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A Tale of the Early Seftlers
of Louisiana,

BY AUSTIN C. BURDICK

CHAPTER XV.-(Continned.)

“Why, reéally, gentlemen,” sqll bimon,
after he had picked the paped up, “one
would think there wns something surpris-
Ing in awimple marringe. - And you, gir"
he added, torning to the wmurquls, "I
should not suppose that you would won-
der at this, especially seeing that you
yourself gave me pertiisalon 10 Bovk
Loulse for my wife."

“I did not!” groaned the old man. “O,
1 never gave 1"

“You told me distinctly that I might
sk Loulse for ber hand, and that it she
consented you should bid her follow her
own chalee. -

“But that wad after you had fairly
hunted me down with questions—aftor 1
had refused to Heten to ydu on Lhe sub-
ject. But my child nover freely gave her
consent to thls, She could not have done
so, O, Bimon, you have forced her to
this! You have—""" But the poor man's
emotionn were too powerful, and his
specch failed him. A moment more he
gased Into the villain's dark features, and
then be bowed his bend snd burst ine
tears. He sobbed as thongh his noble
heart would break.

“Ha, ha, ha! you didn't want me for &
son-In-law, then,” the seoundrel uttersd,
in & coarse tops; “for,” he added, turning
a defiaut look upon Goupart, “you meant,
no deubt, to have had & more beautiful
huaband for her"

“You will be careful how you use your
tongue in my presence,” spoke Goupart,
In a hushed tope, the very breathing of
which told that there was n smothering
vole#no near at hand,

“Ho—ho, monsieur!” the fellow replled;
“you hoped to stick your fingers Into the
old man's gold pots, eh? I understand
the renson of your coming here very well,
But rest assured you won't handle the
miotiey through the danghter's pookets.”

“Hush, Simon Lobols! 1 am movel
now more deeply than [ can bear, so be
enareful that you move me no more. It s
enotigh that you have crushed thia ald
man's heart, and overturned his life eup,”

“Ho—ho! thou art wondrous sensitive,
Monsieur St. Denls, Yoo have lost the
prike, eh? I mippose if you had married
the daoghter, ‘twould bave been all right.
But you're=n lttle behind the conch this
time. However, If you remunin here long
enough, you shall see the bride.”

“Villain!" gasped the marquis, in a
frantie tone, *0, would you had kiled
me ere you had done this thing!™

“But, monsienr, what do you mean? If
the girl chose to marry me, what can
you object?"”

“Khe did not choose so to do. O, she
pever conwented to wed with such as you
of ber own free will."

“Buch as me!" hissed Lobols, “And wo
you would spurn me now, eh? You have
found n new flame In your dotage—have
you? Monsleur St. Denls, 1 give you joy
of the friend you have gained; but 1
can't give you up the wife. You dld It
well, but I'm afraid yon'll have to work
some other way for n lving now, unless,
indeed, monsicur le marquis may take
pity enough on you to give you n few
crowns just to find you In bread and salt
untll you can get your eyes upon some
other heiress!”

This was spoken fn a coarwe, sneering
manner, and durlog its deilvery Laboels
had kept his eye fixed upon the youth
with a look of fiendish exultation,

Goupart 8t. Denis conld not have moy-
ed more qulckly. Not In all the langunge
of all the world conld words have been
found more insalting. With one bound
he was by the dastard’s side, and on the
pext instant be dealt him & blow upon
the tace that felled him to the floor like
a log.

“0, 8t. Julien, I could not help it! For-
give mel"” -

“Goupart, I do not blame you!l”

For some moments Lobols lay upon the
floor like one dead, and the youth waa
begloming to fear that the blow might
have been fatnl, when the villain moved,
ind shortly afterwards he arose to his
feet. He gazed a moment upon hia ene-
my with a deadly look, and then, as he
noticed that the blood was trickling down
his face upon the floor, he turned towards
the door.

“Goupart 8t. Denls, thou shalt answer
for this!"

And thus speaking, the villain left the
room, .

CHAPTER XV

That evening Brion 8t Jullen and Gou-
part conversed long and enrnestly togelh-
er. For some time the youth had enter-
tained the thought of proceeding at once
to New Orleans and seeking Loulse, but
lqnl.ly he resolved to wait awhile, at
least until he had one more interview
with Lobois.

“That Lobols was the cause of her be-
ing abducted [ have no longer any doubt,”
sald the marquis, after some remarks
bad been made upon the subject.

“How can there be a doubt?' returned
Goupart. "“His story of the rescus of
the poor girl in too Improbible for bellel,
unless he had somo understanding with
the Indlans."”

“Bot do you not think that he found
her as he says? loguired the marguis,
enrnontly.

“(f course I do. He found her as he
says; but, of course, the Indiana under-
stond that he was to meet them there.
e took hor there, and he must have
used some terrible power to make her
marry him." :

#t. Denis went to his chamber, and
went to his befl; but he could pot wleep.
He lay with hls havds ¢ over his
brow, and ever and anon p. painful
groans would break from his lips. His
griof was decper than he could tell, even
In his wildest prayers, and his hopes wers
all gone, The thing had come upon him
with & doubly crushing forve, for it had
found his soul already bowed dowm be
neath the weight of fear. He could have
koown that Louise had died, for thea he
might have wept awhile, and then ealm-
Iy knelt down and prayed. Hut now even
that sad and melancholy boon wes de-
nled him. Like the frantic mother who
stands snd sces the eagle perched upom
the cHff with her shricking Infant, stood
the youth with respect to his beloved
But, at length, whea the first botrs af-
ter midnight had come, Goupart sank inte
a dull. dreamy sluomber, and his pains
were for awhile only the phantoms of

sleap.

While Goupart thus lay upon
bis terrible misfortune, m.uu
was not alome. He was in the chamber
be ususlly occupled, and with him was
# black slave named Peter. He was 2
middle-aged man—Simon's special ser
vant, and the only one in the whole
household who had any sympathy fer
thé dark nephew. Lobols had purchas-
od him In New Orlesns, and thoulh be
had done so only as the marguis’ agent,
ot Poter looked upon the former as bis

“Now, Peter,” said Bimon, after some

‘other conrersation bad “huve you
watched the affair between Goapart and
the mamuis, as 1 bade

. brary, an' me hab watch "um ebery time |

I's got a chance."”

“And what have you found?”

Peter wetit on and told u long story
be bad beard mbout letting Bimon go,
and sbout Goupart taking his place.

“And," uttered the negro, with a spark-

emphasis to the coajunction, “me’s heard
one oder ting, berry sartin’; One Ume

ber cum back, an' ole mas'r's gwine to
gib Goupart all his whole fortin’, He'll
hab hesps o' money, eh?"

“Did he say the whole, Peter?’

“HHe did partin, mas’r, An' he's plan-
ned to gib Tm haff of it mow, O, I tell
ye, mas't Goupart got mitey big bud
ontp ole mas't’s pocket, su’ on.0 ole
mas't's lob, too, . Dey's togedder all de
Jtime, Yuah—guess ole mas'r don't #'pect
he'll want you no more.”

It was Iste in the morning when Sinion
Lobols made hls mppesrance. He had
bis breakfast served ln bis ows room,
and for some time he had been engaged
in bathing his face. He walked oo to the
sitting room, and he found the warquis
and Goupnrt there.

“Monsienr St. Denin,” he said; in 8 low,
Igy tons, 1 would speak with you."

In an instant the young men turned
and followedim. Lobols led the way
to the garden, and there he stopped and

“Monsleur 8t. Denin,” he spoke, while
his eyes Hlashed and bis thin Hp trembled,
“last night you did what no living man
has ever done before, You struck me i
the face. Hre I leave this place, the
stricken man must be past remembrance
of his shamesor the striker must be not
among the living! You understand!"

Now, Goupart was not in g frame of
mind to endure much, or to argue much
on moral points. His heart was aching
from a horrld wound, and his soul was
tortared by & fearful power; and before
him was the serpent who had done it all,
who had torn loved children from a dot-
ing pareat—sundered the brother and sls-
ter, and made unhappy the life of a_de-
fenseless girl, The young man's eyes
dld not flash like his enemy's, but they
burned with a deep, enlm fire, wuch ay
utter disgust and abomination add to
fiorce hate.

%, think I uaderstand,” was St. Denls'
reply.

“I taught you your fimt lessons in the
sword exercise, and yon were a proficfent
when [ last saw you handle the blade.
Wil you now choose that weapon?"’

urnn

“Then get It and joln me at once.”

Gonupart turned away and went to hia
room. He took down his sword, anl
buckled the belt sbout him. Then he
drew the biade, and for a moment he
gazed upon It. It had once been an un-
cle's woapon—the well-trled companion
of Gen, 8t, Denls, a bold and troe knight,
It was of Spanish make, and never yet
had It falléd In the bour of need. There
wits another sword In the room—a lghter
one—a Damuscos blade, and of exquiaite
finlsh, and one, too, with which the youth
had always played. But it had been hfs
father's sword, and he would not use it
now, After he had retorned the bade
to Ita seabbard, be stopped a moment to
reflect. Then he morved to the table,
where an Ink hormn stood, and tearing o
leat from his ppeketbook, he hurriedly
wrote as follows:

“Monsieur le Marquis—You are my
triend, apd you know the few friends I
have on sarth. 1€ I fall to-day, you will
know why, and I koow you will mot
blame me. You will see Loulse, Tell
her we shall meet—"

The youth stopped and started op, and
his hand trembled.

it I fall thus, shall we meet there?"
he murmured to himself, “O, heaven
will pardon the deed. It knows the deep
provocation—the burning shame that
blights this house!”

Then he stooped once more and wrote;

“_in that world where love knows no
night. ST. DENIS.”

This the youth folded and direeted to
Brion Bt Jullen, and wiplag a single
tear from his cheek, he hurrled down to
the hall, and from thence to the garden,
where he found Blmon walting for him.

“Now follow me" sald Lobolsi and
thus speaking, he led the way around the
house towards the barn, and thence out
through the postern to the fout of the
hill beyond, where grew a thick eclump of
hickory (rees,

“Now, Goupart 8t. Denls, are you
ready ?" anked Blmon, at the same tlme
drawing his sword,

“In one moment,” returnad the youth,
also drawing his own weapon, but lewer-
Ing Its polnt upon the ground,

He wan stopped short in his speech, for
at that moment the marquis came rush-
ing out from the court, snd soon renched
the spot where they stood,

“Bimon,” he gusped, white with fear,
“what means this? Put np your sword."”

“Brion Bt. Julien," qulekly retorted the
mad nephew, “stand back! You suw
what passed last night—did you not T

“But that was the result of hot pas-
glon. You taunted him most bitterly, 8.
mon; you lnsulted him most shamefully,
and he knew not what be did. O, let thin
thing stop!”

“Stop? Youn might as well try to wtop
yonder mighty river from flowing to ita
motth! You say | gave hlm provocation.
Did he not give me provecation?"

“Yes—yes. It was all folly—all cager,
hot, mad haste, O, give over this thing!
fimon, 1 command youl”

“Brion 8t. Julien, look upon this mark
on my face! Were the man who did thet
my own brother, he should stand before
my sword. 8o now stand back. There
shall be a death to wipe this ont. If |
tall, ‘twill die with me; if he falls, the
atonement ls complete.”

“Good Sir Brion,” spoke Goupart, at
this polat, “let the confliict go on. Life
to we now ls pot worth the price | would
pay for it by refusal. Let It go oo™

"Fll—-“ll,' child—my som, if you are

“You'll have me left,” lnterrapted Si-
mon—"me, who of right belongs hare.
Now are you ready, Monsleur 8t. Denia ¥

The youth turned an imploring look up-
on the marquis, and as the old man rell
back, he replied:

“Now | must ask the question [ was
about to ask ere our friend came to in-
terrupt us, Simon Lobeis, you may fall
in this encounter, and before | crous yoor
sword, 1 would pray you to tell, if you
know, where Louls St. Jullen ln."
“Would ye

it
i
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a1t
i

master. And, mareover, Simon had pa'd '
bims varfons suns of mopey to serve him. |

ling eye as he gave a sort of ourisbiog

dey feared young mas'r an' misaus'd heb- |

and for the moment be was astonished.
But then be remembered how Bimon used
to tremble st the whiz of o

and he wobdered no more. Almost did

he pity the poor wretch, Btraight, pow-
| erful and tall he stood, with bis bruad

chest expanded, while before bim fairly
cowered the diminntive form of the vil-
lain. .

*Ah, Simon, I've taught the sword art
since you left me in France! Take earel
Poor wretch, 1 gave you credit for more
gkill, and for more courage.”

In ull probability, the villain believed
that Goupart meant to kill him if he
could. That bellef begot n foeling of de-
spair, and thiat last taunt fired him. Lilke
the cornersd rat, he set to now with all
theé enerigy of 8 dying man, and for a
few momznts St. Denis had to  look
sharp; but It was only for a few mo-
ments. Simon made a point-binnk thrust
from a left guard, and with a quick
movement to the right, Goupart brought
a downward stroke with all his available
foree, only meaning to break his nntag-
onist's sword, or strike it from his grasp,
and thus end the condict without binad-
shed. Buot Simon ha) thrust his arm
turther forward than Gotpart had caleu-
lated, nad the blow fell upon the sword
hand, the guar] receiving part of the
foree, thus causing a slanting stroke.
With a quick ery of pain, Bimov deopped
his weapon and started back.

“Don't strike me now!"” he eried,

“Fear not,” replled Goupart, 1 never
strike & defenseless man, But are you
satinfind ¥ '

“Yes—ycs! But that was a cowardly
stroke.”

“No—no, Lobols, I meant not to strike
you then: | only meant to kneck™ your
sword down. But you know you have
been at my meroy thriee"

“It was your own fault that you did not
take advantage of it. T should bave kill-
ed you had I heen able, and I think you
would have done the same.”

“No!" cried the marquls; “you koow
Letter than that, Bimoo.”

But the wonnded man made no further
reply. His hand pained him now, and he
Beld It out towards the marquls with a
bessoching look. The old man examined
It, and found that a bad gash was cut
from the roots of the thumb to the wrist,
on the back of the band, but none of the
bones were harmed. Had not the guard
of the sword recelved the welght of the
blow, the hand would have been severed
wholly off, for the stout lron guard was
tound cut nearly in twain!

And thus ended the duel, Goupart was
surprised at the easy victory he had won,
while Bimon was surprised at the ncredl-
ble skill his antagonist had displayed.
And the marquis was thankful—deeply
thankfal—for the result, so far as were
lite and death were concerncd.

(To be continued.)

UNSPOKEN SYMPATHY.

Little Children Who Were Careful Noat
to Hart an Uncle's Feellngs,

He was a blg, burly, good-natured
conductor on a country rallroad, and
he had watched them with much inter-
est as they got on the traln. There
were two handsome, round-faced, rosy-
cheeked boys, and three sunny-halred
pretty lttle girls of various slzes and
ages, A grave, kind-looking gentleman,
evidently their guardian, got In with
them; and the conductor's attentlon
was soon caught by the fact that the
apparently enger conversation was car-
ried on by means of 4 deaf-and-dumb
alphabet, the gentleman joluing In so
pleasantly that the conductor beamed
on him with approval. Naturally kind-
hearted himself, 1t pleased him to see
this tralt In others. But hls Lonest
eyes were misty as he thought of his
own nolsy crowd of youngsters at
home, and contrasted them with this
prim lttle company who smiled and
gesticulated, but made no sound,

It was plain they were off on a holl-
day Jjuunt, for they all had satchels,
and wore 4 festive, “go-away” alr; and
the conduetor, whose fancy played
about them continually, settled It In his
mind that they belonged to some asy-
lum, and were going with thelr tencher
for a vacdtion trip. He couldn't help
watching them, and nodding to them
as he passed through the car; they re-

stores Are open untll 1 p. m., and trade ls even gresler thun on woeek

SI.‘xDAY fn Mexico 18 the day of enJoyment if not of rest. All tue
days, for it I the great shopplng day of the lower clusses,

The streets are filled «ith people, rich. and poor, old and young. well- l

dresséd and fn rags. Hee 18 n rncbero magnificent In bils gold embroid-
ered Lat and tight-Atting "Charre” sult walking slde, by slde with the poor

peon whose ralment consists of a cotlon shirt, blue jeana and “gparaches,” |
or sandals, with a red “serape” or blauket thrown over his shoulders. |

Here the Indy of fushion I silks and satlns elbows ber less fortunnte
slster In cotton walst and skirt—barefuoted, but always with the inevitable
“rebozo" or searf over her head,

All morning bands have been playing through the streets advertising
“La gran Corrida de Toros. or bull fight, which will take place In the
“Plage Ge Toros,” at 3:30 p. m. The three Revertes, greatest of bull-
fightere, are named as the “matadoren.” Are they not well worth soeing?
Ask any cltizen of the Republic of Mexico, .

We purchase tlekets at $35 a hend and pass in. The bull ring Is ar-
ranged as were the amphitheaters of olden times;.In the center the ring,
then a barrler, inside of which and running around the ring la a prssage
about § feet 6 inches wide, with Httle gates st Intervals, s0 that In case
the bull jutaps the barrler he may agaln reach the ring; then another fence,
and tler upon tler of seats, and finally, at the top, the boxes holding ten
persons, with the judges' box In the center.

The bugle blows, and the gate of the bull pen s thrown open. The
bull appears In the middle of the ring, his back ornamented and his rage
Increased by a dart wlileh has been placed ln his shoulders as he passed the
gate. Swiftly he makes a tour of the ring, driving all except the “plendores™
over the fence. Soon one seemingly more venturesome than the rest runs
torward and flaunts his red ‘capa” in the bull's face, and ls immediately
chased over the barrlers. Most of this ls done for effect.

The “matador” then takes a hand In the game and stands in front
of the bull, allowing hlm to charge the “capa,” and nimbly stepplng out of
the way when he does so, i

The “plondores” spur thelr ponles forward, and apparently for the frst
time the bull notlces them, He charges flercely; the “pleador” ls unable
to repel the attnck with lis long plke, and In an Instant the “ploador” and
liorse are down, the former undegneath, and the horse dying from a wound
In the heart from which the blood spurts, or rather gushes. Another “plca-
dor” rides forward and ls upset. His horse picks himself up, and runa
madly meross the ring Into the fence on the other slde and drops. He
Is soon vemoved. Another “pleador” has his horse badly gashed on the
shoulder, and then the “pleadores” leave the ring. The Dbull has charged
them three times, and thelr duty Is performed.

Then come the “binderlleros,” armed with sticks two feet long, in the
end of which is a barb—polnted Iike a fish hook, 'The first stands faclng
the bull and waves hls arms snd stamps his foot dramatieally to bid
defiance. The bull looks surprised. The banderillo runs forward, and as
the bull elinrges this new enemy places hig “banderillas” in the bull's
ghoulders 8t the base of the neck, ove on each side of the spinal column,
and, skipping nimbly out of the way, runs for the barrier with the palo-
maddened bull after him. '

The second “banderillo” Introduces a novelty. He places a. pocket-
handkerehlef on the ground, stands upon It, and as the bull charges, places
Wg “banderillas” and sways his body out of the road just In time to
egonpe the horns. Three pales of “banderillas” must be placed, asd then
the bugle sounds once more.

The “matador” takes the “espada” (sword) and the ‘muletn.” or scarlet
cloth, and after nsking and recelving the permission of the judge to kill,
advances to the bull

The first “matador” Is Neverte Eapanol. He waves the scarlet “muleta¥
before the bull, who bllndly charges to flud notling—but as he turns, there
agnin 18 the tantalizing plece of red before him. After several charges of
this kind, he stops, pusfled and somewhat tired, and watches the “muleta”
closely. Now ls Heverte's time. He turns sidewnys, the sword polsed on
a level with the shonlder, ginnces along It to mnke sure of lis fim and
ronnipg at the bull, who nlso charges, he sends it home through the bull's
beart.

The bull sloks to his knees, and & small dagger s plunged Into the spinal
ecolumn behind the horns. The King Is dend.

The baud plays the “Viectorlous Torero,” the people shout, and the body
of the bull is haunled nway to be put up and sold to the poor people. Then
the victorlous “torero” makes a cirult of the ring and réeelves the plaudits
of the people. Hats are thrown down Into the ring, and bappy is he whose
it fa thrown back by the hand of the mntador. Money snd clgars also
fall thickly, all picked up by the attendant members of the “coadrilla*

turned his greeting In kind, befug cheer-
tul little souls, and he bogan to look
:'orward with regret to the time of part-
ng.

At lengih, at one of the rural sia-
tions, the gentleman kissed the young
onea hurrledly all round, and got off
the train. They leaned out of the win-
dows and waved enthuslastie farewells
as the ear moved on; then the biggest
“little girl" took a brown-paper bag
from her satchel, and distributed crack-
ers In even shares. The conductor, In
passing. smiled and nodded as usupal,
as the little girl held out the paper bag
to him,

“Do have some,”" she sald.

He started back In sheer amagement.

“What!™ he exelalmed; “you can tallk,
then—all of you?"

“Of course!™ they cried in chorus.

The conductor sank into the seat
across the alsle, “T thought you were
deaf and domb!” he gasped.

“Oh, how Tunny!" erled one of the
rogy-Choeked boys. “Why, that was
Uncle Jack, poor fellow. He was born
that way. We wouldn’t talk while he
wans with o=; it might hurt bls feel-
Ings, you know, Hello! here's our sta-
tlon, Come on, girls!" and the five
trooped nolslly out, nnd waved thelr
handkerchiefs from the platform as the
train moved on.—8t. Nicholns,

Willie's Porplexity.

When Willle came home last night he
was wore convinced of the uselessness
of wschools than he ever was before,
says the Buffalo Express, Asked the
nature of his latest tronble, be ex-
plained that “postpone™ had been one
of the words In the spelling lesson of
the day. The teached had directed the
puplis to write n sentence In which the
special word shonld appear.

Along with others, Willle announced

that be did bot know the meaning of

the word, and so could pot use it In &

FROM A "PROBLEM"™ NOVEL With these tremendous worls he
sle—— 5 sprung through the window, taking the
brn 1, ™ 2 | i i i
The womnn stocd alone,
heard up. o (he onyx Ooor =
or-&“::e::':l::.' P.0 ke ony A step was beard upon (he onyx flaor
“8l-h! me hoosban' ces comvergl!” "o MI"_S'____._-._.__
whispered luovely Ludy Sorrentina de TRY ROPE BKIPPING.
Luke View, struggling weakly in the

flery artus of L.rd Qlairmount de Mo | Novel Remedy for Many of the Iils that
terville. Annoy Women,

“1 love you! I love you!" burningly Tiwes have changed since then, and
nissed Clalrmount, the helr to Qakd e | €ven the skipping rope Las under-
willluns, according to the Pittsburg Dis- | BOUE Progress, The rope has been pro-
pa.ch. moted, untll now It s brought out

His curly balr waved about his fair|at all seasons of the year, and is used
head Uke a shimmering balo wrought | U¥ old and young allke. Its missjon
of sllken starbeams. mow s the restoration of the skin, the

The woman stood, trembling, beauti-| making of a pair of dimples, the
fully, like s frightened doe at the edge strengiliening of the heart and the re-
of the forest, newn! of youthful charm.

“Ping-tank, tng-tank, ting-tank!” re-| ¥From this list &t will be seen that
moiselessly purled the lttle elock in| the skipping rope s relled upon as &
the corservatury—ibe (Imepiece of the | odern miracle worker. And the

nowerels,

| WHEN HE PAOPOSED.

Word “Cataciysm’ Nearly Wrocked
l His lmpassioned Avowal
| As'Me, Blinks paced to and fro with-
in the Hmits of his 8x10 c¢hamber, It
would bave bien evident (o the most
casunl observer that the miod of the
young man was greatly perturbed
Upon lis brond forebend the Suger of
anxiety bad traced a wrlukle and his
abundant hair ‘was disheveled where
his hands had grappled It lo (he siress
of the problem be (mced. As he paced
the foor be oceuslonally muttercd. to
Blmself, but the mutterings seemed de-
vald of meaning. At list he chaoced
to observe hle own refl ctlon In the
mirror on the dresser and, pausing I
tront of It, he address:d his Imaged
pelf:

“You are a nlce party, you are! A
nlee apol gy for nothing In particular!
You are six feet bigh and bullt accord-
Ingly, and you are afinld of a bit of
femininity that stands five feet nothing
In lts French boots! 'Yia, you are; It
I useless for you to deny. 1 know you,
you great, overgrown cownril; you p se
| a8 belng somebody, but you are a mere
bluff. You swell around and try to keep
"‘op the pretense until you meet five fect
nothing, and then 4

Mr., Blinks shruptly cens d tnlking
and moollly walked from the mlrror,
Agaln he ran bls hand through his bhalr
|and after that viclently bit his mus-

tache for a time. - Then he again spoke:

“IM do It 1T die for Bt 1 wlil. 1
will go over this very evening nnd have
[ the thing setiled once aud for all. No-
| body shall longer have an oppo:tunity
Ito say that [ am afiaid of a lawn dr.ss
(and Its contents. I will summon wy
courage to the sileking point. Here
goes "

A half-hour later Mr. Blinks, still
chew)ng his mustache, was altting In a
small and cozlly appointed pailor
awalting the arrival of five fest nothing
on tho scene. The little lady took her
time and the young man in his nervous
tenslon suffered accord ngly. Beconds
sectued minutes and minutes svemed
hours while still be walted. At last the
rustle of a dress was henrd and asbe
whom he awaited appeared.

Mr. Blinks sald to h'mself that he
da not walt lést he should fall by
the wayside, 80 he drew a loug breath,

most before the young lady falrly was
seated, took the decisive plunge.

“Mary," sald the young mnn, as he
nerved himself to the effort, "you must
ece now have observed the condl lon
of my feellngs. You must long ngo
have felt how | have suin—that ls, you
must long ago bave sven how [ have
felt, You must know the emotions
with which I look upon you. When |
am with you I feel ar If my entire na
ture bad undergoneé a compliede cln‘as
eysm—thnt |s. & eomplete kit¥elism—
or, I should say, catechism. Mary, what
1 wish lo say Is that o jour prescnee ]
feel that my nature has ond-rgone o
complete  kittechas—kizzcyc'atiemm—a
complete elagzykit—Mary, a complete
Hszyclat—a cleempote climmypas—-="

“Mr. Blinks!' o low, sweet voice [n-
terrupied bhim,

“Yes, Mary."

“Don't you think you might gt along
batter If you wouldl skip the woid cain-
clysm and go right on?™

Bo he skippad the word, says the
New York Times, und everytiing weat
along too beautifully to be told

Grestoness ofanAgricultural Education

summoned courage from the deep and |H
hidden recesses of hls nature and, al- [

“You remember when Duncau's son

GED. P. GROWELL,

Oldest m..“a%;‘.: 1o the valley)

DEALER IN

Dry Goods, Groceries,
Boots and Shoes,
Hardware,

Flour and Feed, etc.

This old-established house will cun-
tinue to pay cash for all ita goods; it
pays no rent; it employs = clerk, but
does not have to divide with a vartner,
All dividends are made with customers
in the way of ressonable prices.

Lumber

Wood,
Posts, Etc.

Davenport Bros.
Lumber Co.

Have opened an office in Hood River,
Call and get prices and leave orders,
which will be promptly filled.

THE GLACIER

Published Every Friday
$1.60 A YEAR.

Advertising, 50 cents per inch, singlo

-leolumn, per month; onehall inch or

lesn, 26 conts, Reading notices, § cents

a line each insertion.

THE GLACIER prints all the local
nows fit to print.

When yott sce it in THE GLACIER
you may kuow that others see it,

RN DR DA DA TR S
s s s L) !

U LA L O A AR O TR R A TR LA )

N.

OREGON
Sng'l:r LINE

ano UNION PACIFIC

UNION
PACIFIC

“Al, Cleermint, Cleermint!” came the
rich French whisper, “you know not
what you do. I In dangire aml”

She thought of her drunken husband,
whao at this moment might be leav.ng
the ballrcom—If, Indeed, he were not
dnielug A minuet with that coarse En-
glish glrl, whom she hated. Every del-
jen.¢ fiber n the woman's body revolt-
ed at the thought of ber hushand pay-
tng wttentions to that violet-eyed minx,
while she—would she flee with this
boautiful buy to his villn overlooking
the Adriatic? A thousand temptations,
& thousand wrongs, the endless and un-
happy vistas of her past shot through
her mind o the twinkilng of & start
She had preserved her beauty through
itall. What g preservation] * * * Her
w.manhood trinmphed.

* Re'ease me, my fren',” she sa'd, with
ealm grandeur, rising to a full helght.
1 vill your leetel seester be forever!™

sentence, The teacher explalned that It : A stop was beard upou the oynx fioor
meant “delay” or “put off,” und, en- of the puiace.

couraged the youngsters to try. Wil |

lie's thoughis were oa pleasanter

things than school, and bis madetoor '

der sentence wus:
“Boys postpone thelr clothes when
they go b swimming.”

Not Alike.
The Professor—Don't use that phrase,
my dear, It Is grossly unsclentifie.
His Wife—What phrase—“As much
alike as two peas?™

The Professor—Yes. Examined un- |

der the microscope, two peas will pre-
sent startling differences. —Puck.

Surmounted diMculties not ealy
teach, but hearten os lo ouwr fulure

strugglos.—Sharp

“It ¢es me hossban,” the Woman
murtnared, frigid with teror.

Lond Clatrmount released her hastily,
Hix faes, which the woman saw, wus
a8 white as moonbars are.

“l fear no mortal man!™ he hissed,
huskily. rememb: ring his military traln-
Ivg even In that dire extremity.

The s'ep was beard ovee more.

“Al, be vill lnsh me, vit hees glovel”
the womay exclaimed io a parcxysm of

terror.

Lord Clairmount reached the window
safely. “Mind you" ke exclaimed, feel-
ing in bis pocket for & sword “1 flee
from no man, but absent mysif thus
coolly lost the ‘magnzines of clever
uess’ should bear of this!™

woman who tries It will qrtn that
it 4 such toe the last Inch.

To manlpulate the skipping rope
properly & rope should be obialped of
the kind which 1s fitted with handles
Thus one can have a support for the
fingers to keep the rope from cdtting
jnto the hand. Then, too, the handles
anable one to shorten the rope and
to make highest skips at will

The second requisite |s that the alr
ln which the skipping ls performed
shall-ba fresh.

Women go out into the alr more than
they once did, and when It comes
to exerclsing they exercise directly
in the open. Who dees net remember
the fOrst gymnasioms, stuffy things
under ground uvsuslly., Fully heated,
almost unventilated, breathing of the
heaviness of stone, they have opened
to the pupll, who was expected to
come In and get health and strength by
exercising In the dark place

The gymnasiums now are luxuri-
ously fitted out. But, If bereft of lux-
ury, they are at least well alred. In
one house, where there ls a room ecall-
#d by courtesy the grmnasium, the
sole spparatus conststs of dumb-bells,
a bow and arrow, a tin horn, = skip-
plng rope, & wand and a palr of flat
irone

But there are many lttle low win-
down, for the grmnasium s an attie
floor, and one side of the room has
a wide, low mirror. In this place the
women of the family go beauty bunt-
Ing every day. says the Indlanapolls
News. And the first move on enter-
ing the gymbasium is to open all the
windows,

Ever notice what a serambie there
Is among merchauts for a good clerk?

wrote bhowe from college that he was “YIME SCHEDULES
Ifem'lnt. Duncan thought be was bulld- Darise Portiand, Or. """__
ing fences? l Chicago  |Balt Lake, Donver,| 4:30p.m.
Yes, l:wll?n‘d FL. Wo umuh't
[ - 13 iy,
Well, now he writes home that he BT ﬁ:.:',:t';m_;“m
Is vaulting, and Duncap thinks be Is via l East,
bulldings vaults” H glon.
‘ Avantie | St Paul Fast Mafl | “10:50 &
The Place. ._“F"':‘
“Yon can't very well miss 1t," sald sty
meck-whiskered and pos-lmistically in. Huntinglon
clined Farmer Bintoser, In reply 1o the g
| inquiry of the strauger. “Jusi keep on  BtoPaul | Atantic Exprem. | 7:85s. m
along down the 10ad (il you come to a :'-;, ":‘
white house ou the right-band side, 'L‘
with green blinds, where there’s a com- Grekae

macding-ssed woman luslle, thip d
econn derably like n cloibes-horse, trim- | TOIHOURS

ming & hat or sewing o rag mat or PORTLAND TO CHICAGO

something of that surt aud at the rame
time putting up preservens, rocking ibe| No Change of Cars.
Lowest Rates. Quickest Time

eradle, belleving In predestivacion and,
a lMteral hell, pleking Buws In (he t-n‘|
tire neighborhood, watching to sce ev-
erybody that passes by, wondering to |
gracious where they are golng and what
tor and giving Ihrge, angular gl e s

OCEAN AND RIVER SCHEDULE

YilOS PORTLAND.

i
n 3

of her mind to a small frighien d-l o o ‘ll!uh}.:ltul:eb:.nl:: .
Jooking husband, who sppenrs 10 be on
the point, most of the tlme, of lrylng! r&?:t:t:‘f‘m;
to erawl lus'de of himself. as & Kang - - .
oo Is ssld to hide In Its own watch
pocket In time of darger. Yes, that's |
where my second eousin, Canute J, t;.n:-:}-‘:hr MMM lnxmlb:u:u

Pennypacker, lives " —8mart Set, SanE 7w agortesns Wag
v i P Laudings

Boon Counted,
All kinds of guestions come lo the g
answers- to-correspandents man of o IQ:‘_- Wed.

Witlsmetts Wiver, | 3:30 p. i,

Tues, Thu,,
daily paper, and the lupatience he oc-{ i Prl G, Indepee- e
caslonally manifests In not surprising. uﬁ':r'u 1.‘.'.5'1..,.
“Editor of —" wrote an Inqum-uf l
citizen one day, “will you please tell -
me haw ;’un: kinds of lypewrltm"‘l:uni: ’ Tambill Hiver. *J_h;'n.
there are wen . | on., Wed
et O iy,
Thia was banded 1o the avawersio-| o |Casdwer ket o
eorrespondents man, and In the next ‘ 3
lasve of the paper he replied to it as |
follows: | |
: “I'wo—male and female.” :’5; ‘;LE".:"M":.;:;.” :JEIF :l:“
Iy n V aLre
! An Immense Whest Field, Batucdey | | ¥riday.
The biggest wheat 6 11 In the w_rid ——e
s In the Argentine Ropullie. "It Le A. L. CRAIG
longs fo an liallan named (luszoue and Ge Fasenger ,.; rtl
,ovas Just gver 100 sguure milos - . S

A.N. HOAR, ! gent. Uieod River,

L




