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m HAT 1B the pood?" sntd Bft-
bettc. "Thore Is no oue to 
pltoy—no IJddle, no music. 

t  

Wlmt is the good?" 
"Truly," replied Antoine. "Hero it 

is Now Year's day, snow throe foot 
deep, the houno so hot you can't 
brenthe, thirty pair of foot waiting, 
lots of tobno, of cold pork, plenty of 
cider behind the door and no uiusic! 
Well, it's droll, that! I'sbawl I'll 
stuud on u tub and whistle!" 

Unbette laughed. "Look at Alphonse. 
."Watch how ho shnUo his black head, 
and his eyes dunce BO. Ah, poor man! 
He would RIVO ht» bond for Marie, but 
she sits with a half dozen gallants bo-

'~fcW© her, and B'IC Hash her big brown 
eyes over at Alphonse, and they drlvo 
Win mad. Mon Dlen! You think BIIO 
core for him, with his party eyva and 
black hair? No, ho. You see? You 
bear her feet tap tho floor. She long to 
dauco Hko us all, and Alphonso he long 
for her." 

"So," rejoined Antolnc. "I do not 
understand that Marie. Why is't all 
get on their knceB to her and sho carc 
for no man?" 

"You thlnU that?" asked Babette. 
"Ah, you aro only a man, with a man's 
eyes! You think because Blie not caro 
tor you she caro for nobody. That's 
like a mau. Ho is so vain. When a 
iwoman care not for blm, he is 60 hap
py When sho care not for any ono else. 
.Well, I'm glad I'm not a man." 

Antolnc bristled up. "Come, come, 
Babette. You think I care for Marie? 
No; only for you. You are tho one 
great woman in the world!" 

Babette laughed merrily, her little 
jwblto teeth ila6hlug. She tapped him 

. on tho arm. 
"Oh, you foolish—foolish! A man can 

never see when it is a woman. lie 
thinkB her great when she's very little. 
Ho thiuks ho understands himself, and 
he knows nothing. There Is Marie. 
tWhat do you know? You think her all 
coquette. You thiuk I'm better. Mon 
Dlcul If I were in the same way as 
Marie, I'd be like her." 

Antoine ran his fingers through his 
hair, knotted his forehead aud smiled 
in a droll way. 

"By tho holy, I do not understand," 
he said. "Who is there Marie loves? 
iYou can see she play the game with 
them all, but there is no one. She has 
them — Jacques, Adrien, JUICB, Al
phonse and the rest—cornme ca! They 
aro on their shins, and she put her 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 be, yet Bhe was wiser, 
for every good woman is wiser than 
any man. Sho wondered why he did 

v : not know that wlieu love first stirs in 
a woman's heart she begins to be wise, 
(when in a man's he begins to be fool* 
Ah, for the ono becomes unselfish and 
the other vain. 

After a moment sho said, with a se
rious little twist of the head: "An* 

ytoine, I do not know who 'tis, but 
' thero'B somo one Marie loves. Do you 

think I'm a woman and not know tho 
* look of love in another? There Is 

Bome 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—BO cold, so heartless? 

. No, but she must do something. A wo* 
man will go mad unless. Poor Marie! 

>•• • • Perhaps tho man does not lovo her. 
& j Perhaps ho loved her and Bhould not. 

Perhaps something prevents. Well, it 
* 1B all the same. She is as you see." 
' Antoine was a little nervous, facing 

' Babette's seriousness. He had not the 
care of life, only the shanties in the 

/winter, the river in summer, the little 
farming in tho autumn and courting 

"Babette in a happy, Irresponsible fash-
Ion all the time. But take it seriously 

$—life—love? Watch how his feet tap 
|the floor impatiently. Ho Is wild for 
*tho dance. 

It was New Year's day, the time of 
' 1 ' festivity beyond all others in a French 

Canadian home, and tho young people 
of tho parish were gathered, ready to 

.'V dance until the morning, but to the 
* house of Marie's father old Vlgord, tho 
; fiddler, had not come. For the last 

• hour there had been notblug but "VI-
~ gord! Vigord! Why doesn't Vlgord 

come?" Every oue seemed troubled 
save Marie. She did not worry. Per-

^ haps that was because she had been 
^ • year at BchooJ in Quebec city and 

therefore had got a kind of manner, 
. "'Vwas playing the self posscssetTlnriy, or 

that if st 
' vono WAJ* 

was something in/her different from 
_^the other girls In the room. You felt 

~"*"Wtbat you did not know her as you 
'* «Jkthem. All that they thought or 

^flashed in their browu eyes, on 
v red, careless lips and lu the 

j&q softness of their hair, but In 
uarie'8 strong chin, dark coquettish 

•ieyes and strong brow there hid some-
jf' thing which had little to do with the 

£?% life moving at the moment. Perhaps, 
(jgr as Babette' had said, there was a man 
* somewhere in the world whose lovo 
. v or lack of love had glycn her wisdom, 

but she said herself that sho was only 
a trifler, that she cared for nothing 

v ' save to enjoy herself. 
Antoine, to relieve tho situation, 

* which was becoming strained, started 
( a song. That did very well for a littlo, 
* H? 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 raised sent a mad 

^ " sprightllness into the feet of all, which 
IT* only tho rasp of a fiddle or tho breath 

of a concertina could appease or com
mand. At last tall Medallion, whose 
.ways were those of the blessed of this 
.world and who had.his fingers on all 
tho little comedies and tragedies of 
the parish, stood up in the middle of 
tho floor and proposed a game. Every 
one was still for a moment, for Medal
lion had great resources and whimsical 
ideas. Uls was the gift of making men 
and women laugh, not so much at hiin-
self us at themselves. Besides, he had 
,a heart. Protestant though ho 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 hourlonger, 
then if ho isn't here I'll play the fiddlo 
myself. Let's have now the dance of 
tho Littlo Wolf. I'll whistle. Well, 
whoever at tho end shall stand alono 
in tho center must tell a very flno 
Btory. It must bo of love, it must be 
like a play and It must bo true." 

At thts ey.gr/toaejautfhed, "M'sleu1 

Medallion is so droll," they said. 
"The dance of th« Little Wolf and 
then a true story of love. Certainly 
M'tdeu' Medallion Is amusing!" 

They all came to their feet, eager 
for tho dance, keen to see on whom 
the mantle of romance would fall. 

enjoy herself in 
Sum Tn another. There 

*&*> 
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u l will tell you a uowitrjul, hcuutijul, 
drcudjul btury." 

Hand in baud, with tripping step, they 
wound In and out of the rooms, Medal
lion standing in tho center of the floor, 
having changed his whistling to a sing
song kind of chant. The long, waving, 
loving line linking like chains, curv
ing into circles] parting, jolnlug again, 
first slowly, then faster and faster, 
now suddenly in a pretty column back 
and forth, the mon together, theu the 
women—flashing eyes, waving black 
hair, the warm breath of youth filling 
the room with an ecstasy wherein ev
ery littlo care and alarm of life was 
swallowed up, aud at last there cauic 
a suddeu moment of confusion, the 
burly burly of laughter and sweet af
fright or contentment, as the hazard 
of the dance grew. Presently all part
ed, and Marie stood alone in tho cen 
tcr of the floor, with Antoine on oue 
side not far and Alphonse ou the other. 
There were laughter and a storm of 
clapping. "Marie! Marie!" they all 
cried. "Tho story! Tho true lovo 
story!" 

Antoine ran bis Angers through his 
hair, shook the little gold rings in bis 
ears and griuned at Marie, theu at 
Babette. Alphonse was uervous, aud 
his eyes had u kind of wild hunger as 
he looked at Marie. 

Mario glanced rouud tho room, smil
ing naively, gave Alphonse u quick 
sidelong glance of torturing coquetry 
and then caught Medallion's eyes. lie 
was looking at her with a whimsical, 
suggestive smile. She Hashed one back. 
All at once something defiant swept 
over her face, a wave of emotion 
which seemed to lift her all at once 
into an atmosphere apart from them 
all, independent of them all. Some in 
hereut dramatic strain In bur 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 his arms and watched 
her from under his bushy brows stead
ily, kindly. 

"Tho story, the story, Marie!" they 
called. ; 

The moment before Marie was lost 
to everything around her. Now sho 
was back again, conscious of their 
presence, but still in the atmosphere 
where her Inspiration was born. A 
stnilo too brilliant, loo airy, played on 
her Hps. Her voice had a feverish 
lightness. Her eyes, though, wore 
burning with a look hard to read 

"I will tell you a wonderful, beauti
ful, dreadful story," she said 

"Once upon a time"—at tUJs they all 
laughed—"once upon a time," she re
peated very lightly, "there was a girl, 
and she thought herself beautiful. She 
used to dream of a great prince who 
would come oue day and tell her that 
his houses, his lands and all the riches 
of his kingdom were for her. She only 
lived In a cottage in a village, but that 

didn't matter. She rode in a tiny eari-
olc, and she had only a littlo Indian 
pony to tako her to mass aud to mar 
ket, but that didn't matter. Sho was a 
woman, and a woman is like a bird-
she has wings, and she flies where she 
will in tho dreams of the night and in 
tho quick hours of the day, when her 
hands work and her tonguo Is busy. A 
man may stoop, but a woman always 
Boars—till a man breaks her heart. 

"And so this girl watched for her 
prince, and when the mist was sweet 
and flashed in the violet light of sum 
mer upon the river he did not come 
that way, and whou all the fields were 
white with snow in winter and all the 
world was waiting like tho girl he- did 
not come that way, 

"And since ho did not come to her 
she would go to him. So ono morning 
she tilled a bag with meat and honey 
and dried fruits, and sho put on her 
thickest mittens and her little fur cap 
and her great coat of dogskin fur and 
o woolen cloud about her throat, under 
which.was the little gold brooch given 
her by her mother, which she would 
wear before tho prince when she found 
him thnt he should sec she was born 
for the flne things of this world. She 
had braided a hand with a bow and 
arrow on ono moccasin and a hand 
with a sword upon tho other. Sho 
started forth all alone. She traveled 
on and on through thick woods and 
tho wild hills und over plains, and 
when the wind blew hard she laughed 
back at them, and when at night some
thing cried in the trees like spirits beg-
glug her to speak to them sang the 
song of the Scarlet Hunter and tho 
chant of the White Swau, for she had 
no fear. Tho birds aro uot afraid till 
a shot from tho hunter's gun or an ar
row from his bow strikes into tho 
heart." 

Sho paused and stood looking straight 
before her, repeating the phrase still 
ngaln, as though, having learned tho 
tale by heart, she had forgotten some
thing. But sho was merely lost for 
moment in scenes which were flashing 
before her mind, having for the time 
passed beyond her nudlcuco to tho 
world where in despnlirone's own soul 
flees, and the Angel of the Four Cor
ners can show us no light of way as 
we travel. 

Some girl in the crowd giggled nerv
ously. Another, sho knew uot why, 
gavo a quick, gasping 6ob. Babette, 
who was next her, Baid, "You goose, 
it's only a story." 

' • l>: ft $ 

This brought Marie back. She took 
up the thread again, lightly, but plalu-
tively too: 

"By aud by she came to a city. It 
stood high on a great hill. It had 
splendid houses, churches and palaces, 
and beneath, at tho foot of the moun
tain, there flowed a flne, wide river. 
Every stono of that city was made of 
goid, aud every drop of that river was 
a sweet white wine. Whenever tho 
girl looked at tho city she knew It 
was so; whenever she looked at the 
river she knew that It was so, and 
when she looked in tho eyes of her 
prince she knew It was so, for they 
were all gold und wine'also, and she 
could have lived Just ever and ever, 
looking at those eyes till the Scarlet 
Hunter blindfolded her und led her 
out on the lonely trail of tho White 
valley, from which no mau returns. 
Yes, she hud found her prince. It 
does not mutter where she saw him 
first—In a palace or a house or a church 
-for slits saw him; that was enough. 

"Sh« was only a poor peasant girl, 
but he was a groat man, so wise, so 
Bph ndld, HO kind. He said that she 
was beautiful, and she believed blur, 
he paid that he loved her, and she 
trusted, bur when she threw herself 

n his breast aud cried that she would 
never leave him there came into his 
face a strange, pitiful look. That look 
broke her heart,''for it couldn't be—it 

mldn't be! Sho was only a foolish 
peasant girl or she would have known 
that a prince could- never be her bus 
band. Yet she knew thnt he loved her. 

"Then there came a sad, terrible day 
when all the great men of the kingdom 
ante together and decided that she 

must go away or tho prince would lose 
his kingdom as well as lose her. What 

ould sho do? She could uot watt 
bout the palace gates; she could not 

iefy all tho great men, who were so 
strong and who could make happy or 
destroy, as they wished. What could 
she do? But she saw him once again 
It was at the altar of a great church— 
oh, a church like none any of you ever 
saw, with a beautiful Calvary above 
the altar nnd angels with largo, flam 
ing wings and a thousand candles 
burning and such wonderful, sweet 
music! It was so she saw him, nnd 
that was their goodby. She looked in 
to his eyes, aud they had the Bame look 
as when sho first heard him tell his 
love, and she got up on her feet and 
culled out to him, but he raised his 
hand at her as though to say, 'No 
never, never!' 

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

The strange, searching pathos of her 
voice filled the room, like the eerie mu
sic of a violin, and Medallion felt his 
face flush and his fingers tingle, for he 
was reading the story of a girl's life 
the allegory. Perhaps only he and one 
other understood, and th:;t other was 
the simple Babette. Site pinched An 
toiue's urin. 

"Can't you understand?" she said, 
Antoine shifted from one leg to tho 

other, ran his fingers through his hair 
and said only: "It's a good story, very 
good! Bien, she could go on the stag* 
Ah, once when I was in Montreal 
saw a play. Volla, that was a good 
.play' Weil, sho could act in such 
play, that Marie." 

Bubrtto smiled, shrugged her shoul 
dors, UCted her eyes and caught Medal 
iion's, and each knew or what the otn 
or was thinking. 

Marie now almost breathlessly hur
ried her story: 

So the poor girl camo back over tho 
plains and over the hills to her littlo 
cottage home. But she was nover the 
same again. She laughed when others 
laughed, and she was gay, and she 
danced, and everybody said that sho 
had good times In the world. But you, 
do you think sho had? Because, when 
sho thought of the city now it was no 
longer of gold, and when she thought 
of the river It was black and wicked, 
and when sho remembered the man 
Bhe saw tho great rulers of his king-
doxn frowning at her and the hand of 
her prince raised as if it said, 'No, 
never, never!' " 

When she finished, there was silence 
for a moment, so deep that only the 
breathing of her audieuce was heard. 
They could not read the thing. They 
took her story literally, and It did not 
seem so strange to theui, for they were 
a simple people. But they were roman
tic, too, having in their/veins—nor did 
they know this—Jho feeling of an an 
tique time. So they applauded hearti
ly, grandly. They called "Bravo!" und 
said there was no one in the parish, 
not in ten parishes, who could tell a 
flne true love story like Marie. And 
Alphonse looked at her with his hun
gry eyes as though to say that were he 
that prince ho would have followed 
her from that city and have lost his 
kingdom and his soul for her. 

Tho dance of the Little Wolf hud 
beeu a success, and now Medallion 
bustled in and out among them, break 
ing them up into groups, while they 
kept calling for another dance. As he 
passed Marie he whispered to her 
"Well done, uia'm'selle, well done. But 
you must find another prince, touto 
suite." 

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

Just theu there wus a bustle at the 
door. "Vigord! Is it Vigord?" somo 
cried. 

It was not Vigord, but the crow 
parted, making way for a tall young 
mau, with a huudsome, clean shaven 
face, warm, keen dark eyes and 
stroug brow above them. He smiled 
in a grave kind of way on them, turn 
lug Ids face from right to left as 
though looking for some one. He car 
ried under one arm u violin. Every 
one knew the old battered box. It was 
Vigord's. 

"Why, It's Vigord's; it's Vigord's fid 
die!" said Antoine. 

"Yes, it's Vigord's fiddle," said the 
young man, still looking round. "Vl
gord is down at tho house of Big Ba 
biche. Ho was taken siclc. I saw him 
there and told hlin I would fetch th« 
fiddle aud play for you, aud hero I 
am." 

lie tossed his hand up In a gay, fro 
fashion. Just then he saw a face look 
ing out at him from behiud half a doz
en others—a pale, half frightened, be
wildered face, with the eyes full of au 
anxious questioning, and a smile, too, 
struggle forjife about the lips, just 
such a smiie as might falter at the lips 
of a condemned man who thought he 
saw the bearer of a reprieve. God 
gives even tho poor, tho laborious aud 
the foolish of this world, whose brains 
are set to shine under gray skies, mo
ments of wisdom und of feeling so 
deep that all tho rest of their lives, in 
days aud months and years, is as 
nothing beside them, as a guarantee 
that at the end, us at the beginning 
all souls are the same, and the rest Is 
according to tho Angel of the Four 
Corners, who wards the thousand paths 
of life. 

r fiomothinc in the younc man's look 
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irsied her, anu she dropped ner eyes 
hiie he came on, the crowd still gath

ering around him. 
'You will play for us, then, you will 

play for us?" they cried. 
Yes, I'll play for you," he answered, 

his eyes wide open and shining llko 
two black diamonds. "But see," ho 
continued, "I must have the prettiest 
girl In the parish to supper, nnd at 

cry fourth dance she must sit besldo 
me while I play," 

He laughed us he said It and tossed 
his fingers again in an airy, gallant 
fashion. It was strange, too, this buoy-

mmm 

The trou'il purled, mnklfuj iyuy for a tall 
young man. 

ant manner, for in spite of his flash
ing eyes and smiling Hps there was a 
grave, ascetic expression behind all, 
something of melancholy, too, in tho 
turn of his straight, manly body. 

Medallion, standing apart, watched 
h!m musingly. He had not seen that 
flrst glance at Marie or Marie's gtuncc 
In return, but he felt there was some
thing strange and uncommon In the 
mau. lie had the beurlug of n geutld-
man, and his voice was that of edu

cation und refinement. The girls sim
pered and whispered among them
selves, and the men turned with one 
consent to Marie. 

"Well, it must be Marie," said An
tolnc. "She's the prettiest girl in the 
parish." 

"Yes, MariOt Marie!" said others. 
Alphonse had u rnlud to speak, but 

he dared not, for he saw that he coukl 
not contradict Antoine, and he also 
iaw that Marie would be handed over 
to this lmndsoiue stranger. 

Good!" said the stranger. "Then 
let it bo Marie," uot looking toward 
her—"that is," he added, "if Murie is 
willing." 

Now they made way for her to come 
forward aud said, "Here—here she is.' 

Marie came down slowly, uot look
ing at the stranger, aud his eyes did 
not dwell upon her face. They rose no 
higher than her neck, where she wore 
a little cross of gold. 

"Good," he said again, "goodl" 
Then as she came nearer he contin

ued in an offhand way, "My name is 
Camille, Marie." 

She did not more than whisper the 
words, "M. Camille," and held out her 
hand, still not rulsing her eyes to his 
face. 

He took her hand and clasped it. As 
he did so a sound almost like u moan 
broke softly from her lips. There was 
so much noise and chattering that per
haps no one noticed It except Babette 
und Medallion, but they were wutch-
ing--watching. 

\ll at once Marie broke away with 
a wild little 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.1 

Yes," said Medallion under his 
breath; "as he was before. Yet I'm not 
so sure either." 

Medallion was only speculating. 
Ten minutes afterward M. Camille 

wus seated on u little platform at the 
end of the room, raised ubout six inches 
from tho floor, playing for the dancers. 
Marie was dancing with Alphonse. 

You think he's handsome?" asked 
Alphonse furtively. 

"Oh, he's so vain!", she said. "Look 
at the wuy he switches the bow!" 

rAnd listen how he calls off the 
dances," continued Alphonse, delight
ed; "not half so good as Vigord. And 
such airs; such airs! Who's he, any
how? We don't know; likely some 
scalawag from Quebec." 

Perhaps he's u prince," said the girl, 
laughing. 

Prince? Bosh! Where's his mus
tache?" Alphonse stroked his own 
carelessly, one arm around Marie's 
waist. "Why, he's shaved like a priest." 

Something peculiar flashed into Ma
rie's eyes, und she looked for a mo
ment inquiringly at Alpliouse. "Yes, 
just like a priest," she said. 

The dance went on. M. Camilla's 
clear, resonant voice rang out over the 
heads of the dancers: "Ladies' chain-
there you go—right auil left—balance 
to partners—promenade all!" And so 
on, the words bending and inflecting 
to the music like a song, with here 
and there a laughing phrase thrown In 
at a stumbling habitant or a pretty 
compliment to some blushing glri, 
whoso eyes, as well as her feet, danced 

reply to the master of the revels. 
Never was such music heard In the 
parish of Pontiac. Vigord's sun had 
gvue out in darkness, and M. Camille's 
was at high noon. Already had Me
dallion made friends with the fiddler 
and had bi.come at once M. Camllle's 
lieutenant in the Jocund game, for Me
dallion find no vanity, and he knew u 
man of parts when he fouud him and 
loved the man for the parts. 

In the third dance Marie took her 
place on a chair beside M. Camille. 
The crowd gave a little cheer for her— 
for them both—before the dance began, 
und then they were all hard at it, heel 
and toe, knee and elbow, warm Bhoul-
der to warm shoulder, enjoyment pant
ing^ through the room. Suddenly M. 
Camllle's voice was heard as he paused 
at the beginning of a set. 

"It's my turn to talk. Who'll call off 
the dance? Will you?" he added, look
ing ut Medallion. 

Medallion nodded and took up the 
parable. The music was riotous, nnd 
Medallion's voice nbundautly cheerful 
os he danced with Babette. 

And now behind the joyous riot there 
passed a littlo drama. 

"Do you wonder why I've come, Ma
rie?" said the master of the revels. 

"Why have you come?" she asked. 
"Have you forgotten my uameV" he 

m-M'd reproachfully. 
"Why shouldn't i?" 
"That's BO, that's so," he answered. 
"You told me to forget it," sho add-

rd. 
"That's true," ho agreed sorrow-

fully. 
There was a pause, in which nothing 

was said between them, nnd then in an 
awed, shrinking kind of voice she s.;?.d. 
' Aie you—a Driest—npw?" 

His voice in reply bad a kind of dis
dainful recklessness. "Do yon think 
I'd be hen' if I was?" He drew the 
bow across the ft string with a vigor 
more raw than sweet.  

"How should I know?" she answer
ed. "Am I—my brother's—keept-r?" 

He winced, and the bow rasped on 
the E string, so that the dancers look
ed up wonderlngly, but M. Camllle's 
head was only noddlug to the music, 
and the dancing went on the same. 
Still her arrow had gone home, for he 
remembered when, in the shadow of 
the great cathedral in Quebec one 
Christmas eve. he had bade her forgot 
him as Camille. her lover, and think 

f him only its Camille. her brother, 
who was vowed to become a priest. 

Sorrow and pain had sharpened her 
mind as only those things can sharpen 
the mind of n woman. This was not 
the simple, living girl from a country 
village who had stolen his heart while 
he studied hi Laval seminary. This 
was a little womun. gitf>wn, oh, so bit
terly wise! Anil when a woman grows 
bitter and wise the bravest should bo 

humble, for she needs neither tho help 
of gods nor of men to aid her tongue. 

"When ao you become a priest?" she 
asked, with slow inquisition. 

A fortnight." he said, "is the time 
fixed." 

"Then, as I said, why do you come?" 
she asked sharply. 

'Can't you understand?" ho replied, 
with a strong rush of feeling. 

A priest should be about his Fa
ther's'business, uot at Q dance," she 
replied scornfully. 
. "Marie, Marie, aren't you glad to see 
mo," ho said, "running all this risk as 
I doV" Ho had his eyes on the little 
cross at her throat. IIo had once giv
en it to her. 

'I have my own confessor," she re
plied—"the good Father Fabre. I don't 
need another." Her fingers felt for tho 
cross, then suddenly dropped it. 

She got to her feet. 
">tarle, Murie," he whispered. But 

with a laugh she spruug down from 
the little platform among the dancers 
und caught Medallion's arm. 

With rollicking laughter Medallion 
swung tn>th her and Babette through 
the flirting changes qf a cotillon. 

Au hour went by. Meanwhile Marie 
was gay, but Medallion noticed that liep 
hand was now hot, now cold as they 

Cbronic bronchial troubles and sum
mer coughs can be quickly relieved and 
cured by Foley's Honey and Tar. Sold 
by Denton Ward. 

Some creature that wear trousers aro 
only called men through courtesy. 

Ten Years in Bed. 
R. A.Gray, J, P., Oakville, Ind., writes 

•For ten years I was confined to my 
bed with disease of my kidneys. It was 
so severe that 1 could not move part of 
the time. I consulted tho very best 
medical skill available, but could get 
no relief until Foley's Kidney Cure was 
recommended to me. it has been a 
Godsend to me." Sold by Denton it 
Ward. 

Meat originally meant uny kind of 
food. 

On the first indication of kidney trou
ble, stop it by taking Foley's lvtdney 
Cure. Sold by Denton & Ward 

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

Warning. 
It you have kidney or bladder trou

ble and do not use Foley's Kiuuey Cure, 
you will have only yourself to blame for 
results, as it positively cures ail forms 
of kidney and bladder uiteasts. Sold 
by Denton & Ward. 

Was Wasting Away. 
The following letter from Robert 11. 

Watts, of Saltm, Mo, is Instructive: "I 
have beeu troubled with kidney diseaee 
for the last five years, l lo^t fiesh and nev
er felt well ana doctored with leading 
physicians aud tried ail remedies sug
gested without relief. Finally I tried 
Foley's Kidney Cure ant! less than two 
bo'tles completely cured mo and I am 
now sound and well.1' Sold by Denton 

Ward. 

Stealing U not coullued to taking the 
product of men's bands. 

Interesting to Asthma Sufferers. 
Daniel FJanle of Otterville, lows, 

writes, "I have had usihma for three or 
oar years aiid have tried about all the 

cough and usihtnu euros in the market 
and have received treat mint from phy
sicians in New York aud other cities, 
but got very little benefit until I tried 
toley's Honey and Tar which gave me 
Immediate relief and I wtll never be 
without it in my houne. I sincerely 
recommend It to all." Sold by Denton 

Ward. 

Tbs earnest Christian lives in a a con
tinued state of repentence. 

No good health unlets the kidneys 
are sound, Foley's Kidnev Cure makes 
the kidneys right. Sold by Denton & 
Ward. 

"JiarJc, iUurfe," he whtejwrcd. 

swung through the chauges, and that 
her eyes had a hard kind of brilliance 
It was not given him to read tho heart 
of this romance. He would not try to 
probo the thing. He merely watched 
and waited. IIo had khowu Marie 
siuco she was only big enough to lean 
her chlu on his knee, und m§ny a time 
6lnce she hud grown up lie and old 
Garon, the uvocut, had talked of her 
aud wondered what her life would be, 
for it seemed to them both that thero 
was no man in tho parish who could 
make her happy, that year in Quebec 
bud changed her so, had given her lar
ger ideas of life and men. 

IIo hud talked much with her from 
time to time, and she had always 
seemed glad of that. She thought him 
wise, nnd he hud wondered at some 
deep, searching things she had said. 
Ho would have gone far to serve her 
for the gossip, now almost legend 
that he hud cared for Marie's mother 
before she married Marie's father had 
foundation. The cure had stepped In, 
for Medallion was a Protestant, and 
thut ended it, but Medallion had never 
married, and, strange to say, tho euro 
aud himself and Mario's father were 
the best of friends. Medallion was also 
busy wutchlng M. Camille, for bo felt 
that here was something wherein 
friend might serve Mario, though how 
he did not know. He liked the young 
man's face, for It had that touch of 
loneliness and nutivc solitary thought 
which the present gayety of eye, voice 
aud mauner made almost pathetic. He 
even saw something more—a reckless 
ness, uot natural to the youth's charuc 
ter, which sat on him like u touch of 
doom—and as he thought Marie's al
legory— her "wonderful, beautiful 
dreadful" (those were her words) talo 
of love—kept showing in vivid pictures 
lu his eye. 

But if he could have read the young 
man's mind, could have seen the strug
gle going on there, tho despair, the 
wild hope, the daring, the revolt, the 
breul4ug up of all the settled courses 
of a life, he would have been as star
tled us apprehensive, for while Camillo 
Debarres was urging on this mirth and 
revel with a uervous eagerness he kept 
saying to himself over and over agaiu 
"I can't give her up! God forgive me 
Marie! Marie!" 

Tho words beat in and out of ^ 
music. Youth, humanity, euergles of 
tho actlve*Svorld, were crying out, fight
ing for mastery in the breast of ono 
soon to be given to tho separateness of 
the church, wherein the love of mau 
and maid must be viewed with a dis
tant paternal eye. A hundred forces 
had been at work to put him and keep 
him in the church, aud when, as 
student, Marie came into his life these 
forces, with loving yet severe appre
hension, closed ou him and ou the girl 
aud had separated them, as It seemed, 
forever. 

, [TO BE CONTINUED.] 

There Wan No Ma.te. 
"What is the greatest flb that ever 

impressed Itself ou your experience. 
Snapper V" 

"Well, by nil oilds, the worst miu 
ever heard was that your quartet per
petrated lust night when they cuuie 
round to the house aud sang, 'There' 
Music In tlie Air.' " 

The Vulue of Selenee. 
Science Is a Urst rate piece of furni 

ture for a man's upper chamber If be 
lias common KCUSC on the ground floor, 
but if a man hasn't plenty of good 
common sense the more science he has 
tho worse for the patient—Oliver Wen
dell I-Iolmes. 

Lovers' quarrels are popular because 
is such Inn "making up." 

True friendship sayB little and does 
much. 

During the summer kidney irregulari 
ties are often canned by excessive drink
ing or being overheated. Attend to 
the kidneys at onco bv using Foley's 
Kidney Cure. Sold by Denton & Ward. 

Beady to Yield. 

"1 used DeWitt's Witch Hazel Salve 
for piles and found It a certain cure." 
says S. U. Meredith, Willow Grove, Del. 
Operations unnecossary to cure piles. 
Xhey always yield to DeWitt's Witch 
Hazel Salve. Cures skin diseases, all 
kindB of wounds. Accept no counter
feits. Smith liros. 

Inprovemeut of Com. 
"Uncle Henry" Wanace,is devoting a 

good deal of space in his paper Wal
laces' Farmer to the Improvement of 
Iowa Corn, lie calls attention to the 
fact that while the lotva Farmer haB 
been improving his live stock for twen
ty years and uiore iie has given very 
littie attention to the great Iowa crop, 
corn. Among the many articles which 
have appeared in Wallace's Farmer 011 
this subject has been a serloa by I'rof. 
Shaniei, of Illinois, the corn expert, 
and these are illustrated by a number 
of photographs nhowing different va
rieties of corn, perfept aud imperfect 
ears, the moat protitable to raise, etc. 
The average Iowa farmer thinks he 
knows as much about corn as anybody 
does but we miss our guess if he can
not learn a lot from these articles in 
Wallaces' Farmer. 

In this connection we wleh to Bay 
that Wallaces' Farmer is one of the 
best agricultural papers that comes to 
this otlice. It Is handsomely printed on 
paper of line quality, tilled with at
tractive Illustrations, and in addition 
to its regular features, its editorials by 
"Uncle Henry,'' Its departments of 
Dairying, Horticulture, the Hog and 
Poultry, Its Home Department, for the 
women; contains full reports of the 
leading fair*, live stock shows, and 
sales, agricultural meetings, etc. It is 
published weekly at Dos Moines, Iowa' 
at $1.00 a year, ail subscriptions pay
able in advance aud the paper stopB 
when the time is out. We can Bend 
Wallaces' Farmer and the Democrat 
boti» one year for only 2.23 and you get 
one of our nice premiums. Apply at 
the Democrat ollico. 

, R. W: TIRRILL 
Is Loaning Honey as chi lead 

as any person or Corpora
tion. 

Compound VaDorand Sham-
poo Baths. 

Baths 
Vapor 
and 

: Shampoo. 

Most all dis
eases are caused 
by poisonous seo 
rotions, which 
clojy tho wheels 
of NATURE. 

The name and 
the * symptoms 
may be different 
but the cause of 
disease can us* 

f/v,K t ually be traced 
to the lmperioct action ol the millions 
of pores of tho human body. A bath in 
accordance with scientific require-
mentis Is tho best preventative and 
romcdy known. The methods employ 
ed by me aro tho most scientific ever 
Invented or diecoveied (or dispelling 
disou-ie. Results toll tno story. GIvo 
me atrial. This Is the Conant system 
or baths, A competent lady attendant 
In charge of tho ladiosdepartment. 

Oflico ana bath rooms on Franklin 
street, opposlto.Globo Hotel. 
Ctf 

Loads Them AU. 

"One Minute Cough Cure beats all 
other medicines 1 ever tried for coughs, 
colds, croup and throat and lung trou
bles," says D. Scott Currin of Loganton, 
I'll. One Minute Cough Cure is the only 
absolutely safe cough remedy which 
acts immediately. Mothers everywhere 
testify to the good it has done their lit
tle ones. Croup is 90 sudden In its at
tacks that the doctor often arrives too 
late. ItyieldB at once to One Minute 
Cough Cure. Pleasant to take. Chil
dren like it. Sure cure for grip, bron
chitis, coughs. Smith liroB. 

While waiting for your ship to come 
in busy yourself building a safe harbor. 

Tell us why a druggist offers you a 
substitute for the Madison Medicine 
Co.'s Hocky Mountain Tea. Does he 
love you or ho is after the bigger profit ? 
Think it over. Denton & Ward. 

The kleptomaniac regards 
from an abstract point of view. 

things 

Wise la the girl whose sense of uelf 
interest prompts her to tako Hocky 
Mountain Tea. It litis her full of vi?or 
and thero is always honev in her heart 
for you. Denton & Ward. 

Hetter lose your argument than your 
friend.—Ham's Horn. 

You've got to hustle all the time to 
keep in the swim. If you are slipping 
down the i;iddt-r of prosperity, take 
Hocky Mountain Tea. Makes people 
strenuous. Deuton & Ward 

Notice ol Appointment of Admlnistra 
tnx. 

STATKOF tow*., . 
Delaware Couuiy f**-

XOTICKIS NKURIRY UM:Ni 'THAI IHO imdvr-
blKiiort has been rtuly appointed fttiU ouallJied 
as Administratrix of rliu Kstatc of W.'u. Jen
kins, late of Delaware I'ouutv, Iowa, deceased. 
AH persons JudeUtoil lu s»lU Estatd aro p.-
quosted to matt? immediate payment, ami 
those having claims smatunt tho same will pre-
sent Uiem. duly autluuiiicatot), lo iht* uuder-
stauid for allowance. 

Patod Manchester, Iowa, Muv 29th. I'.Hri, 
MAKTIIA .1 ION KIN'S. 

Administratrix, 
Hrousou & L'arr, 

Atty's for hstnto, 'J3wa. 

Much Reading for Little Money. 

TheXew York World'has got the 
cost of printing down to a minimum. 
Its latest offer of its monthly newspa
per-magazine is interesting if from no 
other cause than it shows the acme of 
"how much for how little." The Month
ly World is a 32 page magazine with 
colored cover. Its pages are about the 
size of the pages of the Ladies Home 
•Journal, and it is copiously illustrated 
in half-tone. The illustrations are the 
results of the best artistic skill, aided 
by all the latest printing-press appli
ances, making a magazine unrivalled in 
the quality of its contents and its ap 
pearances. Kach issue contains Btories 
of romance, love, adventure, travel; 
stories of fiction and fact; stories of 
things quaint and curious, gathered to
gether from all over the world; the re 
suits of scientiiic research, and editor 
ial reviews. It numbers among ItB 
contributors the leading literary men 
and women of the day. A. featuro 
each month is a full-page portrait of 
the most famed man or woman of the 
moment In the public eye. In collect
ing and preparing for publication the 
literary matter and art subjects for the 
Monthly World no expense 1B spared, 
The New York World will send six 
numbers of this newspaper-magazine 
on receipt of fifteen cents in stamps 
Address The World, 1'ulitzer Building, 
New York. 

A Real Fr.euil. 
1 suffered from dyspepsia aud indi 

gestion for tifleen years," says W. T. 
Sturdevant of Merry Oaks, N. C "Af-
er I bud triid nisuy doctors and inedi 

cinea to no avail on« of my friends per
suaded me to try-Kodol. It gave im
mediate relief, 1 can eat almost any
thing 1 want now and my digestion is 
good. I cheerfully recommend Kodol." 
Don't try to cure stomach trouble by 
dieting. That only further weakens 
the system. You need wholesome, 
strengthening food. Kodol enables you 
to assimilate what you eat bv digesting 
it without the Btomach's aid.' 

Smith liros. 
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Q» D. GATG3. 

BOYNTON I jy['£WEN 
HAVE • 

Ladies and dents Oold Watches 
in all sizes kinds and styles, 

Ladles, dents and Chrlldrens Rings 
,, from DIAMONDS, OPALS, EMEIt-

ALDS, PEARLS,ETC., down to 
PLAIN GOLD BANDS-

WEDDING RINGS, a 

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

NAPKIN RINGS, ETC., ETC., ETC. 

Also large line of Best Brands of— 

SILVER PLATED SPOONS, PORKS, " 
KNIVES, TEA RETS, 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 the many things we 
have not space to list. 

BOYNTON & M'EWEN 
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Delaware Comity 
STATE BANK 

Manchester, Iowa. 

CAPITAL - 860,000 
OFFICERS 

WM, C. CAWLEY, 
President. 

U. W. TIJUilL, 
Vice President, 

CilAS. J. SEEDS. 
Caablor. 

0. W. KEAGY, 
Ass t. CABhlor. * 

DIRECTORS 
WM. C. CAWLEY. H.P.ARNOLD. 
W. O. KVNYON. R. W. TIRRILL. 
EDWARD P. SEE . G. W- DUNHAM. 
C11A8. J. SEEDS. M. H. W1LL1ST0> 

C. W. KEAGY, 
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Interest Paid ou Time Deposits. 
Prompt attention given to all business. Pas

senger tickets from and to all parts ol Eur
ope direct to Manchester, for sale. 

Long Time Mortgage Loans Made 
Bought and Sold. 

SAFE FY DEPOSIT BOXES 
For the storage of valuablo papers, 

etc. for rent. 

iM 

>-1 

k WHMiv. 
The-Reguliu- HntMieUubk' Chi

cago Specialist will be at Mntt-
chester, Clarence House, 

Monday, June 16, 
one day only and return once 

every 2S days. Office hours S a. 
m. to (' p. ui. 

Bacea at Cedar Rapids, June 24 to 
June 27. 

For tho above occasion the I. C. it. 
R. will Bell round trip from Maochent r 
to Cedar Rapid* and return at a rate ui 
ine aud me ihirift fare for the round 
trip. Tlcluu ":i sale J une 23 to 27, nil 
good to return until and including June 
28. 22\V'I 11. U. I'lKKi K, Ageut. 

A Little Book of Great Importance. 

Do you ever wish for a book that can 
be relied upon to answer correctly all 
the little questions and knotty problems 
that present tbeuisel\es day by day—u 
book thBt will quickly decide all argu
ments on all subjects? The 1902 World 
Almanac and Kucyclopedia, which is 
now ready, is exactly this k[nu of book. 
It takes the same position in the world 
of facts aud figures as does the diction
ary in the world of \vurds. 

This little voinnie contains over t>00 
pages of well printed agate type, every 
line containing eome fact that you will 
eoouer or later waut to look up. 

The World Almanac should occupy u 
prominent place in every progressive 
Ametican household. The 1902edition is 
more complete than any of the former 
oue.i. It contains facts on mauy sub
jects that have recently boeu brought to 
Ihe public notice and which every up-
to-date person should have at his liu-
gers ends. 

Among the features of the 1U02 Al 
manac are: 

The millionaires of the United States, 
a list giving the names of nearly 4,0t)U 
Americans who possess ovor 81,000,0(10. 
The great American trusts; luli'partlcu-
lars of 103 leading Industrial orgauiza-
tins. Organized labor; enlarged sta
tistics of the strength of labor unions 
and the present condition of tho labor 
movement. The Nicaragua Canal and 
the llay I'auncefote treaties with Ureat 
liritain. l'rugress of aeiiul navigation 
in 1901. Complete United ;?tat"d census. 
Anarchist statistics at tho United States 
and Europe, etc , to the extent of over 
1,000 topics. 

The 1902 World Almanac and Ency
clopedia is on sale by all newsdealers 
throughout the country for 25 cents. 
When ordered by mall 10c extra for 
postage must be inclosed to the Wot id, 
New York. 

St. F. LEltOY 1'reHt. 11. A. (iltANGKK Cashier 
K. C, IIKSNKK, AsBt. Cashier 

: A. H. HLAKE, 1st. V. l'rosldeut. -V:' 
11. C. HAKBEBl" "nd. V. l'rosldeut, 

First National 
• BANK. 

MANCHESTER. IOWA. T 

CAPITAL. - $50,000 
4* -ft* General 

Banking 
Business Transacted. 

Interest Paid oil Time Deposits. 

SAFETY DEPOSIT BOXES 
a 

FOR KENT. 

K. K. Uoblnson, M. P. LeRoy* 
E. M. Carr, M. Beehler, 
H. A. GRANKOR, A.H.Blake, 
it. A. von Oven, v H. o. Haeberle* 
L.L.Hoyt, 

COBSESrOl^ 
Flrdt National Bank, Dubuque, Iowa. 
Central National Bank New York City. 
Commoroial National Bank. Chloago, Ills; • 

4* 
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«ut» vwiumnontiy me eases no uuaertaKcs 
v.ia hernia t to lururaMe mmio without tuKlnu a 

from them. This lb why lu* contluues hla 
i .It:; year aftor. r, whllw other doctors havo 

.Mill'a feu* visits and stopped. Dr. Shallenber-
•t ts an eminently successful specialist luall 

runic diseases, proven hy tho many cures 
•:T«K.".e<t In chronic cases which i ivo bathed the 
kill of all other physicians. Ills hospital ex* 

:-, rleuce and extensive pr>* *Mco have uiade htm 
proik'lout that he can name aud locaU a dls» 

•aso In a fev minutes. 
Treats all -able c.^ea of Catarrh. Nose, 

"hruat and Wig diseases. Kyo nnd liar, 
>tomach. Llvei? and KtiJuevs, Gravel, !<" ouma* 

• ism, Paralysis N^uraMa, IsVrvous and Heart 
lUwisos, Blood . ' HUlu d. oases, Kpllepsy, 
'-viaht's Pisea.** . \ Coruimntlon hi early 

; <ilscasosof theBljuldur and Female Organs, 
l.itjuoraml Tobacco habit. Stainmerhib cured 

ul *uro methods to provont Us recurrence given. 
A never-falling remedy fur BIk Nock. 
t'll.iw, KJSTULAi*. ana UUITUUK nuaran. 

•••(•il cured without detention from busluess, 
SjuTinl attention Klvon to ull Surgical 

und nil disease* of tho Eye* Kur, 
.Som' nnd Throat. 

titled uud guaranteed. Granulated 
IldV'ataraet, Cross Jiyes straightened without 
pain. 

NERVOUS DEBILITY. 
Are you nervous and despondent: weak and 

debilitated; tired morulngs; no ambition—life
less ; memory poor; easily fatigued; excitable 
uud irritable; eyes sunken, red and blur rod; 
pimples on face; dreams aud night losses; rest* 
less, haggard looking; weak baek; deposit tn 
•\rtuo and drnins at stool: distrustful* want of 
ciufldcnco: lack of energy and streegth? 

private Diseases a Spec
ialty, 

Blood Toteon, Nervousness, Ito-luess. De-
ectlve Memory and other ailments which ruin 

body aud mhjd'petiltlvely cured. 

WONDERFUL CURES 
Perfected in old cases which have boon nee 

»ectod or misklllfully treated. No experiment 
or failures. Jlo undertakes no lncuraole eases 
but euro thousands glveu up to die. 
Consultation Free and Confidential 

Address, 

OR. WILBERT SHALLENBERGER, 
140 Oakwood Blvd., Chlango. 

References Oakland Kat'l Bank. 

When you want 

Fine Furniture 
;>i 

Al' 

Fair Prices 

GO TO 

Werkmeister's 
£ 

AT 

Earlville. 

Undertaking Solicited 

F. WERKMEISTER, 

Earlville, lown. 
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