THE COURIER.

‘BRUSH, COLORADO.

This bit of information is printed for convenience about
answering the numerous inquiries now coming in concerning
Brush, Colorado, and surrounding country.

I-—BRUSH hae about *wo hundie ] inhabitante, L

2—A eplendid, commodious echool builiing, with all “bhigh school™ facilitics.
3—Locat »d in the Piat'e and Beaver valley, cighty miles east of Denver, ia the
; midst of a large area of fine, arasble lind, Ly irrigatioa ditches, and
b - only waiting juldicious farm'ng to develop wealth, ¥

i 4 —The climate is acaptel to all sorts of croge groan in the North Temperate

Zone
5—Excellent water can be had at depth varying from 30 t> 60 feet, the lower
strata furpishing the pureat mountain water st a nable.

I 6—Fine building stor ¢ adjacent to tie town, can by bal at from 8175 t» 81.00
-, per cord, taus making it cheaper to buili of stove than lumber.
R 7 —Three crop: of al’sllu are grown in theeeasnn, yielding as a rule eix tone per
- acre &8 the p-oduct, while wild hay on the higher land grows well and always

bringea big pricr. The rich jield of hay makes it pre-eminently a country in
which to raier cattle and hogs to the feeding stage when it is easy lo drive
them to the chesp corn of Nebraska.

'8 8—8Small freity and vegetalbes of all kinds cin Le develop:d to any ext:at 2l
(IR most—the real (ooditioos wheo told scem almost fabulons. :
i 9—8'eam threehars in w.rk of 1896 show average of wheat ia this vicipity t» be

forty bushels per acre, oats tifty bushels,

. 10—Eotire abeence of contagious disxases of to'h man and beast; thy atmos-
e phera is a regularda‘ly life giver,

' -11—The county of Morgan, io which Brush is locat»d, is [ree of debt and taxes

are low. -

4 There is now excellent opening for a first class grist mill,
e one hundred barrel capacity, one good hardware store, one
¥ good drug store.
" Geton the Burlington Cars

and look the situation over.
3 To appreciate the beauties of this season’s

millinery you should inspect the line shown by

. MRS R E.LLOYD

B Fine Millinery.

128 So. 12th Street

i Go to

. PERKINS & SHELDON

i Fine Shoes, Pretty
= Siippers, Etc.

& 1129 O Street, ::' Lincoln Neb

. THE PALACE BEAUTIFUL
: 'Haiv @ressin'g,
Khampooing
Manicuring

B
: = Andall Kinds of Massage.
A Full line of Hair Goods and Gosmetics.

& BeB - - - BN
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SHADOWS I[lLUMINATED.

Gill et55d at the foot of the long:
parrow staire, surveying them eritically’
“Of course he'sat the top,” she maid;
“they always are—and oo lift! Pcor
Van! Iouvght to have married him!
She mounted thres flights witha brisk
step that left ber breathlsss at the end
of the fourth. For a moment she leaned
egainst the balustrade, her heart beat-
ing violently; then she knocked at the
studio door. There was no rasponse,
and shobeat an iz patient tattoo with her
knuckles—she was pot in the habit of
being kept waitirg. She could hear
footsteps as of a person crossing the
room, and the door was opened by a
swarthy man whose great shock of
black bair, and the dingy red jeisay he
wore gave him a certain gipsy pictur-
esqueness. -

“Good morniog,” the girl said, wilh a
little accent; “this is Mr. Druyton, I
believe?”

“Won't you come in?” the man re-
plied, kicking aside some rubbish to
make way for her.

Gill entared, and stood in the middle
of the room tiking in its disorder with
a smile-lit critical eye. Everything had
the ragged, dusty appearance 1hat be-
tokened pegligenes rather than the
cocfusion that is picturesque. Slovenly
wae the outward expiession of it. Had
Van come to that?

Drayton stood waitipg for her to
open the conversation.

“If you are quile done staring at me,”
she said, breaking the slence, “parhaps
you will ask me to sit down!"

“I beg your pardoa,” he stammered,
dumping a pile of cardboard out of a
chair, and pulliog it up for ber; “I ceem
to bave forgotien my msnne:s.”

“And a lot of other things besides, eh,
Van?” BShe sprke without any accent
now, and lifted the closely dotted veil
that had partially concealed her face.

“Gill!” pe gasped, with hie eyes riveted
on her; “it isn't poseible!”

“Everything is possible,” she remarked
coolly; “even that 1 should run over from
Paris to s2e you. Upon my word, you're
not ve'y cordial—you haven't even
shakea hands with me.”

“When did you come?” he managed to
ask, though his toague fe!t dry and
parched, and he made no movement
toward her.

“Fer pityes saks, don't get tregic,
Van!” the girl ssid impatisatly. “I can't
tulk nhile you etsnd devouring ms like
that! Come and sit down and be s nsi-
ble. Idid succeed in surprising joo,
dida’t 17" and sh> liughed delightedly.

“Whean did you come, Gill?” he repeat-
ed, dropping on a divan, puchiog a
rattle under the cushions out of sight.

“Yest:rday, o the St. Louis. Just a
sudden freak t) have a look at my coun-
try and you. We're staying st the
Mo:eland, Tommie and I —its to deadly
respeclable! You remember Temmie,
don't you? She's the best of chums—
always around when J want her and
never when 1 don’t.”

“Wby didn’t you s2n1 ms word, Gilt?”’

“Van! Vaa!" she cried, pro‘estingly,
“you’re worse than the witnessstand. It
has been nothing but ‘why, why.' s'nee
I came in. Asif I ever kvew why! And
I did pot coxe all this distasnce to be
cros: examined!” BShe loft her chair ani
eat down Leside him on the divar,
throwirg off her furs with a graceful

movemsnt. “Area’t you glad o sse me,

VarY’ and then, as if no answer we.e
necessary, she aprang up and went over
1o an essel, examining a canvas that w.s
wet. “Cheicbs!” she exclsimtd, “and
exquisitely tender they are ae, to>!
How loog have you been going in for
that sort of thing?”

“Some moaths,” he answerad, mechan'-
cally. ;

8She turced and looked at him.

“Vaa,’ she said, “you're & stupid old
i g—I'm disappoinled in you. I

(hought it would be such fun to drop in
like thie, ro I looked you up in the di-
re_lory this morning, and I climbed up
all those awful stairs just to se see for
myself how you were getting on, and
really you've been abominible—you
haven't any manners at all!”

“Guli! Gill! You do pot know.”

“Yes, I do know,” she interrupted. “I
kaow that America does nol agree with
you—come back t> Paris with me.”

The man took a step toward her and
stopped. From the adjoining rrom
came a faint, peevish wail.

“Van,” the girl said, facing him, I
koow why you gotout of Paris, and I
Wa3 sorry --vary sorry, butl let you go.
There were so many others,” she said
wearily, “only you took it more tragi-
cally than the rest. Sometimes it bas
worried me that [ spoiled your work
there. Often I have been tempted to
send for you, but you see”—spesking
more lightly—*1 never did. I thought
I would wait until I just couldn't wait
any longer,and here I am! Van!" she
crisd, merrily. “Isn’t that a confeesion?™

From ths adjoining room the [aint,
peevish wail deep2ned intoa lus‘y ery
that was broken by a woman's voics
droning monotonously. A startled look
came into the giil's eyes and she turned
to Drayton inquiringly.

He strengthened himself xith a visible
effort, and taking her hand in his drew
ber to the other erd of the studio. “I
can't go back to Paris with you, dear,
because of —that,” he falt:red glancing
toward the door th-ough which a sing
song lullaby cow came in snatches.

“Van!" she cried, in a low, tonse
whisper, then, with a hail-asticulate cry
sbe buried her face in the cushions.

“Gill, Gill!” he cried, baseschingly
*“look st me—laugh at me, dear. Ses, 1
am not worth anything else—only to be
lnughed at. You know jou always
laughed at me,”

She raised her head as if in obedience
to his will, but her eyes went by his
face snd rested on the canvas. “How
old is he Van?" she asked quietly.

“Six moaths. Muy I tell you about
it dear?”

Bhe nodded her head, and going over
to tke window, pulied back the tapestry
that covered it and let her gaze go out
over the roofs atd chimney pote. How
diogy and sordid and commonplace it
all seemed! Beyond and above was the
tky, a vivid blue flecked with tioy
cloudr, but sbe did rot see it—darken-
icg shadows obscured her vision.

Drayton followed her, and reetsd one
koeacn a chair bebiod her, leaning
hewvily on the back while he ta'ked. The
lullaby had ceased, ard the silence
about them was oppressive. “I married
her, Gil', six menths aftar I left you. I
thought J was a fool ever to have
dreameld of you—I, poor devil of a
painter, to #hom you were kind, acd you
with a'l the worll from which 1o
chooee!™

“And if I did not chocs2 the world?™

“Ab, Gill™"

“Perhape, too, you think I made you
one of usout of pure kinduess?” she
aske l, szorntully,

“Dear I did oot dare think—how
could I? And you langhed when I came
away." He wait:d a moment but she
made no comment, and he went on
slowly. “1helove of you was like a
fever that ccnsumed me, but I did not
mean it should weaken me, w0 1
worked—Gol in heaves, how. 1 worked
those first montbe! And I tegan to gain
recognition ard make a place for my-
sell, and alwaya I eaid, ‘it is Gill who is
doifig’it” I saw very few people those
daye. dear; no women but my models.”

“Ab!" ghe interjected.

“She was 8 sweet, elender littls thing,
and ove day, when, in spite of every.
thing, I went to pieces, the nuresd me
and pulled me through. When I got
about again we were married. That is
about all of it, dear,”




