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CHAPTER 1V.—(Continued.)

Rose was very proud of her flowers,
and she Joved thewm, too. This morning
she had brought the first of the rare
white roses which bad opesed in the
warm sunshioe on her tavorite tree. Bhe
was continuing ber way, when a shadow
fell across the sunlit path, and startled
her. Raising her head, she beheld ber
couain Gasparde,

“Good morning, Mademoiselle Rose,"
he sald,

Carelensly and briefly she returned hia
salutation, and was hurrying on to es
cape from his unwelcome presence, when
he laid his hand on her arm.

“Stop a moment, Cousin Iose; I want
to nsk you a question. | came over to
the cottage n moment ago, and found
neither your father nor yoursellf at home.
I wanted to see him oo busioess. |

eaught sight of you coming along the road

here, and so hurried on to overtake you
to mak you where he s

“Hae Is at the house of neighbor An-
toine, I believe,” answered Roge, coldly;
“ut least, he aaid he wns going there. But
let me go, It you please, Guspards,” and
she slipped ber arm away from his hand,
whose lightest touch was disagreeable
to her—"let me go: I am In & great hurry,
1 am golng to the chatean.”

“0, are you?" he sald, coldly; “then 1
will sccompany you ss far as neigrbor
Antoine's, where I may meet your fath-
er, Omne alwayn likes comprny on =0
lonely a road as this."

He walked on by her side, whistling
some gay air from time to time; but he
did not speak agnin for a long while,
Rose was in dread lest the aubject of dis-
cusslon which had arisen between them
the night before should be renewod. But
bhe kept on, whistling and meditating by
turns, without recurring to it; and hop-
Ing, ax they went on, that he did not
mean to trouble her with It sagain, she
began to feel somewhat relleved.

At length, however, he stopped whist-
ling nnd glanced down at his compan-
lon's face.

“I'hey sy the Count d'Artols has ar
rived at the chatean,” he remarked.

Rose was silent, though she saw some
rejolader was expected.

“1 suppose there will be gay doings
there now,” he went on, seelng that she
did not mean to speak; "for the coumt
Is & gay mam, and not & very good one,
either,” he added, maliciously, though
he knew nothing whiutever of the count's
character. “People tell that he ls &
great speadthrife.”

Yet Hose was silent, though her cheeks
greéw hotter, It was nothiog to her what
character the gentleman might bear;
for was she not almost an utter sirunger
to him? But she had seen him, and con-
celved a good opinion of him, and she
was oshamed and Indignant ot Gas-
parde’s mluchlevoon, lilpntured remarks.

“Heport says, too," contibued Gas
parde, “that he Is about to marry his
bheautiful cousin, Mademoiselle Helen,
The contract was made years ago, What
do you think of all that, Cousin Hose "
for be was determined, by a direct gues-
tion, to make her speak to him,

“I think you are very wileked and very
disagreeable,” she answered plainly, “in
pulling other people's charpcters to
pleces, and a gossip who meddles with
other people’s nffuirs. Fie on you, Gus

parde! I am ashamed of you;” and she
hurried on.
“Hard words—hard words, Mademoi-

selle," said Gasparde, speaking in o care-
lean tone, and biting his lips to conceal
the vexation caused by ber sharp reproof;
“but coming from such pretty lips, 1 nev-
er could take them for enrnest in the
world, Do you know, Consin Rose, |
have heard it saild that a womnn ever
treats worst the man she best likes; so
1 take your hard haodling for so many
compliments, and feel guite Antlered by
thewm."

Rose grew a little paler; but she nelth-
er looked at nor amswered him,  And still
whe hurrled on, glad that she wias 5o near
the end of her walk, for she had nlmost
reached the aseent to the chatean,

“Well, consin,” said Gasparde, "I hope
you have thought better of the offer
which 1 made to ron last night"

“No, nor ever shull," she answered, res.
olutely, though with a slight tremualons
ness of tone,

““T'bat in & grest pity; for 1 am resoly-
ed to have yon, nt all cvents, my dear,
so you need pot be wshy. And now,
there is another guestlon still, Roge, |
supposs you haven't seen thin rascally
yoting count of whom we hare leen
speaking?”

Thers was a sneer In his tone, His
evil glance, In a sidelong directlon, scan-
ped the young girl's conutenance,

40, you won't tell, eh? he said, *1
puppose if T should ask a closer gnestion,
1 might get you to talk. Was he at tha
cottage last night, or this morning 7"

“1 will not tell you,"” she uttersd, trem-
bling in every limb with fear and indig-
pation. And she attempted to spring up
the path; but he selsed her hand and
prevented her,

“Not no fast, my dear. T must keep
you a little longer. Listen, now. 1
kuow he was there, although you have
heen very careful not to tell me; for the
tracks of & horse’s fret and 2 gentle
man's boots are in the soll outside, the
Iatter belonging to the count, 1 am pret-
ty sure. | have his measure. But he
won't come there again, mind that! Now,
my pretty cousin, you may give me &
Kina"™

“Gasparde, let me go!" she eried, In
terror and disgust, as he held her hand,

“0, yon won't give me one, will you?
Why, then, I mast take it."

“Muast you? ‘There are two words to
that bargalo, my man!”

It was a light forms that sprang out of
the thicket by the wayside; a resolute
volee that uttered these words; n grace-
ful arm with iron foree that laid the ras-
cal, nt one stroke, prostrate on the earth.
And Gasparde, lying st the feet of his
aesailant, was almost insane with rage.
He had seety that form, heard that volce,
feit the weight of that arm, to his cost
belore.

And Count Louis stood there guietly,
as Guspande rose aguia to his feet, shak-
Ing his clenched hand with muttersd
menaces, snd seemingly incilned to re-
turn the attack.

“Come, you want some more, my fine
fellow, [ think,"” sald the gentlemsn. “Ir
that is the case, [ can finish yoo as well
now as any time. You deserve a sound
thrashing, and | am quite willing to &l
mininter it. Are you ready to receive 7"

The man gave a vengeful glance, an
other warning with that clenched hand,
and, tumiog, walked rapldly down the
ascent, without uttering a word

The count looked after bim an instant
and then joined Rowe, who, with hiended
fear and interest, had watched this briel
wrne.

* b monsicur, 1

thank jyoa vwery|
L

much!” she said, gratefully, as he ad-
vanced towards her.

“And I am very glad that 1 happened
to be near,” he returped, with a frank
smile, “to chastise the insolant fellow.
Why, he was over-bold, Rose! Who Is
he?"

“A worthless cousin of mise, mon-
sieur,” replied Rose, “who has under-
taken to annoy me occasionally of late.
1 hope his well-deserved punishment will
teach him better mauners for the fu-
ture."”

“1 hope so; but it will be beat to be-
ware of him now. You must lup. as
much as pousible, out of his way.'

“That I have always done, monsleur.
But he has never been so daring before.”

1 thipk I heard him mention me, Rowe.
What did he say?’ usked the young
count.

Rose Lamonte blushed slightly, as she
replied.

*Heanid lhn.t‘:ln .nbould never come
to the cotta I

“Ah, ru.'rhnml it; 1 remember now,
And be knew of my visit by the foot-
prints? He must bave been watching
me closely. Yet, where could he have
seen me? 1 only completed the journey
from Lyons last night.”

The good marquls was standing oo the
terrace steps ns they went up.

“Good morning, my child,” he said,
kindly to Rose, "“Out so early with your
roses ¥’

She smiled.

“Yes, wovnsieur; and they are very fine
onesn. Beel”

“Yes, indeed. And you have bronght
a rare supply of them. But, after all,
you will carry back more than sou hdn:
Your walk has done you good, 1 see}”
and he smilingly stroked her damask
cheak, to which the exercise, and a little
excltetient together, hud indeed brought
the sweetest of roses,

Coloring still more deeply, our herolne,
with laughing eyes, ran up the steps, and
disappeared within the entrance of the
chatean.

The young cotint related to his uncle
the Incldent which had ocenrred during
his morning’s ramble, The gool murquis
listened with iuterested attention, and
strongly evineed sympathy.

"“Ihe rascall” he sald, indigoantly, as
he heard of Gasparde’s rudencss. 1 am
glad you gave him a suitable correction.
That fellow marry Rose!"

“It Is to be supposed that her father
will resent his insolence,”

“0, undoubtedly—nudoubtedly, Louls,
e Is a stern man, that Hogh Lamonts,
and will teach Gasparile his business af-
ter this. He ls & strange, stern man, si-
lent and reserved, and almost a bermit,
as ote might say, He seldom leaves
home; works In his Hitle garden, and tills
the thrifty pateh of soll adjoining it from
morning till night, or cots in the forest
the wood which I8 to serve for his win-
ter's fuel, and often n lond to carry to
the town on market days, with the pro-
dure from his lund, as may not be requir-
ed for his owno ose. He bas, 1 think, no
encmies; yet he sevms disinelioed to conrt
the friendship of any, though the few
neighbors about him, among the farm
houses, are kindly dispossd toward him,
amd every one of them loves little Rose.
He is apart from them—a distant charpe-
ter,”

YAnd a pecultar one, from your descrip-
tlon."

“Precisely. He lives a peasant’s life,
nnd wears a4 pessunt’s garh, and yet he
can assume—ay, and he does, at times,
the bearing of n very king. The hv;-llllt:
of his position Is bolied by the spii and
demeanor of the mau, He is uncommuni-
cative, distant, almost haughty, toward
all others; to his ehlld, be is the tender-
est, most affectionate of parents,”

“You interest me, uncle. How long
have you known this man 7

“He cume into the neighborhood some
twelve or thirtéen years ago, and settled
in the place where he dwells at present,
remote from every other habitation. His
wife, it is supposed, or has been gather-
wd from some remarks made by bhim or
Rowe, was dead. Rose herself was then
a little cresture of, perhaps, throe or four
vears. A peamant he may be by birth,
but | eannot treat him like one. 1 con-
fess, he perplexes me,"”

“I do not marvel at it. What a mys-
tery the man must be! I have the great-
est curiosity to bebold him.”

“That yon will donbtless do, sooner or
Inten, though it will be with diMenlty, 1
think, that you will obtain ecommunicn-
tiot with him, But here cotves onr Rose
of the wilderness."

And, as be spoke, the young girl ap-
peared at the door,

“Uncle,” sald Louls, “1 must go back
with her, to see her safely to the end of
bher way, She may meet that insoleat
fellow agnin.”

“You are right, my dear boy—you are
right,” returned the marquin,

Louls eould not help observing how
much more besutifal, it possible looked
Rose this wmorolng, than when be had
first seen her, although, even then, It was
an If he had suddenly come upon some
lovely picture touched with the warmest
coloring and most perfect grace of the
painter’s art.

“How pretty she [al" thought the count;
"und she Is only sixteen.”

And It was wnot ber face alone that
was thus charming, an he sbortly found,
nor the ibnate grace of her manner; for
Rose Lamoote possessed quick and deli-
cate perceptions, a refined love of the
beauatiful, and a mind cultivated to & de-
gree extremely unususl in cae of ber sta-
tion, yet scarcely surprising in ber. For
both her tather and Mademolselle Mon-
tnoban had taken pains to improve a nat-
urally fine intellect, that expanded duily
with the care bestowed upon it; and
Lonis was more deeply gratified than he
could express, on recognizing this mental
worth, combinel, as it was, with sach
phynical perfection.

A brief walk & was from the chatesn to
the cottage, 5o, al least, it seemed to
the count. Hw smiled as they reached
the door.

“How soor we are here!" he mald. 1
think the d'stamce must bave been esti-
mated incorrectly, 1 fhink we bave been
hardly hal” an bour In coming. Is your
father at “wome, Rowe?"

He war not there. Louls did not go
in, but strod an instznt by the door and
looked about him.

"What « pleasant Bitle place this la!™
sald be. “Rose, | should like to take a
sketch of It, some day, with you sitting
just bere in the sunabine in the doorway.
at work™

He paused u moment longer; beut to
inhale the fragrance of the mignonette lo |

.mmnuthotriuoww and thea |

turned to bis prity compunion aguin.

= Adien, my Httiw triend.” e vouched
ber hand In a half-assured clasp.

“Adien, monsieur. Yoo have been very
good to come so fgr with me"

“It was a pleasu®.” He smiled, torn-
ed away, and was gone,

And Rose, after n moment's thought
ful glanee at his receding fgure, went In,
and prepared ber father's dinner agninst
his return,

L - a L] L] L L]

“l will bave no insolence, Gasparde,
mind that! You will keep away from
Rose in the future. She detests you, and
your language and condoct of this morn-
Ing rully justify her in so doing. | warn
yon. You know my character; beware
of aronsing me by a repetition of this."

Hugh Lamonte, at suuset, had been
standing at his door, and Gasparde, re
turniog to his home beyond the forest
from the village, where he had passed
the day, was obliged to pause on the
path leading past the cottage, to receive
the wtern reprimand of the former, He
feared Hogh; be could not escape, by a
display of his wsual bravade, the bitter
weverity of Huogh's words, and, lo these
cirenmataneces, bis last resort was a sul-
len wilence, which indicated the apirvit ia
which he recelved them.

“Do not come hither again. Keep whers
you belong, among your fellows. [ shall
be there to-night, at the rendeavous, And
it will be near the last time, to give you
orders. | must clear my hands of this
business soon. | am gettiog sick of it."

“Getting sick of it, is he?" muttered
the fellow to himself, *"Goodl 1 shall
have a rare sweep of it, when 1 get af-
fairs undér my mansgement. You will
abdicate, monsieur, in my favor. BExcel-
Jemt]"

“Go," sald Hugh Lamonte, coldly, at
length, as be looked up once more—"go;
it s sufficient—the lesson which [ hear
the count has taught you this morning;
otherwine, you would recelve from me
now something more serions than the re-
proof 1 have given you. Gol" And he
turned and went into the cottage, shut-
ting the door behind him,

“Oh, I will pay you finely—won't I,
maonsienr?’ muttered Gasparde, between
his elenched teeth, and making a menncs
Ing motion towards the direction, “And
the eount, too. I have a reckouing with
both of you, a long one. Never fear but
I will pag it well; and then for my pret-
ty Rose, of whom you are so fealous!"

(To be continned.)

"LONG-DISTANCE SIGN TALK.

Bmoke Pillars and Filery Arrows Wers
Indian Metho s of Commun cat'on,
Talking by smoke was one of the

means of communication upon the

Amerlean plains In the early duys of

travel. This kind of talk soon berame

intelligible to the traveler, so that he
undersiood the signlflcance of the
spires of smoke which he sometimes

suw rising from a distaot ridge or Lill,

and snswered In kind from a different

direction. It was the signal talk of
the Indians neross miles of Intervening
country, and was used ln rallying the
wartiors for an attack, or In warning
them of a retreat when that seemed

Decessary,

The Indlan had a way of sending up
the smoke In rings and puffs, knowing
that such a colump would at once be
noticed aud understood to be n slgnal,
and not the smoke from some ordinary
onmp-tire.

The riugs were made by covering the
fire with a blanket for n moment, then
suddenly removing the binnkel and nl-
lowing the smokle to ascend, when the
Ore wps Instantly covered up again,
The column of ascending smoke rings
gald to every Iodian within n circle of
perhaps tweuty or thirty miles: “Look
out, there Is un enemy near.”

A writer In the Chicago Tribune ex-
plaing that three smokes bullt cloge to-
gether meant danger. One smoke sim-
ply sald, “Attention.” Two wmeant,
“Camp at this place'”

To one who has traveled upon the
plaing the usefulness of this long.dis-
tance telephone becomes at once ap-
parent. Sometimes nt night the trav-
elor saw flery lines crossing the sky,
shooting up and falling, perhaps tnking
n direction diagonal to the Nue of vi-
slon,

If be was an old-timer he might In-
terpret the slgnals, nnd know that one
fire-arrow—nan arrow prepared by treat-
ing the head of the shaft with gun.
powder and fine bark—meant the same
as the column of smoke puffs, namely,

“An epemy 18 near.” Two lre-arrows
meant “Danger.” Three arrows sald, '

“This danger I8 great.”
for us."”
nir At once meant, “We shall attack.”
Thiree at once sald, “We attack now.”
Thus the untutored savage could tele
phone as well at nlght as by day,

ATCHISON GLCBE LIGHTS.

Comments ou Everyday Matters by an
Original Genlus

The longer & woman hns been mar
ried the smaller the knot of halr on
the back of her head,

Young people long to uncover the fu-
ture, bipt In a few years they lose this
desire In trylng to cover up the past

We have noticed that the mosquito
that sings soprano Is always more
fierce and hungry than those that sing
ténor or buss

Many a man ls charged with unkind-
ness to hts wife because she has
worked herselfl into a haggard state
getting up a church entertaliiment,

There Isn't much sald in a marriage
service, butl almost everything the man
wants to do for the balanve of his life
his consclence reminds him that he
promised not to do at the wedding

We have heard it sald lately that an
old man should kiss only old women,
You might as well say that o old man
should select only withered, over-ripe
cantaloupes, or little old apples that
are dried up,

The woman who owns 8 sllk petticont
s the objest of some envy, but the
envy thut stays by one all day, and sits
on one’s pillow at pight. Is felt only for
the woman who manages to keep her
Bpare rooms rented,

The older women speak of a girl of

sevenleen as belng a mere child but

when a married men comsiders her ns
nothing but a prattling babe, and klsses
her as such, what & howl Is ralsed be.
cause be kissed a grown young woman!
When a girl gets married all her wo-
men kin busy themselves with her
wedding outiit, and se¢ that she has
the proper number of skirts, ste. with
the proper amount-of trimming on
every article. But does anyons go
with the groom to buy his wedding
elpthes? Does bls mother or sister
pick out a ruflied pajama, and does any
one ever know if bis wedding socks
Are paies? I=n't it a faet th!
bridegroom gets & great deal of pey
| bect?

Several ar. |
rows suld, “The enemy are too many ending In the tolls of Lucretia, a Iate| yr athed, brokenly.
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ANGETY! Bangety! Bang!
“That mop Agaln!” groaned
Davis Herron, fixing his wife
with an irritable eye as he sat back
despairingly in bis easy chalr, spread-
ing the Evening Banner over his knees
with pervous fingers.

“I'm sorry, Dayls," said apologetie
Httle Mrs. Herron, “it does seem nn
impossibllity for Lucretia to do any-
thing quletly™

Her husband gave a dlsapproving
grunt. “Pity!" he remsarked audibly.
“I bought this farm to have a lttle
quiet; that's what 1 bought It for.
I come out of town to rest my nerves,
and whal do [ get? 1 hire a farmer
to run the place; 1 glve you money
for help; 1 do everything 1 can, and
I'm not considered a DIt. Next Bum-
mer—" his high bald head shook warn-
lugly.

“I've doue my best," returned Cor-
nella Herron. “No town servant will
utay out here. We are fortunate to
get Lucretls Wooda, | say.”

Davis gave n wee smlle of conellia-
tion. When hly unusually meek better
half allowed that metalile note to ereep
into her moft voice and pinched on
her eye glasses, it was time to smile,

“0Of course, of course,” he made haste
to gny. “But, my dear, you see how
it affects me"

“Amnd 1 do more work than I Uke to,”
went on Mra. Herron, taking advant-
age. “If Fancy cared for housework
we should get along nleely. 1 get ev-
ery bit 1 ean out of Lucretla. B8he
isn't a regular domestle, you know,
Her father Las a farm of his own,
and wants her to come home. Nothing
but my entreatles nduced the girl to
belp us out. [ wish she wouldn't
treat matters 8o lightly, though. She
doeen’t mind anything and—

But Mr. Herron had wisely resumcd
the perusal of his paper, while the
elatter of dishes In the nearby kitchen
and the bearty strilus of song In ac-
companiment beset his abused ears,

Then belp one another, boys,

Do It with a will,
gang Lucretla, and It was plaluly evl-
dent that the vocallst was dolng things
with a will.

Twenly years hefore Davis Herron,
then a clerk In the mavings bunk at
Riverton, hind declded that hls dream
of repose lay o o tiny farm two miles
from the village. This Idea had never
left him, Now the village was n large
and fourlshing town, and he was treus.
urer of fthe bank with a good
selary, and the savings of years, The
farm was his at lnst, and that very
Spring he had taken possession with
his wife and daughter, to enjoy his
dream, driving to and from his place
of business with the alr of a lnnded
proprietor,

Alas! the dream ot tlmes was of
the nightmarlsh description. An Ideal
spot was this little farm of a few
acres, with s pretty comfortable
dwelling and {he old-fashioned burn;
the brook singlng through the meadow
and the beautiful background of hills
They all loved It. Davls, Cornclia, and
even Fancy, thelr only and much spoll-
ed daughter, a pretty Indolent girl of
twenty-one, whose particular admirer,
Albert Melton. suddenly developed aun
inordioate luterest In furm affules and
n taste for the exercise of walklug,

Albert was o comparatively vew star
on the Hervon borlzon, but a bright
one, belng n young man of Industry
and prospecls. Bo he was made wel-
come and appeir d with rogul rity onl
very high collars, but as yet had made
no especinl slgn of matrimonial In.
terest. For the rest of him, he was of
& rather serlous mien and good looking,

a fascipating comb'nailon,

Sympathizing de:ply with the agrl
cultural woes of the now arous d Her-
ron, he also lent & kindly ear to the
domestle snarls which began with the
nlmolt fmmed'ate departure of the old
and tried Bridget, to be succeeded by |
two Incompentents, aod ‘at present |

Two arrows shot up into the 'and hustling mixtare of wnoise and | Then bhe went to work.

ability.

“Melton,” Davis bad sald coufident-
ly, “I'd rather run a bank than a
farm. | declare 1 would, Of course |
know all about It, have studled tho e
mbjecta for yenrs, and yet everything
'depends upon conditions. When we
need raln, It shioes; when we need
sun, it ralns, | lustroet my furmer,
be dlsagrees; I command him, be teils
me ® go run the bauk. Bays things
will come up when they get ready, An
excellent man and laborlous, but not
respoctful.  What would you do?*

" “I'd let him aione,” replied Abert,
laughing.

“Buf it's my farm. Well, then 1
drive out the afternoon for rest and a
pleasant reposeful evening, and my
wife says, 'Oh! dear, this has been
& bard day’ That lsn’t pleasant, and
the girl we have now doesn’t do a thing
but bang so that I can't read. Nice
girl, you understand, only terribly
polsy. I'm a mervous man, Melton,
What would you sdvise?”

“T'd let them alone” wsald Albert
spain. “You'll get some nolse where-
ever you go, One would think, though,
with three women, household sffalrs
in so small an establishment might
be cleared up by night and give you
& chance to read In peace.”

“l should think so. Mra. Herron Is
a splendid housekerper; that Is she lays
out work finely and keeps the girls
right st it, Can’t 4o much herself. Bhe
ls sort of mild but keeps pecking at
‘e, We have two In the Winter, but
out In this bit of « Bummer bome there
Is nothing to do.”

Melton looked at him as he sat smok-
Ing complacently. “Enough!™ be
thought. “So the old lady is the peck-
Ing kind, eh? 1 shouldn't have sus-
pocted It
| “Fancy feeds bher birds and has ber
musle, besides much reading and some

c.rrespoandence. She never has tine for
jthese bousehold matters: hates such
r(hlnn anyway, and we don’t care to
have ber do that sort of work,” went
on Davis, pleasantly. “Lucretia tried
to break ber In. but no. | overbeard
them snd had to smile. Sald the girl:
‘Miss Fancy, fesding birds won't bring
Fou a husband, You ought to leara lo
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|ﬂ;.,mv face npwand.

| der as he left her In the care of the

feed men Maybe you won't gel one

It you don't.’ *‘Let him marry the cook,
then,’ sald Fancy, Pretty good anawer,
waso't it Herron chuckled and hnlt
winked st hls companion. “Guess
there's no danger of her being an old
mgld,” he whispered knowingly.

But the other went home early that
evening and durlng his call was un-
ususlly silent, Nelther did Le appear
for several days,

It was & warm Saturday afteruoon
when he walked up the path between
the rose bushes and espled the falr
Miss Herron cosily settled in the ham.
mock, Her greeting was dreamily ef-
fuslve, Albert suspected a recent nap.”

“Get a chalr and sit down by me"
she luovited. *“This s the coolest pln(‘a{
I could find. Where have you been?”

“Oh! busy, and It's hot to tramp over.
I told your father 1 would come to-
day."

“Yes, he sald he saw you. 1 hope
next week you will not be so busy
and that It will be cooler.,” Bhe smiled
up at him, “How Is your business?”
she nsked Lirightly.

“Good. I'm gaining but I's slow
work. 1 have to figure pretty close.
Nowadays, It cosis a lot to live and
bhave many comforts, not to spesk of
luxuries.”

The glrl in the bammock looked
thoughtfnily away across the warm
mendows. Her delloate eyebrows lift.
ed & trifle,

“l heard father say that he belleved

|
|

“THAT MOP AGAIN!"
HEHRON,

GROANKD DAVIS

you would be a very successful busi-
pess man some day,"” she murmured,

“Sotue day 1 hope to be,” he replied,
and there was a | ng pause, in which a
clattering In the kltchen became un-
pleasautly auvdible.

Then from an upper window quav-
ered & complaining volee, “Lucretial”

“Yes'm."

“Did you sweep the dinlng room 1™

"YPH'I{I."

“Have you dusted the books and
cleaned the sllvery”

“No‘m, haven't had time yet. I'm
makin' muffins"
“Well. do It before night, won't

you'r'

“I'll try: The berries had to be all
pleked over.,” The loud, cheerful
volee had o tired riog.

Presently, after a hush, something
appear:d to have been let loose In the
rear of the house. A great clanglog
of pans and shoving of chalrs, then a
not unmelodlous ontburst:

“Never glve up when trinls come,

Never grow sad and bloe—"

“Ob! my, but I'm most dead with
the hicat!" interpolated.

“And pever sit down with a tear and

a frown,
But pad—"

Thump! Billence.

“Bat down, 1 guess,” exclaimed
Faney, laughing “Why? What!
Walt!" But Melton had torn around
the cormer.

The glel was fn a dead falnt upon
the Hoor when he réached her, A curse
broke from his lps ax e snatched a
dipper of water and pushed the plump
The deadly pal-
inr rould not hide Its beauty and re.
| ined  lines, “Poor little girl!" he
“Poor little girll"

Her brown eyes were blg with won-

iwo women, who seemed not to know
what to do,

“It may be that I won't be back!"
be sald shorply, “I mm going up the
mountain to see her father.”

Two hours later a farm wagon
drove hastlly Into the Herron yard.
Out jumped a blg mun, grizzled and
of respectable attire.

“I've come for my darter,” he an-
nouneid, and his faclal expression fore-
bade contradiction.

“Funny that young Melton sh mld be
0 taken up with Lucretin Woods, 1
hesr people say they are going to be
married,” observed Davis Herron to
hia spouse three months after this ep-
fsode, “But then the Woods are ex-
cellent stock, If they are poor. 1 Had a
notion mt one tlme that Albert was
after our Fancy."

“Oh! no," replled Cornelln, sternly.
“He was not at all sultable, A very
ordinery person and no manners what-
ever. Why, he has never called bere
since Lucretia went home.” — The
Housew Ife.

A Life-Baving Order.

Many years ago the American war-
ship Delnware came near foundering
off the coast of Sardinia while lufling
through & heavy squall during & morn-
ing watch. The “unauthorized letting
go of the fore sheet” alone maved the
ship from going down with 1,100 sonls
on board. The first leutenant, after
ward Commodore Thomas W. Wyman,
with diifficult climbing succeeded in
reaching the guarter deck, where,
snatching the trumpet from the oM.
cer In charge, his first order, given In
a volce heard distinctly fore and aft,
was “Keep clear of the paint work!™
This command to hundreds of human
being packed o the lee scuppers lke

sardines In a box instantly restored
them to order and prevented s panic,
they naturally feellng that If at such
a time, with n line of battie ship on
ber heam ends clean palnt work was of
paramount lmportance their condition
conld not be a serfous one,

Silence s an excellent reoudy for

AUFUS YOUNG

A Man Who Passed Hin Life in Steals
ing Horees,

The eareer of Rufus Young, the harse
thief who dled at the Rutland coun-
ty Jall yesterday, mays the Rutland
Herald, Is typieanl enough to be more
ll.un a curlosity, It is no sporadie
cut Years ago ln New York State
be ran a botel; but this was ouly his
avoeation. His vocatlon was that of
& horse thief. Hls hotel was only a
lldo lesue. He was the leader of a
'gang of men who pleked up other peo-
|ple’'s horses and seld them. It could

rhuﬂl.ly be sald that Young had a pawn.
Inlon for making money.

He mnever
made any amount of money at stealing
horses, and be spent at least thirty-
two years of his life In prison as a
penalty for plylng his trade. He sim-
ply had & propeualty for tuking borses
wherever found. He probably never

(tried to break Into a jewelry store

nor a bank, nor was be ever kmown
to bold up a lonely traveler or to
adroitly “touch a man's leather for his
money.” Young wns after horses, and
he wanted to sell them, too, the mo-
ment he captured one. He finlshed a

than two months ago, and probably
half a dogen times between that and
bis death he broke Into barns in search
of horses.

We would say that Young was men-
tally sick. We do not think that he was
lmmblt to religlous Instruction. Bo
'far as horses nre concernad, he bhad
po gense of right and wrong. He was
beyond the Influince of prayer or mor-
al tultion. He needed a doctor rather
than a minister. Why should he not
have been placed In a hospital for in.
curables rather than In & prison?
Belentists tell ua that the criminal lm-
pulse runs In familles. Young's dis-
ease, If we may so term If, may have
been g case of atavism, & revival or
reerudescence of a eriminal dispos!
tion thet could be traced back to his
ancestors. In that event the person to
punish wonld be Young's great-grand.

 tather, perhaps, and not him. He need. | _

ed medical treatment and enre. We
wonder whether the world will so de
velop In wisdom on these matters that
the lnsane criminals will be eventually
separated from the viclons and placed
where they cannot harm the commu
nity.

L aaad

Our Schools Must  }
Be Sanitary }

D e e s "W. >+

The modern school is nothing If not

sanitary. It has sanitary plumbing
sanitary  ventilation, sanitary play
grounds, and sanltary blackboards

And s sanitary anxlety for s puplls
is beyond all pralse. Here ls n dinlogue
of the perlod, the speakers, of Course,
being teacher and scholar:

“Tommy, bave youa been
ed "

“Yes, ma'‘ow.”

“Have you had your vermiform ap-
pendix removed 1"

“Yes, ma'am.”

“Do you use sterilized milk?"

“Yes, ma'am."”

“Is your bome contiected with the
city sewer?"’

“Yes, ma'am."

“Huve you shed all your milk teeth?

“All but one."”

“Have you a certificate of Inocula:
tlon for the croup, chicken-pox, and
meansles

“Yes, ma'am."

“Is your lunch put up In Dr. Koeh's
patent antiseptle dlnner pally”

“Yes, toa'am."”

“Have you your own sanitary slate
rag amd disinfecied drinking cup?”

“Yes, ma'am."”

“Do yon wear a eamphor bag round
your throat, a collapsible life belt, and
Insulated rubber heels for crossing the
trolley Hne?™

“All of these.”

“Have you n pasteurised certificate
of baptism ¥

“Yes, ma'am."

“And a life Insurance, non forfeliable
pdlley agalnst the encroachm nts of old
age "

“Yes, ma'am."

“Then you may bang your cap on
the Insulated peg set opposite your dis-
tingulshiog nmumber, climb |uto your
seat, and proceed to learn mlong san.
Itary lines."—Selected.

Actually Retired.

Joseph Jefferson Is sensitive on the
subject of his retirement from the
stage. To suggest (farewella s to
make him nervous and to recelve a
reply outwardly pleasant, but tinged
with sharpness. But one reporter did
succeed In getting ahead of him.

The New York Times says that the
yeteran actor, during a tour In the
South, found one morning In the paper
& long and mysteriously worded artl
cle, hinting at his retirement. He
made & complalnt to the managing edl-
tor, who at once ealled In the reporter,
and ssked him where he got the story.

“The clity edltor told me to see Mr.
Jefferson,” sald the young man, “and
ask him If be was golng to retire.”

“Well, did you see bim ¥’

“No, sir. | sent up my card to his
room, and it was returned to me with
these words written on It; ‘Mr, Jeffer-
son has retired.'"™

Then, goes the story, the actor who'
sleeps twenty yoars a night ln Rip Van
Winkle took the reporter out and
bought him a five-dollar bat.

vacelnat-

In & Glass House,

Nothing displeases Dr. R,
Doremus more than Indistinet lpul
ing. He rarely falls to show his dls
approval of It. While lecturing at the
city college recently, having occasion
to ask & question of a student, he re
ceived a mombled reply.

“H'm, b'm, b'm; b'm, b’'m.” mimick
od the irate professor. “Can't you
speak so | can hear you? If you've
anything to say, speak out and don't
mumble your words.” |

The anawer was a trifie disconcert
ing. “I sald,"” replled the student.
“that 1 did not hear your question™

Bomd people bave such a disagree
able memory that they can remind you
of things you did a thousand years
ago. |

There are few things iu this world
more lrritating thas & womas with »

gosalp.

coolag volee

GEO. P. CROWELL,

coapar to K. 1
Oldest Lubllulud Hous in m ulmf 1

DEALER IN

Dry Goods, Groceries,
Boots and Shoes,
Hardware,

Flour and Feed, etc.

This old-established house will eon-
tinue to pay cash for all its goods; it
paye no rent; it employs a clerk, but
does not have to divide with a partner.
All dividends are made with customers
in the way of reasonable 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 pramptly filled.

THE GLACIER
Published Every Thursday
$1.50 A YEAR.

Advertising, 50 cents per inch, single
column, per month; one-half inch or
less, 20 cents. HReading notices, b cents
a line ench insertion.

THE GLACIER prints all the local
news fit to print,

When you sce it in THE GLACIER
you may know thai others see it.

REGULATOR LINE
PORTLAND AND THE DALLES ROUTE
All Way L nndings.,

STEAMERS
YBAILEY GATZERTY “DALLES CITY"
S“REGULATOR™ “METLAKO"
Connecting at Lyle, Wash,, with

Columbia River & Northern Railway Co.
FoR
Wahkenens, Taly, (‘enterville, Goldendale and
all Kifekitat Valley poluis,

Bteamers leave Portland dally (except Sun-
day) 7 a m., connecting with C. & N. tea‘ns
at Lyle 515 p. m. for lmldendlle, Mrl'rel The
Dl 1w G000 o, .

Steamer loaves The Dalles dally (except Sun-
day) W0 a .

R, &N tralps leaving Goldendale 6:15 n.
m. connedts with thissteamer lor Portland,
riving Portland fi p. m

Bteamer Metlako plving between Caseade
Locks snd The Dalles, lesves Casends Looks
daily (except Sunday) 6 . m., arrives The
Dinlles T:50 6 m.  Leaves The Dallend p. m., ar-
rives Casende Locks 8 P m,

The stenmer Baile l.u“rl leaves Portland 7
a m. Tuesdnys Ttumny- and Haturdays;
lenven The Dinlles 7 o, m. Mondays, “Itlll!ldl}l
and Fridays Round trip tleketn between thess
polnts 80 eants, Good on Bteamor “Halley
tintzort™ only, affording an exeellent opportu.
nity to view the magnificent scenery of the
Columbin river.

Excellent meals served on all stesmern. Fine
necommodations for teanis and wagons,

For detailed Information of rates, berth res-
ervations, connectious, ete., write or call on
nearest agent ft. C, Campbell,

Gon. oftice, Partland, Or, Manager,

Beels & Morss Agents, Hood River, Or,

&N,

OREGON
SHORT LINE

ano UNION PACIFIC

UNION
PACIFIC

Drrawt | lll"i sclu‘nam ARRIVE
| y 8 =
Chicago Ball Lake, Denver,| 4:30p. m.
Fortland | Ft. Worth,Omaha,
Epocinl Kansas Ulty, 8t
#5908 m. | Louls,Chioagosod
vis Eax
Huntington.|
Atlantie | Si Paul Fast Mall. | 10808 m
Express
815 pom,
via
Huntngton.
S— -
Ft. Panl | Atlantie Expres, 7808 m
Fast Mall
6% p.om.
vis
Bpokane

70 HOURS
PORTLAND TO CHICAGO

No Change of Cars.
Lowest Hates. Quickest Time,

OCEAN AND RIVER SCHEDULE

FROM FORTLAND,

¥Wpm. Al esfling dates 800
sulject l:ehlnn P
For Ban Franglsoo -
Eall every & dln‘
Daily Columbig 500
l'x_:uﬂr Sleamers Ex. mp .r
Eatu rday | To Astoris aod Way
W00 g, m. | Landings
Gdbnm | Wiklametts River. ]
Mon., Wed. Toos Tha
aud Fri. | Balem, Indepon- sel.
dence, (Carvallls

| sud way landings

———

|
TR0 m TembliBvr. | ¢Wpm
Wed

’mh& Imt“htm llmm
| |
i Snake Biver ILv u-in-.
Dadly -um Riparis 1o Lewiston n.urm-u

Ly. l.
i

A L CRAIO

General Fassenger Agent. Portland, Or.
A.N. HOAR, / genl, Hood Rives,




