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CERNR

The Chlcao,
Rock Island
& PacificRRy.

Gives you the choice of Two Routas, one
via COLORADO and the SCENIC
LINE. and the other via our TEXAS
LINE and the SOUTHERN PACIFIC.

Our Texas line is much quicker than
eny other line through to

SOUTHERN CALIFORNIA

—for-—

PERSONALLY _CONDUGTED _EXCURSIONS

The PPhiltips-
Rools Isiand Exouunrs
slons

Are the most popular, and carry the , . comeout up higher.”

largest business of any other California
Route. This signifies that you get the
best attention and receive the best ser-
vice.

The lowest rate tickets to California
are available on these excursione.

Don’t etart on a trip to Californis un-
til you get our Tourist Folder, contain-
ing map showing routes and all informa-
tion. For rates and reservations appl
to and agent of the C.R.I.& P.Ry., 0

address
JOHUN SEBASTIAN,

Geueral Passenger Agent,
41 Chicago ,111.

" CHORN LN

Is the BEST to reach the
NEW GOLD FIELDS inthe

2= BLACK HILLS. ==

Call at ofhice
information.
A. S. FiIELDING,
(,m Ticket Agt,.
117 So. 10th St., Lincoln. Neb.

for wvaluable

”T

Special Sale.
b 300 black and |

tan Oxfords must go at
1; off. Call soon for first |

choice.

I‘EBSTHI § NEHIS 104 ﬂSﬂ[H
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D, C. VAN DUYN,

GASH GRAIN AND GOMMISSION.
STOGKS, GRAIN, PROVISIONS.

Bids for carlots made elevator men.
Offices: Brownell block; phone 766.
Correspondents: Johnron-Brinkman
Com. Co, Kaneas City: F. G. Logan,
Chicago-New York. )
Direct wire Kansas City and Chicago.
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pairs

Under new managemens

MERCHANTS' HOTEL
OMAHA, NEBR.
PAXTON, NULETT & DAVENFO
Preprietera.
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THE COURIER.

In the Footprints of Spring.

A STORY OF VIOLETS UNPLUCKED,

The mountain road went straight up.
On either hand slender poplars sprang
heaveoward above the under tangie of
degwood. Beneath the dogwood fairy
moeses began to assuwme green tinte as
delicate acd evanescent to the eyes as
those sometimes to be diecerned in the
skies of November. Out of sight down
a hollow,a narrow creek, Hooded by
melting February saows, sang like birds
before daybreak. That morning [ had
come from my lonely houee on the trail
of the first arbotue. 1 had found green
leaves beneath the brown and dead, had
found green buds clustered beneath the
green and the living, but of flower not a
color, of fragrance not a whaff,

“Too low,” 1 eaid to wmyselfl; “it will

Presently the road began to wind, and
I came to the snows that eent a million
vivalets to seek my einging crecks. Old
cedar trees filed along the wild way.
They warded the winds. They leaned
far over to ehoulder the snows. They
garnered the stray suns of the cloudy
month, and underthem, in deep, golden-
brown clefts, how often had 1 come to
the lips of the sleeping springtime! 1
knew the cleft that was deepest, sunui
est, most guarded of all, and that way
wy sleps were bent when an old aston-
ishment stopped them gheer, Thesnow
was firm aloog the lifted slope of the
road, and there before me went the It
tle footprints, with the priots of a
horsa's hoofs following alter. The [feet
of a grown upelf might have made them.
Their slenderpess and straightness were
as sure as the flight of a swallow. One
of mine would have eogulfed two of
them. I followed, so enchanted with
the charm of the moment, that I failed
to ask of mysell one of those stupid
questions with which we destroy the ex-
quisite strangeness of life. “Whoee?"
“Why?" “Whence?" What did I care?
It was enough that they led to the clelt
that was deepesl, sunnpiest, most guard-
ed. Ishut my eyes in the sun, and a
girl with the fragile wkite youth of a
wood flower gathered her black riding
habit about her in one slim hand, while
the other bent back the sweet cedar
boughs to let her passe. Even in a dream
€0 vague a vision could not linger. I
waited no longer, but parted the
branches ani entered the chapel of the
spring as cn2 should. with pulees beat-
ing for asign ol her favor, yet with a
heart in tears for my unworthiness. She
of the emall footprints had been Lefore.
The brown dead leaves had been soltly
disturbed. She had looked first upon
the unveiled faca of the epring. But
(and of the matchless rarity of her re-
fraining, you other women may judge)
she had oot broken off ope flower clus-
ter. She had not even brushed its most
outward blooms from one inviolate pet-
al. She had but knelt and worshiped;
but I buried my face in that ineredible
sweetness and freshness and bruised
and loved it like the brute I was. Yet
I 3id por gather it. No, there are base-
oesses of which I am incapable. I pever
gather a wild flower to die at the lonely
house. There are hot-housa tlowersand
garden flowers that are sown for this—
that are planted to be pullsd —that are
gathered to die, but 1 let the wild flow-
ers stay at home,

“Beloved, beloved,” I eried to her ly-
ing there; batasl went dowxn to my
lonely house I knew that I must vot
even seek t) know her name.

My wood roaddls are very brautiful.
When thes March violets carpet my level
groves of oak, Persian rug fashin —they
are far too precious t» be lavished out
of sight in cooks ard corners—it is un-
forgettalle, miraculous—blue beds for
the sun shapes to sleep ion—bluelorests
for the fairies to kiss in—or, in the

dewy houre, a million opals and sapph-
ires spilled from an eastern treasure
jar on the pale green messes.  Astonish

ment transtixes but once. The littls
footprints did not surprise me bere. |
beheld themn with & delivious cadness
because of the short time my own might
be set beside them along wy beautiful
road. I koew that, although a thousand
violets had not been missed, she had not
taken ons. | had ber gentlencss by
heart. She cruld as soon have hurt a
little blur-eyed sister chill. This sub

tler gentleness subdued m» also. 1 did
not bruise the unplucked violets with
my lips. [ stooped bat once to softly
touch a pallid cluster in the shadow of
an archiog root. It was as if | caressed
her hand in the shadow ana the silence.

“Beloved,” I cried, half knezling there
I dared pot imagine her fuce whan |
wenl back to the lonely house. Uut
the whiteness of the first arbutus |
thought of that—-the blueness of the
opal-leaved violets—1 could not but re
member that and the little footprints
went before meall night in my dream.
I had followed them to the opal gate of
paradise before 1 woke.

That day 1 gathered hundreds of
ros2s from the garden and illumined the
lonely hous» with them. And my lady
of the old chateau came in the sunlit
evening, and allowed we to pluck for
her my bo!-house fruits, and graciously
gave me a teast out of Omar to put
heart into my wine. My lady's gown
was an unbelievable unadorned white
thicg with silver shadows where the
folds fell, and a silver girdle no wider
than a willow leal to guther them close
at the waist. Bat [ was not to be de-
ceived. It was no mora simple than the
white hot-house roze in her girdle.

“There was ooce agown of white,”
said I, dreamily. “I doubt if it cost six
france, and she made it heiself. It clad
her asits color clothes a Hower, and a
blue ribbon did her for a girdie—but
then, she was only sevente:n.”

‘I am twenty-seven,” said the lady of
thas Old Chat»au. swirling over to me,
with vague bewilderment iz her blue,
dark, beautiful eyee: “but, when I was
seventeen, whit> muslin seemed measur-
ed out of whit2 clouds, and biye ribbons
unrolled themselves straight down from
ths blue skiee between.” She feigned
1o stifle a sigh behind the white rose in
her hand; but for all that, she lovsed
perfectly conteated with her twenty.
seven years and her lovely face of the
world and her hot -house rose. Then
my lady, a trifle wearied, perhaps, by
white and blue irrelevancies, said t»
those others who trailed their lezger
brightuess after, that it would be amus
ing to stroil through my cak woods at
set of sun, if ! would show the way.

“Its as if one of Abbey’s Venetian pas.
teis should wish it,” said I, discontented
Iy, for 1 did pot wish the little footprints
defaced, perhaps effaced altogether, and
I kpew that they would break my wio
lete.

She bent puzzled brows u, on me

“That gown is goodto paint.” | ex-
plained;“but. for strolling throvgh damp
groves, what profunat oa!”

1 meant of the groves, but my lady
pretehded to think that I meant the
gown.

“It is astame,” she murmured; “but |
I wiil holl it up, and even if the \mrstl
—a shower—comes, indeed, sir, 1 have
others at the chat=au. So" —

| offered the provoking lady my arm.

Now there are various byways bunch
ing off as one goes to the o1k woods, and |
down thesy our companion: waniec .

ed by threes and twos, uctil, whes we |

gaioed the wood road, we were quite |
alone.
euited me well, for now I had only to
keep my lady from preceiving them, be-
iog in no humor for the gay comjecture
that would play around my sacred sub-
Ject.

My lady has many moods—as many

. Finest lice of millinery in the

Becauss of tie foo'priats this |
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meolds as a rose dismond has facws and
ecach as brilliant—bat this was not a
mood of the diamond that she fell into
on coming with ue amorg the lace like
shadows of the lratless trees It was o
moud of the opal —as il a violet should
become sad. 1 had hever seen her so,
and unrest stirred me 1 wondered; 1
said that | wondered, and we both
looked down, The tirst little footprint
lay before us. With a fuint exclamation
she withdrew her hand from my arm.
Theun she Lifted a little those wonderful
folds, fitting her slender foot! into the
print and looking timidly st me with
eyes that | had never seen before  the
eyes of her early girthood and | koew,

My own eyes summooed her. She
came straight 1o me, ard I touched her
hand a= I had touched the pale cluster
of violets.

“You climbed along my spowy road
last month,” Isaid.  “You found my
first arbutus”

The color trembled in her fuce as it
trembles in u little, rosy, wind flickered
cloud.

“1 left it all for you,” she ansaered,

“And you did not break one violet?”
I eriec.,

She shook her dear head. “Not ona.”

“It is 80 wonderful,” I mused; “why I
am afraid 1o kiss you—I, who have Leen
engaged to you for a hall year—I, who
have kissed you whenever it ssemed —
convenient.”

“t)b, you pever loved me,” she whis-
pered.

“Buat I never knew you,” I whispered
back.

It is true that I had plaonoed
marry the Chaetelaine of the Old Cha-
teau, but 1 really married a girl of
sawventeen that Mey—and she? Her
lover was but twenty, surely!
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T DENVER MILLINERY ]
T IRLORS

1 1221 O Street.

city. Novelties in teimmings of
all kinds. Trimmed and un
trimmed hats,
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PHOTOGRAPHS OF BABIES
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EXTERIOR VIEWS

The Photographer
129 South Eleventh Street



