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after a little. You know the¢lassof 1884

" my home and my dreams of the future

Francis Jerome looked from his news-
paper with a yawn. The train, which
had been passing through a scrubby
forest where the snow still lingered,
halted at a small town. One passenger
entered the car. Jerome’s wandering
gaze was attracted by his face.

“He looks famliliar. It—why, it is Tom
Jones, my classmate at Cornell.”

The next moment the two men were
shaking hands and bdth talking at once.

“No, I don’t live up here in this deso-
late wilderness,” Jones said in Tesponse
to the other’s query. “Iam practicing
law at Molray. It's only a country town,
but it has a future before it, I've been
up this way on business for a client. Glad
to get started for home, forit's Satur-
day, and I have been away from Nan
and the boys all week.” .

He laughed gayly. Jerome’s lips curled
under his blonde mustache. It was easy
to place his old friend. He wasa countr)
lawyer and a family man.

‘“What of yourself?” Jones asked,

expected great things of you."”

., Jerome shrugged his shoulders. ‘‘What
fools we were! ‘It took me two:years to
get rid of the idea that.it'was my mie-
gion to make the world better. Then I
burned ‘'my manuscripts, locked up.my
pen, and went into the wholesale gmceu
business in Chicago.

“You! A wholesale grocer! I wish-you
hadn’t told me; all these years I have
thought of you as uplifting humanity.”

His compan‘on smiled cynlcauy
*How are the mighty fallen! I am con-
tent. Moro thau thd

“CHRIST IS RISEN, RISEN TO-DA!."
‘ve made a fortune, and that is the
measure of success in these days.”
“Perhaps 80,” a little doubtfully.
“Still I'd rather have my wife and boys,

than a fortune. Are you married?”
“No, no; time for that.’ My life has
been a busy one. Just now I am taking

“the place of one of my trayeling sales- |:

men for a week. I often go on such a
trip, visiting their regular customers
and learning how well they do the work
I pay them for. My next point is Mon-
roe.”

“We are almost there. It's a little box
of a place, just a lumbering town.”

‘“Yes, I'll get an evening train on to|
chmzatlon Well, good-by, Jones.
Glad I met you. When you are in Chi-
cago look me up.”

“An hour later Francis Jerome was in
a decidedly bad temper. He had learned
hat there was no train out of Monroe
until Monday morning, 36 hours later.

“What a beastly shame,” he growled,
picking his way along the uneven street.
“I will come dangerously: near starving
at that apology for a hatel.
morrow! Wonder if there’s such a thing
as a novel in the town. Fortunately I've
a box of cighrs—good ones, too—in my
case.”

He made his calls upon the retail gro-
cers. As he was on his way back to the |’

hotel he heard music.

“That is no novice’s hand,” he thought

as the organ pealed out a strong, tri-

umphant melody. “The player is a musi-

cian, born and trained.”

Glancing round Mr. Jerome saw that
he stood before a modest church. The
door was ajar, and he caught a glimpse

‘of a dim light within.

The music had glided into a tender
harmony that thrilled the listener's heart
with & half-forgotten ' memory. ; Pull-

ing the door open, he stepped within.

The small audience room was lighted

. only by two lamps in the further end.
The elevated platform upon which stood
the pulpit and the organ was heavily
trimmed with evergreen branches and
the wall at ffie back of the platform was
covered with the same. Outlined against
this dusky greenness were two stands
each holding a magnificent Easter llly,
the blossoms gleaming white and pearly

in the dim light.

Jerome remembered that the morrow
As he looked there

; was the sound of a side door opening,
. the music ceased, and the organist rose,

would be Easter.

sayihg:
“Ah, you are prompt, little girl o
“How beautiful the decorations are!

'l'he newcomer was a young girl, and
“Are you ready, Miss

'she went ‘on; '~

Ia shccesstul §
Iﬁ ,At .orst uhq had struggled ! bravély, ,

i| in the direction of the hotel.

And to- |,

‘“Yes, dear. You play it through onoce
befare I begin to sing.”

“You must stop me if [ go wrong. It
makes me so happy to think that I can
play for you to sing, you, my precious
Miss Mildred, who have taught me every- |
thing.”

the fresh young voice. For a :moment
the two clung together. Then the girl sat
down at the organ, while her companion
took up a position between the lilies.
Francis Jerome drew a long breath.
It was true, this woman, whose crim-
son-tinted, olive face showed but dim-
ly against the background of pine and
cedar boughs, was Mildred Blake, once
his promised wife.

He sat still, his breath coming in short
gasps. The girl played on. Mildred
threw back her head, and the voice that
had so often filled his heart with rap-
ture rang out in— :

“Christ is risen, risen to-day.”

The unseen listener. did not stir until
the song was ended.:. Then he rose,
opened, the door softls and stepped out
into the night.

“For- an hour ‘he strode along, going
over the past. It had been so happy, so
hope(ul yet his own hand ha.d closed
the door upon ‘it.

Mildred Blake had'beén his fellow stu-
dent at Cornell.. - She it was who _had
incited him to dream of a glorious and a
useful future; : When he graduated and
went, west to seek his fortune Mlldred
was his pronnsed wife.

The eslmngement hadcomo slowly |

clinging to his lofty ‘ideals through dis-+
appointments and rebuffs:; When he'be-

material success at any price, then ‘his
letters to Mlldred were further apart and
colder. )5

She was very patient, but there were’
lengths which even hcr gentleness could
not go. 'l‘here ime & day when' Francis
Jerome received a letter glvlng him his
freedom.

He ;accepted it gladly. Life was too
busy for him to think of marriage. The
years'had gone on, and now—

“She must be the minister’s wife,” he
concluded,’ as at last he turned his steps
“She to be
living here! Both voiceand touch prove
that her musical talent has fulfilied the |
promise of her youth. But marriedtoa ;
man:whao would be content to preach
here! Bah!: Het life is a failure.”
The next morning Mr. Jerome weént to
church. He must know something more
of Mildred, #nd he could not bring him-
self to question a stranger about her.
The little edifice was crowded with
bronze-faced lumbermen amd their pre-
maturely aged wives. The stranger had
no eyes forthem. He even forgot tolook
for Mildred in his eagerness to see the
man whom she had married.

The minister was a small, slight,
thoughtful-faced man. It was apparent !
that he was educated and cultured. He
threw himself heartily into the servlce,
doing all in hls power to bring home to
his listeners a realization of the rlsu
Christ.

And Mildred? Again standing be-
tween-the snowy Easter lilies, dressed
simply - in - black, she sang of the
wondrous love that had broken asunder
the bonds of death.

Francis Jerome listened with bated
breath. Whatever of success or failure
the years had brought Mlldred they had
brought. her a serene joy in life, towhich
he was a stranger. He saw this in her
face and heard it in her voice.

The service over, he was huirying
from the church when Mildred met him.
. She ‘gasped.. For a moment her: color
fled.. Then she greeted him with sim-
ple grace.

“Such a surprise! Ah! you must find
the waiting tiresome,” as he explained
his presence in the town. Then she laid
her. hand ‘upon the minister’s arm.

There was the sound of glad tears in |

gan to: turn: from those ideals, to seek .
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thither. “It’s all right, though. This
work up here is the Master’s, Yes; it’s
lonely in a way, but Mildred and I are
too busy and too glad that we can tell
the story of the risen Christ to mind.”

The parsonage was & tiny house, but
the rooms were cozy and dainty. The
two men sat before the open.fire and
talked until Mildred summoned them to
dinner.

The roughly-plastered walls of the
dining-room were _tinted a soft gray,
making an effective background for the
green vines which wreathed the piec-
tures. The table was spread with lav-
ender and white china and family sil-
ver. There were soup, cold meat with
vegetables, a salad, coffee and nuts.

During the afternoon Mildred and her
brother listened ta the story of Francis
Jerome's success. The woman sat with
her eyes fixed upon the leaping flames,
and her face gave no hint of her
thoughts.

There was no evening service at the
church, ag ‘Mr. Blake went out in the
country to preach. Rain was falling,
g0 he did not urge Francis to accompany
him.

“Indeed you are not to go back to the
hotel, Mildred will ‘efitertain you, and
I will return early.” ‘

So. it came-about that he sat opposite
Mildred, while outside the rising wind
drove the rain against the windows.
Conversation lagged, and at last gilence
fell between them.

The mind of Jerome .was occupied

with one question. Had he made a mis-

take? Not in one way, for his success
was assured. Was it too late to right
the wrong he had done Mildred? He
‘rose and crossed to Ler side.
«Mildred, 1 have ‘never loved . any
woman but you. I let'the busy,.grind-
ing world come between us, but I'never
forgot. Now I can give you every lux-
ury. Prqlnise me you will be my wife,
darling.” .

“I, have not torgouen I shall never

forget. All my life I shalllove the Fran-
cis Jerome whom I once knew. But
you—the man who has made the ac-
cumulation of gold his life's aim—no, |
do not love him.”
He stared at her. “What do you mean,
Mildred? I am unchanged. Surely you
are not sorry that I have succeeded in
iife.”

Unwaveringly her dark eyes met his.
Therein he saw something of the depths
that separated this woman’s soul from
his.

“To you success means money." Her
voice was low, but firm. ‘“Cannot you
understand that I do not care for what
you have done asI do for what you are?
Nay, Francis, the measure of success you
have won does not satisfy me. I cannot
be your wife.”

He never loved her as at that moment.
Whatever she bade him he would do,
he would become anything she wished,
but Mildred’s far-seeing eyes never
wavered.

“I do not love the man you are now,”
was her steadfast reply.

“But the man'I may be,” he cried.
“Mildred, Mildred, do not turn away
from me. Give me some word of hope.”

/“What can I say? Can you undo the
glow work of ten years with a single
wish? To me life is service—joyful, ra-
diant service. ~To you it is success, a
success measured by a bank account.
We could not be happy together.”

“1 wilt change. You shall mold me
into: what you wish.”

She drew back. “I? I am the archi-
tect of no man's fate. In one year, if
you are of the same mind, you may come
to me again. If then I find in your na-
ture aught of thée man whom I loved so
long, I will become your ‘wife. It isnot
what you do in that year; it is what you
come to be. Ah, Willlam, you are here.”
And she turned to greet her brother,
who had just entered the room. —Wlsh-
ington Home Magazine.

/ L/ Betore | lea

Todrink dhyb
@L'Te"

Gmﬂdugm’u

YOUNG NENS ERA.

Hlldred?"

/ @ EZa sfer lilie's fall end'slighfanJ fair,

e\Nﬂm The emiy church this Bager day,
GHaerﬂmu nelesssnfor mewihile | sde’

Maﬂh messa ev/FaTef old
oHe breélﬂ\ed unTe ﬂm for @ neeel world,
WGT ge‘m ]ICS in

ofjf rousing from

The a}aoﬂess les bend m
ftnd murmur sweel and |owf ereldebd

Ve theeonthe alfar there
rea‘n\ Te Toueh ﬂ\j Inedr g’ H’

{i waxen cup lmlaearletb
eit dream of |10!mess _
soul s Ioless.

sB|esseJ dre‘lt\e laure In Led rfm

rTie HorNler.

J “Now that we have met, may not we

trees and meadows and winding roads
and paths of the park. Now and then
the light June breeze wafted across
the street the prattle of half a dozem

an Ideal spot to study human nature as
we find it on the sidewalk—the lights
and shadows of the past shining dimly
through the features of those who
hurry by.

But the speculation of John Ha-
worth ran in another direction. And
every morning for two weeks it had
been the same. Before that time he
had helped to pass the tedious hours
by watching the faces just below him
on the street from the itime they came

place to others.

There was a look of eagerness on the
invalid’s face as he glanced at his
watch for the fifth time.within the halt
hour. It lacked but five minutes now
of the time when the Bicycle Girl, as
he chose to call her, would pass
through the entrance of the park ai-
most opposite.

“I think he might take a bit mora
exercise, walking in the park, for in-
stance, /in the next day or s0.” John
turned to see his mothcr.and Dr. Mc-
Rae, the family physician, enter the
room. “‘There will be no further nc-
cessity for my aervlces, I think. How
does that souhd John”' he added,
cheerily. * /'°

“Almost as good 'as : the slght of
home after:two! years in: the thp—

pines, Doc.: I think—" he broke off | delphia Ledger.

suddenly and turded his eyes to the 4

street. Blobbs—“He's J’retty rich, isn’t ' he?
Slobbe—*“Yes, in by, he bas money

Yes, there she was. .The saine nat-
ty, tallor-made riding skirt and jacket;
the same flufty, dark hair that refused
to be-kept under, the jauntiest of ljttle
caps.

The girl glanced up and—was it a

head to guide her wheel into the park
driveway. Who was she? he wondered,
as he had scores of times before in
those two weeks he had been sitting
by the window slowly regaining the
health that a long fever had stolen.
“I think I’ll get out my bicycle in a
day or-80,” he continued, afer the ‘in-
tertuption,
“A good idea, but, mind you, not too
much at first. Take it easy, and the ex-
ercise will be of as much benefit as
double the amount of indoor labor
with dumb bells,” answered the doctor.
“A case of pleasure and medicine,
eh, Doc?” said the invalid, with a
smile.
“Yes, pleasure is half the cure, with
exercise or medicine,” he answered.
It was three days later that John's
bicycle, the trusted servant of other |-
days, was brought forth from the at-
tic and, with the help ot the porter}
put in condition.
Ah, but it was glorious to have even
a little strength to pedal, thought John.
28 he Look his first ride through _the
park. He was on the bicycle path
ihat ran down among the alders, where
it wound in and out like a snake.
crossed a little bridge and then
wormed its way around the hill. it
needed only a companion to make the
day and his enjoyment perfect. And
naturally he reverted to the Bicycle
Girl who crossed into the park every
morning.
He had not seen her since that. day-
when Dr. McRae was in the room, ani
now, three days after, in desperation’
and growing fear that he would not se2
her again, he had come out alone.:
Suddenly, out of a by-path, the.girl
of his thoughts darted. There was a
simultaneous twist of front wheels
away from each other tc avoid a col-
lision. In a'moment they wereq con-
templating e¢ach other, with a foot ci
each on tye ground a.nd their handle
bars toucuing.
There was a simultaneous laugh.
“Pardon me,” he said, removing his
cap.
‘“There’'s nothing to pardon,” she
said, smilingly, as both wheels were
rightéd. . John knew instinctively ‘that
she wounld smile like that.
“I sedq 1 have bent several spokes,”
said Joon. *I suppose I might as well
straighten them now,” he added.
John took out his kit, only to find
his wrench missing.
“May I borrow your wrench?” he
asked.
“Certainly,
swered.
“You know my name?’ he ek-
claimed, delighted as well as surprised
at the turn of affairs.
‘“Yes, 1 was at college with your sis-'
ter. And I want to thank you for a
beautiful silk shawl
though we have never met. I am Jos-
ephine Randall.” A scarcely perceptible

Mr. I{aﬁorth," she an-

tended her hand. John remembered,
now, the shawl he had placed in the
homeward-bound box of curios for his
sister’s chum, Miss Randall, who was
frequently mentioned in the letters he
bad received on the other side of the
world.

“Both myself and the shawl are hon-
ored,” he exclaimed, with warmth.

*“Wa would have met before perhaps,
had your sister been at home,” Miss
Randail went on.

finish the ride together?” he asked,
wistfully.

And thereaftre the invalid soldier
pined no more for a companion ae
wheel. Two bicycles instead of one
crossed the street to the park every

morning

along a-woman who wanted to open an

account.
actress at one time popular m New York

but who of late years

children at play on the greensward |& more or less retired ;.
nearest where the invalid sat. To the | faor’ °f the other wemes ex,
philosophic and the speculative, it was| “ ‘Your hue" I inquired.

“‘Is tlut necelury" she asked, some-

what lh‘rpi)

down that line.

bering’ to catch her

silver pencil case from

asked me for a piece of

xntten her age upon it, &
1p, 84

you have made the necessary

of women with a smile of disdain that it
was worth a day’s work to see. All of the

into good view four doors north or °th§~r;el°,:,¥:d 081,':; ‘of it is that she
south until they were . gone, to give | should hmen%ce so reticent, She u 13

years younger than I thought she was.’

marvel.
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hu stifi straw, stands up: like a stone wall
is white, heavy ﬁlled
to the: tip with fat, plump kernels.
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to above address, )ou wxll get a sample of
this Oat Wonder, which
in 40 States from 250 to 310 bu. per acre
together with other farm seed nmplel and
their big cntalog [K. L.
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Wll!ully Misunderstood.
Miss ‘Butte—He said he knew I'd take

Migs Chellus—Of course. All you have
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It.—“Russia will ﬁght till
Up Aesinet well, a good many of
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, Mamma—"Getting Clotheas,
daughter; gemng the ' clothes.—Philadel-
phia Inquirer.
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To Care a Cold in One Day.

Take Laxative Bromo Quinine Tablets. All
druggists refund .monawf itfails to cure. 25c.
Ev n on earth has either rheuma-

ery me

tism c{tnrrh or some other hobby.—Chica-
go ﬁuly News.

ick out something nice to | /
snap and hold- the ‘camera ntea.dy.—-Pluh-

have already fallen.””— =1

Ethel— ‘Mamma, what is the society |..
struggle?”

She finds re-
lief and cure ?

‘Noreasonwhy
any reader
Shonld suffer in the face of evidence
like this :

Mrs. Almira A. Jackson, of East Front
8t., Traverse City, Mich., says: ‘‘For
twenty years I never knew what it was
to have good health. Every physician
consulted said I had liver trouble but
their medicines did me no good. Just
before I began using Doan's Kidney
Pills I was almost paralyzed. I could
hardly stand on‘my feet because of the
numbness and lack of circulation. Had
a knife been thrust into my kidneysthe
pain counld not have been more intense.
My sleep was disturbed by visions of
distorted figures. The kidney secre-
tions were annoyingly irregular and I
was tortured with thirst and always
bloated. I used seven boxes of Doan's
Kidoey Pills. The bloating subsided
until I weighed one hundred pounds
less, could sleep like a child and was
relieved of the pain and the irregulari-
ty of the kidney action. My circulatior
is good and I feel better in every way.”

A FREE TRIAL of this great kidney
medicine which cnred Mrs. Jackson will
be mailed. on application to any part
of the United States: Address Foster-
Milburn Co., Buffalo; N. Y. ' For sale

by slldruggists, price 80 cents per box:
Given Awa
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‘I'IIB SANITARY WALL COATING.

mehu germs and vomhs.

Never rubs or scales. You can apply it
~mix with celd water. Beautiful effects
on walls und in white and delicate tints.
NOT a disease- reodmg. out-of-date
bot. water lue Prepuu jon. Kalso-
anciful names and
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!.ld. nourishing germs of
eadly diseases and rubbing and scal-
lng. .poi&ing wal clouu and furni.
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dru flet of tmu‘
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) | eﬁm lu{ief Px!:o s Cuare for Co)liaum tion
three years ago.—Mrs o.,

a‘:bbll:‘.y No:mch . Y., Feb. 17, 1900.
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“A kind no is often more agreeable thm
a rough yes.—Bengel.
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pains and aches

WORK WHILE
Act directly, andiin:a
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Make Lazy Liver Lively

You know very well how you feel when your liver don’t act.
Bile collects in the blood, bowels become constipated and
.wbole system is poisoned. A lazy liver is an invitation for a .

life becomes one long measure of irritability and d dency
and bad feeling. ] i s

CANDY

uliarly happy manneron the liver and
bowels, cleansing, purifying, revitalizing every portion of the
liver, driving all the bile from the blood,

tite for food, power to digest it, and strength to
Beware of imitations! All

Best for the Bowels

our -

to come and dwell with you. Your

CATHARTIC

YOU SLEEP

as is soon shown by in-
10c., 25c.
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Scalds.

Mevican
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niment

Cuts
d
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