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T was Father O'Marn who lifted
the crumpled Hitle form from the
forest wold, He reached her side
even before L'Acadienve, and

that was guickly indeed, He bore her

buck to Valette, and he and the oue |

old servunt left of the many of other
dnys d1d what they could for her. She
cane to herself ' at length., Round,
wondering eyes opened. But she sald
uo word; only o little moan passed her
lps,

Father O'Marn brought the eandle
cloger, Round eyes turned up to his.
He started back, for in those eyes
there was no expressfon save a great
emptiness. He shivered a little, Old
Loulse crossed herself,

“The soul 18 gone!” she cried.
be miercifnl to us!”

It was no more than a day and a
night ere she was able to rise from
the bed. She seemed to know people
—~thelr faces; she geemed to know her
surroundings, She did oot suffer, for
there was neither pain nor joy nor of
that which lles between. All was a
great emptiness and nothing more,
Father O'Mara, hiis heart pnin wrung,
spent much time with her—-much hope-
less, helpless, croelly rewardless time.
0ld Loulkse wafted on her ceaselessly,

. Her father knew that she was there,
yet he came not to see her, and he
forbade those of hls household to go—
except Louise,

They spoke of M. de Valette, did the
old organist and the priest, who came
to visit the girl,

“A strunge hearted man—monsleur,”
mused O'Mara, “He must take care.
‘Ag ye do unto thege little ones.”"™

«“@trange  hearted” repeatod Le
maltre, woagging his old head. “In the
night you can Dear bim  walking—
walking—all night, Then you hear the
doar open and close, and he has gone
out to the chapel sgain to set fresh
enndles on the altar, Seventecu he
keeps there, nlways, Strauge beart-
edil.

He turted to go. Some ope, passiog
without, cut the suullght from the win-
dow. He lovked, thea turned back
aghast.

“iig  Mile. Murguerite!” he cried.
“If sbe fluds out thut I've been here”—

Father O'Mura Indleated auother
door,

“@o out that waoy, then” he sald.

Mile, de Valette cume with the oth-
er's golug. Father O'Mara greeted
her.

She sald erisply:

“God

“We suspect Lemaltre of having been |

here,”

“That is," observed Father O'Mara,
“you suspect one member of your
household of having a good heart”

“It s A question of obedlence.
bougehokl obegs my brother

“Pyen when be |8 wrong!” There
was & trace of bitterness In (he priest's
tone.

8he sald coldly:

“In what touches the honor of his
family wy brother cannot be wrong."

“ls It your henrt that speaks” que-
rled O'Mara slowly, “or your head¥*

The color rose to her chesks.

“1 cannot listen,” she declared guick-
Iy,  And then, *I cnme here to dis
covert'—

“You cawe to find out, he Inter-
rupted, “If that old servant of yours
had a beart, so that your brother could
punlsh him for it. Well, you shnll not
go untll you have seen what  your
brother's kind of honor bas done to
the most bonorable of all the De Va-
lettes."”

“I'll not stay!™ she cried.

“Xou willl"
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this!™ she expostulated agitatedly.
“And If what they say of her in the
villnge & true"—
“What is that?
“Phut ber mind."” she began hesltat-
ingly; then, *1I'm afrald™
“Afrald)’ he said slowly, “It Is
{only a little white butterfly that has
broken its wings™
| He might have sald more, Buot then
| sbe came-the [itle figure that they
| had tortured the soul from. She came
slowly into the room, and ealmly, and
| the great ewptiness might have been
a great peace bad one not known.
Under ber breath her aunt erled,
| *My nlece!” And then, as she came
[ nearer, this slender figure with the
empty eyes, she fald:
“You know me?"
Ewmpty eves rurned to her.
volee answered:
“Yeg; you're Aunt Marguerite.”
“You looked nt me as though 1 werea
stranger. Ah, to think you brought
| this suffering on yourself!"
Empty volee sald slowly, evenly:
“Suffering 1"
“Bhe does not suffer” declared
{O'Mara. “Her very ineapacity for
| paln 1s her isense, If only she could
feel, even to suffer! The day that
!agaln you see tears In her eyes she
will be saved.”
Mlle. de Valette spoke quickly, se-
voerely:
“She ougst to feel!
think!
“T do think," sald the empty voice.
“1 think all the time, 1 keep wonder-
ing—wondering—1 wonder why Gil-
Lert died, That was curlous.”
“You wught not to think of him!
*ou ought to shudder at the thought!”
“1 think—and 1 remember.” the emp-
|ty volce continued. *1 remember that
Raoul said it came to you all at once;
it abgorbed you, so that not fear nor
| shame nar death could stop you. And
| 1 remember that It did come to me
| just as he said. You see how well I
remmember that, That was just the
way It waa then”
| “You ought to think of your punlsh-
ment!"
' “Ought 17" Emply eyes were ralsed.
:"\\‘lln that o punishment when I lost
| my soul? 1 don't see how It can be.
ll’uu!nhlng I8 hurting, su't it? How

ean I be punished when nothing hurts
me?

“But It ought to! You must feel it!"

“But 1 can’t, Don't you see? 1 am
dead., The eandles nrelighted for me.
I don't know where my soul s, /1 lost
| it when 1 died. 1f you do that yon
can never find {t agnin. There was the
forest, nnd 1 followed him and found
him there, And 1 loved him very
much., That Is why 1 dled. 1 think
all the time, you see, and 1 have
found out that {f you love any one
veéry much you must lose your soul
for it and die.” »

Mlle, de Valette shook her head slow-
ly. Tenrs cume to her eyes.

“Broken  wings!” murmured the
priest.

“Why do you cry? the empty volce
asked. “That's only one of God's ways,
Isn't 102"

“God's ways!" cried Mlle. de Valette.
“God's punishment of sinl”

The priest turned upon her,

“God's way!"” he cried vehemaently.
“Do you think & worm in the dust can
understand why & man rided by? Do
you think thot hecnuse we can see the
beginning of one of God's thoughts our
Hitle minds can follow to the end of
what he Is thinking? Down bere in the
dust we call thom God's ways, but
they nre onf® man's mistakes. Down
the river there were men—God's eren-
tures, brothers they should bave been
=kllling each other! And they killed
this boy! There's one old man over
youder so fllled with phantoms and
coliwebs and the ghosts of things that

|

| Empty

8he ought to
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“You're wrong to compel me to do

shouldnt Tave boen thaf fe Téls hfs
pride murder the father in him, And
(the two crimes together are destroy-
ling this child. You call that God's
way?' bhe demanded almost fiercely.
| “1'll tell you one thing 1 know nbout
God's way, by faith! That he never
punished the good love, and 1 say to
you this wans a good love! It came to
ber just as a rose comes to Its bush
In spring; she had & right to it as
much as the tree to its blossoms, and,
ke them, It was good, 1 tell you there
was no fault in ber that will offend
God, and lu the end he will give her
peace,”

L] ] L ] L L ]

Now it eame to pnss that Crawley,
the recruit of the shock halr and the
nerveless spine, had lied. The massa-
ecre that he sald he had seen had been
no massacre. The defeat had been a
victory. While the others had fought
shoulder to shonlder, he had lnin jowl
by jowl with Fear deep in the forest.
And that Fear hnd breathed into his
enr the things thut he had come back
to tell—breathed so lusistently that he
who lstened had come to belleve them
almost as so.

Gllbert Steele came back from the
battle, for the blow that struck him
was not deadly—came back with joy
in his heart and gladness in his pyes—
came back to Madeleine—Madeletne de
Valette, In the village they told him
where she was. They would have told
him more, but he would not walt, and
wonder was buried under anticipation.

Going, bhe met the gypsy woman who
had wrought the bharm—L'Acadicnne.
She had come with the news., [t was
in her to do what little she might in
atopement, Stopping bhim, she sald:

“M'sfeur Gllbert, yon must go to the
chapel of Valette and pray for her.”

“She is not dead!" he cried hoarsely.

Bhe shook her head. “No,” she said.

1810,

Then, tensely: “Listen! T know thl.-a,|
This old people taught me when | was
a child that when o soul I8 lost thvl
one who loved It most shall go to the |
phice where It was lost and pray for
It to comie back., Go to the chapel at |
Valotte. There you will g¢e the can. |
dles that her fatber keeps burning for |
her. There she lost her soul, You
loved her wost, Pray for her there!”

e cried, in the petulance of fear:

“What foolishness are you talking?

“Tt Is true,” she replled. “If you are
the one who loved her most pray for
her there, and the miracle will be
granted. O, 1 beg you to do itl'" pas- l
glonately, *My own soul will not rest
until you have! Go to Valette—to her
—gand pray!™

8o Glibert went. He found her
there in the great room of Valette.
O'Mura was there, and her fathir, bot
of themn he took littie heed, for when
he saw her he started forward; arms
outstretehed,

“Madeleinel” he erled chokingly.

Bhe looked at bim,

“Yes?" she sild,

He sald honrsely:

“You're nngry with me!™

-

8he shook her hend.

“But," he persisted engorly, yet puz-
gled, “you aren't glud to see me."”

wNo”

He drew back a little, white, stun-
ned.

“You—you don't love me?' he whis-
pered,  Then, “You changed so guick-
Iy.”

Empty volee sald slowly:

“Yes; 1 think that Is I've
changed—I changed when Gllbert
dled." His face went yet more white,
She went on: “1 lost my sonl thew.
It went away from me at the altar.
I think It wust have gope with Gilk
bert's”

Empty eyes watchiad him go, The
liitle figure turned pnd slowly went

it.
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A CRUMBLING CIVILIZATION.

Iz there smyone who doubta that
a great change in the soclal order |8
Impending? Do you really thinlk that
things will continue as they are now
for anather decade? If you do you
are fn a dwindiing minority,

Look calmly, delliberately and flrm-
ly at the most striking facts in the
world In which we Hvel

Lobk first at the basis of alt so-
clety—the way in which we are pro-
ducing and distributing the things by
which we l've Look at the industrinl
wganizption of soclety.

Here are the big, the undisputed
!nc's about thas Industrial soclety.
I'he marvelous new and improved
methods of production serve only
to plle higher the already overload-
ad coffers of a few trust magnates.
l'oday a halfdozen men Dbestride
he industrial world—Colossil of our
resant soclety—yet unable to con-
rol the glint forces that bring them
heir wealth,

Bo fast does the surplus product
filched from labor pour in upon them
hgt the most stupendous undertak-
ings they can concelve are Incapable
if absorbing the heaped up values,

We have passed through one panic

it was lfttle more than a flnaneial
flurry compared with ' the collapse
chat must come when the reconstruc-
o of Industry now under way shall
have time Lo pour forth the resull
f the multipliel product that this
ebuilding will make possibla, The
‘onstant rise of prices and steady
rushing of ‘all organized effort to
acrenss wages grinds labor between
ipper and nether millstones past the
Jalnt of spdurance,

If we are mdustrially insolvent,
wir political bankruptcy iz even
nore complete, The favorite texl
f the magheine writers today I8
he collapse of the political parties
i ecapitaliam, These parties bhave
sgcome but whited sepulchres con-
‘enling all manner of rollenness.
Ihey have so decayed that they are
incapable of defending ,even capital-
Ist interests |

The corruption of Industry is re-
[l cted in the foulness of politlea.
The wvell is never lifed from a cor-
ner of modern ladustry that a brood
of thieves Is not uwncoverad, Witness

“1 walked so far” she aild. “Tou
know he was very interesting when
hp spoke of"—
“Aunt Murguerite,” she went on, “when
am 1 to try on the wedding dress?"

The head of De Valette sunk to his
brenst, Tis lips trembled a little, for
God had brought a great light to him
and, in torturing the pride, had opened
to his day the soul. And so Valette's
hend sunk upon his breast, and his lips
trembled.

Then ecame the priest, and Gilbert
was with him. De Valette slowly
turned. To Gillbert he motioned—mo-
tioned that he whst go down to the
great seat before the fireplace. Gil-
bert, wondering, went. He came to
it and leaned over. At length she
looked up, ns one awakening, and
gslowly there came into her eyes a

: - f reason—the gleam
T, 0'Mard and ber father watched her 1light-the e g L

of soul—of a sonl Jost that Is returning

closely, It was the latter who spoke. ¢4 jta own.

His tones were clear and low,
“Go, he sald to the priest, “Bring
him o] '
The waited to ask no ques-

Into his eyes, eager, now begiffing
to dare to hope, she looked—looked for
a long, long time. By and by she thrust
forth n slender white hand—thrust it
forth slowly, aud at length it touched
lifs coat, and then it shivered a little.

“Gllvert!" abe ¢rfed. There was soul
in the voice, too, now—the soul that
bad come’ agaln. to the eyes.

He sald brokenly, “Madejelne!”

For a long. long moment they stayed

h m.;.lna ; [ ) .. 5
thus. At lew th she whispered softly

|and with Al the oy of the world:

TR e

r
And {uivver the emptiness had gone.
kLN @ :

She turned a little.

a

the Wmsurance scandals, the sugar
thieving, amd the robbery of fra-
ternal orders in Hlinols, Munlcipal-
ities, states and natlon contest mad-
y for preemineace in cormuption,
Witness Busse . in Chicago, the
‘jack-pol” legislature at. Springfield
wnd Lorimer at Washington, as a
iample of a single localily.

Add to all this the cluss justice
of the courts, the deliberate crush-
mg of the wunions by trusts, the
Jmunting of all demands for labor
.eglslation, the arrogance, the ignor-
mee, and thé Incompetence of those
vho rule, and dare you say that it
an <exaggeration, a figure of
ypeech, p sensatioual phrase . to
iperk of present soclety &% & “crumb-.
dng elvilization.” !

The one clear note In all this is
he Soclalist movement. You scoff
wnd sneer at this? IT 18 TRUE.

Ray Stannard Baker, not a Socl-
ilisl, says in the June issue of the
uperican Marazine, in discussing
What About the Democratic Par-
ty

“Only one party now In evidence

‘n_American’ politics has any really

comprehensive polley, o offer.

Whatever may be our hostility to

its tenets, the fact remains that

the Soclallsl party is the only one
that makes any prelense to hav-
ing reasoned out our present con-
ditlons tor an ultimate conclusion.”

No other party dares to bulld on
he only foundalion for a sane sock
ity—THE INTBRESTS OF THOSB
WVHO WORK.,

No other party dares to face theé
acts because only a party based
ipon working class Interests has
iothing to conserve by concealing
he facts,

THE FUDURE OF AMERICAN
3OCIETY RESTS WITH THR S0
JIALIST PARTY, .

The duty, the opportunity, the re-
ponsibility that falls upon the
.noulders of those who-know thia is
-remendous,

it |s for us to say whether the clv-
lization In which we live shall erum-
)le and fall into chaos and confusion,
v whether it shall pass jonto a high-
v stnge peaceably, cofsciously and
intelligently, .

These are strong words, They
ound boastful, YOU CANNOT
OENY THEIR TRUTH. Where elsé
Is there hope? :

It the Soclalists who read this
srasped the stupendous mission that
hey and the party to which they
»we allegiance has to perform, and
he wonderful possibiiities that open
sefore it, there would be such tasks
wecomplished, such sacrifices made,
;uch a work of education, agitation,
srganization and determined activity
n every line ag this world has never
wnown before,

Here is & cause worth working for,
wvorth dying for, WORTH uvmé
JOR, AND IT I8 THE ONLY
JAUSE TODAY OF WHICH THIS
\8 TRUE,
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