with Lis purty eyes and
black bair? No, no. You see? You
hear her feet tap the tioor.  She long to
dance ke us all, and Alphonso he long
for her.”

“So,” rejolned Antoine. “I do not
understand that Marie. Why is't all
get on thelr Knees to her and she care
for no man?"

£ “You think that?' asked Babette.

*“Ah, you are only a man, with a man's

eyes! You think because she not care

for you she care for nobody. That's

llke a man. He is so vain. When a
~ woman care not for him, he 18 8o hap-
. py when glic care not for any one else.

Well, I'm glad I'm not a man.*

Antoine hristled up, “Come, come,
Babette. You think I care for Marie?

No; only for you. You arve the one
great woman in the world!"

Babette laughed merrlly, her little
white teeth flashing. She tapped him

. on the arm.

“Oh, you foollsh—foolish! A manecan
never sce when it 18 n woman. He
thinks her great when she's very little.
‘Ho thinks hé understands himself, and
he knows nothing, There s Marle,
What do you know? You think her all
coquette. You think I'm better. Mon
Dieu! If I were in the same way us
Marie, I'd be like her.”

Antoine ran his fingers through his
bair, knotted his forehead and smiled
in a droll way.

“By the holy, I do not understand,”
he sald. “Who is there Marle loves?
Xou can see she pluy the game with
tbem all, but there is no one. She has
them — Jacques, Adrien, Jules, Al-
phonse and the rest—comme ca! They
are on thelr shins, and she put ber lit.
tle foot on them all. What does she
care? Ah, Babette, what she care?
There's no one!”

Babette suddenly became grave, and
her eyes watched Antoine with a won-
dering kind of sadness. She was
younger than he, yet she wus wiser,
for every good woman is wiser than
any man, She wondered why he did
not know that when love first stirs in
a woman's heart she begins to be wise,
mwhen in o man's be beging to be fool-
fsh, for the one becomes unselfish and
the other vain.

After a moment she sald, with a se-
rious little twist of the head: “An-
toine, [ do not know who 'tls, but
there's some one Marle loves, Do you
think I'm a woman and not know tho
look of love In another? There s
some one somewhere, and it is all un-
happy. 1 know that. Do you think if
it was all right she would play with
them like that—so cold, so heartless?
No, but she must do something. A wo-
man will go mad unless. Poor Marle!
Perhaps the man does not love her.
Perhaps ho loved her and should not.
Perhaps something prevents, Well, it
18 all the same. 8he Is as you see.”

* Antolne was a little nervous, facing

Babette's serlousness, He had not the

care of life, only the shantles In the

swinter, the river in summer, the little

A farming in the autumn and courting

L Babette in a happy, irresponsible fash-

fon all the time. But take it serlously

—life—love? Watch how his feet tap

the floor impatiently. He 1s wild for

the dance,

It was New Year's day, the time of
festivity beyond all others in a French
Canadian home, and the young people
of the parish were gathered, ready to
dance until the morning, but to the
house of Marle's father old Vigord, the
fiddler, had not come. For the last
hour there had been nothing but “Vi-

ok

-

gord! Vigord! \‘Why doesn't Vigord
come?’ Every one seemed troubled
- save Marle. She did not worry. Per-

_haps that was because she had been
& a _year at school in Quebee ecity and
~ . therefore had got a kind of manner,

¥ “was playlng the self possessed®lady, or
that if sha.co *enjoy herself in
ono'wg another. There

was something in her different from
4tho other girls in the room. You felt
that you did not know her as you
Lol -§them. All that they thought or
“flashed in their brown eyes, on

+ red, careless lips and in the

,8¢ softness of thelr halr, but in
aarle's strong chin, dark coquettish
eyes and strong brow there hid some-
thing which had little to do with the
life moving at the moment. Perhaps,
a8 Babette had sald, there was a man
somewhere in the world whose love
or lack of love had given her wisdom,
but she sald herself that she was only
a trifler, that she cared for nothing
save to enjoy herself,

Antoine, to relieve the sltuation,
which was becoming strained, started
a song. That did very well for a little,
It was a pretty fantasy of love and

wild life, dashed with a spice of devil-
try, but it soon lost its effect, for the
spirits which it ralsed sent a mad
sprightliness into the feet of all, which
only the rasp of a fiddle or the breath
of a concertina could appease or com-
mand. At last tall Medalllon, whose
ways were those of the blegsed of this
avorld and who had his fingers on all
the lttle comedies and tragedles of
the parish, etood up In the middle of
the floor and proposed a game. Every
one was still for a moment, for Medal-
lion had great resources and whimsical
fdeas. Hlis was the gift of making men
and women laugh, not so much at him-
self 18 at themselves. Beslides, he had
a heart. Protestant though he was,
even the cure trusted him, and the lit-
tle chemist worshiped him,

“See, my children,” he said, with his
sharp eyes twinkling, “since Vigord Is
. late, let's have something agen his
[ coming. Give him a half hour longer,
then if he {sn’'t here I'll play the fiddle
myself, Let's have now the dance of
the Little Wolf. I'll whistle. Well,
svhoever at tho end shall stand alone
in the center must tell a very fino
story. It must be of love, it must be
like a play, and it must be true.”

+ ‘At this every ' pne ldughed. “Aslen’
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They all eame to thelr feet, eager
for the dance, keen 1o seo on m
the mantle of romanuce would fall

“I wild tell y}mu a wonderful, beawtiful,
dreadfwl story.”

Hand {n hand, with tripping step, they

wound {n nnd out of the rooms, Medal-

llon standing {n the center of the tloor,

having changed his whistling to a sing-

sgong kind of chant. The long, waving,
loving line linking llke chains, cury-
ing Into circled, parting, jolulng again,
first slowly, then fuster and faster,
now suddenly in a pretty column back
and forth, the men together, theu the
women-—flashing eyes, waving black
hair, the warm breath of youth filling
the room with an ecstasy whereln ev-
ery little care and alarm of life was
swallowed up, and at last there came
a sudden moment of confusion, the
hurly burly of laughter and sweet af-
fright or contentment, as the hazard
of the dance grew, Presently all part-
ed, and Muarie stood alone In the cen-
ter of the floor, with Antolne on oue
side not far and Alphonse on the other.
There were laughter and a storm of

clapping. “Marle! Marie!” they all
cried. “The story! The true love
story!”

Antoine ran his fingers through his
hair, shook the lttle gold rings in Lis
cars and grinned gt Marie, then at
Dabette. Alphonse was nervous, and
his eyes had a kind of wild hunger as
he looked at Marle.

Marle glanced round the room, smil
ifng naively, gave Alphonse a quick
sldelong glance of torturlng coquetry
and then caught Medallion's eyes. He
was looking at her with a swvhimsical,
suggestive smile, She tlashed one back,
All at once something detiant swept
over her face, a wave of emotion
which secmed to lift her ull at once
futo an atmosphere apart from them
all, Independent of them ull. Some in
herent drawmatie strain in her master
ed her for the moment. She was alive
to her finger tips. She stepped back a
little from Alphonse and  Antoine.
They drew away on either side, but
Medallion folded Lis arms and walched
her from under his bushy browe stead
ily, kindly.

“The story, the story, Marie!” they
called. \

The moment before Marie was lost

to everything around her. Now she
was back agaln, consclous of their

presence, but still in the atmosphere
where her Inspiration was born. A
smile too brilliant, too alry, played on
her lips. Her voice had a feverish
lightness. Her eyes, though, were
burning with a look hard to read.

“I will tell you a wonderful, beautl
ful, dreadful story,” she said.

“Once upon a time"”—at this they all
laughed—*"onece upon a time,” st
peated very lightly, “there was irl,
and she thought herself beautiful, She
used to dream of a great prinee who
would come one day and tell her that
his houses, his lands and all the riches
of his kingdom were for her. She only
lived in o cottage in a village, but that

Aldn't matter. She rode in a tiny card.
ole, and she had only a llttie Indlan
pony to take her to mass und to wmar-
ket, but that Aldn't matter. Sho was a
woman, and a woman {8 like a bird—
she has wings, and she flies where she
will in the drenms of the night and in
the quick hours of the day, when her
hands work and her tongue is busy. A
man may stoop, but a woman always
soars—till & man breaks her heart,

“And so this girl watched for her
prince, and when the mist was sweet
and flashed in the violet lght of sum-
mwer upon the river he did not come
that way, and when all the fields were
white with snow in winter and all the
world was walting like the girl he did
not come that way. e

“And since he did not come to her
she would go w him. 8o one morning
she filled a bag with meat and honey
and drled fruits, and she put on her
thickest mittens and her little far cap
and her great coat of degskin fur and
o woolen cloud about her throat, under
which_ was the lttle gold brooch given
her by her mother, which she would
wear before the prince when she found
him that he should see she was born
for the flne things of this world., She
had bralded & hand with a bow and
arrow on one moceasin and a hand
with a sword upon the other. Sho
started forth all alone, She traveled
on and on through thick woods and
the wild hills and over plains, and
when the wind blew hard sbe laughed
back at them, and when at night some-
thing cried in the trees ke splrits beg-
glng her to speak to them sang the
gong of the Scarlet Hunter and the
chant of the White Swau, for ste had
no fear, The birds are vot afrald till
f shot from the hunter's gun or an ar-
row from his bow strikes into the
beart.”

Bhe parused and stood looking stralght
before her, repeating the phrase sl
again, as though, having learned the
tale by heart, she had forgotten some-
thing. But she wus merely lost for a
moment in scenes which were flashing
before her mind, having for the time
passed beyond her audlence to tho
world where in despalrone's own soul
flees, and the Angel of the Four Cor-
ners can show us no right of way as
we travel,

Some gir! in the crowd glggled nervs
ously. Another, she knew not why,
gavo a quick, gaeping sob. DBabette,

o re-

tively too:

“RBy and by she came to a city. It
stood DLigh on a great hill. It had
splendid houses, churches and palaces,
and beneatl, nt the foot of the moun-
taln, there tlowed n fine, wide river.
Every stone of that city was made of
gold, and every drop of that river was
a4 sweet white wine.  Whenever the
girl looked at the city she knew it

wns #0; whenever she looked at the
river she knew thet it was so, and
when eghe looked in the eyes of her
prine « knew It was g0, for they
were all gold and w 1so, and she

o lived Just ever and ever,

looking hoge eoyes till the Scarlet
it lndfolded her und led her
out ou the lonely trail of the White
valley, Trom wi Ho man returns.
Yes, she had found ler prince. It

does not matter where she saw him
first—In o pidice or a house or a church

—for she saw him; that was enough,
“Nhe u poor peasant girl,
but he wa great n 20 wise, so
splendtd, o kind. He sald that she
was beautital, and she belleved him;
Le safd that he loved her, and she
but when she threw herself

trusted,

: his breast and eried that she would
er leave him there came into his
pitirel look., That look
ri, for it couldn’t be-—it
» was only a foolishy
i would bave Known
Ik never be her hus-
cw that he loved her.
cie o sad, terrible day,
« great men of the kingdom
her and deetded that she
r the prince would lose
as loge ler. What

strang

(6 prine
Yet she k
‘en there
when all ()

1 she do? conld not walt
{ it the palace es; she could not
defy all the great men, who were so

strong and who could make happy or
destroy, as they wishel,. What could
she do? But she suw him once again
It was at the altar of a great church—
oh, 1 church ke none any of you ever
suw, with n beautiful Calvary above
the altar and angels with large, Sam-
fng wings and a thousand candics
burning and such wonderful, sweet
music! It was so she saw him, and
that was thelr goodby. She looked in-
to his eyes, and they had the same look
as when she fivst heard bim tell his
love, and she got up on her feet and
called ont to him, but he raised his
hand at her as though to say, ‘No;
uever, never!

“And that was the end. She left the
great city, and as she went she saw
that it was only built of stone and not
of gold and that the river was only
cold, dark water and not wine, after
all. ller eyes were not the same, and
they would never be the same, never,
never."”

The strange, scarching pathos of her
volee filled the room, lke the eerle mu
slc of a violin, and Medallion felt his
face flush and his fingers tingle, for he
was reading the story of a girl's life in
thie allegory. Perbaps only he and one
other understood, und t other was
the simple Babette, She pluched An-
5 urm.

‘an't you understand ?* she sald,

Autoine shifted from one leg to the
other, ran his fingers through his haeir
und sald only: “It's a good story, very
good! Bien, she could go on the stage.
Al, once when I was in Montreal 1
saw a play, Volla, that was a good
Well, she could act in such a
", that Marie."
ette smiled, shrugeed her shoul-
ders, Hifted her eyes and caught Medal.
and each Enew or what the oth-
8 thinking,

io
ried hoer story:

“So the poor glirl came baek over the
and over the hills to her little
cottugo home. But she was nover the
same again, She laughed when others
lnughed, and she was gay, and she
danced, and everybody sald that she
hud good tiwmes In the world. DBut you,
do you think she had? Because, when
ghie thought of the city now it was no
fonger of gold, and when she thought
of the river 1t wus black and wicked,
and when she remembered the man
she saw the great rulers of his King-
dom frowning at her and the bhand of
‘her prince raised as if it sald, ‘No,
never, never:' "

When ghe finished, there was silence
for & moment, g0 deep that only the

reathing of her audience was heard.

Tl

v conld not read the thing, They
took her story lterally, and it did not
secin 80 strange (o them, for they were
# slmple people, But they were roman-
tie, too, having o their,velus—nor did
they know this—ghe fecling of un an-
tique time. So they applauded heartl-
ly, grandly, They called “Bravo!" and
sald there was 1o one in the parish,
not in ten parishes, who could tell a
fine true love story like Marle. And
Alphonse jooked at her with his hun-
gry eyes as though to say that were he
that prince he would have followed
her from that city and have lost his
kingdom and his soul for her,

The dance of the Little Wolf had
been a success, and now Medallion
bustled in and out among them, break
ing them up into groups, while they
kept calllpg for another dance, As he
passed Marle he whispered to her:
“Well done, ma'm'selle, well done.  But
you must find another prince, toute
suite.”

She shook her head at him, laughing
in a plaintive kind of way, but said
nothing.

Just then there was a bustle at the
door. “Vigord! 1Is it Vigord?" some
eried.

It was not Vigord, but the crowd
parted, making way for a tall young
man, with a handsome, clean shaven
face, warm, keen dark eyes and a
strong brow above them, He smiled
in a grave kind of way on them, turn-
fng his face from right to left as
though looking for some one. 1ie car-
ried under one arm a violin, Every
one knew the old battered box. Tt was
Vigord's.

“Why, It's Vigord's; it's Vigord's fid-
dle!” sald Antoine.

“Yes, It's Vigord's fiddle,” sald the
young man, still looking round. *“VI-
gond 18 down at the house of Big Ba-
biche. He was taken sick. I saw him
there and told him I would feteh the
fiddle and play for you, and here I
am."

He tossed Lis hand up in a gay, free
fashion. Just then he saw a faee look-
ing out at him from behind half a Jdoz-
en others—a pale, half frightened, be-
wildered face, with the eyes full of an
anxlous questloning, and a smlile, too,
struggle for life about the lips, just
such a smlle as might falter at the Hps
of a condemned man who thought he
saw the bearer of a reprieve. God
glves even the poor, the lalbe ud
the foolish of this world, whose bralns
{ are set to shine under gray skies, mo-
ments of wisdom and of fecling so
deep that all the rest of their llves, in
days and months and years, Is us
nothing beside them, as a guarantee
that at the end, as at the beglnuing,
all souls ure the same, and the rest 139
according to the Angel of the l'our
Corners, who wards the thousand paths

who was next her, gald, “You goose,
it's only a story.”

f

of life,
%~ Romething in the young man's look

i

uow almost breathlessly bur- |

while he came on, the crowd still gath-
ering around him.

“You will play for ns, then, you wili
play for us?’ they cried.

“Yes, I'll play for you,” he answered,
his eyes wide open and shining like
two black diamonds. “But see,” he
continued, “I must have the prettiest
girl In the parlsh to supper, and at
every fourth dance she must sit beside
me while I play."

He ed o8 be sald it and tossed
Lils ors ggaln in an afry, galiant
fastlon. It was strange, too, this buoy-

T'he crowd parted, making way for o tall
young man,

ant manner, for In spite of his flasgh-

ing eyes and smiling 'ps there was a

grave, ascetie expression behind all,

something of melancholy, too, in the

turn of his straight, wanly body.

Medallion, stunding apart, watched
him musingly. He had not seen that
firsc glance at Marte or Marie's glance
{n return, but he felt there was some-
thing strange and uncomumon In the
man.  He had the beariug of n gentle-
man, and bis volce was that of edu-
cation and refinement, The girls sl
pered and whispered among them-
gelves, and the men turned with one
consent to Marile,

“Well, it must be Marie,” sald An-
tolne. “She's the prettiest girl in the
parish."”

“Yes, Marlo, Marle!” sald others.

Aiphonse had u mind to speak, but
he dared not, for he saw that he could
not contradiet Antolne, and he also
saw that Marie would be handed over
to this handsome stranger,

“Good!” sald the stranger. *“Then
let it be Marle,” not looking toward
her—“that 18" he added, “it Marle is
willing."”

Now they made way for her to come
forward and suld, “Here—here she is."

Muarie came down slowly, not look-
fug ut the stranger, and his eyes did
not dwell upon her face. They rose no
higher than ber neck, where she wore
u little cross of gold.

“CGood,” Lie sald again, “good!”

Then as she came nearer he contin.

ued in an offhand way, “My name s
Cawille, Marie.”
did not wore than whisper the
, UM, Camille,” and held out her
d, still not ruising her eyes to his
Tuce,

e took her hand and clasped it. As
he did so utd ahmost like o moun
broke so from hor lips, There wus
g0 much nolse and chattering that per-
Laps no one noticed it execept Babette
and Meoedallion, but they were watch-
{ng—watching,

All ut once Marle broke away with
a wild Nttle laugh. “Chut!” she said
as she danced in among the other girls,
changed all In an instant.  “He'll be
tired of me before the thing’s over.”

“Yes,” sald Medallion under his
breath; “as he was before. Yet I'm not
50 sure either.”

Medalllon was only specnlating,

Ten minutes afterward M. Camille
wus seated on a little platform at the
end of the room, ralsed about six inches
from the floor, playing for the duancers.
Muarle was duncing with Alphonse.

“You think he's handsome?” asked
Alphonse turtively.

“Oh, he's =o vain!”, she sald.
at the way lie switches the bow

“And listen how he calls off the
dances,” continued Alphonse, delight-
ed; “not half so good us Vigord. And
such alrs; such alrs!  Who's he, any-
Low? We don't know; likely some
sculuwag from Quebee.'

“Perhups hie's u prinee,” sald the girl,
lnughing.

“Prince?

“Look

Bosh! Where's his mus-
tuche?'  Alphonse stroked his own
carelessly, one arm around Marle's
walst, “Why, he's shaved ke a priest.”

Something pecullur flashed into Ma-
rie's eyes, and she looked for a mo-

ment nquivingly at Alphonse.  “Yes,
Just like a priest,” she sald.
The dance went on. M. Camille's

clear, resonant volee rang out over the
heads of the dancers: “Ladies' chaln—
there you go-—right and left—balance
to partuers-prowenade all!”  And so
on, the woerds bending and intlecting
to the music ke o song, with here
aud there o lneghling phrase thrown in
ut n stumbiing habitant or a pretty
compliment to some blushing  girl,
whoge eyes, as well as her feet, danced
© 1o the master of the revels.

* was such o musle heard In the
parish of Poutine. Vigord's sun had
gone out in darkness, and M. Camille's
was at bigh woon.  Already had Me-
dallion made friends with the fiddler
and had become at once M. Callle's
Heutenant in the Jocund gaume, for Me-
dalllon bad no vanity, and he knew o
man of prts when he found hiw and
loved the man for the parts,

In the thind dance Murie took her
place on a chalr beside M., Camilie.
The erowd pave a little cheer for her—
for them both—before the dance began,
and then they were all hard at it, heel
and toe, knee and elbow, warm shoul-
der to warm shoulder, enjoyment pant-
ing through the room. Suddenly M.
Camille’s volee was heard as he paused
ut the beginning of a set.

“It's my turn to talk. \Who'll call off
the danee? Will you?' Le added, look-
ing at Medallion,

Medallion nodded and took up the
parable, The wusle was riotous, and
Medallion's volee abundantly cheertul
us he danced with Babette.

And now behind the joyous riot there
wssed o little drama.

Jo you wonder why I've come, Ma-
sald the master of the revels,

Ly have you come?” shie asked,

“Have you forgotten wy name?' he
arred reproachfully.

“Why shouldn't 17

“That's o, that's so,” he answered,

“You told me to forget it,” she add-
d.

“That's  true,”
futly.

There was a pause, in which nothing
was sald between them, and then inan
awed, shrinking kind of vo!
“Are You—a priest—now ?

ho agreed eorrow-

shie s

dainfol recklessness,
I'd be here of T was?' He drew the
bow across the @7 string with a vigor
more raw than swool

“Iow should I know?' she an
ed. “Am l-my brother's—=keeper

He winced, and the bow rasped on
the E string, so that the dancers look-
ed up wonderingly, but M. Camille's
head w ¢ nodding to the musie,
and the ds went on the same.
S8t her arrow had gone home, for he
u the shadow of
! In Quebee one
had bade her forget
him as ( 2w lover, and think
of him only us milie, her brother,
who was vowed to beeome a priest.

Sorrow and 1 sharpened her
mind ags only things ean sharpen
the mind of o wn, This was not
inving girl from a conntry
1] stolen his heart while
Lawvnl semloary. This
was a Htile woman, grown, oh, so bit-
terly wise! Al when a womnn grows
Litter and wise the bravest should he

“Do yon think

K

We

he studled 1y

bhumble, for she necds nelther the help
of gods nor of men to ald her tongue.

“When ao you Lecome a priest? she
asked, with slow inquisition.

“A fortuight,” he sald, “is the time
fixoed.”

*“I'hen, as [ sald, why do you come?"
she asked sharply.

“Can't you understand?’ he replied,
with a strong rush of feeling,

“A priest should be about his Ia-
ther's business, not at a dance,” she
replied scornfully,

“Marie, Murie, aren't you glad to see
e he sald, “running all this risk as
I do?' Ho had his eyes on the little
cross at her throat. IHe had once giv-
en it to her.

“I bave my own confessor,” ghe re-
plied—"the good Father Fabre. I don't
ueed another.” Her fingers felt for the
cross, then suddenly dropped it

Rhe got to her foet,

“Marie, Marie,” he whispered. But
with a laugh she sprang down from
the lttle platform nmong the dancers
and eaught Medallion's arm.

With rollicking laughter Medallion
swung both her and Babette through
the fiirting ehnnges of a cotlllon.

Au hour went by, Meanwhile Marle
was gay, but Medallfon noticed that hep
hand was now bhot, now cold as they
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“Marte, Marte,” he whispered.

gwung through the changes, and that
her eyes had o hard Kind of Lrilliance.
It was not given him to read the heart
of this romunce. He would not try to
probe the thing, IIe merely watched
and walted. IHe had known Marie
since she was only big enough to lean
ber chin on his knee, and many a time
since she had grown up he and old
Garon, the ayocat, had talked of her
and wondered what her life would be,
for it seemed to them both that there
wus no man in the parish who could
make her happy, that year in Quebec
bad changed her so, had glven her lar-
ger ideas of life and wen.

He bad talked much with her from
time to time, and she had always
secmed glad of that. She thought him
wise, and he had wondered at gome
deep, searching things she had sald.
He would have gone far to serve her,
for the gossip, now almost legend,
that he Lnd cared for Marie's mother
before she murried Marle's father had
foundation. The cure had stepped in,
for Meduallion was a Protestant, and
that ended it, bhut Medallion had never
married, and, strange to say, the cure
and himself and Marle's father were
the best of friends. Medalllon was also
busy watching M. Camille, for he felt
that here was something wherein a
friend might serve Marie, though how
he did not know. He liked the young
man's fuce, for it had that touch of
loneliness and native solitary thought
which the present gayety of eye, volee
and manner made almost pathetie. He
even saw something more—a reckless-
ness, not natural to the youth'’s charac-
ter, which sat on him like a touch of
doom—uund as he thought Marle's al-
legory — her “wonderful, beautiful,
drendful” (those were her words) tale
of love—Kkept showing in vivid pletures
in his eye.

But If he could have read the young
wan’s mind, could have scen the strog-
gle going on there, the despalr, the
wild hope, the daring, the revolt, the
breakjug up of all the settled courses
of a life, he would have been as star-
tied as apprehensive, for while Camillo
Debarres was urging on this mirth and
revel with a nervous cagerness he kept
saying to himself over and over agaln:
“I can't give her up! God forgive me!
Marie! Marle!”

The words beat In and out of the
musie.  Youth, Lhumanity, energles of
the active™vorld, were erying out, fight-
ing for mastery In the breast of one
soon to be given to the separateness of
the church, whereln the love of man
and mald must be viéwed with a dis-
tant paternal eye. A hundred forces
bad been at work to put him and keep
him in the church, and when, as a
student, Marle came into his life these
forces, with loving yet severe appre-
henslon, closed on him and on the girl
and had separated them, as It seemed,
forever.

[T0 BE CONTINUED.)

There Was No Musle.

“What is the greatest flb that ever
fmpressed ftself on your experlence,
Snapper?”’

“Well, by all odds, the worst one 1
ever heard was that your quartet per-
petrated last night when they came
round to the house and sang, ‘There's
Muslc In the AlrS "

The Value of Sclence,

Science Is o first rate plece of furni
ture for o an's upper chamber If he
has common sense on the ground tloor,
but if a man hasn't plenty of good
common sense the more science he has
the worse for the patient.—Oliver Wen-
dell Holmes.

mer coughs can be quickly relieved and
cured by l-‘ole{"a Honey and Tar.

Sold
by Denton & Ward.

Sotme creature that wear trousers are
only called men through courtesy.,

Ten Years in Eed.

R, A, Gray, J. I, Oakville, Ind., writes
“For ten years I was conlined to my
bed with disease of my kidneys, It was
80 severe that 1 could not move part of
the time. I consulted the very best
medical skill available, but could get
no relier untll Fotey's Kidney Care was
recommended to me, It has been s
Godsend to me.” Sold by Denton &
Werd.

Meat originally meant any kind of
food.

On the lirst indication of kiduey trou-
ble, stop it by taking Foley’s Kidney
Cure. Sold by Denton & Wsrd

Duty well done is the seed from
whence springs the (lower of pleasure,

Waraing,

It you have Kiduey or bladder trou-
ble and do not use Folcy's Kiduney Cure,
you will have only yourself to bisme for
results, as it positively cures all forms
of kiduey and bLladder diceases, Sold
by Denton & Ward.

Lovers' quarrels ure popular because

it is such fun “making up.”
Was Wasting Away.

The following letter from Robert R,
Watts, of Salvim, Mo, is instructive: “1
have been troubled with kidoey disesse
for thelasttive yesrs, 1 lost tlesh and ney-
er felt well ana doctored with ieading
physicians and tried sil remedies Sug-
gested without relief.  Finally 1 tried |
Foley's Kidney Cure snd lesa than two
bo'tles completely cured me sod | sm
now sound and well” Sold by Denton
& Ward.

Stealing Is Lot coutined to taking the

“1 used DeWitt's Witch Hazel Sal
for pl_lcs and found it a certain cul'c;:9
88yS S, R, Meredith, Willow Grove, Del,
'Upemunns unnecessary to cure piles.
They alwaya yield to DeWitt's Witch
Hazel Salve, “Cures skin diseases, all
kl_nda of wounds, Accept no counter-
feits. Smith Bros,

Improvemeut of Corn,

“Uncle Henry” Watiace,is devoting a
good deal of space In his paper Wal-
laces’ Furmer to the improvement of
lowa Corn.  He calls attention to the
{ fact that while the lows Farmer has
been improving his live stock for twen-
ty years end wore he has given very
little attention to the great fows cro "
corn.  Among the many articles which
have appeared in Wullace's Farmer on
this subject hus been 8 egerlos by Prof.
shamel, of 1linois, the corn expert
and these are iliustrated by a uumbcr'
of photographs showing different va-
rivties of corn, perfect aud imperfect
ears, the moat profitable to raise, ete,
I'he average lown farmer thinks he
Knows as much about corn as anybody
does but we miss our guess if he can-
uot learn & lot from these articles in
\\'lullafvn' Farmer,

n this connection we 1o sa
that Wallaces' Farmer is one of :Ri-
ln-gl agricultural papers that comes to
this otlice. 1t Is handsomely printed on
paper of fine quality, filed with at-
tractive lllustrations, and 1n eddition
to its regular features, its editorials Ly
‘‘Uncle Heory,” ite departments of
Dalrylng, Horticulture, the Hog and
Poultry, itse Home Department, for the

wish

women; containg full reports of the
leading fafrs, ilve stock shows. and
sales, agricultural meetings, ete. 1t is

published weekly ut Des Moines, Towa!
At 21.00 4 year, all subscriptions pay-
able in advance and paper stops
when the time is oul.  We can send
Wallaces' PParmer and the Democrat
hoth one year for only 2.25 and you get
one of our nfce premiums, Apply at
the Democrat oflice,

the

product of meu's bandes,

Interesting to Asthma Suffurers.
Daniel Bante of Otterville, l-n\u‘l
writes, “'1 have had ssthma for three or |

four years and have tried about all the |1

cough and asths cures in the market l
and have received treatment from phy- |
eicisng in New York nnd other cities, |
but got very little benefit until 1 tried
Foley's Honey and Ter which gave me
Imnfediate reliet and I will never be
without lr.d llltllmyll nouse. 1 sincerely
recommen 0 all,” Sold by D

& Ward, s

The earnest Christlan lives in aa con-
tinued state of repentence.

No good health unless the Kidneys
are sound, l-‘ujey‘s Kidney Cure makes
t‘l\{e kdldneys right. sold by Denton &

‘ar

True friendship says little and docs
much,

During the summer kldney irregulari
ties are often caused by exceserve drink-
ing or being overheuted., Attend to
the kidneys at once by using Foley's
Kidney Cure, Sold by Denton & Ward,

While waiting for your ship to come !
in busy yourself building & safe harbor, i

Tell us why a druggist offers you d’
substitute for the Madieon Medicine |
Co.'s Rocky Mountain Tea. Does he|
love you or ha is after the bigger profit
Think it over. Denton & Ward,

The Kkleptomaniuc regards things
from an abetract point of view.

Wise 18 the girl whoee sense of self |
interest prompls her to take Rocky
Mountain Tes. 1t fills her full of viger
and there is aiways honey in her heart
for you, Denton & Ward,

Better lose your argument than your
friend.—Ram’s Horn.

You've gat to hustle sl! the time to
keep in the swiw. I you ure slipping
down the luidder of prosperity, toke
Rocky Mountsin Tea, Meakes people
strenuous.  Denton & Ward

Notice of Appointment of administra.

tn
STATE OF IOWA
Delaware County ™

NOTIC® 18 § rny Givey, That the under

signed has been duly appolnted snd qualified
as Administratrin of the Estate of W,
Kins, lute or D¢
All porsons i
quested to mak
those having «
sent them, du'y
slgucd for allowance.

Datod Manchester, lowa, Muy 2

are Couuty, ow
ted o sald E

1, 1002,
MARYHA JENKINS,
Administratrix,

Bronson & Carr,
Atty’s for Estute,
S e

A Reeal Friend,

“1 suffered from dyspepsin and indi
gestion for lifleen years” eays W, 7T.
sSturdevant of Merey Oake, N, O “Af.
ter I hiad teicd many doctors snd medi
cines to no avail one of my friends por.
suaded me to try- Kodol. It gave im-
mediate relief, I cun eat slmost any-
thing 1 waat now and my digestion is
good. [ chieerfully recommend Kodol."
Don’t try to cure stomach trouble by
dieting. That only further weakens
the system. Youn need wholesome,
strengthening foud. Kodol enables you
to assimilate what you eat by digesting |
it without the stomach’s aid. -

Smith Bros.
Baces at Cedar Raplds, June 24 to
June 27,

For the above occasion the 1. C. R,
R. will sell round trip from Manchest r
to Cedar Rapids ond return at a rate o
one and one third® fure for the round
trip.  Tiekots on sale June 23 to 27, ull
good to return until und including June
28, 22wid H. G. I"IErcE, Agent.

A Little Book of Great Importance

Do you ever wish for & book that can
be relied upou to suswer correctly sll
the little guestions sud knotty problems
that presont themseives day by day-a
Look that will quickly decide sll argua-
ments on all subjects? The 1802 World
Almanac and Euocyclopedis, which 1s
now ready, is exasctly this kind of book.
It takes the sawme position in the world
of facts and figures as does the diction-
ary in the world of waords,

This little volnme containg over oo
puges of well printed agate Lype, every
line containing eome fact that you wiil
gooner or Ister want to look up.

The World Almanae should occupy
prominent pluce in every progressive
American household, The 1902 edition is
more complete than suy of the former
ones, It contuivs fucts on mauy sub-
jeets that have recently besu brought to
the public notice aud which every up-
to-date persuu saould have at his fin
gers ends.

Among the festures of the 1002 Al
IMANSC are:

‘T'he miliionaires of the United States,
u list glving the names of nearly 4,000
Americans who possess oyer 21,000,000,
The great American trusts; full partica-
lars of 163 leading Industrial organiza-
tine. Orgsnized lsbor; enlarged stu-
tigtics of the strength of labor nnione
and the present condition of the labor
movement, ‘The Nicaragus Canal sud
the Hay Usuncefote trestics with Great
Britain Progress o i
in 1901, Complele U7
Anarchist etatislics of t! i
and Europe, ete , to the extent of over
1,000 topics,

The 1902 World Almense and Eney-
clopedia is on sale by all newsdealers
throughout the country for 25 cents.
When ordered by mail 10¢ extra for
postage must be incloged tothe Would,
New York,

wy..z_:a&».mh‘

| uther mediclues | ever tried for coughe,

Leads Them All,
“One Minute Cough Cure bLeats all

colds, croup and throat and lung trou-
bies,” says D, Scott Currin of Loganton,
’a. One Minute Cough Cure is the only
ubeolutely safe cough remedy which
Acts immediately. Mothers everywhere
testify to the good it has done their 11t

tie ones, Cronp is 8o sudden in its at-
tacks that the doctor often arrives too
late, It yielde at ones to One Minute
Cough Cure. Pleasant to take. Chil-
dren like it. Sure cure for grip, bron-
chitis, coughe. Smith Bros,

Much Reading for Little Monay.

The New York World ‘has got the
cost of printing down to a minimum.
Its latest offer of its monthly newspa-
per-magazine e Interesting if from no
other cause then it shows the acme of
“how much for how little.” The Month-
ly World is & 32 page magazine with
colored cover. Its pages are about the
fize of the pages of the Ladies Home
Journal, and it is copiously {llustrated
in half-tone. The illustrations are the
results of the best artistic skill, aided
by all the Istest printing-press appli-
ances, making o wagezine unrivalled in
the quality of its contents and its ap-
pearances. Each issue contains stories
of romance, love, adventure, travel:
stories of fiction and fact; stories of
thiugs quaint and carious, gathered to-
gether from all over the world; the re-
sults of scientific research, and editor-
lal reviews. It numbers among its
contributors the leading literary men

me & trial,
of buths,

ol

R. W.
Loa n‘i'gg' r-{;'n'zﬁ alsl?:%l'ead

as any person or Corpora-
tion,

Is

Compound Vapor and Sham-
poo Baths,

Baths it

eases are caused
by polsonous sec
retions, which
clog the wheels
of NATURE.

Yapor

and

Shampoo,

The name and
the °~ symptoms
may be different
but the cause of
dh}«leasob can us-
ua L ¢
10 the imperiect uetion ot yt.he mlm
Of pores of the human body. A bath in
sccordance  with sclontific require-
ments s the best preventative and
remedy known. The methods employ
ed by me are  the most sclentific ever
Invented or discovered for dispelling
diseaze. Results tell tne story. Give

This is the Conant system
¢ A competent lady attendant
In churge of the ladiesdepartment.

Oflice and bath rooms on Franklin

street, opposite Globe Hotel,

G. D. GATES,

KNIVES,

R. W. TIRRIL

BOYNTON § MEWEN
HAVE
Ladies and dents Gold Watches
in all sizes kinds and styles,

Ladies, Uents and Chrildrens Rings

from DIAMONDS, OPALS, EMER-
ALDS, PEARLS,ETC., down to
PLAIN GOLD BANDS.

WEDDING RINGS.

SOLID STERLING SILVER FORKS,

TABLE, DESERT and TEA SPOONS,
NAPKIN RINGS, ETC., ETC., ETC.

Also large line of Best Brands of—

SILVER PLATED SPOONS, FORKS,

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 PENS,

Come and see the many things we

have not space to list.

BOYNTON & M’'EWEN

Delaware Comnty

STATE BANK

Manchester, lowa.

CAPITAL - $60,000

~——OFFICERS—
WAL C. CAWLEY, CIIAS. J, SEEDS,
President, Cashler,

C. W. KEAGY

Vice President, Ass't, Cashier, -

—DIRECTORS—

WAL C. CAWLEY, H. F. ARNOLD,
W. G, KENY( R, W. TIRRILL.

EDWARD P, SEE G. W. DUNHAM.
CHAS, J. BEEDS, M. H. WILLISTON.

snd women of the day. A feature
eschmonth ie a full-page portrait of
the most famed mun or womsn of the
woment in the public eye. 1In collect-
ing snd preparing for pubnlication the
literary matter snd art subjects for the
Moutbly World no expense is spared.
I'he New York World will send six
uumbers of this newspaper-magazine
on receipt of fifteen centa in stamps.
Address The World, Pulitzer Bullding,
New York.

0 Wilked Shalienhérgar. -

The Regular and Relinble Chi-
cago Specialist will be at Mun-
chester, Clarence House,

Monday, June 16,

one day only and return once
every 28 days.  Office hours S a,
m. to 6 p. m.

W peluancniy me cases no unaertakes
g sends e fpeurable some without taking o

' hy ho continues Ll
# other doctors havo
Dr, Shallenber-
utly successful spoclalist iuall
. proven Ly the many cures

foeted In eliroule cases which + ave batfled tho
Liltof all other physiclans. 11 hospital exe

ensive pretico have mado him
ceu name and locaty a dis

ravel
0, Norvous and Heart
dn d. oases, Eollepsy,
T noumption n o carly
33 0f thelilzdder and Femaulo Organs,
1 Tobacco habit, Stammerin, cured
hods to provont Its recurrence given,
alling remmedy for Big Nock
PLLES, FISTULAL and RUPTURE guaran.
«1 cured without detention from business,
speeinl attention glven to all Surgical
wl all discases of the Eye, kar,
1 Throat,
titted nud gunranteod, Granulated
Cataraet, Cross Eyes stralghtened without

paln

NERVOUS DEBILITY.

Are you nervous and despondent; weak and
debllitated: tired morolngs; no ambition—life-
H 1 tigued; exeltable

. red and blurred;
fosr
rine

5 and night losses; rest-
weak bacik: deposit in
Alstrustfuols want of

.!.1\ K t‘k ;'m";\ and strecgth
JPrivate Diseases a Spec-
ialty,

Blood FPolsop, Nervousness, Dizziness, De-

ective Memwory and other allments which ruln
Lody and mind positively cured,

ermfdenct

| WORBERFUL GURES

. Perfeeted In old cases which have been neg-
igeled or unskilifully treated. No experimen
or fallures. Ho undertakes no incurablo cases,
but cure thousands glven up to dle.
Consultation Free and Confidential,

Address,

DR. WILBERT SHALLENBERGER,

C. W. KEAGY,

Interest Paid on Time Deposits.
Prompt attention glven to all business. Pas-
senger tickoets from and to all of Eur-
ope direct to Manchester, for salo,
Long Time Mortgage Loans Made
Bought and Sold.

SAFETY DEPOSIT BOXES

For the storage of valuable papers,
cte, for rent.

N—

M.F.LEROY I'rest. H,A, GRANGER Cashlor
E. O, HESNER, Asst. Cashier

A. H. BLAKE, 1st. V. President.

1. C. HAEBERL"™ ~nd. V. President,

irst National

BA"K-

MANCHESTER, IOWA.
CAPITAL. - $50,000

Ceneral

Banking

Business rusoe.
Intorest Paid on Time Deposits.

SAFETY DEPOSIT BOXES

FOR RENT.

DIRECTITORS.
Robinson,
. Carr,

R R
EM
H. A. Granger,
H. A. von Oven,
L. L. llo&t.

(=)

PO DEITS.
First National Bank, Dubuque, Iowa.
Contral Natfonol Bank New York City.
Commercial National Bank, Chioago, xfu

H. Blake,
H. O. Hacberle,

When you want

Fine Furniture
Al

Fair Prices
GO TO

Werkmeister’s

AT

Earlville.

Undertaking Solicited

F. WERKMEISTER,

146 Oakwood Blvd,, Chloago.
Reference: Oekland Nat'l Bank.
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Earlville, Towa.
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