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"Pardon me for remarking," said he, 
"that on a matter of perception I don't 
think that your mind is fitted to play 
a star part. Terry, you are beyond all 
comparison the blincfest bat I ever saw. 
You're a good fellow, but you don't 
know anything—ai least, you don't 
know anything ab</ut women. That is 
one reason why yoii are.beyond all pos
sibility of comparison the most dan
gerous man I ever encountered in this 
world, and I've been about quite a bit." 

"You are crazy," said I, and he pro
ceeded to prove by his language that I 
had not overstated the fact. It is pain
ful to quote him here, but I cannot 
omit the scene, for it was vital. 

"I don't understand how you ever 
got back from Europe," he continued, 
"without having your skin full of bullet 
holes and sword thrusts. Why, what 
did you do the very moment that you 
struck this country? I happen to know. 
You plunged into an utterly reckless 
flirtation with a girl you didn't care a 
penny for, and you drove her out of 
New York. She fled to save her peace 
of mind, and a mighty good fellow 
whom she was on the verge of falling 
in love with is out here now in this 
sanitarium of melancholia. 

"Then you wandered lightly and 
gracefully into the pleasant fields of 
the Witherspoons and started right in 
to take Helena Jones away from me, 
though she and I had loved each other 
for two years. And you didn't miss it 
more than a mile. Don't laugh. She 
told me so herself. You shook her to 
the soul. But you couldn't do it again." 

I wagged my head at him hopelessly. 
There was no use in answering such 
ravings. 

"You are a good deal better than a 
handsome man," he went on. "You 
have a tremendous personality. I t may 
be only a shell, but upon a first view it 
is impressive. You know how to serve 
a woman, to meet every need for which 
a cavalier is valued. You have a fine 
counterfeit jjf honesty. No one who 
doesn't know' you can doubt your sin
cerity. You are as eloquent as the 
devil, and you have that confounded 
voice that you sing with"— 

"My dear fellow," I pleaded, "why 
waste the midnight hour with this sin
gular mixture of abuse and flattery? 
What has it to do with the subject of 
our discourse?" 

"It is you," he cried, "you who have 
broken that little girl's heart. The idea 
of pretending that you don't see it! 
Shall I tell you how I found her lying 
upon the ground in the north grove 
crying over a foolish rose that you'd 
given her? Shall I"— 

"Wait, wait!" I interrupted. "Let me 
think. This can't be true." 

He did not speak. He simply looked 
at me while I held him by the arm. 
We may have stood thus for three min
utes. It was better than talking. I re
leased my hold of him and raised my 
hand somewhat as one does who makes 
a vow. 

"If this is true," said I, "God knows 
that I am glad. If she loves me, I am 
not here in vain upon this earth. I will 
make her life a rose garden to pay for 
the one rose she wept over." 

"I believe you mean it," said he, with 
almost a sob. "I'm relieved, very great
ly relieved. You are a good fellow at 
heart, Terry. I never doubted it." 

M 
CHAPTER XVI. 

PATERNAL ADMONITION. 

\£ father said that he was sorry, 
really very sorry. 

"For myself, you know," he 
added, smiling in his sudden, 

bright, cheery fashion, "I must know 
more about the matter before I can 
weep for the other persons concerned." 

"The first essential, as it seems to 
me," said I, "is that you should know 
Miss Witherspoon. You have seen her, 
but of course it did not then occur to 
you"— 

I hesitated for the exact phrase. 
"It did not strike me as probable," 

said he, "that I should ever be asked to 
consider her as a member of the fami
ly, and the fact is that she was present 
not more than ten seconds. Sibyl and I 
were sitting on the veranda, and I had 
no idea that there was any one inside 
the little house, but suddenly Miss 
Witherspoon came out. She was be
hind me, and I caught only the most 
Imperfect sight of her face. To be 
frank with you, I mistook her for—for 
Miss Scott." 

"Who is Miss Scott?" 1 Inquired. 
"She is Sibyl's maid, or perhaps 1 

had better say companion, for we 
don't in the smallest degree make a 
servant of her," said he. "She is a 

young woman of somewhat humble 
birth, but excellent breeding and in
struction. 'Why have you rigged Miss 
Scott up like that?' I asked, for there 
were so many mysteries in the air that 
I could be pardoned for suspecting an
other. But Sibyl set me right. 'It's 
Lucy Ann Witherspoon,' she said. 'She 
comes down from the house to bring 
the luncheon.' So I thought no more 
about it till you mentioned the girl 
later, and then I didn't regard it as 
necessary to tell you that I had heard 
her name." 

"St. Peter!" I exclaimed, growing hot 
in the forehead. "It can't be that she 
really is Miss Scott!" 

"Oh, no," said my father with deci
sion. "Sibyl would play no such prank 

with you. 'Sibyl is a girl of very deli
cate feeling. Still, she couldn't fore 
see"— 

"That's just it!" I cried. "She couldn't 
know or suspect that either Miss Scoti 
or myself would suffer an injury." 

We were silent for some seconds, and 
I pondered deeply. 

"I don't care who she is," said I at 
last, "since my talk with Trask a week 
ago last evening"— 

"A whole week?" said he., "I didn't 
understand it was so long ago. I should 
have thought you would have sent foi 
me at once." 

"I wanted to be sure of my ground," 
said I; "sure of myself. In this week 
I have seen Lucy as often as possible; 
and I have tried hard to make no mis
takes. The harm, if there was any, 
was done already. It remained to see 
how it could best be righted. I have 
said not a word that savored of love, 
though it has been very hard some 
times to keep a tight rein on my tongue. 
I have found her out to be a girl who 
isn't happy, though she has every pos
sible right to be so. It is that which 
has drawn me to her, and you are tc 
blame for it. You endowed me with a 
great, inherent love for all who suffer, 
and this is the result. I have come tc 
the point where I care for nothing 
else in the world except her happiness. 
The merest shadow of pain upon her 
face is an appeal to my heart, and 
when I can make her laugh and play 
like the happy child she ought to be I 
am in the seventh heaven. I am more 
than willing to do this all the rest ol 
my life. I ask nothing better than to 
serve her forever. If this is love, I 
love her." 

He looked away from me out of the 
window and down toward the orchard. 

"I don't think it is, if you wish for 
my opinion," he said at last in the gen
tlest way. "I'm sorry to say so, but 
that isn't love. And I don't believe that 
you can make any woman take it for 
love—that is, the sort of woman I'd like 
to see you marry. One you love must 
meet a great need of your own heart, 
and you mustn't be in doubt about it. 
Merely the wish to serve isn't enough. 
Love is a bit selfish, you know. And to 
marry a woman from a sort of exalted 
pity for her, based partly on a vain 
idea that you are her only means to 
happiness, is the way to make her a 
just object of the pity of the angels. I 
would rather have my arm broken in a 
second than in a week, and I would 
rather for her sake see you desert this 
girl now, even though you were much 
more bound in honor to her, than wit
ness her long agony in a marriage 
with the best fellow in the world who 
doesn't love her. 

"But I am a poor philosopher. Let 
me come down to practical advice. 
There is plenty of time. Do nothing 
hastily. Marshall, I know you soul and 
body. I know some one whom you 
would love, and you couldn't help it. 
And as for her"— 

He paused. 
"You know that she has cared for 

me," said I. "In a strange way I heard 
of it. When Sibyl was in New York, 
she did the best thing that she knew 
for a man who was learning to love 
her, a man whom she will yet love, I 
am sure. She told him her own story, 
thinly disguised, and he, because he 
felt it should be known, told me." 

He looked at me in surprise. 
"I was not aware that Sibyl went to 

New York," he said. "But then she has 
told me almost nothing of her doings. 
Before she left the house upon this 
wild adventure she begged the right to 
keep me in the dark. 'I want you to 
tell me,' she said, 'that I may really lie 
to you if necessary. I don't see how I 
can get along without it.' And then she 
laughed at me and petted me for a stu
pid old fellow who had been kind to 
her, but was too transparent to be 
trusted with her mysteries. Well, well, 
we must not wander from the subject. 
What I wish is that you shall see her 
again. She agrees with me that the 
game is over and that you and she 
would better meet at once without dis
guise. She Is waiting for you in the 
apple tree lodge. I was there before I 
came here." 

"You have been there today?" 
"Yes," said he, "and the poor child 

was rather blue. I think she knows 
how matters stand with you. She told 
me about singing to you and how you 
sang to her and how she dropped the 
rose"— 

"So it was really Sibyl who sang?" 
said I with something like a groan. 
"Heaven grant that her voice will not 
always ring in my ears." 

"It was she," said he. "And now go 
down to the orchard. She has some
thing to say to you. Then take your 
time. Don't hurry about anything. If 
you really love Miss Witherspoon and 
she loves you, you'll love each other a 
great deal better a year from now— 
five years from now, for that matter. 
And if there's a mistake, it may be set 
right. Time will set all right, my boy, 
and that's a hard doctrine for youth to 
swallow. If there's no mistake and 
you bring her to me at last to be my 
daughter—well, I think you know me, 
Marshall." 

I took his hand, and there were tears 
in my eyes. Neither of us spoke as I 
groped for my hat and found my way 
out of the room. 

Upon the driveway to my utter sur

prise I beheld Derringer and Miss La-
moine. My mouth opened for speech, 
but no word came out of it. I was dou
bly surprised, for my father had told 
me that Sibyl was in the lodge, and I 
had supposed that Derringer had gone 
back to New York. In the last few 
days I hadn't seen him. 

He came up to me hastily while I 
stood hat in hand. 

"Terry," he said, "I am the chief of 
Idiots, and I have the luck belonging 
to that kind. I was all wrong. She is 
really Miss Lamoine." 

I gave my hand to the lady, who at 
that moment extended hers. 

"How could we have been in doubt?" 
said I. "She really looks like her broth
er very much. You must know, Miss 
Lamoine, that Jimmy has been the 
solace of my days in this place. He is 
a great boy." 

"Jimmy is a little monkey," said she. 
"I suppose he has played tricks upon 
you without end." 

"Slightly assisted by Providence," I 
replied, "Jimmy has accomplished won
ders for my entertainment. But what 
am I to infer by Mr. Derringer's re
mark about his luck?" 

"We await congratulations and best 
wishes," said she, "in the old fashion
ed way." 

"If ever since the world began they 
have been sincerely given, it is now," 
said I, taking a hand of each of them. 

She looked quickly at Derringer, and 
in that instant she was a different wo
man to me. She had come out from be
hind the veil, and there was a sweet 
and beautiful sincerity in her eyes. As 
for Derringer, he was admirably ab
surd in his happiness. 

As 1 walked down toward the or
chard this little scene was with me, 
and I surely saw love for the best gift 
of heaven. 

No one was in sight at the lodge. 
Miss Scott's part of the house was 
clearly deserted. I walked around to 
the southern front and looked along the 
veranda nervously, but Sibyl was not 
there. I knew not in what guise to ex
pect her, but the thought of Scovel's 
adventure was painfully present in my 
mind. 

Turning back for an instant, I saw a 
fluttering gray gown speeding away. 
I t must have been that Lucy Ann had 
passed around the little house in the 
reverse direction, presumably to avoid 
me. I called to her, but she continued 
to run. Totally forgetting my errand, I 
gave chase to her, and, having a great 
advantage in the matter of stride, I 
quickly overtook her and laid a gentle 
hand upon her arm. She stopped and 
bent forward, hiding her face in her 
hands. 

"Don't cry, little girl," said I. "Tears 
were for long ago; smiles are for now. 
Come; I can't say what I would"— 

And really I couldn't. I seemed to 
miss an inspiration that I had felt of
ten in the last few days and had re
strained. There was something strange 
in the clasp of my hand upon her arm. 
Some message came to me along the 
nerves. I stepped back hastily. 

She started to run again, tripped and 
in recovering turned half toward me as 
I sprang forward to assist her. I saw 
her face and knew in a flash that it 
was the face Scovel had seen from the 
hill. 

By heaven, the secret was out now! 
I had caught the real Sibyl at last. I 
called her by name in a voice that wa's 
a trifle hoarse. 

"No, no!" she cried. "I am not Sibyl. 
I am Miss Scott." 

"Where is she?" 
She waved me back toward the lodge 

and then ran on. I retraced my steps 
hastily. Just as I passed the side of 
the little house I heard a noise upon the 
veranda. It was clear that when I had 
been there before Sibyl had been with
in. I advanced cautiously and looked 
around the corner. At a little table sat 
Helena Jones, a book in her hand, 
which she seemed to be pretending to 
read. Her face was turned aside, and 
she did not see me. 

Thoughts of strange vagueness whirl-
Ed in my head. Surely Trask would 
Dot have jested upon so serious a mat
ter as an engagement. And then it all 
rushed over me. Trask had said, or had 
permitted Lucy Ann to say, that he 
was engaged to a certain lady, but he 
had never told me who Helena Jones 
really was. Obviously Sibyl had mas
queraded in the guise of her friend, as 
I had long before suspected. 

Really the discovery was of little con
sequence, for the story was told. I 
cared for neither Sibyl nor Helena. For 
one instant the echo of the voice rang 
in my ears. Then I turned back to the 
house. It was in my mind to see my 
father first, to tell him that I knew all. 
Perhaps he did not know. I t was quite 
possible that he was,altogether in the 
dark. I walked hastily up the path and 
was nearly out of the orchard when I 
became suddenly aware of Lucy Ann, 
in a greenish gown, very tasteful and 
becoming. 

She gave a little cry at the sight of 
me. In an instant I had both her 
hands. 

"Come," I cried. "I haven't time to 
explain." 

"Where?" she gasped. "Where are 
we going?" 

"You are going to meet my father." 
"I thought the house was on fire," 

said she. "What is the reason for such 
a terrible hurry? No, no. I don't want 
to meet him—iy>t just yet. Tell me 
more. Why"— 

"Don't be frightened," said I, hold
ing myself with a tight grip. "I merely 
told him that I would bring you in, and 
he is waiting." 

As she still hesitated I took her by 
the hand and led her to tne house in a 
fashion quite bucolic. She hung back 
a little as we reached my door, but I 
pushed it open and drew her forward. 

My father was sitting at the table, 
with his elbows upon it, and I think he 
had been having a very bad time. His 
heart had been so set upon Sibyl and 
me—we two together always in his 
love and thoughts—that it was hard for 
Mmjtqjrield. 
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W H I T E A N D 
FANCY VESTS 

Are built on the principle of 
quality rather than cheapness. 
This season's assortment con
tains many exclusive novelties 
in white vestings, and all the 
latest colorings. A garment to 
suit your individual taste or needs 
is assured. 
By choosing now you get the 

.benefit of unhampered, selection 
from the best variety you ever saw. 

| White; Duck Vest, with detachable „._ ' 
H pearl buttons, sizes 35 to 42 at $ 1 . 5 j O 
g Black and green silk mixed Vest, high . _ 
H cut single breasted, at f $ 2 « ^ 0 
H Black, redjand white, overshot design, 
I same style, nicely lined, at $ 3 * 0 0 
j Moss Agate, velvet Vest, smoked pearl 
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CRAVENS & KALIHER, Props. 
Princeton, Minn. 

Single and Double Rigs 
at a i loments ' Notice. 

Commercial Travelers ' Trade a Specialty 

"Father," said I, "this is Miss With
erspoon. I want you to"— 

His right hand had gone suddenly to 
his forehead; the other was slowly ex
tending itself toward us. He half rose 
from his chair. 

"Sibyl!" he cried. "You! You were"— 
"Yes, sir," she replied in a weak 

voice. "I was Lucy Ann, and—and ev
erybody else. We—we were all—every
body. I t was Miss Scott in the orchard 
sometimes, and again it was Helena. 
And sometimes Miss Scott wore Lucy 
Ann's clothes. You saw her so, uncle, 
the day you lunched with me, and I 
told you"— 

"And there isn't any Lucy Ann!" I 
exclaimed. 

"Oh, yes," said she, "but she's not 
here. I took her place. Mrs. Wither
spoon is really a relation of mine, 
though she's not my aunt. They all 
helped me—Helena and Jimmy La
moine. Jimmy was my guard in the 
evenings on the rocks —those dear, 
strange evenings! It was silly trick-
ery. I am ashamed. But I had lots of 
fun. I shall never forget how you 
looked when Miss Scott came down 
through the orchard wearing the lilies 
that Jimmy had got from Mr. Trask. 
Of course I told him what to do, and 
he carried my instructions to Miss 
Scott, and you looked so blue." 

My throat was dry with excitement, 
so that I could hardly speak. 

"We have played with fire," said I. 
"Sibyl, you have set my heart ablaze. 
Do you love me, dearest dear? Don't 
make me wait another second for the 
answer." 

"Always! From the old days," she 
replied. "Too much. Oh, see what I 
have done! I t looks perfectly shame
less. But I had to know. I really had 
to know. I could not be in doubt." 

My father had risen slowly to his 
feet and was staring at us as if it were 
a way of holding us so that we might 
not vanish. Suddenly he raised his 
hand to his eyes. He was an old man, 
and I suppose the tears hurt him, 
though they were tears of joy. 

And in that instant, as there was no-
body to see us, I took Sibyl in my 
arms and kissed her. 

, THE END. 
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KETTELHODT 
The Bargain Merchant 

Is always at your service 
with bargains in. 

Staple and Fancy Groceries 
Dry Goods, Hats, Caps, Boots and 
Shoes, Crockery, Glassware, etc. 

All Fruits in Season. Highest market price paid for Farm Produce. 

We sell our goods. "We do not keep them. 

R T. KETTELHODT 
P R I N C E T O N , M I N N . 
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Make Your 
Bread with 100% Flour 

$2.65 For a 98 lb. Sack at 
any Grocery in town 

It makes more and better loaves 
than any other flour you can buy. 

Princeton Roller Mill Co. 

J. A. JETSINGA, 
*******%***»***ww»%w% 

Dealer in-

General Merchandise 
Dry Goods, ' Hardware, 

Groceries, Flour and Feed, 
Boots and Shoes, Patent fledlcines. 

Gents' Furnishings, Crockery and Glassware. 

Highest market prices paid for butter and eggs 
and all kinds of country produce. - -

P E A S E , - M I N N E S O T A . 
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