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n '' ' hiazf.i.iv. "Yes, Iff !" ou! of marriage !" declared Mibb her woddin-- r inmnev Sho
1'lie Nation! I wonder can

i.ial;.- - it?"By"The Greater Glory55 William Dudley Pelley

we Henderson trimly and with abandon,
i "What'.'" demanded Herb above the

i ., ... . .. . . ,
""" P"t

"We could if I had those lines." ( nimble of the vehicle, was flounced and draped and mul- -
"Giddap. Monday Washin'!'' hel "I'm not talkin' to you, I'm talkin' , tiple-pli-ate- d after the fashion of the

cried suddenly. And he struck the1 to myself. It was making a remark . period, the bustle and the basque
little mare with the whip. .about something Mary Wood said I waist it off a figure which Skinny

Down through the village they once. It's nothing you need lose any Napoleon declared was a cross re

carried swiftly and around the sleep over, now!'' tween the Venus de Milo and a two- -
( oincr of Depot Street toward the, S0, with a far different kind of drunk, and on her head she wore
station. Just once Herb wondered if f,,,.jnt, ; her heart another ,.;! in 0110 o1' thof:o ridiculously small hats

A 100,000-wor- d Novel by the Editor of The Evening Caledonian about folks in a Vermont town like St. Johnsbury-T- he story
of two girls, each with a philosophy of life and of love and how those philosophies worked out in after life, the worldly glory of one
and the " greater glory " that came to the other. Follow it each night, chapter by chapter and read into the lines your own experience.

!he might not regret this thing she had
promised. But Marv Wood was lost

place to go. She had climbed un on '
i, : : to him now, lost 'for always. Hfi; w-n- t that night to her marriage. j "Hello, little Kight-l'oint!- " she call-'mig- ht

as well take second choice
' And Slug Truman married Mabel "l out. "How's the loeal-eolum-

while he had the chance. Besides, hc Henderson, "the in- - Ma,'' b'r stick on the edge
didn't want to endure the coming stead of Mary Wood and up in j of ,1PI' casp and stared at the butter- -

heaven an angel sighed a couple of;n-- v tn!t ,,al P'iK'rged from its black- -
times ami then with a philosophical oan.r,! '"'.Vfalis.
remark which no one in heaven above Well, demanded Mibb, " and

week of readjustment alone. A wife'
of his own might help. And so he
refused to harkert to consequences, i

And they made itheir train.
"We'll just see ho gets the most

overheard, flew about its celestial;'"". in landscape gar- -

i, ..i...i, K.ittiicu uiu aim oi me.. .m p ti. tVm ,.l, ., :' ""v ""c '
nvehiml. thn nlnpn , i:ui.
girl, she had played through violet- -
vistored hours with her dolls. There
was no one to comfort her then, no
one left from those Other Years, but
the old us.sot appio tree. And soon

all too soon- - -- that would be but a
memory.

A few feet away was the hole in
the stone wall where she had first
seen the little Haskins boy who had
played with her for a little time and
then moved away and grown up and
outline a minister and gone as a mis--
sionary to India. W here was he now,
an did lie ever think ot the girl on

Part II

'What's the trouble, Mary
Tn n k;,.k .,ia ,.n fiv,.t" " Tkeen from.... hreakinu- and Mravimr

her brave words of a moment before,
she said:

"Your father has just sent word
that I mustn't touch noi- carry away
anything from here but my mothers
and my own personal property. He
says . the law doesn't recognize
anybody but Artie -- 3 the heir step-
children don't count."

"It's hard, Mary. I've known it
from the first. But dont' blame the
governor. He didn't make the law."

"I thought I thought maybe 1

was going to have the place and"
It's got to be auctioned,'' the boy

stated miserably.
Independence Day arrived. Five

weeks slipped away and came August
sixteenth, the annual observance of
the Battle of Bennington and a Ver-
mont holiday. The leaves and bow-ere-d

country lost the virility of sum-
mer freshness. They were dusty and
faded and gradually streaked with
yellow and brown. Time was going
relentless along into another autumn.
The village housewives began cover
ing their rosebushes and flowerbed
with sheeting and papers at night to

trie adjoining farm in Poxboro who 'troubles should bo small ones, that
had dared to follow him through the their days .should be filled with pleas-hol- e

in the stone wall under boulders ure and their nights with untroubled
that might easily slide off and crush j slumber. And that there should be
them? She wondered. other folk, in no way responsible, for

Over between the two scrawney whom existence is a pathway through
astrachan trees was the big boulder many shadows, for whom many of the

preserve their beauty for a few weeks place which had burned years and
longer which was a futile effort at years ago and was now only a black-it- s

best. j berry-grow- n cellar-hol- e and a stump
Canny old Trumann and the other, of senile brick chimney; Nellie had

two dummy executors decided to wait
'

married one of the Blodgett boys and
until after the crops were in, before died with the coming of a little child.
holding the Wheeler auction. The j

farmers would then have time audi
inoney to make the sale a financial
success.

It came one day early in Indian
summer.

There is ever an atmosphere of
beautiful tragedy connected with
country action with the breaking up j

of a home thiit has existed over many j

years. With gambling pulse and!
bagatelle, the sanctity of a home is
smashed and the thousand little fur-
nishings which give each human hab-
itation an individuality different from
any other are scattered to the winds
of heaven. Here is a drama the city
never sees and cannot know.

the day comes for the auction,
Rooms that through the vicissitudes
of the years have meant the only
Alsatia on earth for tired souls, the brought rookies and sugared bread-onl- y

place for them to retreat when anti-butt- er here, and came here for
all other places on earth have dis-- 1 solace when she had been punished
appointed or failed them or held no
further interest for them, are entered
rudely and attacked with barbaric

elaborate rr..atin ..V k.:..4nk.tk
satin mauve ami must ii-.-l Th hl.t

seen now only in the wood cuts of
old ante-bellu- magazines.

dening?''
, "You're . beautiful!" exclaimed
. Mary, her hungry eyes taking every
detail of the citified attire.

"I'm graduated thank Gawd!" re--i
turned Mibb, with a suggestive sniff
at the lay-o- ut ot cases. "I thought
I'd drop in because I heard you and
Jack had also married. I didn't
know," insinuated Mibb with a poke
of the parasol that matched the suit
at an old patent-medicin- e cut lying
on the floor, "that Jack could af-
ford it. But you're going to keep on
working, of course. That explains
it."

Mary picked un her stick hurridlv.
She read it over with eyes which saw
no type.

"Yes," she said after a time, "I'm
going to keep on working."

Mibb paced grandly up and down
the short type alley, swinging the
parasol, effecting to be interested in
the iypecases as though she had
never seen them before and wonder-
ed how such little slivers of metal
were managed.

"Of course I wouldn't say anything
for the world about another woman's
husband; but . weren't you a bit
hasty, Mary? You ought to have
waited until you could afford it, you '

icnow.
"I wasn't anymore hasty than

you were, Mibb." Mary examined
very minutely the badly-penne- d copy
before her on the can-cas- e.

"What do you mean? Why, Her-
bert and I have been going together
for years, . long before you ever
arrived in Paris! And we'd been
planning our elopement for weeks and
weeks. It was grand!"

Mary remained silent. The type
began to click in her stick.

"We're taking the Holland house,"
went on Mibb. "I think I shall have
it made over retaining its colonial
style." She continued to stroll rest-
lessly about examining things very
superficially and condescendingly.

"I hope you will be very happy,"
said Mary. She did not know what
else to say.

"Happy? Huh! Leave it to me,
Mary Wood. I always told you, did-

n't I, there was nothing like money
to make a marriage happy. Herb' '

says to me this morning, he says:-- .

'I want you should have everything,.'
your heart desires, Mabel; you only-go-

one life to live and while :lt'sv
short it ought to be merry. Don't
let money stand in your way of male-.- ',
ing life worth living. Anything you
see that you want, say the word and
I'll try to see that you get it.' That's
the kind of husband to have, Mairy
Wood."

"Yes," said Mary, "that's the 'kind
of husband to have."

Mibb was nettled. Somehow, be-
yond her first show of surprise, Mary
didn't seem at all impressed by her
"creation" or the costly little dew-dr- op

bonnet. Mary's last statement
she fancied contained a subtle infer-
ence of doubt at her veracity. In.
piqued Mibb to declare:

"Only a fool would marry a man
who didnt' have nothing to fall back
on but his wages."

It had the desired effect. Muvy
paused for a moment, stared aheod pf'
her absently, turning a capital M oyer
and over in her grimy fingers.

"I think," she said softly, "that is
rather an unkind statement to make."

"Oh, I wasn't thinking of Jack
particularly, although that doesn't ex--
empt him. I was looking at it in the
light of my own case." returned Mibb
grandly. One of her painers caught
on an unsunken lag-scre- w head which
held a typerack together. She un-

fastened herself and got a smootcb
on her puffs. "My! what a dirty
hole!" she cried fastidiously.

"I see you and Herbert are staying
at the Whitney House," suggested
Mary, trying to turn the conversation
off dangerous ground. "I'm surprised
you didn't return to Herbert's folks
until your new home is ready."

"Herb's mother gets on my nerves,"
snapped the other. "To shake hands
with her is like wringing the claw of
a corpse."

"And how does your mother like
Herbert?"

"She knows a good thing when she
sees it,'' announced Mibb. Mary
glanced up in surprise at the tone
and manner. But the Henderson girl
was reading some inconsequental
thing tacked up on the wall. Mibb
went on: "You folks are boarding,1

suppose. Naturally it's the onlyj
thing you could dp " our straight-
ened circumstances." j

"We are furnishing a little place
on Pleasant street," returned Mary
as evenly as she could, adding: "You.
must come over and see me when we
pronounce it finished."

"I might drop in for a moment."
She did not return the invitation. .

The boys and girls came to work
presently and crowded around Mabel
and congratulated her and the other
two women admired her finery and
gazed at her lost in envy and admira-
tion. Mibb was satisfied now. She.
came over to Mary's stool before she
left and used Mary's little three-coi- v

ner piece of mirror on the window
casing to tie the bow of her bonnet
very precisely.

(Continued on page 8)

spoliation. The outraged household1 gone out into the world from this dny
.spills the pathetically. -- shabby con-j- a woman?"
tents into the yard before the door. A breeze blowing over the valley
Strangers or morbidly curious neigh-- 1 stirred the branches. It seemed as
bors gather around. An auctioneer' though the tree had replied. She

.. um.N.,s piiMLus
spread betore her but forgotten, she

i ..... ... , , j.mm mat sue wou d marry him1.iu..i Lt

CHAPTER XV

J And so They Were M.rried--But

Did They Live HaDDiIv Ever After
as the btory Books Have Had It
Since the Days When the Old
Earth Was Young? That is the
Real Story.

Life holds many mysteries but
among them is none greater than this:
That the lives of some fo k should
lead into pleasant places and beside
still waters, that most of their

most enjoyable of life's experiences j

are denied, whose days are filled with
endless labor and evenings with

: heartache.
At times it seems a hopeless mys- -

tery. There are those who become
small and mean and cynical and say
in their hearts there is no God and
laugh down the philosophers who
contend that the Almighty never
made a world and then went away to
let it run itself. J

And there are others who behold
a soui mao strong Dy tnc rougnness
of the pathway it has trodden, poised;
by tne snauows it nas encoumercu m
many vaiieys, indominaiaDie ny tne
endless struggles or me uays una
sainted ny ne evenings oi sad mecu-- 1

uiuon. nn.i oy .sue. ,s v,u , ...auu , .a.
and life worth while and each new

'

T?t w f ti, fnli.- - ti,,,f.wa
,ur. to..k 4k ,;o w, w.,;

ww .wi k Cni',i fnr two whn hv
the manner in which they have done
tknir wnrk and aecnmnlished their
tasks, have heen an insniration to l

other souls, made others, broadmind-- I
ed and gentle and generous and noble
and strone- - in the faith wherein is!
great peace?

What remuneration is there for
those who so live and struggle and
endure and strive to do worthily the
tasks which are left for them to do
that they become bright and shining
lights before men, glorifying their
Father, who is in heaven, salt where-
with the earth is savored?

These are the things understood
only by those who with clean hands
and a pure heart aspire to thc secret
places of the Most High: That there at
is a Glory which comes to these oth-

er folk a Greater Glory than any'
thing which men of little hearts and
little minds conceive.

This, our tale, is a love story.
But for the tired scribe whose pen
scratches line after line across the
paper, it is more than that. It is

the Greater Glory as he has seen it
descend upon a woman. It is the
narrative of a girl's love for a man
and the still greater love for the sons It
of that man which she bore him as
has been set down before. But it
does not end with a wedding. Few
of us, indeed, live "happily ever af-- j .

ter." It ends with the coming ot
that Greater Glory as will be sub-

sequently
no

set forth. It goes beyond
the Commencement of courtship. It
follows onward into some of the deep
and sacred tragedies and dramas of
plain, ordinary, day-to-da- y living. of
And the best part of it is this: This
is the story of Everywoman, your
wife and my wife, your mother and
my mother-- a hoped-fo- r tribute, ded-

ication, eulogy, testament.

Mary Wood married Jack Purse on
the evening of the day of the auction.
She married him in the little front
parlor of the Methodist parsonage
on School street before the Rev.
David Dodd, who is now sainted old
"Doctor" Dodd of the Calvary Metho-
dist church. The only witnesses were
Mrs. Dodd, who blew her nose, shed
tears and smiled simultaneously all
through the ceremony, which after all as
was so short and simple as to seem

s though something were horribly
illegal somewhere at starting imme-

diately to live together afterward.
If, on the evening of her wedding

day, Mary gave u thought to the
ilieams she had dreamed, of the goiv- - his
,rpnn weddine- - which she hadi
imagined was coming on some wonder
night in the future, of wealth and as-

piration and golden opportunity
which married life was to open to
her, no one knew it but herself. If
there was the least twinge of bittei
sweet disappointment that this simple
little exchange of promises before the
kindly minister was her "great won-

der night," it never disturbed the
outer surface of the love for the
young chap whom she raised her
sweet face up toward when the thing
was done and called him husband.
Despite her mother's experience, her
mother's bitterness, the girlhood of he
warning, she had married finally for
'.ovc, on eighteen dollars a week, ard
before her lay the same variety of
matrimony which year in and year i in

out has dotted the continent with
millions and millions of homes and
makes up, forsooth, the Great Ameri-

ca. But very worthwhile homes they
are, though built on a very great

mi. ,
j lie uoy and gin came out and

stood on the sidewalk
"Mr. Hod savs we are to come un

to his house and spend our first night
together," Jack said huskily.

At "the top of Maple Street Hill,
. .o i u - i i'

a moment h h, l,er
'ace t h;u Kki,,.

"Oh, Jack,'' she said softly, "I
guess I guess I'm your's now;
your's to love, work with, play with,
suffer with, sorrow with your's to
abuse, neglect, forsake. My life is
your's now. Jack. I have riven it to
you. Where you live I will live,
What von suffer. I will suffer. Ynn
joys shall be my joys; your successes
my successes. 1 don t mind what th
future brings only this: Be good to
me Jack, take me and do what yon
will with me. But be as kind as you
can, Jack, that someday I may be
able to mother she was wrong!

And man and wife, they piv-se- in
to Sam Hod's house for their fii.s
supper together

At the moment that JaoV Pu'se
and Mary Wood entered Su"-- . Hod';
house together, another giri ci me out
of the Henderson house and strolled
leisurely down Main Street.

Near the corner of Union street
she heard the rattle of buggy wheels
behind her and the hoarse bark of an
excited dog.
man driving Monday Washing with
Cardinal Wolsey on the seat Beside
him Klopp0( at tne cv b heHUe. her

"Mibb, . . . come here," he cal- -
je( thickly

she r,wjtche() j,er jacket to hei
other am nnd Rtl.olled acl.oss thc

.st of K0, tQ th(, buggy side
We1 , (lemiin,led What

you ,oo ,ike fl case
of seven-week- s sickness."

"Anything on this evenin', Mibb?"
"Nothin' special."
"Get in and take a ride with me,

Mibb."
"Where you goin ?"
"Get in and take a ride with me,

and I'll tell you. It's awful impor
tant, Mibb."

She cast an uneasy look at his
heavy features, but she calculated she
could take care o herself with any
man that she ever see wearin' pants
and so she got in beside the boy and
they rumbled away in the summer ti

evening.
"Mibb Mary Wood has just mar

ried Jack Purse!"
"She's WHAT?"
"Married Jack Purse, . . tonight

tonight! . . in the Methodist Parson
age. They're up to supper togethei

Hod s right now. They're man
and . . wife!"

"Thc little fool!" Mibb ejacul-
ated. "But what the ding-din- g are
you takin' on about it, Slug?"

"I guess I'm I'm jealous, Mibb."
"Jealous of who Purse?"
"Of just bein' married and have

somebody to care about me."
"Gosh but yo're an awful fathead!"
"Don't talk to me like that, Mibb.
hurts!" He sloughed down into

the seat. "Hell," he told her miser-
ably, "you don't know what a happy
home we got up there on Main street,

. dad sick, Esmeralda stage struck
and always bossin' Ma, and Ma with

more spine than a . . than a . .

than a fish! I'm sick of it, Mibb
plumb sick. I wish it was different,
Mibb, . so different."

She looked at him out of the corner
her world-wis- e young eyes.

"Just how sick IS your dad, any-

how?"
"Pretty bad, Mibb. He may go off

and day now. He's hit pretty hard.
"Slug," she said quietly, "let's run

away and get married too!"
"Let's WHAT!" he cried.
"Let's run away and get married.

Mary Wood and Jack Purse aren't
the only ones who can play the
game." a

"You d marry me- - . . a great
big lummox that's always puttin' his
hoof in everything?"

"Yes," she declared determinedly,
though she had arrived at her de-

cision long beforehand, "I'll marry
you, Herb Trumann."

he demanded blankly.
"Any old time you want me!"
The big fat rosy young man turned

pale. Then thc blood surged into
face again and made it beefy red.

"You mean it, Mibb?"
"You don't imagine I'm talkin' in

my sleep do you, on a question of so
much importance?"

"Oh Mibb!"
"There's no need for you to get

maudlin about it as I .see," she re-

minded him.
"But you called Maiy a . . a . .

little fool."
"Sure she's a little fool. Because

Jack Purse isn't situated like you're
situated."

Herb should have taken warning
from that significant declaration, but

did not. The lad was heartsick,
lonesome and miserable. It wasn't
the girl he was in love with, it was
love and comradeship and consolation

his life. He recovered from his
lugubrious surprise and like the boy
eternal that he was in nis neart, ne
suddenly began to enthuse with the
proposition the Henderson girl had
suggested.

"The evening train is comin' down
the valley," he cried. "Hear the
whistle? Mibb! let's I'fs elope!"

"The sky's u 'he retorted

who mounts his box with conversa-
tion which he mistakeably imagines
is funny, and the "sale" begins.

The Sale!
There are chairs which have creak-

ed by green-birc- h fires in many feath-
ery twilights while a woman's voice

busines

caveman returned at nightfall from
the bones of their river beds under a
blood-re- d moon and found a curtain
of skins hung- - before his door in the
first faint privacies of the race.

Mary's hands were busy and her
heart was singing. When November
first brought the curious friends not
one of them conceived in his most
irrational moment that the hideously
ugly box house with its flat tin roof
and awful jig-sa- w trimmings could
have sheltered the homely comfort
which they found. It was a sad day
when Bill sold his three tenements
as a site for a business block and one
by one Mary had to take down the
pictures and knick-knack- s and fold up
the carpets. On all the long life
journey from a furnished room to a
mansion, there is never again a home
just like the fir.-.t- .

Lest we be accused of morbidness,
let us turn a few more pages of thc
files. What is this under a "two
head" down in the lower left-han- d

.iht hi mi mmi i.ii.
The village was pleasantly sur-

prised last evening when the six
o'clock train up the valley
brought back to Paris two young
people very well known in the
community, who during a week's
absence have joined their lives
and fortunes: Herbert R. Tru-
mann, son of our well-know- n

manufacturer Silas Trumann, and
Miss Mabel Henderson, daugh-
ter of Mr. and Mrs. Hai"vey Hen-
derson of East Main Street, who
is being introduced about town
today as Mrs. Herbert Trumann.

The couple had been entirely
successful in keeping their court-
ship secret and last Friday night
they slipped away quietly down
to Brattleboro and were married.
They have since been spending a
week's honeymoon in Boston and
Providence.

Mr. Trumann is in business
with his father in the manufac-
ture of the celebrated Short-Cram- p

Farm Wagon and Mrs.
Trumann for the past four years
has been employed as compositor
in the "Telegraph" office. It is
a queer coincidence that all un-

wittingly the couple were mar-

ried at about the same hour as
two other employes of the local
newspaper plant, Mr. and Mrs.
John Purse. Cupid appears to
have acquired an extraordinary
liking for the office where the
"Telegraph" is published,..

For the present Mr. aia'jffrs.
Trumann have fcaken a- - tfBtifc at
the Whitney House. Itfiir ru-

mored that the bridegroom is
negotiating for the purchase of
the Holland property on Maple
street which he will have rebuilt
and furnished for a home. The
best wishes of their many friends
go with them for a long and
happily married life.

"Huh!" exclaimed that loveable old

philosopher, Uncle Joe Fodder, as he
sat in our office whence he came
to read the down-stat- e exchanges,
"happily married life! It's got to
go that way in print, I supose. But
when one party marries on heartache
and t'other marries on a flyin' grab
for purple and fine linen, there's go-i- n'

to be just about as much happi-

ness as between Cain and the gill
from Nod when she found out his
record and called on the four winds
o' heaven to witness that she was
a buncoed woman. When Mibb finds
out Herb's always loved someone else
and when Herb finds out that most
of his wad is findin' its way into
the hands o' his wife's mother, be-

lieve me there's goin' to be doin's.
It'll be a case of a snippy fussy little
female poodle mated up to a broken-
hearted mastiff."

"Maybe ' there's something to it,"
Sam admitted.

"You're gol-durn- right there's
somethin' to it," vouched Uncle Joe.
"Give 'em two months and watch
the ruckus. Solomon, father of all
Masons because he had so many
wives, had an easier time with his
domestic circle than Herb's goin' to I
have with just two."

"Two?"
"Mibb and Mrs. Harvey Hender-

son."
"But will Herb's folks stand for

anything from Mrs. Harvey Hender-
son?" .

"No. That's why there's goin' to
be fireworks for Herb. He ain't
married Mibb alone, which should be
bbd enough. He's went and spliced
up with her family."

Mary had not given up her job
following her marriage. She and
Jack needed her wages worse than
ever. So she was in the back room
alone starting in early that noon be-

cause we were short-hande- d, when
Mibb came in.

Neither the Queen of Sheba, Dolly
Varden nor Lady Duff Gordon had
anything on Mibb on her return from

CHAPTER ONE

Wc Have Followed Our Young Folk
Through the Morning of Their
Lives and the Throes of Young
Love. We Come Now to the After-
noons At Present the Early After
noons and the Henderson Girl
Comes Back from Her Wedding
Trip.

For the proper and orderly denoue-
ment of the events which have gone
before, it has been necessary to refer
now and then to the old files of our
newspaper from the time we founded
the "Telegraph" up to '83. But ap-

proaching now the events in the
years 1883 to 18!)7, it is necessary to
take the battered old volumes down
from the safe completely, spread
them freely over tables, chairs and
reporters' desks, and watch the front
wages and follow the local columns
day by day. For from the ready-re- -

lerence ot tnose nies we nave rerresn- -
cned in our memories many inci-- 1

dents that throw sidelights on the
people of our story, help to straighten
our chronology and bind in neatly to
form a symmetrical, clean-c- ut whole,
many of the tfny frayed ends and ra-- 1

velings of our narrative.
For instance, here comes first a

half-colum-n account of the . Purse- -

Wood nuptials. It says that theyl
were "quietly married" at the Metho-- 1

dist parsonage on the preceding even-- 1

ing on account of "the recent death!
of the bride's mother." There is a
brief sketch of each person's life in
which the phrases "accepted a posi-- ,
tion" when the meaning is that they
"got a job,'' and "in order to advance
their prospects" when the inference is
that it was the only thing left for!
them to do under the circumstances,
occur frequently in the text. Thus do
these calloused,' heartless, obstreper
ous country newspapermen prostitute
their talents ignominiously to soften
the tragedies of day-to-d- living for
plain people and help them to put the
best face upon shame and necessity
and misfortune in the eyes of the
multitude.

Witness how the account reads on:
That owing to recent untoward
events bride and groom will "post-
pone their honeymoon until a later
date" but that in honor of the nup-
tials a pretty wedding supper was
served at the home of the young cou-
ple's employer attended by a "few
intimate friends." And the menu is
given in all of which may be detect-
ed the hand of Mrs. Hod and the
heart of her husband.

The village might not care for
these things, what indeed did it mat
ter to those of the "Telegraph's"
three thousand readers in the out
skirts and the distant places that one
of the paper's compositors had mar

led the make-u-p man: Little in
deed. But someday that clipping
like thousands of other such clippings
the nation over would be discovered
in a scrap-boo- k dusty and faded and
thumb-marke- d with age. As thc
years passed, to a human heart some-

where the value of that stiff-leafe- d

book would increase until all other
earthly possessions w?re be outdone.
Toilworn hands would turn its pages.
Lack-lustr- e eyes would grow moist
as again and again they read the
familiar lines. Someday would come

funeral and the cleaning out of ef-

fects afterward. The book would be
found, scoffed at. tossed into a bar-
rel of rubbish. But what of that?
Our mission as publishers of a coun-
try paper will have been accomplish-
ed. Because this is after the nature
of our business a great satisfaction
is our portion. We have at least
done what we could to comfort our
fellowmen along the way and share
with them the Gethsemannes that
every life must know. And that is
little enough.

Turn over two issues and here on
thc fifth page, third column, fourth
item down is something else:

Mr. and Mrs. John Purse who
were recently married at the Me-

thodist parsonage, hare furnish-
ed a home in the house owned
by William Stevens on Pleasant
Street and will be at home to
their many friends after Novem-
ber 1st.

What did it matter that the "fur-
nishing of a home' wa r"re1v- th''
fitting up of three rooms in one of
Bill Stevens's unper tenements next
to the wood yard on Pleasant Street,

that the "furnishings" were mostly
indescribably sacred little odds and
ends which the girl had saved from
the auction or bid in witlTher slender
purse or that Jack had bought on
installments from Blake Whipple's
"Household Emporium Furniture
Bazaar. Also Undertaking." The
hands of a woman with a sonir in her
heart, have been accomplishing mir-
acles making a human habitation out
of nothing since the days when the

where she had always sought s'lfety
from the wicked knives of the mow- -
ing machine when they cut the grass
m the orchard. She had played mud -
pies there with Nellie Harrington,
who came down from the Harrington

A score of old familiar things she
saw: The one pure 'white stone in
the wall where on a winter's day she
had come face to face with a fox;
the outline of the frog-pon- d in the
swamp where some men had once
shot an ailing horse: the bars into

ajtho woodlot where the youngest O
good boy had started a fire with
stolen matches and nearly ruined a
township; raspberry and blackberry
bushes where she had watched for
the first autumn fruit to ripen. Every
feature of the landscape had its as-

sociations.
"Old applo-tre- e! dear old russet

apple-tree!- " she choked. "I'm going
away now and I can't come back any
more, lou have always seemed hu
man to me. Will you remember the
little girl who played dolls here, and

for some disobedience of childhood?
Will you remember her, old apple
tree, and think of her as having

stole her arms about its battered
scaley trunk and placed her fair face
close against its surface.

Her face was streaming tears when
Jack came upon her.

"Mary," he said with a wonderful
tenderness in his rebuke. "You pro- -

"It would be easier Jack!"
"Will you marry me, Mary?''
"When?" she asked fearfully.
"Now!" he said. "Tonight! Mr.

Hod said and I see how trnlv he

and let's live together!"
Under the old apple-tre- e where

she had played with her dolls and
Drought spiced cookies and tried her i

rliilrlhnnl onj fn many
golden afternoons with
books of lords and fine "ladies and

crooned a lullabye that soothed deep mised you weren't going to the auc-i- n

the dark. There are tables with;tion today; you said you were going
toy-scarr- limbs who have supported to stay with the Osgoods until after
uncertain fumbling baby steps, on 'the agony was over. That's why I
which many a meal has been served worked at the office. Otherwise I
that has meant only a heartache in should have tried to be with you.''
afler years to those who were pri-- 1 She slipped off the apple-tree- s low
vileged for just a little while to bough as a little child climbs down
gather amid familiar faces around from the knee of an aged grandparent
that board. There are bedsteads! slipped down and stood before her
where helpless little lives wailed their j lover with her back against the tree,
tiny terrors in their new-bor-n nights He looked into her face and he
and where the pillow for them then knew what she had that day suffered
was the softest thing in all this uni- -' and was suffering now.
verse a mother's arm. And on "Mary!" he said huskily,
those same beds, tired souls have "I never felt more lonely in my
laid them down, snd breathed a sigh,' life than I do now, Jack," she said,
and known thejleaee of God which; "Up to now I have been only a girl,
passes human understanding. There After this I'm a woman, a woman
are pictures which have hung on and alone. A man can be alone and
homely walls so long, seen so many lonely and not mind but a lonely
gala times, so many hours of anguish woman is the most miserable creat-s- o

many hours of numbing sorrow ure in God's world."
that they are misty of map and glass "Mary," he said, "I've been talking
with memory. And there arc count-- to Mr. Hod. He was at the auction
less little worthless trinkets, each you know, and he saw you. He made
one standing for a milestone in some me come out early and . and .
life, that have remained to see the take care of you. Mary, dear, I'm
giver or the gifted reach the final alone, too. I'm alone and in debt.
Milestone of them all and lie in I have my own way to make, my

slumber underneath it. ing to earn under a handicap. You
Cheap and tawdry and worthless know what that handicap is and what

the "things" appear as they are lifted it means. But Mary, . since this
before the unfeeling thoughtless has happened, . since you too have
crowd of strangers and disposed of been left alone, . since my talk
for a pittance. A lot of junk! And with Mr. Hod and his kindness to me,
yet pitifully hard-earne- d money bit; I've come to realize what it means
by bit bought that crazy collection ' for you and I to try to solve this
of pots and pans and jars and ket--1 problem alone and apart. I . 1

ties. The blood of a woman's ling- - want you, Mary. I want you to help
ers lies upon those balled up counter-'an- d encourage me; to work with me;
panes and articles of bedding and up- - to be at home when I come there at
on those doilies and spreads and cur- - night after trying to fight my wav
tains and is woven in those old rag ahead in the day. I want to feel that
rugs. It was a great moment back '

nothing is going to part us but
in the years, for that home, when death. I want you to marry me,
some of these tables and chairs and Mary, marry me and fight with me,
parlor sets and stoves and carpets and share with me the glory of win-we- re

purchased. Labors of love, pos-- ning the victory. Perhaps I have no
sessions of a lifetime, all that remains right to ask it. I'm a poor man.
to show for the generation-lon- g But we are both alone and poor now.
struggle of a man and ft woman, are Why should it be any harder to fight
going now, going! going! GONE! our way together than separately

and when the auction is over and and alone?"
strangely piled wagons have depart-- ;
ed and the crowd has dispersed and
the auctioneer been paid off and de
parted also, when the yard is cleared
excepting for the clutter, many is
the relative, the official, the execu- - knew that you would need me to-to- r,

who has locked the doors and night, especially. Oh Mary! I love
gone away from the betrayed and you! I want you! Come with me
gutted home with the money in his
pocket burning like the silver in the j

palm of Judas on the evening of the ,.v .. s.0,u ms i.ora. i

Tack found the erirl on that nio-h- t

or the W heeler sale down in the
lower orchard. She had no other

amount of affection, the courage of
ignorance, and a pitifully meager
amount of money,

.


