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ST. TAMMANY FARMER. |

COVINGTON, DECEMBER M. 1m.!

THAT VOICE.

A dsy in June, 1903, and one of
the loveliest early summer days the |

world ever beheld. {

On the lawn in front of the ele- |
gont -mansion of Leon Fishback, '

Esq., a party of young people are!
playing “Follow, follow, follow me,” | 1 shyinkine

a game somewhat resembling (so
their mothers and grandwmothers
tell them) an old game called “Puss
in the eorner,” played a quarter of
a century or more ago, only, in-
stead of beckoning to each other,
they beekon to a group of metallic
balls, around which they stand in a
circle, and he or she wlio proves to
have the -meost magnetic force the

balls follow with a rush, while l.hoaI
remainder of the players rush as

wildlly in their efforts to secure the
place left racant by the flying one.

&¢ this moment the balls are rol)-
ing pell-mell, helter-skelter, knock-
iugc_:gu.inst each other with a pleas-
unt yinging sound, aftera pretty
fuir-haired maiden, whose little
feet, clad in slippers all gleaming
with silver and gold, flash in the
sunshine, beneath the blue satin
Turkish trouserlets, as she springs
lightly over the greensward, amid
the exquisitely modulated laughter
—noone shouts londly in this re-
fine@ twentieth century—of her
Imerry €0mpanions.

Yo the back garden, on the green
clover-sweet  grass-plat, stands a
broad, deep bucket of newly wash-
ed, snowy white linen, and s Liang-
ing-out machine, ‘planted firinly in
thé ‘middle of the plat)’ is industri:
oysly raising and lowering its wood-
en arms, gmsping the various
pieces in its wonderfally constructed
hands and bhanging them upon the
stout no-clothes-pin line, which is
slowly zevolving around it, and to
which they adhere without further
trouble.

In the @Qairy the rosy-cheeked
maid is reading a love poens,. while
the sufomatic milker is niilking the
beaatiful white cow thatstands just
ontside the doar; in the kitchen the
cook is Tocking indolently to and
fro in a low rocking chair, watéhing
the *“magiec rolling-pin” roll out the
paste for her pies, ready to stop its
pendulam-like movement the mo-
ment the ernst is smooth and thin
ehough; and & small servant-boy,
with his "hands in his pockets,
lounges in one corner mear a tall
stool, whistling to himself gs he
waits until the peir of shoes the

electrie blacking brush is polishing |

thereon attain the proper degree of
brillianéy and mirror likeness,

This is a prosperous place, this!
domain of Leon  Fishback, Esq., i
nad Leon Fishback himself is a tall, jwith flags, as it slowly

hisndsome, energetic, positive man |
of one-and-thirty--a bachelor, who '
gives 8 home to his widowed sisterl
nnd her four half-orphaned children, |
and in return i8 taken eare of by
her, with the assistance of the old’
lonse-keeper.

Still; peoplc, as people will—es-
pecitlly people with growu-up sin-
gle-dmm-_—wonﬂrmd that he

liagl,'he}grfn;rﬁed‘_ It was 'uofw fm'_

{shrine, made of a hundred rare|

“Miss Beardley. :
' Londen? Why, he only started a bhonor,

want of opportunity he had net|of Ler mrival just after breakfast | did, in that moment or two was| DRIPPINGS Flionm
done so—oh, no indeedl—for a!this mornivg, when it was shouted | concentrated the joy of the whole! 3 ey
dozen lovely “girls, half-a dozen, by the telephone at the station bu-]:tlii_". You were so prond, so eold,| “Duty before 1’1“"?"' kel s
more or less, charming widows, and |low.” 'so reserved, I did not dare to ap-|Custombouse officer "“M b,
several ladies of heither elass, had, | “Thirty miles away!™ iproach yon, save throngh your|seized alot smuggled %QJ
since his coming into the property| “Ob! that's nothing. We expect | friend; and—" | Thirty years ago there weea no ,
of his unele and godfather, Leon ' to be able to hear news from a hun-|  “And you did not bury yourself in iless than two hundred mﬁ'
Fishback, Sr., (whose ashes in a!dred miles away before many years 'seclusion for two years after she|Seotland. The number at present
solid gold easket stood in a sort of | are past!” Jilted you and married Frank Hun- - is fifty-six. ‘i3 gicwpd
“May I not be in the immediate tington?” she asks as he pauses. ! The editor of an Ohio paper pab-;. .
| Woods, in the south drawing-room,) | vicinity when thatnews is shomed!”| “Great heavens! How preposter- | lishes the names of subseriberg.whe s
intimated to him, in every way that ,says the lndy, with an involuntary!ons! Laura, T swear—" | pay promptly, under the hesd.-of.
4 seusitiveness of woni- { movement of her pretty white hands| DBat, as he is about to swear, a o] ogion of Honor.” Sbessszeh
an-houd would allow, their perfect | toward Ler pretty. rose-tipped ears  procession of small nephews and! A waiter boy in a hotel at Ningamiio:
willingness to assume-the role of | “for I should expect to be denf for-' uieces entered, the leader of whiel | 1,41y wrote home to his mother:
wistress of the Fishback munsion. | ever more.” ) ‘earried an odd looking box. ;'"Th; hotel season is all mr:hiﬁf"
But Leon had walked cally| “Never fear, my dear—I menn| “See, uncle!” the bright eved lit-!,ut the Falls are goin’ on jnatiﬁ‘é" =
among them, dispensing Lospitality, | Miss Besrdsley. - Sneha misfortune | tie fellow ealls ont us he “1'1’1‘0“(']3‘4I same as ever.” o
kind words and gracious smiles, |as that shall never oeenr, even ! es, *T found this old phonographon| 1o : ’ discipl ki
with the strictest impartiality, dis-|though you should chance to be at|the top shelf of your closet, where I ! .}-m:l::b ,;s ,.l;:;:,,'ié the "ﬁ“d’m
tinguishiug none by the slightest | the very side of the shouter. Edi-! was looking for vour fish line tnir i wy i 5 : i
. : g ; . = : . thon: A prodigal desire on, the
preference, nutil a féw weeks before { son is at this moment perfecting an | play borse with, and it talks like{ ¢ of a vouns man to SOl
this beautiful June day. instrument that begins to deliverits evervthing.” | AN " g
: young woman's board
Then came to visit his sister an SR
old school friend, Laura Beurdsley, | voice, which in

REETes i Aately ith is 1 8ng :] ﬁ E -i
I].I[,hh.lb 3 m a moder ite IJ lond [ '\‘ this | e b rins to tnrn th The §is ('[i m _d L r
“l.lo had been l'('hl(lin,‘..' m a fili' dis-

creases in volume as | cravk, and a voice—a mmcwlmtl
tant State, but with whow the sis-:es the most distant point it is in-| Teresa, sister of Bella, begins to| lated
ter kept up a warm correspondence | tendcd to reach, thus maintaining | speak: :-.n CIon
izrer-sinca the'y parh:’d‘ at the college an elveu tt.:ua all along tl‘lc__ z'otl'tc’ ' "'Yus_, Tmnn“ my own, I will grant Robbie, “but I couldn't
our, the day on which each was. How glorious all these Edisonian your umpassioned prayer, and L lain ™
{ publiely hailed with lond zeclama- | inventions are!” ho continues, with breathe the words yon long to po. 280
tions as “Mistress of Arts.” {8 glow of enthusinsm, “and what hear into this ningieal ensket, and| “Ay son,” suid Mr. Jones, ki“'ﬂ;'
liss Beavdsley is a lovely wowan | humdrum times onr ancestors must {then, when yon are lonely or in.it® Lis P'_G"thul_ beir, “‘mocustosm
of eight-and-twenty summers, look- | have had without thems Why, they | clined to doubt me, Jealous one, _1'1111! yoursclf to be I"}?“c tou_:. footmaa, -
ing at least five summers less, with | are the very life of the age! There's|can call them forth to bring back' '€ the parlor-maid, the eonchmay, .,
an exceptionally sweet voice, bright | the phonograph, for instance—but | the smiles to yonur dear face,%nd joy | *04 to all the servants; thas you
suile, graceful figure ‘and winning | Ibeg pardon; you are looking bored. | to your dear hemt. I do yeturn the | ¥ €O11€ in time to be courteous tp ,
ways., And  to this bewitching|I eau not expect you to take asilove yon so ardently avow, and I all people—even toyour i
woman has Leou Fishback, the mucli interest in these subjects as I| will marry you when mamma gives| It seems to me,” said a customens
hitherto appavently unimpressible do. Isnot Reginald coming this|ler consent. Tntil then no lips ' to liis barber, “that in these hard
baehelor, devoted himself since the | way?? | shall tonch the lips made sacred by | times you ouglt to lower your prige .
moment he first took Ler slr,mdcr; “He i8 mot,” answered Miss your kiss: no band shall clusp the | forshaving.”  “Cau't do it," replied .
little hand-in Lis and bade ber wel- | Laura, demurely; “he is still bold-|hand that wears yonr lovel ¥ dia-|the barber.  “Nowadays everybody!
come to his home. Aud it is by her | ing Della’s band, and totally ignor- mond ring. Bat ol, Leoh, dear, try | Wears snch a long fuce that wedhave
side he loiters, untempted by the | ing all the other welcoming Lauds | to like Laura w little for my sake. I|® freat deal more surfuce to shave
wmerriment without, in the deep, | extended to him.” | know that she is all that you say she : over.” el
pleasant, vine-enwreathed bay-win-| “Al! the old, old story, that iy is—affected, eold-bearted, haughty | The Dake nf Wellington stoad as?
dow of the library, as the fair-hair- | ever new!” “quotes Mr. Fishback, s and disagreeable; I am just natghty | rodfuther to the Duke of Coznanght. 1
ed girk.cowes flying scross the gar- | be peeps over the shoulder of bLis { enongh to be pleased when vou tell {On the Prince’s birth the wariors
den, pursued by the tinkling bells |fair guest at the new arvival; and ! me her beanty, so mueh admired by [ received an odd rebuff from thas
Laura starts from her seat with o | then, sinddenly rising and confront-{ others, fades into utter insignifi- nnrse. He nsked. simply enough,
blush, and leaning from the wiu-_liug ber, he exclaims: “kou mmst, cance beside that of your own little | “Is it n boy or a girl?" and received-
dow, entreats, “Coax them awu_v,!h:wc heard that story very often,| Teresa; but, my Leon, try to toler- | the crusbing reply, “It is & Prinee;.
Bella dear, they ave dancing on the | Laura—forgive my ealling you so, | ate her, for, strang® as it may ap- | your grace.” o guadil
flower bed.”. And as the girl obedi-| but you used to permit it in the pear to you, I am quite fond of her.| A very bad rider who.pm' are
ently turrs and speeds in the opo-fdays we went blackberrying to-|Good night, beloved. Dyeam of {enormously lirge feet was'ssen, 10
site direction, she draws back her|getlier, some ten yenrs ago; and for- your Teresa.” ithe astonishment of everybody,”
pretty head, and, looking at her | give me again, bnt, upon my word | - “That plaguad phogograph,” said | riding a horse which, though' quidt”
compinion, -says: © “How much i I ean not help asking you, impellml_ Mr. Fishback; “I thought Idestroy- | in harness, was diffenlt to w
Bella is like her sister Teresa—that | as I am by some m ysterions power, | ed it long ago,” as Le angrily took |in conneetion with » saddle. The!
is, when Teresa was only sixteen.”| Why have you never margied?” |1t from the hauds of the small dis- ;'aniu::-.]‘s meek behavior was eveitee
“Ts she?” asks Mr. Fishback. |

gAT

S san 2t i [ ; -5 [little five-year-old who eame in t4™
| it 18 carried forward, until it reach- {shrill youne voice—the voice o!li o dinhis Gt ailoal 'MG.'ﬁh;"_:'
nidn" _TDI{ o
the” bell?” “Yes, father,” réplied™

Beat TE7

A blush rises to Ler cheek, but | coverer. (ally explained by a looker-on, wissi
“Why, dou't you remember?” spid sbe looks up in his face, and calmly | “What did owr hamdram ances- vemarked, “He evidently thinks e
Rt {renlies: “I don’t remember thtft‘m‘ do withont these glorious in- | is between the shafte™ * dgaoudd
“I do nel,” replied Mr. Fishback, | blackberry episodes, aud I Lave re-| ventions!” murmured Luura, as she | Bishop Potter, of New Ym’t”l!
with emphasis. | mained unmarried because I vowed, | quictly fuinted away, for the first ] excusing himself from mak i 9
Miss Laura makes two interroga- | when a young- girl, never to marry aud ouly time in Ler life, { speech at a luncheon after a
tion peints with her silken eye- ; unless convinced that I was the first ! “If ever yon go prowling around | dedication at Boston, told thé M
brows, opens ber mouth to speak, | aud only love of the man whose wife  my room. again,” continued M. |of 4 man who was always bragg
thinks better of it, closes hLer red {1 became.” | Fishback, addressing his anfortu_| of any speech be made, and aé
lips firmly, and turns to the window; “Laura, T have never loved” an- nate nephew, and supporting Miss | ingly once told a friend that he Had'
|again as the merry-makers stop [uther." | Beardsley with one arm, while hLe jnﬁ;'beﬂ“ down to Boston, where B#
| playing and gather in a group, with| “Ar. Fishback, you forget my old 'flung the tell-tale phonograph out of made a speech. ' “Oh, :lﬂ yott
| their ‘eyes fixed npon & small mrial  friend Teresa, the sister of the girl | the window, “T’lL apply the double i snid his friend.  “T am 3
|to whom your brother Reginald is | back-nction self-acting spanking ma- {it. Talways did hate those ‘Bos?
- chine until yon roar for merey.” | tonians.” ’ =1 la
descom'(si “Good heavens, Laura, how mis-| The procession then left the room | During  the o
toward the lawn. Ina few minutes i taken you are!” on the double-quick. Mr. F ishback, “Othello,” at the Prines of W,
(it tonches the ground, and a hand-| *It was with her you looked for lookiug upon the inanimate form he Theatre, Birmingham, in the  bbde
some young fellow lemps out and is f Llackberries. T never knew you to | beld in his arms, exclaimed: “She | chamber scene in the i“t“" ey
greeted with many exclamations of | find any, not with me, sir.” | will never, never look at me agaiul” | Othello, in his wild despair, 4R
plensure and stirpride” ' | © “Laura, how blind you were! I| But she did, and what's INOTE, | the act of taking the life dm
“Your brother Reginald,” says sought Ler society, only to be near married him a month after. And— | 4 old lady in zhs'pil broks “#He
“So soor: returned  you. I declare, npon my word and | b, the wonderful progress toward stillness of the tragic scene, @il
|caused a good deal of mmuseshef

I fingered by her ds for| perfect womanhood in this twenticth
7.t dude: for  eenturyb—althongh they have Been : . ;
at  an_ inopportume moment,’
making a dash townrd the stapes

| married for some twenty years, she
| bad never once said to bim, “That

chining: “Oh, you wreteh!” =.1818

8z Sadond

-'ua;_, which is gently swaying be-

i tveen Leaven and earth, decorated | now making love on the lawn.”

few days ago.” {hours and howrs, in‘the hope that
“Yes; flying ship American Eagle {you would join us for a mement or
fastest of tl:e Air Line, I heard'two during the time,

and when you | voiee.” :




