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(Continued from first page.)
]—lluln about the butterfly, But would
these things, that explanation, be sufll
clent? She did not know., Her father
was 0 strange muan, o proud man,
man reserved. Bhe loved him much,
But sometimes he wus strunge. Bhe
did pot understand, She felt far from
him, fery far. And Aunt Marguerlte
wis even the shadow of ber brother.

And o sbe burrled on,

L] L L] L ] . » .

In the great room of the house of
Valette, n room that once had had
even the splendor of the old clitenn
in the Norman hills, but oow tlnoe
worn, sunk into the dullpness that
marks decay, were they preparing to
do thelr last dead slave the honor of
the candles, for old Christinn hid been
obedient, falthful—yes, even to the end
of his duys, And for this he was
to have the honor that comes to the
Valettes in thelr going,

It was old Loulse who counted the
candles now for the Inst slave, the
nlave that was dead. Stoul, heavy fea-
tured, cind In rough gray gown and
cap of spotless white, she bent over
the Jeather box that Iny wupon the
old table, tnking therefrom the candles
und counting them as she did s0. And
a8 she counted there came to the kind-
Iy old face a look of worriment.

Al length she turned, hearing foot.
nteps, Unme through the door the sls-
ter of M. de Valette. Across the som.
ber room she cume, a highborn, high
bred woman of sixty, a woman of dell-
cate, pale, gentle face and slender fig-
ure. Old Loulke courtesied,

“You are counting the candies? nsk-
ed Mlle, de Valette. It wns a ques.
tion that was not n gquestion. She went
on, “My brother tolls the bell for old
Clhristinn with hls own bands.”

The old servant shrugged ber shoul-
ders,

“Who else ls there to do U she
queried,

Mlle, de Valette sald, “Le maltre will
play the requiem,” 8he was counting

1the candles Finlsling, she exclaimed:
“My good Lotlse, there are not enougl!
Ol Christiun was sixty-three,"
Agaln Loulse shrugged bershoulders,
“Here are thirty-elght,” she grum-

bled. “That should be enough. Old
Christlan! He was but a black slave,
after all” BShe shook her head.

In the year of our Lord 1813, you
know, slaves, especlally dend slaves,
were not of much value, Caudles were,

Mille. de Valette, plty In her gentle
heart, would have made reply, but ere
vpportunity was bhers there bad en-
tered the room KFather O'Mara, priesi
of the parish—a kindly mun Father
O'Mara, who lived much in the out of
doord, a strong man and rugged and
a man of the kind that It were good
for God to have In his labor,

He spoke in a full, deep volee that
ethoed resonantly from the dim raft
ers with barely a trace of brogue, The
old servant courfesied, Mlle, de Va-
lette Inclined ter head gractously.

“You nre welcome, Father O'Mara™

she sald. “We are preparing the can-
dles, you see. But there are not
enough, Loulse!”

The old mervant turned,

Mlle, do Valette, with a Hght gesature,
Indieated where, upon the walls, tar-
nished sconces upheld blackened can-
dles.

“Take those she commanded. *I1
will look through the house for oth-
.m’l

Bhe bowed to Father O'Mara, who
bimself bowed, and passed through the
door. Old Loulse obedlently went
from sconce to sconce, gathering the
balf burned bits of wax and wick that
Wfere to be the luat earthly tribute to
the dead slnve, At length she came
ngnin to the table, laylng the old be-
slde the new,

Father O'Mara took a pinch of snuff,
watching her with shrewd, kindly gray
eyes,

“Not enough candles? he eald at
bength.

The old servant ahook her head,

“No, father,” she returned, *not un-
less you can convince the master that
old Clristian wns much younger than
be sald he was, Wouldn't yon say,
now, that he wouldn't have boen more
than"~ahe stopped, counting the pnew
candles and the old—*forty-four?" she
finished

“Much more than forty-four, Lonise,"
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eald Father O'Mara, smiling a Nttle,
“But whnt has his are to do with 1?
Four ecandles are enough for your
chnpel aliar.”

“1lis age has all to do with it." she
replied,  “You haven't been long In
this parish, father, or you would
konow."”

He Hfted his hands,

“Long! he exclaimed, "My sonl!
| I've been priest of this parish sixteen
| years come Enster!”

“It 15 seventeen yenrs since the last
death in the De Valette family. That
was Mlle, Madelelne's mother, She
pass’ to the blessed saints when Mlle.
Madelelne waus born, the yemr before
you came, s0 you do not know our
custom here of Valette, futher.”

“Your custom "

“The custom of the candles. In this
fomlly of Valette they eall it the hon
or of the candles, They have that for
hundreds of yesrs, Since the time of
the Emperor Charlemagne, in France,
one hears, whenever death cones to
visit ove of this famnlly candles to the
number of bls years, one candle for
each year, were set upon the alinr of
the old chapel at the chatean In Nor-
mandy. No matter how or where one
of the famlly dled, perhaps at home,
perbaps far away in battle, there were
the candles upon the altar, It Is a
curlous custom, father, And the old
tales sny It led to a tragedy once
But becuuse of that do you think that
the De Valettes abandoned 1t? Not
they! The De Valettes do not abun-
don custom,"

“A trugedy?' The priest was {nter-
ested. He leaned forward, resting his
elbows on hils cnssocked knees.

Loulse wen! on:

“It was & De Valette who went to
the crusades, they say, He was o
lover, father, and the woman he loved
was his wife, He left her there a
bride and very beautiful. ITe was a
great soldier, and King Phillp, in the
Holy Land, made him count of all
Valette, In Normandy. 8o be rode
home gayly all the long journey to
kiss his bride ngain. But o8 he passed
by the chapel before be canme to the
chatenu he saw by the lghted win-
dow there were candles on the altar.
So bhe went In to count them. They
were twenty, His wife, she was twen-

“The very last of all the hundreds
that were in other days. Al aresold
or dead. Ab, Hiese few acres that the

Is good that these few acres don't die!™
| Father O'Mara opened his snuffbox.
Dellberately he took a little of the

nostrils,

“T'he chapel bell has stopped.” he
Buld.

Loulse, hastily gatherlng up the
enndles upon the table, placed them in
the box,

“Then the master will be coming”
she erled,

IXTY years hnd come and hnd

gone since the birth of M. de

Valette, They bad been years

of joy, years of sorrow, years
of wealth, yeurs of poverty. But alike
they had falled to move him from that
which be was—a De Valette. A De
Valette, you must know, 18 a De Va-
lette, ind when one has sald that one
has sald all. And now he stood In the
doorway, tnll, erect, gquiet, command-
Ing, possesaing in all {ts fullness the
innate dignity mothered of birth, fa-
thered of pride, a spare, unbending fig-
ure dressed plainly in black, with eam-
brie stock, collar and wristbands, His
halr wns gray, yet hls eyebrows wera
still In thelr primal black.

Father O'Mura turned and bent to
his quiet greeting. To Loulse turned
the magter.

“You have the candles for the chap-
el?” he nsked,

"Yes, Miche, 01l of them.”

“There arc slxty-three

The old servant puused hesitatingly.
Bhe sald:

“Miche, 1 think Christlan wns not
a3 old as he looked. He had to me
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ty, futher, 8o he know. And then he
set his dagger at the armpit where
the Dbreastplute does not meet the
shoulder plece, reaching his heart that
wiy. Next day the candles were for
him."

She finlshed, The priest sat back in
his chair, folding his hands.

“But that,” he sald, “was fn the old
world and hundreds of years ngo."

Bhe turoed a lttle to him,

“What Is thot to the master? she
demanded, "It s enough for him
that he Is a De Valette, Here are we
In Loulsiann, But what différence has
the new world made to the De Valettea
when they cone bere and bring their
customs with them? They bulld our
chnpel yonder” She thrust bher arm
behind her, Indicativg the window
through* which one might see the
beavy spive of stone “llke the one In
Normaudy,” close by the house. “Yes"
fhie wont on gramblingly, “they must
have their chapel—even an organlut,
old Lempltre, the master keeps here—
one more mouth to feed! And he can
do wothlug I the world bLut play
the organ.  And now the mnster has
sald that ol Chrlstinn, though he was
a slave, most recelve the honor of the
candles because he hos been a mewm-
bor of the household all bis lfe

Father O'Mara sald:

“That dues honor to your master's
heart"

“In bis place,” muttored Loulse, “1
would rather save some for my stom-
ach.  Old Chrivtlan was sixty-three
years oll. Here, with these others
from tho seonces, | enn make no more
than forty-four enndien. If the master
makes uk buy more to #ll the count,
there will be no more than salad to
wat tomorrow,"

Father O'Mara rose, wandering to
the window,

“80 Christlan was the last slave b

louglug to M. de Valette?* be sald,

—

the alr of belng uot more than forty-
four.” 1

“Which: means,” stated M. de Va-
lette, “that you have but forty-four

i candlos."

“Mliche,” cried Loulse extenuatingly,
“Mlle. Marguerite looks for others.”
“That will not do. We must have
no burnt ones, Throw out those that
nre burnt.”
|“'t.m:hae ralsed her hands protesting.

“But, Miche"— %

“Go to the village and buyy more.
Take the box. See that it i filled
You know where the money 15 kept.”

She mnde a gesture of impl
but the mnster stood before her lnex-
orable. Elowly he opened the drawer
In the table, She took therefrom a
few coina of small denomination,

“It is the last,” ahe whispered—“the
very last.”

He sald simply:

“Have the box flled.” He turned
from her, saying to the priest:

“Father O'Mara,”

The latter turned. -

“Touching the watter of masses for
old Christlan”~ he began, but M. de
Valette interrupted him,

“It I3 In regard to another ceremony
that I wish to lnstruct you. Onpe of
*he quick, it Is, not of the dead

O'Marn sald, smiling: :

"l bave bLut christenings and wed-
flngs. 1 apprebend that this iy not a
‘hristening.” '

YA martlage, Father O'Mara®

"Your sister, Mlle Ma , has
sondescended at last?™ excla the
priest fa apparent surprise, 2

3‘1:;- other shook bis bead, N

My sister has not coudescended,”
he returned, =1

Sy
“But.” cried O'Mara, “it 1s not your
daughter—not little Madelelne!”
“And why oot et
The priest queried slowly:
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A Nautical Explanation.

The officers were on the quarter deck
looking at a comet and noticed an eager
dlascussion among the crew forward.
The captain called one of the men aft
and asked him what was the sabject
of discussion,

“We were trying to make out what
that there thing was,” replled the man,
pointing to the comet.

“And what do you Imagine It is?"

“Dunno, your honor, but Bill Jones
here, a8 knows wost things, says as
how it's a star that's sprung a leak,"—
London Telegraph,

Bee the E. M, & M, Co, for RYs,

Alfalfa or Timothy Seed,

“Hns she done with her dolls?"

“Mlle. de Vallette,” stnted the other
eveuly, “Is seventeen”

“Seventeen? returned O'Mara light
I¥. “All of that? She carries her
| years enslly."”

“Her betrothed I8 bere,” anid De Va.
| lette, nnheeding, “1 wish to presen|
j¥ou” He turned. Through the open
tdoor he could see his sister gathering
candles from the dull sconces by the
fireplace,

“My sister,” he called, and then,
“My sister will ask M. Raoul de Va-
lette If he will do me the honor of his
presence heref”

O'Mara, fist burled in hand, was
looking at him, his gray eyes half
clused,

Ile sald, at length, slowly:

“Upon mwy soul, M, de Valette, you
take my breath! Little Madelelne be-
trothed!" J

De Valette smiled a little, his fin-
gers playing with the cover of his
snuffbox.

“An arrangement of many years”
he sald. “M, Raoul de Valette Is my
congin,"

“And,” querled the priest slowly,
“Madeleilne adores him?%"

“That will be her doty when she
ahiall know him.”

“She has pever seen him?”

De Valette replled:

“This 18 M. de Valette's first visit
here, He came late last night. They
are to be presented to each other to-
duy."

“And," persisted the priest, “she is
doclle? She accepts this betrothal to
one she has never seen?"

De Valette smiled a lttle. Burely
this good priest knew little of him and
of his.

“Could there be any question of
that? he nsked. *“It Is so that the
demolselles De Valette are brought up,
8be has always understood tbe ar-
rangement,”

The good priest shrugged his shoul-
ders a little. He said:

“Faith, 1 have known young ladles
ofs seventeen to make thelr own ar-
rangements."

*They were not ladles of thls faml-
Iy, Father O'Mara,” returned De
Vilette quietly. “Madelelne has never
even seen a young man of her own
class. The firat, my cousin, 18 to be
her husband."

The good priest sald no word. He
raised hils eyebrows. There came with.
in his glance an approaching figure, It
was of n man of thirty-five or so, a

man dressed carefully, even fopplshly,
with graying bair elaborately arranged
and well turned calves set off with
stockings of black sllk. His coat was
of dark, rich materinl, his walstcoat
white with stripes of yellow, and hla
atock was of white silk,

te cambric. With bead erect,
chin beld high, he sauntered toward

faces, yet bere was one thar puzzled
him: He was worrled a lttle, bur
nothlng of his features might have
shown.
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DENTIST - ENTERPRISE

Office Berland Bullding, Home
Independent Phone,
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C. T. HOCKETT, M. D,
PHYSICIAN AND SURGEON

Office upstairs in Bank Bulld.
ing, Ind. Home phone In office
and residenee,
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DR. C. A. AULT
PHYSICIAN AND SURGEON

Office in Bank Bullding,
Home phone both office and
realdence,
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BAKER BROTHERS, Froprietors.

Our bus meets all
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“Eh—but with respect, my cousin,”
be protested. “It was he who lost ua
our estate in France.”

De Valette suid quickly, gravely:

“But he saved the falr fame of his
uister, whom a kiug of Fravce de
‘sired too greatly to bonor. He put an
ocean between her and the klog's pur
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sardonicism, that for me when ¥on meet her”

Raounl sald, smiling, “1 grow a littia
impatient for the moment, sir” :

“The moment, cousin, is at bhand.™,
sald De Valette.

“Not quite yet,” declared O'Marn.
*1 passed Madelelne an bour ago deep
in the woodn" -

“On ber way home?" asked De
Valette quickly.
Father O’Mara shook his head. His

‘gray eyes twinkled.

“No," be returned slowly. “I be-
lieve she was chasing a butterfly.”
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The annual Summer Schoo) for.
Teachers will be held in the High
School bullding at Enterprise, com-
menciog July 6, 1910, and continu-
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take thculnm-t mm -
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be given In ail subjects required for
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