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s tho party. After a time the doors

o | tumes. - They had that frank vanity

expectant ahd enchanting hour before
' began to operf and the occupants to
exchange Visits, consulting together
albout, ‘the lasb touches to thelr cos-

vwlﬂdl belongs to youth and happi-

it was decided that the boys shodld
?:,;e out of the fraternity house ?ﬂ
give 1t up to the girle, not ouly for
¢ho night of the junior hop.b!fb e
the next night as well, so as to take
in the gleeciub concert &8 every-
#hing, it was thought best to have
.ore than two chaperons. .Orfe might
qall i1 Or somethiing, and that would
give the remaining ong rather: too
‘much to do. So Mrs. Beach . was
.asked—the Loys just barely got her
Ap time. The Bata Upsilons ' were
«wild to get her, And then it seem-
.ed well to have a fourth. Ohaperoms
;g0 Dbest in pairs, I suppose. So they
' were casting about for some one, and
Dick Sunderland asked Royel Walden
Af his mother couldn’t come.  You
‘know she's a writer. The boys said
‘Royal seemed @& little embarrassed,
ayut there was really mothing for him
4d do but write and ask his mother,
wince she had beem proposed.  Ard
lo and behold she aecepted, and here
sho {s—the oddest little creature that
ever tried to chaperon sixteen up-to-
dste damsels 1"’ o

< Well,” said Florence Evelyn, me-
Aitatively, “I thought she looked
.very sweot and girlish.”’

“Qweet and girlish *”’" broke in
Alice Castleberry, impatiently, shak-
ing her hair down aboub her should-
ers. “'What qualities awe those for a
chaperon—"" : 3

But some ono kmocked at the door
‘then, and without waiting for an am-
-gwer flung it open. It was Edith
‘Hawtry.

“0 girls,” she said, “I forgot I
had to be sewed up in this gown, and
T haver't brought so much as.a spool
Jof thread with med Ysn't it ridicul-
~ous 2"’ 5 5

“No—only natmral—for vou, my
‘dear,” said Florence Evelyn. *‘Comg
1in, beauty, and 1’1l be your medd. I've
«always been your maid, it seems to
me. Who's going with you to the
thop ?” ' it

“Why, Royal Walden. Have you
met him ? He's a h this is

“|came dowmt the polished stairs can~

ness, and they atoned for it  with
iheir aven more ardent. admiration of
each other, None of them noticed
‘that the little chaperon had eyes as
| excited and as glowing as their own.
‘They hardly noticed her at all.

Then prosenitly there was a great
mnoise in the hall below. The escorts
had arrived. The carriages were
without. There was a last look in
the mirrors, a final gathering up of
fans, gloves anid cloaks. and down
the stairs, like a flock of stromg-
winged birds, swept the girls.

“Dear me,"’ ejaculated the languid
Mrs. Beach, ‘‘how violent they are!’’
And she trailed slowly after them.
TMrs. Clayton and Mrs. Kilpatrick
had already gone down. It ‘was only
the little incidental chaperon who
lingered. She stood leaning over the
bamister, listening -with a curious
poignant happiness to the laughter
and talking that came up to _her.
Then she hedrd Mrs. Beach say:

‘I can't imagine why she’s waiiting.
She’s been ready this hour or miore.””

The fourth chaperon flushed scarlet
a! Having caused annoyance, and

tiously im her new slippers, holding
to the banisters as a timid child does
and the company waiting in the
drawing-room turned as by commort
consent to look at her.

Richard Sutherland went to meef
her, and wonidered to find her slim
hand trembling as she leandd with
gratitudo on his arm.

Ab the ballroom she wes swept
along iif the rout. There was a tem-
porary entrance framed with screens
in such a fashion that it looked like
the mouth of a cornucopia, and the
littla "chaperon, muting demurely
where she had been placed, was fas-
cinated by this, which seemed to gour
out girls as {f they had been flowers
or confections. In all the more de-
licate ‘colors of the fields; of the
clouds, of the sea, they came on, *‘‘so
many, and so many, and such glee.”’

The long hall—it was the gymma-
‘sium  on less splendid days—was

ol

his first  J. hop. He's In a great
state of excitememt. -I dom’t believe
‘he is known quite so much in sociaty
:as some of the fellows. But he's a
‘bright young fellow, and handsome,
#00."”

“His mother is ome of the chapei
wons, I believe.’’

The girl flushed a little. ‘‘Yes, she
1s. Royal is just @ trifie annoyed
‘about it. That is, he says it's- out
! his mother’s line, rather. She's al-
‘waye lived very guietly, Her writi
has kept her very bumy.’’ o

There was a rustling of silken! gkirts
In the corridor, and the girls, burn-
Ing to look, saw thie fourth chaperon
making her way ddwn the hall. She
%as gowned in baby blus crepe which
matched the blue of her eyes,  amd
Bboub hor neck wes.an old-feshiotiot
ecklace of gamets.  In ‘bair,

| lated life she had been privileged to
 { kow that sort of intimacy.

moving about from o
with soft rustlings;

tr d with ropes of greenery'blend-
ed with the college colors. All about
the hall ran  the booths which the
fraternity men amd differemt coteries
of ‘“‘independenfs” had put up.

To these the groups of friends were
to return after each, dance; and in
these the chaperoms sat in sociable
groups. There were ceremonies of a
sort—the presenfation of delegates
from each booth to the wives of the
president and the faculty of the umi-
versity; then the grand march -with
many eclaboretions under mellowing
and changing, lights of violet and
rose. sea-greem antl yvellow; therf the
forming of all the marchers into the
initfal of -the university—and then,
swiftly. the breaking op of all into
the first waltz. 5

Bome of the ‘‘faculty ladies’’ had
heand that Helen Walden was there,
amd they came Over to the booth to
‘ It was not amew thing for
Hthis qniet womam to have people tell
her that she had brought them com-
fort and had taught them the mean-

ing of certain things. - All her iso-

or - lethersoxes held treasures of
8 rich = stream of sympathy |

hggésmlfimpmpnddo—

ing and child-tending and sewing

been put upon her, she used to come
in the chill evenings, and
down under the old army. blankets,

to, guide her. She took what came |
to her hand. She made the most of
everything. And, study over, bher
girlishness reasserted itself, and curl-|

indulged in  certain favorite trivial
fancies. &
charming well-hred girls,—such ginjls

shared with one of them a delightful
room in an ivy-grown cormitory. She
pictured the routine of the school-
day, the clean; horest, heairty delight)
of the study hours, the attractions
to certain professors, ihe aversion
frem others. She wen't the length of
picturing these individuals until she
knew even their eccemtricities. She
dreamed of the festivities. What mys-
teries of preparationy What teasing
expectation | What splendid escorts !
What gaioty and music and conversa-
tion and bewitchment. !

And the girl who dreamed it all
‘had never so much as known what it
was to have a party frock—or an in-
vitation to a party, for the matter
of that.

Then came marriage and happiness
and responsibility of amother sort,
and still poverty, and the ingentive
to work because others needed the
home that Jack Walden had  built
for her. Then, almost without her
knowledge, she had begun to write.
And the thoughts born in solitude,
the dreams and the disappointments,
came to help her,

She had talenb. She was born with
that something which may, for lack
ot a bebter term, be called taste. So
hér writing found ifs place. At last
what she had takenn up almost care-
lessly became a  necessity to her,
Moreover, there was never a  time
when her roof did not shelter ome or
several relatives or friemds. And her
own dear children came to increase
thea need for her labor. So she had
gone on from year to year, Keeping
closeto the immedjate duty, and still
beaiting down the vagraut love of joy
which had, curiously epough, been
born in her ywho seemed so grave.

It. was her money which had ' sent
Royal, her eldest, to college. The old
house in Hopperville had therefore
known its close ecomomies, But
Royal understood. He was grateful,
e was trying to deserve it. And it
was encouraging to kngw that every-
body liked him, that he had ‘“‘made’’
one of the best fraternities, and that
he held his own in his classes, not,
80 much by force of brilliamcy as by
steadfast determination not to dis-
appoint his father and mother.

And now at last here was the ju-
nior hop, as others called it—the par-
ty beautiful, as HelenWalden thought,
of it. It had mot comeat elghteen
for her.. It had come after forty
—and the wonder of it was that it
seemed to have accumulated glory
every year, till mow it swam before
hev g fair vision.

To the others it was a passing
thing. But the fourth chaperom
knew that for her it would abide.
Her own austere youth was forgotten
tow in this = mew vision and under-
standing of youth. For these six
hundred rhythmic figures in the fairy

rout d ged in one ench o
and joyous composite, Here was
girlhood in its triumph. The  little

cliaperon was suffused with Bappiness.

The H pissed slowly. for . some
of the o watchers, . but swiftly

for this one.  The night was almost
spent, and still ahe weas wandering
in the fiolde of dream: And it was
time to go hdine. . They drove back

study and read. There was no. - oune|

She saw herself at school nmou@'»

as she did not kmow and was never |4
to know in her awn childhood,—and|

ing down botwoen the cold shoots, she | i

aud tile mandolins made a sweet ac-
kcmpaniment. Helen Walden sat
among them comscious of a growing
sense ' of fellowship. The dreams
were couming nearer, changing, amnd
taking to themselves a more substan-
tial character.

Edith Hawtry, more lovely now
than at the beginnitg of the evening,
sat close beside hir. Alice Castle-
berry vegarded her with a friendly
curiosity. Floremce Evelyn openly
sought her. The young men turned
thely glances toward her, too, as she
sat  there in the firelight, radiant
with an almost mystical look of
youth, her soft conmtralto mingling
with the other vaices.

“‘Well,”” said Dick Sundecrland, at
last, “it's time to go home, boys.
Breakfast at eleven, mind, and no ong
to be late'! ‘And I wonder,”’ he paus-
ed and looked around him at the
firelit faces, “‘I wonder who of all of
uj has enjoyed the junior hop the
most ?"’

There might have been a noisy re-
sponse, but for some reason  there
was rfot. There came instead an in-
stant’s pause, and then the vibrating
toncs of th little fourth chaperon.

“I have,” she declared, with the

fidence. “I have enjoyed it the most
of all! For/ you see, in a way, ie
was my first party.”’

The fire crackled but no one spoke.
They were looking at her as she
smiled at them, it seemed, young as
themselves, with a sudden youth of
the spirit.

“I dreamed of it in my girlhood—
dreamed of such a time as this.
Dreamed of being the very core of
it. But it never came. Handly any
of the particular things of which 1
dreamed came. And sometimes there
was happiness even in the things
that others thought were only sor-
rows. But still, no matter how olad
1 grew, the dream of the beautiful
party kept haunting me. It seemed
as if it would have to be mine, after
all. And that is why, though I
knew I was unfitted for it in a way,
that T accepted your invitation and
came here to aot as chaperon—I who
was mever chaperoned, and who, in
my old-fashioned, country way can
hardly be said to believe in anything
of the lénd.’’

The firelight, or the hour, or the
long hours of dreams, or the at-
mosphere of reluctantly relinquished
delight, had moved her out’' of her
habitual tipidity. Now, with the di-
rectmess and utter comfidence  and
friendliness which distinguished her
writing and made it as a cordial
human voice speaking to each read-
er, she expressed her thoughts.

Royel might have boen offended,—
it is easy for boys to take offence ait
whait their mothors do,—but for the
first time, perhaps, he really under-
stood her. He had a perception  of
her long sefvice for otbers, of = her
hiddens dreams and littlo dear per-
sonal selfishness never

|
iinpulsive tones of ome making a con-

i

R

rls went up ' the

stairs togather, Florenca Bvelyn with

arms about Mrs. Walden's waist.
the bedroom. door she kissed her.
Vo party is so beautiful as a firat
party,”’ she whispered.

.The other girls all came to make
their goodrmights, and they,bent on
Helen Walden an intimate and  af-
fectionate regard. She felt streams
of love pouring towards her. The
good-night words of the boys rang
in her ears—words of quickly won
and honest friendship. Royal’s &kiss
was still on her cheek. Her heart
beat happily, and as she laid her
burden of flowers in the jar of watqr
that had been brought for her, she
looked up to sec Oecily Beach watch-
ing her with her lamguid gaze.

Mrs. Beach was a woman who could
at times be cruel. She"had a swift
satire that pierced like a rapier. But
she had a nobler side, too. And now
she put out her hand with a swift
gesture. Helen Walden pl'aced her
own slender hand within it, and the
two stood so for a moment In a
silent pledge of good-will.

“I envy you,”” Cecily Beach said,
with feeling. “I envy you fora
hundred reasons that you would not
urderstand even if I cared o ex-
plain. You are a very happy woman,
And you have somethidg in you that
will keep you from ever being any-
thing else ! Now let me confess that
I was very weary, and I would not
have come here to please these young
people only that I wamlted to meet
you. And yet I was afraid to meet
you 1"’

‘“Me ?"" cried Mrs. Walden, incredu-
lously. ‘‘Afraid to meet me ?"’

“I negded you—and I wanted to
let you see it, but could not think
how I should do it. Now—mnow, Il am
no lomger afraid. Will you be my
friend 7'’

Helen Walden, the dreamer, Yook~
ot up to see the most beautiful and
imperious woman she had ever knowrdh
standing there before her wistfully.

A sudden sense of power~—true and
sweet power—swept over her. The
curse of timidity seemed lifted for

ever. She felt as if it would never

descenid upon her again to paralyze
her impulses and cheat her of de-
light. Her morbid shame at her
lack of schooling, her consclons-

ness of her old-fashioned ways for the
first time appeared contemptitde. She

{stood, rich in life’s experience, eager

for friendship, ready for the fulfil-
ment. of her dreams. She held out
both hands with impulsiveness.

“‘Ohi,”’ she said, “by all means let
'us take every good thing that life
car. bring | I have never heen afraid
of sorrow. - Now I am not going any
longer be afraid of joy.”’—The
Companion.
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Sure Regulators.—Mandrake and
Pandelion are known to exert a pow-
erful influence on the liver and kid-
neys, restoring them to healthful ac-
tion, inducing a regular flow of the
secretions and imparting to the
gans complete - power to perform
their functions. These valuable in-
gredients enter into the composition
of Parmelee’s Vegetable Pills, amd
serve to remder them the agreeable
and salutary medicine they are. There
are few pills so effective as they in
their action.

or-

NUN A8 A PHARMACIST._

Sister Agatha, for four years - sta-
tioned at the Maryland General Hos-
pital at Baltimore, has been trams-
ferred to St. Mary’s Hospitef at
Evansville, Ind. Sister Agatha had
acted as pharmacist, and filled all
of the prescriptions used in the Maryh
land General Hospital, amounting to
a large number deily. So proficient
had she become that she recently suc-
cessfully p xd the inafti of
the State Board of Pharmacy and
was duly licensed to practice phar-
macy.

Suffered Tesrible Agony
FROM PAIN ACROSS
HIS KIDNEYS.

Ashamied of her Skin

— \'5:

Now proud of the complexion : *
Fruit-a-tives’ gave her.
Bad complexions are all too
common among women. ‘The
skin becomes sallow—pimples
and blotches break out. Then
women try lotions and creams
and ‘‘beautifiers’’ which really
injure the Skin. They never
think of constipation and bad
digestion — sick kidneys or
torpid liver—as the CAUSE.
mmlpl':i‘:t —-— ;::;:l"i: 33&?;.?1‘3: - llli
had a dreadful complexion, sallow in the
extreme and black under the eyes, h“
M-{v. 1 was advised to try “Fruit-a-tives,
Before I had finished the first box, the
constipation was relieved. My com-
Pplexion began to clear up lﬁlin, all the

sallowness disappeared, and the blaek

circles under my eyes went away. Since

then, I have continued to improve and
now my complexion is as clear as when
I was a young girl. To all persons suffer~
inﬁ from constipation and indigestion,
and particularly those with bad come
mtxlons I would strongly advise them
try “‘Frulta-tives” ?
FLORENCE JAMISON, Masson, P.Q.

Trulallny

or Fruit Liver Tadlets
strike right at the root of the
trouble. The skin helps to
dispose of the waste of the
body. When the bowels don’t
move regularly — when the
kidneysare clogged—the blood
carries the poisons, which the
bowels and kidneys won’t pass
off, to the skin. The pores of
the skin. become clogged with
this poison and the complexion
becomes grey or sallow or
irritated and inflammed—and
pimples and blotches are the
natural result of the poison-
ed blood.

‘“ Fruit-a-tives ”’  correct
faulty digestion and make the
bowels move regularly. They
act directly on the kidneys—
and open the millions of tiny
pores of the skin by stimulat-
ing and strengthening the
glands. This insures all the
waste of the system being
removed as nature intended. |
It insures pure, rich blood—
and who ever heard of a bad
complexion where the blood
was rich and pure ? f

“Fruita-tives" cost soc. a box—and are |
wofth $s0. to any woman who values her
complexion, If your drug,

we will send them on receiphf
$oc. & box or 6 boxes for $2.50.

FRUJT-A-TIVES LIMITED, OTTAWA,

has none,
f price—

THE IRISH PRIEST WHO SAVED
NAPOLEON,

A writer in a Dublin newspaper has
disinterred a long forgotten book,
published in London in 1820, which
consists of a series of letters describ-
ing a tour in Ireland in 1812 by I.
) 3} Trotuer, who was a friend of
Charles James Fox. Mr. Trotter re-
lates that the Rev. Father Redmond,
who was parish priest of the little
town of Ferns on the occaslion of his
visit, had actually saved Napoleon's
ife.

‘““Accident,’”’ writes Mr, Trotber,
Mintroduced me to the Rev. Mr. Red-
mond, priest of the place, who relat-
el to me acurious little anecdote.
When pursuing his studies and finish-
ing his course of educatiod in France
he had spemt a summer in Bae Puic-
tou, where General Bonaparte, then a)
thin, slight young boy, was. He slept,
in the same room with him six
weeks, and perceived nothing shining
or engaging in him. He was gerfer-
ally employed in making machinery,
which he placed on a small water-
course. As the party were one day
shooting, Bonaparte, who was
very active, fell into a brook five
feet deep, which he endeavored to leagy
across. He was nearly drowned,

wheny Mr. Redmond immediately dis- :

charged his piece and presesited the
end to him, by which he saved his
life.”” i B

M. Trotter inquired whether New '

poleon had ever shown-him any gre~
ttude for this service, and was thus
answered : ‘‘No, T assure you, :
do not admire his principle,
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