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Present sl the bepediction, and bad hoars
about the miraels,

“Oh, dear child, what joy!" repeated the
momber of the hospital, “and how proud |
Rin 10 have you In iy ward it is for us
Rll an nnexpocted favor that the holy wirgin
should have selected you

The young girl had kopt one of the hands

of the miraculonsly cared girl between her
pwn two hands,

“Will you permit me (o call you my
Friend, dear young Indy? I wan =0 sorey
for you aftd 1T wm 8o ploased Lo see you
Wwalking, so strong and alréendy so beantiful
Lol mo kins you ones mors It will bring
me good luck.™

Marie stammerad in her happinoas: ““Thank
you; thanks so muech, with all my heart 1
am wo happy—ao happy.'

“Oh, we will tot Ieave you again,” eon-
Unued Mme de Jongulere, ‘You  henr,

Raymomte; we will follow her and Kneel he-
pide Lier, and woe will take Her bhack after the
eeremony In over,”

Ho thess ladien Joined the eortege
beslde Plerre and Fuather Massaln, beliind
the eanopy in the midat of the oholr, be.
fween the rowe of éhalrn that weore
peoupiod by membors of the delegations

walking

Only the banners were placed on either alde |

of the high altar Marie atsn advanced and
only stopped at the foot of the steps, with
her cart, whose henvy wheela sounded an the

pavement.  She had brought 1t in with her,
In her foolish deslrs to leave 11, a swl and
poLr object In the Eplendors of God's Kome
10 be o proof of her miraele From the
time they chtersd the argan pealed forth
& triumphant melody, oo acelamation by

wound of a happy peoples, wherein presently

Wwas heard n celestinl volee like fliat of an
Angel—na sharp, happy note, pure as arystal
Ahba Judaine had placed the holy siwora-

ment an the altar, the erowd Nlled the nave
Each one took lls placa and walted for the

ceremony to begin Marle at once fell on
her kneea, Bitween Mme. de Jongulere and
Raymonde, whone esyos ward maolat with emo
tion, whils Fatlier Mawsals, quite exhausted
nfter the stute of nervons tenslon that he
had bLeen fn evor sipnee he loft tho grotto,
gobhed aloud, sinking to the ground, his face
between his  hands, Hehind them Plerre

and Herthaud stood, the latter still ooking
rounild, lynx sywl, to keap proper order even
amid the most violent emotlons

In all his trouble, overcome by the swall

of the organ, Plerre lifted his head to look
Bt the Interlor of the basillea The nave
wan narrow, high and decorated In bright
colors that frequent windows flooded with
Mght, ‘The lawer vaults wearcely existed or
weore mare narrow hallways throadml hetwoen
the bases of the pillars and the lateral

chapels, and which still more inereased the
Bieight of the nave, whose thin lnes of stone
were triced with Infantine grace. A golden
grating, as transparent as lace, shut off the
clhofr, in which the high altar of white mar-
ble, eoversd with earvings, was of an almost
virginal sumptuosity, The mokt astonlsh-
Ing thihg, however, wig the extraordinary
ornamentation that transformed the entire
church into a display of embroideries and
Jewels, of banners and ex-votos—a  whale
river of gifts, presents that had flowed and
gathered within its walls, a stream of gold
and allver, of velvet and silk that carpeted
it from top to buttom, It was the unending
sanctunry of thank offerines, It sang an un-
ending song of fuith and gratitude by means
of Its thousand treasures,

Above all the banners fattered and multd-
led like the leaves of o tres, withoul num-

or. Thirty ut i85t hung from  overy
vaulted ceiling.  Up above, ornamenting the
whole surface, others were made [nto pie-
tures, framed by the colonnndes, They
hung the whole length of the walls, they
floated from the chalpels, they surrounded
the cholr by a silken sky, a satin or volvet
‘atmaosphere, They were to he counted by
‘hundreds.  One was tred merely looking at
them. Many were sn eelebrated by thelr
clover handiwork that famous work women
cume to egamine them. That of Our Lady
of Fourvrlére, with the arms of the oity of
Lyons; that from Alsatin, In black velvet,
embroiderad In gold; the one from Lorraine,
Where the Virgin, covering two children
with hef cloak, might be seen; that from
Drittany, blue and white, with a bleeding
heart in the mldst of a glory, All ‘emplres,
ail the kingdoms of the eurth Wera repro-
sented.  Thé most distant countrles—Canada,
Brazll, Ohill, Haytl—all had there flags there,
with which they had come to do honor to the
Queen of Heavon.

Besides l.bﬁ bannors there was another
wondefful sight—the thousands and thousands
of gold and Ellver hearts, hung up #véry-
wheare, shining frdm the walls like tho stars
in the firmament above. Designs of mythical
roses were made of them: they hung in
festoons and garlands the entlre length of
the pillars, Surrounded the windows and dee-
orated the deepest arches. Up on the clere
story an Ingénlods Idea had been  carried
out by using the hearth to form high letters
that made up tha sontences addressed by
the Holy Virgin to Bernadette; and all round
the nave ran n high frieze that wuas the joy
of childish minds, who busied themselves by
spolling out the words, It was a perfec
swarm, a prodigious glitter of hearts, whose
fufinlte pumbér made one quite giddy when
ono realized how magy trembling hands had
#iven them ns thank offerings.  Besldes,
thare whre many other ex votos, many of
which whrs utllized as ornaments In n most
unexpectéd way. For Instance, thers were
wedding bouquets, crosses of honor, Jewals,
pho{_oxrapbl, rosarlos, and even spurs, all
framed uhder glass, There was also a palr
of officer's epaulets, and meny swords,
mon; which waa a superb saber left as a

venir 6f some miraculons conversion.

As though these were not enough. still
other riches—treasurss that were plled up
high—shone out from every slde—marble

statues, dladems enriched with dlamonds, &
wonderful rug deslgned at Dlols wnd om-
broldered by ludles from all over France, a
golden palm with enamel ornaments sent by
the aovereign pontlll, The lamps that hung
down from the vaulted colting were lkowlse
gilts, some of them In solid gold with deli-
cate workmanship. They could not be
conted, but studded the nave ke lustrons
sturs. Before the altar hung one sent by
Iraland that was a “‘chef d'oeuvre’ of carv-
fng. Others from Valence, from Lille, from
Macno (the latter from the wvery extrame
parts of China), were actual fewels shining
with preclous stones,

And what n splendid scene when the twenty
branches in the lustroe of the cholr wers
lighted, when the hundradg of lamps, the
hundreds of tapers burned all at once, at
times of great ceremonies! It was then that
the whole church was aglare, all the little
flames in the "“Chapelle Ardente” ware re-
flected by a thousand lghts In the thousands
of gold and silver hearts. It becume an ex-
traordinary flood of light, the walls running
with brilllant reflections and  looking as
though the blind glories of paradise woare at
tuined, while the nomberless bannera un-
folded thelr silken, veivet and satin shesa,
embrotdered with bleoding hearts, victorious
paints and virging whose lovely smiles gave
birth to miracles,

Ah! all these pomps had already croated
Ereat ceremonles In the Basiliea, The
officas, prayvers and hywns went on there
without ceasing From one end of the yvear
to the othsr the Incense rose, the organs
pealed, the kneeling crowds praved with all
thelr might. Continual masses ware said,
yespors, vows, bencdlotion and dally offices
repeated over and over. and all feasts cele-
brated with most unequaled magnificence
The stiallest annlyversaries became prolexts
for fatuous solemnities, Every pilgrimugs
had to have its share in the worship

Those suflfering and humble creitures
from distant lands had to be sent awuy con-
solid, enchanted, carrying o the vislon of
an opening paradise. They had scon the
Juxury of God, and wonld retain an eternal
memory of Its ecatasies. In their empty
rooms, beslde miserable beds of pain in all
Christendom the Hasilica with Its fourish of
Nght and wealth was recalled | ke aome
dream of promise and compoensation, 1Ke
some good fortune, the treasure of a future
e, Into whioh the poor should sursly entoer
pome day after their long sullcring here be-
low,

But these splendors without consolation or
hope did not give Plorre any feeling of Joy.
His uneasiness Ineroased horebly, his heart
became ke some black vold, like the dark-
nesa before a storm, whereln [deas and spn-
Uments are in confliot Ever since Marle
had risen from her cart, eorying that she
was cured, since shs walkad with streongth
s bright, so utterly resuscltated, he ex-
perienced nothing but an lmmehse desola-
thon.

Yot he loved hor Hke some brother and
was glad beyond words to ses that she no
Jonger suffered., Why, thererora, was ke so
troubled by her fellelty?  He could not look
at her as she kneit now, smiling through
her tears, with her reconguercd beauty and
health, without a feeling In his bieeding
heart as i he had recolved a wortal wound,
S8t he remalned, 0 turned away his gaze
and tried W loterest blusell o Father Mas-

alrondy |

the fAamgatones and whose weakness lin powi-
tivaly enwvied, with (ta divine MNiusion of
divine lowve. For an fomtant  ho  asked
Horthand some queations caneerning one of
the banters and acemed Interestod In the
eyplicat)ans “Whielh d6 you mean? The
lace one up there? “Yeu, to tha left’
"It 15 one given by FPay The conts of
arms are those of 'uy and Lourdes joined
hy a tokMary The lace an (t in sb fine yon
could hold It tn the palmy of your hind

But now Ahbbe Judaine advanced, aaid the
ceremony waz about to begin. The organs
growled once mnore, & canticle was sung while
the holy sacrament remained upon the altar
like mome soverelgn star amid the shiny
gold and silver hearts as numerous o9 the
planets Plerre had not the courage to
WAy  Jonger, As Marie had Mme  de

Jonaqulers and Maymonde with her he might
g away and o frpenr In some qulet corner
where he might weep at |ast,

In a word he made the excuss
Kewp his remdezvous with Dr.
Then he had a Tresh fear Just how to get
it through such a crowd aR preased be-
tween him oand the doora He had an In-
spdration, he crossed between the sacristy,
wnd went down into the crypt by means of
the narfow Interlor slaircase,

sSuddenly thers wis profound silence, a
mipulehrdl shade, suceseding to the volces
of pralse the prodigious noise up abova the
erypt, hewn out of the rock, formed two
passages, meparated by the wall that sup-
ported the nave, and nnder the arches
to n subtérrnneous chapul, lighted day and
night by HNttle lamps. An obscure foreat of
pillars stratohed out, ahd o mythical tercor
soemed to oxist In those half-lighta, in which

to go to
Chassaigne.

ladl

lurked all kinde of mystories. The walls
were bure, they were the actual stones of
the tomb, wherein all flesh must pass s
final sleep. All along the passages, agalnse
thes piartbtlons, that coversd its entire length
hy the marble slabs for the ex<votos, stoad In
ouble row of confesslonals, for 1t was lere
in'this dead part of the warld that confes
wlons wern hoard, and there were priests
who spoka all Tuhguinges, to pardon tho fanlts
nt those alnners who came here from the
fonr parts of the globe

Just now, when the mpsses were crushing

up above, the orypt was absolutely cmpty,
not one soul was thare, and Mecre, (B the
Intense silonce, 10 the freclinesy of the tomb,

fell on his knees.  Thoe anctlon éame from no
noed of prayer or adoration, but because his
whole bolng was overcome by the moral tor-
turs that hod broken it down. He longed
with tortuous thirst to see clearly. Oh, he
must be able to reflect more profoundly, to
waork out, at last, the meaning of this abase-
ment, this umdoing of all things mortal,

He suffored & fedrful agony of mind, He
attempted to go over every minute since
Marie, suldenly ralsedd from her couch of

misary, hod uttered her ory of resurrcction.
Why, In spite of his brotherly joy nt sceeing
her stand up, had he felt guch an awful sén-
aation, as though the worst human blow had
strick him? Was he Jealous of the divine
graca? Did he suffer, because the Virgin, In

henling har, had forgotten him, whose soul
wne alek unto depth?

He remembered the finpl proof he had
named, the suprema rendezvous on which
he had fixed his faith, the moment when
the Holy saprament should pass, if Marie

were curad; and she had been cured and still
he did not belleve, and from henceforth he
hnd no longer hope, Tor he now should never

believe, Here lay the sting. It came forth
with cruel, blinding certainty. She was
saved; ha was lost. The pretonded miracle

that gave ler back to life had achleved in
him a complete ruln of the helief In the su-
pernatural, What he had hopod and longed
to find at Lourdes, that Innocent falth, the
happy faith of a little child, was no longer
pos«ible, coulil never flourish agaln after the
downfall of the prodigious, the cure pre-
digted by Beauclair that had beon realized
polnt for peint! Jealous! Oh, no: but de-
vastated, mortally sad, thus to remain alone
in the frozen desert of his intelligence, to
ragret the illusion, the falsehood, the divine
lova borne by those simple in heart, of which
hig heart was no longer capable to fes],

A flocd of bitterness choked Plerre and
toars sprang Into lis eyes. He had glided
down on the stones, overcome by hia an-
guish. And he recalled that dellcious mem-
aory of the day on which Marle, having
guewsed the sourca of his doubt, had Inter-
ested herself In his conversion, taking his
hahd in the darkness holding it In her own, as
ahé murmured that she would pray for him.
Oh! with sll her very soul. Bho forgot self
while supplicating ths Holy Virgin to save
her friend rather than herself, if she might
recelve but ope favor from her Divine Son.
Then followed another memory, those ador-
able hourz they had passed together under
the thick night of the trees during the pass-
ing of the torehlight procassion, There,
agaln, they had prayed for one another, and
ware lost In esch other, with such an ardent
desire for mutual happiness that for an in-
stant they reached that line which gives its
all nnd Immolates self,

Then, their long tenderneas bathed in
tears, the pure Idyll of thelr suffering was
thrust aslde by this brutal separation: she,
cured, radiint in the midst of the hymns of
the trinmphant basilica; he, lost, sebbing In
his mizery, crushed under the shadows of the
erypt, in the ley silence of the tomb. It was
Hlﬂ though he had again lost her, a second
time,

Suddenly Pierre felt the knife thrust, and
this last thought plunged into his heart. He
understood his trouble Bt last, and by a sub-
tle Tight e recognized the terrible crisis in
which he struggled. The first time he lost
Marle, the day he became a priest, saving to
himaelf It were better for him not to be a
man, so long as she might naver be a woman,
struck down In her youth by incurable dis-
ease. And now she was cured, now she was
i woman; he had seen her suddenly become
strong, beantiful, bright, desirable and
feeund. He was as dead, unuble ever sdgain
to be o man, He could naver 1ift the tomh-
dtone that was crushing him—that touched
his fiesh.

She alone eseaped, and left him behind in
the cold earth. The whole vast world was
open to her, happine:s smiled upon her, love
lughed on her sunlight paths; a hushand,
no doubt, children—while he, burled up to
his showlders, retulning only the liberty of
his brain, could by It merely suffer all the
more,  She only belonged to him so long as
she belonged to no one else, and his anguish
was 80 fearful that for an hour he fought it
oat definitely, deciding Just how they were
separated, and this time It was forever: then
he succutmnbid.

A perfect rago selzed Plerre. He telt
tempted to go up uguin to tell Marle the
truth. A miracle! A lie! The helping good-
ness of an Almighty God was a pure |-
slon! Nature alone had acted, lite had onee
mare  trinmphed, And he would give his
proofs, he would show that life is the only
soveralgn, renewlng again by health all auf-
tering here below.  Then they would go away
together, they would go fir, far away and he
nappy! Bur a sudden terror invaded biy
belng. What! touch that little pure white
soul, murder all belief in her, ruin her faith
by which he himself was ravaged?

It suddenly appeared to him like some hor-
ribla sacrilege. Then came the horror as if
he had assassinated ler; should he over foel
Incapatile one of these duys of muking her

happy?  Perhaps she might not believe him
Besldes, would she ever marry a perjured
prieat, she who would slways retaln the

memaory of having been cured in an sestasy
ef blina? It all seemesd monstrous, mad uu.’]
fithy, His revolt was already subdued, and
ha felt only o vague lassituds, a burning sen-
Sition of some incurable hurt, his poor heart
Lhat was torn and bleeding

Then followed a fearful
empty space In which
What was he to do? He wished to go away,
never to see Marie aguin, having become a
coward in his suffering. For he understood
that pow he must le, sines she belleved
him to have been saved with her, converted,
his soul saved, us her body had been cured.
She had sild =0 in her joy, as she (drageed
her cart up the colossal ramparts, Oh! to
have had this graat happlnesy together—to-
gether o have felt thelir souls melt one in the
other! And he had already lied, he would
b obliged to e forever, in order to dispel
that lovely pure illusion

B0 he gave vent to the final beatings of his
hieart, he awore to bhave the sublime charity
to pretend peace, Lo slmulate the delight of
the salvation., He wished bher Lo be per-
fectly happy, without one regrat, one doubt,
In full serenily of falth, convinesd that the
Holy Virgin had consinted to thin mythical
unlon What mattered his own tortures’
Perhaps later he would get over it, In the
midet of the desolation of his mind was |t

struggle In that
his mind worked,

not W ray of sustaining joy, all the joy he
wouldd give to her by his, consoling false
words?

Several minutes went on, and Plarre re-
mained prone upon the floor to calm his
fever, He no longer thought, he no longet
existed, In the utter feeling of exhaustion
that follows the crisis of & whals being

But he thought he heard a foalstep and rose
palofally, pretending to read the exvotos, the
auripilons engraved ou the wmarble slabs

No one waa Lhere: but he continved to remd
on, first mechanically seeking distraction, and
then, Hetle by Jttle, he realized a new #mo-
tian.

1t was Inconesivable Falth, adaration,
gratitude wus written on those marble slabs
In letters of gold by the thonsands. Some
were (nganuoun enongh to caune a amile. A

c¢olorie! had his foort made In marble with
those words, “"Thou hast saved It for me,
e that it sepvi Thee ' Purther on might

be read, "May her protoction extend to the
ochase:" or the strange requesia male gave
wome Idem of the thanks demired. “To the
tmmactiinte Mary, by the father of o family,
restorod lealth, walt galned, advancement ob-
taineil,”  Hutl these weare lost ih the concert
of burning cries that mounted,

The lovers' cries, “Praul And Annn ask for
the benadiction of Our Lady of Lourides upon
their unfon.' The mother's ery, “Gratitude
Mary, who has cured my eulld three
times.”  “Oratitude for the birth of Marie
santoinetts, whom © econfide to her, o well as

s

all my belongings,” P, D, aged 3 years,
has been preserved to the love of his par-
onts” The wife's ory, the ery aof Invalids

reqtored, the ey of soulas restorad to happls
ness, “Proteet my husband, make my hus-
band always well” 1 was Infirm in
legs, now 1 am cured,” “"We came hither
and we hope.t “1 prayed, 1 wept, and she
has grantod my requests.’” And still other
eries, the crien of an ardent discretion that
gava risa to dreams of long romances ““Thou
hast united ug, proteot us’' ““Tu Mary, the
greatest of gifts” Always the same orles,
the mame words, recurring with a favent
pasalon, gratitude, recognition, praise, e-
tions of grace and thankfulniss. Al! those
bundrieds, those thonsands of erles, fixed for-
ever In marble, that from the bottom of the
crypt clamored to the Viegin the eternal de-
votion of the miserable human beings she
hnd succored.

Prares could hardly read them, hig
hoart was invaded by an inereasing degoln-
tion,. Was he mlone neyver to recelve Any
help? When so many sufforing corsaturos
hal been heard, why should he alope be
unheard? And this mude Him think about
the extraordinary number of prayers that
muat have been said at Lourdes, from one
enil of the vear to the other. He trisl to
estitnite the number, the days passed before
the grotto, the nights in the Church of the
Rosary, and then tho ceremonies at the
Basilica, and the processions by sunlight and

hitter

atarkght. 1t was inculenlabla, thoks con-
tinnal supplications of every second. The
desire of the fajthful to thus fatigue the

cars of God, thus to draw down from Him
blessings piardons; iy the enormous muasses
of prayers thal were offered,

The priest told that God exactad Il!v- 0X-

pliation of the sins of the whole of France
by means of prayer. and when the number
wis sufficlent France would cease to be pun-
{shed. What a hard bellef for the necsssity
of chastizoment! What a feroclous imagl-
natlon of the Wlackest pessimist! As though
life must be bad in order that such a ery uf
nilzery, both physical and moral be eon-
sldored necessary to  mount upward to
waven!
t In all this unending sadness Plerre felt,
too, # profound pity. Ah, this wre tehed ha-
manity, reduced by thls excess of woe, g0
naked, so feeble, so abandonsd, that it even
gave up all regkon sa as to put all pogsible
pleasure i the giddy hallucination of @&
drenm, all this interested Plerre. Fresh
tears filled his eyves, and he wept for himself,
tor others, for all those poor toriured beings
who foeel the need of stupefying thelr woos,
to stifle them In order to escape from tne
rienlities of this world.

He seemwed apkain to see that frenzied
crowd kneeling at slie grotto, calling out its
inflamad supplication to keaven; those crowds
of 20,000 or 20,000 souls, (rpn whom rose a
fervency of desire, llke smoke from Incense
mounte in the sun's rays. Then, too, In this
very erypt, In the Church of the Rosary,
might be seen unother exaltation of falth:
the entire nights passad (n the eccstasy of
paradise, the dumb dellght of communions,
the ardent, worldless appeals, in which the
ereature Is consumed, hurned and blown
awny.

Then, as though the prayers before the
grotto, as though the perpetual adotation of
the Rosary wera insufMoelent, that ardent call
commenced again around him on tha walls
of the crypt, only there it was perpetuated
in marble and did not cease to cory out all
human sufferings until all ages to come.
Tha very walls, the marble itselt prayed, In-
vaded by the universal thrill of pity that
toucheod the stones, Thus the prayer rose
higher and higher, and reached the bright
basilica that sparkled above him, filled at
this moment with & phrenetic people whosa
brenth he seemed to feel throngh the paving
stones of the nave as they sang a canticle of
supremo haope.

He ended by being carried away, as if he,
ton, were in the midst of that Immense flood
of prayers, that starting from the dust of
the earth, mounted throughout the churches,
one on top of the other, growing from altar
to altar, appealing to the walls to such a de-
groe that even they sobbed out the supreme
ory of anguish that must plerce the sky, with
the white neadle and Ita high golden eross
on the very top of the apire. Oh! Almighty
God! Oh! Divinity! Helpful strength! Who-
aver Thou may be, show Thy merey on poor
mankind, Cease all human sufterings.

Plorre was all at once dazzied. He had
followed the left passage, and suddenly came
ot in broad daylight at the top of the ram-
parts, And Instantly two tender arms seized
him and enveloped him. It was Dr. Chas-
salgne, wlth whom he had forgottan his
“randezvous,’” who was woalting for him
there to take him to visit Bernadetia's room
and the church of the Curate Peyracuale.

YOnl! my child! how great your joy must
ba, 1 have Just heard the great news, the
pxtraordinary grace that Our Lady of Lourdes
has shown to vour friend. Do vou remember
what [ sald day before yesterday? Now [
am all right, yon yourselft are saved."

The priest, Intenszely pale, felt one last,
bitter thrust, Dut he was able to smile and
answered soltly:

“Yes, wo are saved. T am very happy.”

The He had commenced, the divine lllusion
he wished to glve, for charity’s sake, to
others,

Then Plerre saw another wonderful sight.
The front door of the basllica stood wide
open, the red flood of the sun fdlled the nave
from end to end, All was lighted by this
Kkind of incendiary, the golden gate of the
cholr, the gold and silver exvotos, the lamps
studded with preclous stones, the hanners
with thelr llght embrolderies, the hanging
Incensa burners, like jewels that were flying
in midair, Thither, at the end of all this
burning splendor, amid the surplices of snow
and the golden chasubles, he recognlzed
Marle, with her halr undone; her golden hair,
too, making her covered over as (f with a
golden mantle. And the organs pealed out a
royal hymm, the people acoluimed their God,
while Able Judaine, who had placed the holy
sporamont upon the altar, onee more held it
up, very high, very high, shining owl with
all its glory amid the shimmering gold of the
basilica, while all the bells rang vut in joyous
ohimes the annoutcement of the prodiglous
triumph.

(To Ba Continued Next Sunday.)

A
Wanted Modern Convenieneoes.

A man with a serfous countenance went
into an S.-cent lodglng house on West Madison
strect Thursday night, relates the Chicago
Tribune. He deposited a nickel, a 2-cent
stamp, and a penny on the counter, mnd sald:

“Your rates are reasonable enough if your
accommodations are good, Has my room a
south window **

“It hasn't any window,™

“Well, well; that’s bad. I suppose, though,
that the transom ndmits plenty of air?”

“It hasn's any transom."

“No tranaom? 1 do hope that it has the
incandescent light Instead of gas. 1 desplse
gan.""

. “So0 do I, and you're giving me ton much
of It," sald the elerk. ""Why don't you go to
your stall and put your jaw to bhed?"

“I will go to my couch In good time," re-
jolngd the guest with dignity. *'I want to
know how the raom 1 am to occupy ls fur-
nishad, Does it contaln a desk that I may
attend to my currespoadence? Does Lhe
carpst  harmonlge  with the  wall  paper
Lioes "

Y'Row

ing

orled the clerk, hand-
nickel and the postage stamp
4nd the penny, "there’'s a 10-cént ledging-
house noross the sirset. Qo over there and
perhiups Lthey will give you electrie hells and
woented soup and send your breakfast to
vour room In the worning. Your biood s &
trifie too aristocratic for an d-cent house
Gt
He got.

here, pariner,”
over the

e e

A foating paragraph says a Noew England
semilnary for girls has adopted the following
college yell “$Wha, who, wha, who, wha,
who, plppe riroar, Wl ¥, ki yi, sip pom, love
bomyal, bumyah, sip, =lp, ‘! The
higher education of wowan |8 bound W come,

both |

SQUATTERS WETA BLUE BLOOD |

AR

——des

Ive
A Bellavue Woman with n Remarkable
and Romantic History.

——dle

JULESBURG NAMED AFTER HER HUSBAND

_—

Harrowing Tule of Mw Death - Widowed at

Fourteen ~Procession  of the “Holl-

ness”  People =The ©Washin
Lp the Lane ™

I wont down and gta dinner last Subday
with one of the famiiles that live In a lTog
enabin beside the rallroad track near Delle-
Yue

These wquattera, If squatters they wore,
belonged to the aristocracy. They told with
simplicity of thele  Intercontse with  sueh
Nigh dignitaries as Logan Fohtenalle, the

last chiel of the Omahas, whose father wan
of the nobility of France, and Peter A,
Sarpy, who, In elrly days, wis the autperat
of the great American For company in this
region, and was worshipped maore obsequi-
ously than |8 our governor, Or evon our pur-
veyors of public ofces—senarors and cons
grossmoen; and they were connected with the
traders and ranchmen who ruled the land
under the autocrat, Sarpy

These squatters grooted us warmily, as old
friends, and—but | won't tell the vory worst,
tor my acqualntances of the later aristocracy,
Who have been In Omalia at least thres or
four years, would cut me entirely If 1 ahotild
acknowiedge that,

But to my story. WWhat recent novelist 1s
it that has elaborated the doctrine that wa
bacome entirely different ontities once in so
often? Whoever It 18 might have made a
very Interesting story of our two phases of
existence, for the fAirat was spent among In-
dinns and Freneh traders and ploncers on
Nebraska plalns, oceupled  with  dealings
with the Indians, taking up claims and stak-
Ing out rallreéad towns where thoe buffalo
trall was yet to he seen, and the second In
wielding that mighty weapon, the pen, amid

the paved strects, electric lighli and ecars
of a western city. But today in the midst
of the =second phase we had touched the

magle ring which was to pat us back in the
first. At least, =0 it seemed, a8 wo up-
proached the Httle low log cabin which eon
tiinwd two' small roome not over seven feet
high, with a still smaller and lowar coll wt-
tached. The occupants, who hore a resem-
blanca to those ferrymen and canoe men of
the first era, with their neta and paddles
scattered around, were gitting under a porch
made of a sail cloth attached to the logs of
the cablh on one side, aml to Corinthian
pillars of trees dennded of the bark on the
other; the floor the cleanly swapt earth,

“"How do you do, Elton, don't you know
us?' sald my companion, Mac, offering lis
hinnd.

“No, 1 don't; you've got me now." sald the
gray haired man In brown overalls and blue
check shirt, who courteonsly rose to greet
us, fooking st us Intently, but with a puzzled
ilr.

“Caoll your wife; she'll know us,” sald Mac.

Bhe had retreated fnto the log cabin as she
saw us approgching, and two or three of the
seven or elght sitting around got up and
woent In to eall her.

Presently slie came out tying her apron
strings, excorted by her body gnard.

“How do you do, Lizzle, you know
I'm sure,’” salil Mac,

She lJooked at me, and then grasplng my
hands, answerad: »

“Of course I do. Tt's Mac and hiz wife,
Didn't you know them?" turning to Elton.

“No, T didn’t, but I'do now,-and ['m glad
to see you. You've grown so gray you don't
look ag | remember you,'' sald Elton.

“These are my ohlldren,” safd Lizzle,
“That's Mary, my oldest; she was born at
Docatur, you remembér, she's Mrs, ;
and Nora, Mrs. . and Lizzie, Mrs,
——.  And this 18 the only girl at home.
These are the boys. I'va had ten children.'

“Ten children, Lizzle, and 80 many mar-
ried, and you look as young as ever!"

“Well, it's hard work has done it then,*
was her pleased rejoinder, “for I haven't
dane anything else. ™ '

Her chasks were #till rosy Dboeneath the
tan; her eyes wers almost as bright as when
we remembered her, a girl of 18, and her
hlack hair waved In a manner that would
have distracted with envy the devotee of the
eurling Iron, as she calmly took it down
and proceeded to ¢omb and do it up again
while she talked

Lizzie not only belongs to the plonser
aristocracy, but she i8 a historieal personage,
a participant in one of tha blood-stirring
avents of the early history of Nebraska.

A TRAGEDY OF THE PLAINS.

Every old settler remembers the story of
Jules the ranchman, from whom Julesburg;
omee & well known statlon on the famous old
California and Pilke's Peak trail, was named.
Jules supplied the emigrants with food for
themselves and thelr beasts in exchange for
thelr rapldly diminishing dollare ag they
Journeyed along Lhe sunflower marked trail,
and halled with Joy the rare sight of a house
and white occcupants,

Jules had incurred the enmity of another
ranchmaen named Slade, who had sworn to
Kill him at sight, and after walting five
yoars for his opportunity he succesded, tying
him up to a dry goods hox and shooting off
his ears while stlll alive, and then bidding
his twenty-five men empty the contents of
their revolvers Into him.

Lizzle was Jules' wife. His child wife of
14, who had been left behind at the ranch
when he armed himsell with gun and reval-
ver and knife to go to a distant corral for
his horses and cattle, and who, when she
hegan to watch for his return, saw Instead
o gang of rude and drunken plainsmen with
oath and jeer, and taunting story of her hus-
band's death, enter her home and earry
uwiy the stock of goods and everything of
value, leaving her helpless and alone on the
tresless and houseless praleie, the man and
woman who had heen in charge of the ranch
her only companfons, and the nenrest set-
tlement hundreds of miles away.

Her husband had started with $3,000 on
his person; he had owned scores of eattle
and hordes, n well squipped ranch and stock
of goods and money In the bunk, but she was
teft with only a terrified and helpless man
and woman and the few hundred dollars the
wretches had not discovered, to walt in fear
and trembling for days until a ranchnian
from further west—on his way to the settle-
ments for goods— took her in his wigon and
brought her to a land where people lved,
not flends,

She had mareled twice slnee, and her sub-
siequent life had rontained other tragedles,
but she carvied through them ull the bright
and alert alr and the good looks which
marked Lizzgie Calyom (pronounced Kigon)
the girl whom Jules, the rich and dashing
French ranchman, had wooed and ecarried
awny to the tragedy on the plains

She came of St. Louis French crcole stock,
and 1 wondered at the vase with which she
entertalned us, It would have done eredit
o many & drawing room, the erudity of
apeech and manner engrafted on it forming
n stranges commingling. What had been the
environment of the grandmother, with sev-
aral greats appended, from whom this must
have been tnherited? It did not seem u log

me,

hut under the bluffs beside the rallroad
track: surely It resembled more a salon
where she entertaingd and oharmed  be-

risffed and powdered cowrtiers, for a search
into the ancestry of thesse French oreoles
sonflersd along the rvivers that travel gulf-
ward would reveal some strange problems
of heredity

The French hospitality and art of cooking,
ton, were Lransmitted, as became apparent
while she diligently prepured a dinner over
the litde cook stove In the log kitchen, so
low she could just stand strailght in it, and
so small it held only a stove, a table and
two  people.

Her willing waltors, the children, brought
at her command from the root eellar dug
inte the side of the hill the muaterials
wanted for her  work, and wi fnally,
gbedlent to the commuand (o “set up and
help ourselves,” found an light bread, well
made cofNee, rich cream and fine golden
butter ns could have - been procured any-
where,

THE AFPFAIR OF THE

Just as we were finishing our
or five horseman rode up to the poreh
wers evidently well known, for the
Ings from Bill and Tom w=nd Jack
hisarty

“Whoere are you
yourng Jdaughter,
mother at 14

“Why, up to the washin'! Doen't you know
the ‘Hollness' poople wre going to have a

DAY
meal four
They
griut
wire

going?Y" msald the
the counterpart

pretey
of lher
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The Direct Line to MANITOU and PIKE'S PEAK is the
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Don't fail to go to top of Pike's Peak by the Cog Railroad
Tickot Agent can tell you all about it and gell you ticket with your Oalorado Tourist Ticket,

The only line running through s'eepers to Denver, Colorado |
Springs and Pueb'o. Coloradotrain leaves Omaha daily at 1:35 p.m.
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Rock Island Route
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ia the train. Leavea Chieago ot 10 o'clock overy night and arvives at
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Womderful experdence,. Your

JNO. SEBASTIAN, Gon'l Passenger Aront.

CHAS. KENNEDY, G. N.-W. P. A..
1602 Farnam St.,, Omaha, Neb.

baptizin' up in the luke? They are comin’
back & waya."

Rcan thoy Lo the
family
nnd his

with the

began appear through
witli a whole
buggies young ‘fellow
. an old-fashioned carringe

tireacher and some of the slders, more young
men horseback, more lumber wagons—a lotg
peeession, and finally an old buggy contalin-
ing a fat, old, darky woman anid two little
bavs, who rolled around on the seat js she
lashed the bony steod in an endeavor to
cateh up with the wagons just dissppoaring

trees—lumber wagons
In,

with a

around the wooded bend ahend.

All this time our friends were calling
out and receiving hearty greetings,

“Why, this is more people than we've
Wten go by In o year!’

"Goln' up to the washin', be yvou?* Seeing

to me Bellevue Is havin' a regular puke!”

“What are vou all doin’, tearin” through
the woods this way? Are you all goln' tw ba
washed 2"

*“There's that Em ——. She's one of ‘am!"’

“Youn sea"—to me—""they don't believe in
wearing any flowers in thelr hats or any
ribbons or any faney fixin's on thelr elothes,
Ong of ‘am went for me the other day about
my hat, and it's just one of the common
kind you see every day.,"

In & lull T ventured to Inquire what these
people were,

“\Why, the ‘Hallness” people they call themn-
selves. "

Another suggested Frea Love Methodists,
and on our looking n little surprised finally
eliminated the “‘love.”

“But the title which suited them best was
“Holinass people.”

And then they concluded to go up to the
Inke and see the “washin'’ and invited us
to go along, and we acceprad the invitation,

Mac and Blton, by virtue of the dignity of
thelr gray huirs, loltered In the rear and
stopped part way back near where Elton
had pointed out to me the grave of the
chief, Logan Fontanclle, in the distance,
quietly but proudly Informing me that he
was the only man about there who eould tell
where this once mighty warrior, wha had
killed & score of Sioux, lay.. The grave, he
stated, was overgrown by plum trees whose
trunks were as hig as his. wrists,

AT THE WASHIN'".

Surronnded by ILizzle and her children I
at last reached the lnke, a long cut-off from
the Missouri, with the usual muddy bauks
and bottom,

The preacher, who looked muscular enough
for the task before him, prayed earnestly
after he descended into the depths of muddy
water and weeds, and then dexterously sub-
merged the earnest devotees who came into
the water, and alded them out upon the
dusty, weedy bank, where they stood drip-
ping until the ceramony should be fini=hed

The multitudes who had come to see, sat
in the wagons or stood near with stolld, ex-
pressionless faces, except the young horse-
back riders, who relgnad thelr horges a short
distance away and cracked a few silly jokes
and langhed harghly.

What desire 18 it that brings such crowds
togiether? And what do they think? There is

always o morbld curiosity concerning any
manifestatlons of the religious spirit, the
more marked the lower the degree of in-
telligence, but it I8 not manifested con-

corning such sceues alone. Anything spee-
tacular will draw a erowd, that will stand
tor houre Hstenlng and looking. 10 It were
the young alone, eager to recelve new [m-
pressions, it were explulnable, but the mid-
dle nged and even the old are almost equally
eager. What want does it feed?

We walked back again under the
¢lms and walnuts, enjoying the ahaded,
flickering lght, the spring of the euarth
under our feet, and we almost envied these
squatters the beauties of nature, which were
theirs to enjoy, Although the rallroad might
pass them, it was sad to think that thelr
parents had been almast the first to oceupy
the land, and yet not a foot of ground could
they call their own.

“YWe have had three goold staris' said
Lizzie, “but something always happened.'
And alas! the happening was never in thelr
fuvor,

The eruel feuds of the new country had
ended the career of her prosperous hus-
band: the rviver had enten up thelr farm at
8t. Mary's. Something was always hap-
pening.

But, after all, they had a warm house;
the winds and storms could searcely reach
them under the greal trees and the over-
hanging bluft; their fArewood was ready at
hand; a garden wns there for the working;
they had no taxes to pay; and they had nine

Ereal

children! Verlly, 1 believe we found the
uhodes of the rich! H. 8. M.
—_— T —

The Joy
of living.

Yes, there is joy in
living if we look on the
bright side, the flowery
side. Make your life
sweet with the fra-
grance of the blossoms.
Dash their aroma into
the water of your bath,
sprinkle it on your cloth-
ing, saturate the air of
your dwellings with it.
It stands ready for your
use in every bottle of

Murray & Lanman’s

FLORIDA WATER.
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It Costs Little or Nothing

AND PROVIDES
YOU WITH A

PICTURE GALLERY

or

100 400
Paintings Sketches

It coest the publishers over
100,000 Dollars, but costs
you less than 1,000 cents.

AND
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RING 5 coupons and 25 cents, or sent by mail § cents extra, in coin, stamps noy
acooptod. Addroess,

Memorial Department, Omaha Bee.
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SUMMER RESORTS.

e HOTELS®"

LAFAYETTE

Lake Mlonetonks, Mlun. 7
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£yl I Ing Mmoo
Hotel of the Weste  Evory
guom faces Lhe la
Ml loeation, All
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PARROTS ! PARROTS !

Wo have eecolved the Aest Jot 1o this soanon of

J u'
B0the after that 8%

Young Mexican Yellowheaded Parrots,

Which we offer at the specinl prics of onty 1 40
el Wehnve naver sold this kind befdfre for
livss Ahan $20 dud 820, il after thils Lot hus besspl
malds the prioes will ba thee game agotn, As Moexdl-
onn, Yollowheads are kKoown to ledrn to ulle the
vamlest and plidnest helr voloo Belug e saine
oan a human belngs, wo will sall every prrotwilh
WOWrltton gunrintos 10 turm ol as an A No, 1
talikor, Opder sobi, befors all 4o gols

GEISLER'S BIRD STORE,
406 North 16th Strect.
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TUE MERCANTILE 1S THE FAVORITE TEN CENT CIGAR.

Manufuctured by tne
MERCANTILE CIGAR CO,,
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