!

THE COURIER.

bad made a remark coce that was al-
ways remembered: *“One’s tongue wae
pet meant to tell but to conceal things.”
No one could deny that ehe practiced
the theory.

Whether she meant vow to marry

Guthrie was uncertain; it wae said she "

was likely to do a thing because it was
the upexpected, and &0 consistent was
ber inconsistency that for the same
resson she might do the ordinarily ex-
pected. The women said she was not
the same with Guthrie ss with other
wen; when asked how ehe differed the
question only elicited reiteration; the
fact seemed to be the reason. and the
mpsculine mind paused dazed before
suth invoived logic,

After dinoer the might before Chriet-
mas, as they were leaving for a supper
at an inv among the hille, Miss Cranston
took one of the women aside a moment.

“] want you to start without me,
Jean, for I bave been detained. I shall
keep Chester with we and join you in
an bour! Please go, and before you mirs
us we shall be with you, shall we not,
Chester?” she said, turning to the man
who had come over to them.

“Whepever you like,” he answered

“You don't mind oot being with
them?” the woman seked ae they watch-
ed the departing sleighe. “l am going
first & couple of miles up the mountain
with some presents for a little child. Her
father has worked oo the place for years
and sbe is my namesake—n dear little
thing! 1 tried to go todsy, but was pre-
vented, and tomorrow would not e
Christmas for her withiout a full stock-
ing. Here is Jane pow with the parcels
and Jobn will bring the sleigh around at
once; weshall not be far behind the
others.”

*You know I should rather be with
you Georgine; what are lhe othersto
me?”

“They are clever, charming people,

‘Ymhhumﬂba.dnr but they
are not you.”

“No, | am—I, worse luck! Are the
purcels wall stowed in, John? Then we
are ready.”

The man stood back and the horses
started in a sharp trot tkat took all
Guthrie's attention for a few minutes.
The road wound through toe woods. but
showed clearly in the biright moounlight
that filtered through the trees.

“Georgine.”

“Yes!"

“] must go back the day after tomor-
row!"

“0Oh, 1 wish you would not! Must you,
Chester?”

“That is for you to decide, dear.”

“The snow creaked beneath the horses’
hools and the sleigh sped smoothly
along for an infinite t'me, it seemed to
Guthrie, before Miss Cranston spoke:

“J understand, of course, but 1—1 can-
not, Chester.”

“Is it impossible, dear?"

*] hava tried 80 bard 1o make it pos-
sible; you do not know! I care for you
#0, dear, but pot that!”

“How is it¥”

#] love you dearly, Mu. and I
respect you—that sounds odd, aces it
not, ‘respect?! ” She gave a hurd litile
lsugh; “the word is uvearly obsolete;
Jin de siecle bas t ken its place!™

“Georgine!”

“Have I shocked you? Forg've me.
But you do not begin to know me,
Chester, There isa part of my oature
that is never called out with you. You
are hooest and good, my dear; cyuicism
and skepticism bave po part in your
being, and, except the influence you
bave over me, | am nothiog eise!”’

“Admitting that to be troe dear.which
Ido not, you might change if you
would let me heip you.”

~j am afraid to. Your standards and
jdesls are too high, Chester; they are
beyond me, and | am—what I am!”

“The best woman on earth!”

“That is just it!” she exclaimed. “You
have idealized me. Jt is what you
think I am that you love, not what I
know myself to be. I am not speaking
hightly, Chester; there is no one in the
world that knows bhimeelf better than
gy

“You are morbidly eritical!"—

“No, |l am honest, ard usually one lies
to oneself for very obvious reasdone [
am wholly sell-centred, Chester; except
for you there is no one [ care for, and
not enough for you, evidently, to forget
mysell.”

“Do rot talk so, dear.”

“You never saw me in this mood bs-
fore, did you, yet it is the common one?
I am simply what society bas made me.
Debutantes were really te be pitied,
Chester; perhaps they are now; I do oot
know. But when I came out girls had
illusions; they believed tke world a beau-
tiful place where one had joys unlimit-
ed, and that men were creatures that
only lived to love and give them pleas-
ure, It was by experience they learned
that only externals are bheautiful—tihat
it is pever safe t» peer below the sur-
face—and while men may live to love, it
is themselves, not women, thatcome
first, and that the grea ert'e ‘ore the
more satisfaction in the number of con-
quesie. Women are the same, too, oh
yes. Socielyseems to b2 in a state of
en garde,and the man or woman that
cin parry and at the same time thrust
most successfully. excitis its greatest
adwiration as a clever person.”

“Georgine!”

“It sounds vicious, does it pot. and it
is! Playing with edged tools! Tbere is
a tremendous feszinetion in the duehing.
It is pever fatal; one's pride will pre-
vent such an abrurdit)! It is only that
one’s sweetness and freshness get worn
through, and in their place comes eyni-
cism thet je invilocr.b'e to the most
subtle attacks. That is why women
cultivale cyaiciem, Chesler, and if it is
used cleverly and d:]lcately it seems
piguant;some women keep it 8o always;
olhers make it bard and biuial and
their cherm ceis¢!”

The man broke in aghast.

“How canr you live your life, Georgire,
when you make it such a terrible
thing® It is swlu! to hear a woman
talu so!™

“]l euppose it does s»und terrible;
that is why we keep our thoughts to
ours:ives! But one must ‘dre one's
weird,” you koow, and [ drink to‘a
ehort lile and a merry on=!" You do not
realize what I have dove, Chester, in
talking so, but it will belp you to know
I am not what jou think— honest, and
good, and pure in thought.”

The man leaned down and kissed her
gently.

“You have just proved yourself honest
and good, dear; it is your surroundiogs
that mre not healthy and they have
tainted your morallungs; get away from
them!”

Miss Cranston laughed drearily.

“I have lived so long in them that I
could not exist inany other! The at-
mosphereis a subtle poison that s'imu-
ulates, and as it does, one dricksin
larger quantities. | wish | were a weepy
woman, Chester; I should love to ery
pow, but somehow I never can! Just
ero those shadows in the woods, dear;
like lace, are they not? Iam glad my
last evening alone with you is so beau-
tiful. You will go away day after to-
morrow, and the pext time we meet
everything wili be different. Next ¢ pring
1 will drive through bere with someone
not at ail like you, Chester. Othe:r men
¢eem to have upbtounded belief in their
own cleverness, and our conversation
will undoubtedly he repartee, which
sounds well and means nothing. It
will enervate one’'s mind asthe spring
weather does one’s muscles. I—1 believe
there are tears in my eyes, Chester.
Fancy! Ooge might think I bad a heart

~ly

instead of omnly an organ that pompe
biocod! Tears maks one's eyes red, don't
they? It is eo loog since I cried that
really 1 have forgotien! Don't touch
the horees with the whip. dear; mee. they
will potstand it! I wieh I did vot care
20 much for you, Ches'er; why did you
make me honor and respect you? Per-
baps I might have loved you otherwise—
as other womet love!™

“l do not want love without honor
and respect,” the man said, eteruly.

“No, I know you do not; thatis why I
give them. That is arguing in a circle,
is it not? Perbhaps some time I shall
lovesome man without those; women
can do strange things. I believe I shall
try! It would be novel and interesting,
perbape, and o few things are that, I
tried smoking, but it le'tsucha rank
odor in oue's hair and clothes; and I
went to & gay supper once where the
women drank quantities of champagoe,
and I poured mice or the floor. It
seemed rather beastly, I thought, to de-
liberat2ly diiok too much, Decidedly 1
shall cultivate a passion. Who, [ won-
der, would be the most entertaining!
Chester!”

The whip had fallen with astingiog
lash across the horses’ backe, and with a
bound that nearly tore the reins from
the man's bhands they sprang forward
beyond control,

The woman spoke again quietly as
though nothing unususl vas happening:

“The road ie on a blufl here, Chest-r,
and just above it turrssharply. We
shall probably go over thare; it is rocky
below "

But the man’s strength was concen-
tratad in an effort to pull in the ani-
mals, an | he made no answer.

*If only we can be k lied and not bor-
ribly i«jured! Toere; there is the turn!”
Mies Crapston said, still with the came
cal o manoer.

“Jump!”™ the man raid. *“It is death
togoover!” He dropped the reins and
tore back the rug from her knees to
leave her free, but she only looked at
him and smiled, though her pallor was
ghastly.

“Perhaps not,” she whispered; “and
what does it n.atter?”

With a plunge the horees went over,
dragging the sleagh.

The searching party found them the
next morning. The woman was hud.
dled fec2 down. Her neck wae broken,
they eaid afterward. The wmun's left
arm wae about her waist, and the other
was stretched out as though to ward off
a blow. Hie face was drawn and strain-
ed, but hers wae perfectly serrpe,

Death is sometimes easier thao life.—
The Dramatist.

First publication January 30.
SHERIFF'S BEALE.

NOTICE If HEREBY GIVEN, THAT
by virtue of an order of sale issued by
the clerk of the district court of the
Third Judicial district of Nebraska,
within and for Lancaster county, in an

action wherein Newport Savings Bank,
a corporation, duly organized, ensting
and doing busiress under and by virtue
of the laws of the stute of New Hamp-
shire, is plaintiff, and Ernest A, Jones,
et. al., defencants. 1.will, at 2 o'clock
p. m,on the 20d day of Mareh, A. D.
1897, at the east door of the ~vurl house,
in the city of Lincolo, Lancaster county,
Nebraska, offer for rale at publicsuction
the following described real estate to-
wit:

All of lot twenty-three (23),
three (3), ir Lincoln Driving Park Com-
pany’s second sub-divisi wm, &ll in the city
of Lineoln, Lancaster enunty, Nebraska.

Given uvoder my hand this 2ith day
of January, A. D, 1807,

Jubn J. Trompen,

- 51 | Shenfl.

BURLINGTON ROUTE PLAYING
CARDS.

Those elegant cards of the very best

uslity ouly 15c per deck For sale at
i. Dopntotctly ticket office, vor-
ner 'l‘enth O etreels. 4

in block ad

©00--. ..000

CYCLE PHOTOGRAPHS

ATHLETIC PHOTOGRAPHS

PHOTOGRAPHS OF BABIES

PHOTOGRAPHS OF GROUPS
EXTERIOR VIEWS

The Photographer ;
129 South Eleventh Street.
000......

127 S Eleventh Street.
PHONE 68,
(RS 27 53 25 8 T4

Inforomation

that informs.

1t youare going south and
want to know what the trip
will cost—when jyou willk
reach your destinatioo and
whv you should take the
BUR INGTONROUTE to
Joseph, Kansas City, St.
l.mn or any other south-
ern or southeastern uty

you should at once
our depot or cit
thenm:rmdtm{eubh.
can be b This will give

JUST EXACrLY tho in-
formation you need.

George W. Bonnell,
Ce P T's A

LN

The Chicago,
Rock Island
& Pacific Ry .

Gives you the cho'c2 of Two Routas, one
via. (OLORADO and the SCENIC
LINE. and the other via our TEXAS
LINE and the SOUTHERN PACIFIC.

Our Texae live is much quicker than
any other line through to

SOUTHERN CALIFORNIA

—_—for—

PERSONALLY _ CONDUGTED_EXGIRSIGHS

The Philldipss
Roolk Islaand Excours
sions

Are the most popular, and carry the
largest business of any other California
Route. This signifies that you get the
but attention and receive the best ser-
vice, e o

The lowest rate tickels to Calilornia
are available on these excursione.

Don’t etart on a trip to Califoruis un-
til you get our Tourist Folder, contain-
ing map show ing rovies and all informa-
tion. =For rates and reservatiors apply
to and agent of the C. R.I. & P. Ry., or

JOUN SEBASTIAN ™

Geueral Paesenger Agent,
41 Chicago, 111,

WANTED ¥ttt

: want one
wo

each county to take udonmlor T::a::

stock, aud are t:lhng to pay well for

We agree to CE

ﬁig aoything that dies from natursl

Wonhnhnaehmme of SEED
POTATOLS. Giveusairial.

THE HAWKS NURSERY COMPANY
Milwaukee, Wis,




