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EXTRA, !

300 yds manufacturers’ rem-
nants of cotton draperies suit-
able for sofa pillows, etc.. 23 to

rd lengths, all new, fresh |

er sold less than 5 cents before
At our clearing sale

300 yards Scotch Lawn, nev-

3 cpryd

go S just received from the
factory. No piece worth less

than 10 cts per yard. Going at

5c¢ pr yd

i
|
|
a
One small lot dark and light |
awn l

2% c pr yd
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ORKIN BROS .

Grand Clearance Sale

250 yards best standard Cali-
coes, go at

l 1000 yards Unbleached Muslin

! a good 5 cent muslin, cleurim: ,
‘ sale price
|

3 c per yd

400 yards
good 5 cent grade

S CIPL yd

Bleached Muslin,

250 yards Toweling, good val-
ue at 4 cents per yard, clear-

| ing sale pnu,

cpryd

ALIL THEIR SUMMER G-OODS

Wood’s Cambric, (a word to
the wise is sufiicient.)

3 c pryd

Best grade Table Oil Cloth at

9 c pr yd

Your choice of 10, 123, 15 and
18 ct summer wash goods Any
piece in the house, take your
choice for

6% c pr yd ,
(Al careful buyers will see at |
a glance that these are great
bargains.

Our Advertisemnents Mean Business,

500 yards Cotton dress goods
in plaids, double width, suit-
able for children’s school dress
es, good value at 123 cts. Clear
ing them out at

63 c pr yd

worth
Clearing sale

Stevens all finen Crash,
S cents per yd.
price

5c pryd ‘

Tight colored Calicoes, clear- 5
ing price |

3% c pr yd %

Our Snaps for

Summer stock must go.
enough for one season’s stock
prices that cannot be beaten.

Baby shoes, per pair, this sale

13 ¢ x

Two pairs for a quarter.

lots at |

49cand390 f

One lot of Ladies’ Tan Shoes,
worth £1.50, clearing price

98 ¢

Men’s ¢

Our shoe department is hardly large

Shoe Buyers.

and the summer sho¢s will go at

Choice of 50 pairs ladies vici |
kid, bhand turned shoes, good
\a]ue at &3, clearing price

$2.00 |

One lot of boys’ and misses
school shoes, calt skin, a good
one dollar shoe, this sale

75 (e

Liadies hand turned slippers,
worth $1.50 to $2. Your choice

$1.00

shoes, clearing sale 75¢c. A great
|

Men’s buckle plow shoeg, good $1
bargain for the farmer. alf skin shoes, lace or congress,
worth &2, clearing price $1.50. Boys® shoes, worth $1.75. All shapes

g2 cm

A full line of Men’s boots.

Our representative is now in the East buying an
enormous stock of Fall and winter Goods. To make
' room for this immense stock the SUMMER GOODS
MUST GO. We must have the room. We cannot
afford to [carry them over.

packed away for a year.

ers for you.

There are hundreds of other bargams. espec-
ially in the glassware, tinware and crockery de- | 25 ¢
partments, which you will find wiil be money sav-
Fancy a good wash boiler for 39 cts.,
and fine, fancy border tumblers at 2 cts.each. These
. are samples of the low prices.

so much room that they will be subject to the big-

gest discounts of all.

ORKIN BROTHERS.

- o

We want to give you
. fresh goods next summer, not some that have been
| For these reasons we an-
nounce a Grand Clearing Sale at which the

These wares take up

We want the people to carry
our stock of summer goods for us, they can do it G e e
easier than we can, and our low prices will make it
pay them to do so.
with you.

Come early, and bring this ad.
Yours,

Choice of all odds and ends.
children’s and misses slippers
and shoes worth from 50c¢ to |
$1. We have put them in two !

German Indigo Blue Lahcoes,
clearing price

icpryd
Easily wo-th 10c per yard

300 yards good Shirting, worth
10 cents per yard, clearing sale
price

73 c pr yd

Choice of any Shirt Waist in
the house, some worth $1

1 : 49 ceach

Chome of any straw hat in the

l house, worth 50 ¢ to 75 ¢. For

Your choice of any linen or
celluloid collars

i 8 c each

Two for lifteen cents.

3 c each

Good 50 ¢ working jackets,

39 c

yen’s Negligee Shirts, 100 of
| them, collars attached, made
’ of good perecale, take them for

! 29 ¢

Another lot of ce!luloid collars :

Shoes,
| worth 51.50. Clearing price
i 98 cts

‘ onua AND EN Db—Fl(ty ct.

corsets, going tor

25 c each

One lot Ladies’
grade, going at

24 c each

Vests, 5t

Ladies’ 50c Union Suits go at

25 cts

|
. 25

{ One lot Ladies’ Tan

IN DENISON.

Read the Prices and Then Come in and Save Money.

25 and 35¢ balbriggan under-
| wear going now at

19 c.

Summer neckwear. Pretty

bows worth 10 cts., each

5c

Men's socks. brown and black
worth 12} ¢us. for

U @

Bargains for Fruit P’reserving
| Dark Brown 0’ Sugar, 201bs,
. for one dollar. Genuine Mason
fruit jars, quarts, 45 cents per
dozen.
jars, 24 cents per dozen.
glassea 19 cents per dozen.

Best grade rubbers for
Jelly

Tumblers, t.mcy borders each,
2ic

1 Good wash boiler

g 35 ¢

3338

and widlhs, clearing price 31.25.
B SE——
WAKALONA.

' s By OY WARMAR.
L 3Sad 4 —
1% [Copsright, 1898, by the Author.]

The old engineer and I had dragged
our chairs round to the south side of
the hospital and were enjoying as well
as the weak and wounded could be ex-
pected to enjoy the mountain air and
the morning. June was in the monn-
tains, but the snow was still heavy on
the high peaks. The yellow river, soiled
by the Leadville smelters and still
freighted with floating mush ice, splash-
ed by on its way to Pueblo and the
Terre Caliante! The little gray, glad
faced surgeon came along presently and
told Frank that he might go home on
Saturday, and that made the old en-
gineer, usually a littlo mite cranky and
irritable, as happy as a boy about to be
loosed from school.

““Say, Frank,”’ I began, ‘‘have you
ever known an Indian girl who could
by any stretch of imagination be consid-
ered handsome?’’

““¥Yes,”” he said thoughtfully, placing
his well foot on the top of the railing
and frowning from mere force of habit.
““We were lying at North Platte at the
time, that being the end of the track,
and there I knew a Pawnee maiden
who was really good to look upon. I
never knew her name; we called her
‘Walk-alone’ at first, because she scemed
never to mix up with the other squaws,
but when Slide McAlaster, the head
brakeman on the construction train, be-
gan to make love to her he named her
Wakalona, which ke thought a more
fitting title, inasmuch as shoe had al-
ready been called by Colonel Cody the
Princess of the Platte.

““Wakalona’s father, Red Fox, was
one of the bravest of the Pawnee scouts,
and his daoghter was naturally some-
thing of a belle among her people. She
was tall, tawny, graceful, willowy and
wild. It was a long while before Slide,
big, blond and handsome as he was,
could gain the confidence of the stately
princess. It was months before she
would allow him to walk with her, and
even then the feathered head of a jeal-
ous buck could always be seen peeping
from the high grass and keeping con-
stant watch over the girl. Wakalona,
like' the other women, worked in the
figlds when there were any ficlds to be
worked and at other times made her-
golf useful about her father’s tent. Her
mother was dead. She was the only
child her father had, and he was very
proud of her. In a battle between the
Sioux and the Paswneces, near Ogallala,
the Sionx had capiure a Wakalona and
her father, and Bu.‘ 1o Bill had rescucd
her almost miracn A:Y om four of
their foemen, three of v 1om they had
slain, After that l‘:‘ Sioux had marked
Red Fox and his daughter ns their own,
and many lures Lad been gob to ensnare
them. At North #flatte Red Fox had
planted a little ficld of corn, and it was
here when the sun was low that Slide
used to woo the dark eyed Princess of
the Platte. I used to wateh her working

L ]

in the neia, aita wiend we whistled she
would always pause in her labors and
look up to make sure that it was the
whistle of the 49, although she never
looked up for the whistle of any other
engine. I think as she began to lose her
heart to McAlaster that she came to
know the sound even of the bell and the
rattle of the spring hangers on the old
work engine. Jim was McAlaster’s real
name. We called him Slide because he
could never set a brake if he used both
hands withont twisting it np so tight
that the wheels would slide, so marvel-
ously strong were hislong, sinewy arms.
When we were coming into tho Platte
on a summer’s evening, Slide used to
jump off the engine, where he always
rode, open the switch, close it behind
the caboose and then stroll over into
the little cornficld where Wakalona
worked.

‘“‘Now, she always knew he was com-
ing; but, like her white sisters, she lik-
ed to play that she didn’t, and when he
would steal up behind her and catch her
in his arms (if no one was looking) she
would start and shudder as naturally as
a country schoolma’am.

‘“We went in the ditch one day. Slide
had his ankle sprained and was obliged
to ride in that evening in the caboose. I
whistled, as usual, for the station and
in the twilight saw the Indian girl still
working in the field and waiting for the
sweet surprise for which ghe had lcarn-
ed to wait. As we pulled in over the
switches I glanced out into the ficld
again, feeling sorry for Slide and for his
swectheart as well, but now she was
nowhere to be seen. When we had made

hospital tent, he signaled me ahead,
and when I bent over him he pulled meo
down and whispered ‘ Wakalona,’ and I
knew what he meant. I found her fa-
ther and told him that the brakceman
had been hurt and asked him to allow
his daughter to see the sufferer in the
surgeon’s tent. Red Fox was much sar-
prised. We had been an hour late com-
ing in that evening. It was now dark,
and Wakalona had not been seen by auy
of her people since the setting of the
sun. I told the warrior that I had seen
her working in the field as we were
nearing the station, and how when 1
looked again a moment later she was
gone.

““With a start the brave chieftain
threw up his hands, and then, control-
ling himself with a great effort, he
gigned to me and I followed him out
into the field. The Indian put his face
close to the ground and when he
straightened up helooked all about him
and said, ‘Sioux.” I brought a white
light from the locomotive and by the
light of it the wily Indian made out
that two of the hated tribe had slipped
up behind the helpless girl and seized
her and earried Ler away. Presently he
[ bronght a blade of corn to me and upon
it there was a tiny drop of blood, and |
yet he insisted that his daughter had
not been killed., Later he assured me
that she had not Leen carried, but had
walked away, tuking a different dirce-
tion from that taken by the Sivux. Now

| the story of the Christ.

I saw it all. She had heard our whistle
and while she waited for her lover the
pantherlike Sioux had stolen apon her.

““What mental anguish must have
been bers when she realized that instead
of the protecting arms of her fair god
the arms of murdererswere around her.
Love, like the locomotive, is a great
civilizer. Wakalona had tasted the joy
of love, and life had become dear to her.
The past to her was veiled in dark mys-
tery, the. future was. little better. bhut

He would steal up behind her and cateh
her in his arms. .

already she had begun to feel that be-

| yond it all there must be a brighter and
the big brakeman comfortable in the ,

better world. Once she had asked Me-
| Alaster about the fut re, and he, tonch-
ed by the earnestness of her nature, had
told her in his own way a &tory his
mother had told to him many a time—
*Thini of u big

lawkward clown like me,’ gaid Slide,
| ‘trying to unravel the mysteries of the

l

| future, trying to convert this white
souled woman, who without knowing it
has been thu means of muking e a

| better man.

! that an Indian who lad

|

| wreck mangled alu

*I’ve noticed all along, though, that
love of & good woman always akes a
man gentler, braver and bottoer,

**When Red Fox had explained to me
that Wakalona had not Leen killed,
but had svandered away, I urged him
to call the scouts and gearch the plains
for her, but he shook his licad. ‘It is
true that my child has not been killed,’
he said sadfy, ‘but she s dead. It is
true that sho still wallks the earth, but
sghe is dead to me and to all her people,
and the great brave Lowed his head in
silent sorrow.

“Then I remenitorn

! having heard

lost his scalp
was looked upon as one dementod or
dead, and I knew then what had hap-
pened to the Princess Walialona,

|

alan nght, but ne had nvver lain help-
less npon a stretcher and listened to a
talo such as I might tell, and I would
not tell it. I'd lie first, and so I did, and
while I framed a story of how Wakalo-
na ‘hnd gone that very day to visit a
neighboring camp the poor princess
wandered over the prairie.

‘‘All night she walked the trackless
wilds and when the stars paled lay
aown upon tiie damp earth tosleep. She
knew that sho Wms expected to die,
that ghe ought to die, but she shunned
death, not from any drcad of it, but
for the love of life. No doubt she fully
intended to die, but she would put the
thought of it by for a little longer and
dream of the pale faced brave. Ah, ho
might love her still—who could tell?—
for the white people were so strange! She
slept and doubtless dreamed of the little
field, of her father, of the twilight time
and of the sweet surpriso of her lover’s
arms about her, and then she started up
suddenly, putting her hand to her head,
and the recollection of her misfortune
made her heart sad, and soon sho slept
again.

‘“When she awoke, the sun was high
in the heavens. She was hungry and
thirsty. The blood had dried in her
midnight hair, and now she woent down
to the river to drink and bathe her
fevered face. Then she sat by the river
for a long time, trying to make up her
mind to die, but she could not. There
was a certain amount of mystery about
the river, and she liked to look upon its
quiet face. Whence did it come, and
where was it going? Then, in her wild
way, she likened her lif to the river
Where did she come from,
was she going?
out.
teacher, the brakeman, had said some-
thing about another world beyond the
sky, but he was still in this world, aud |
she loathed to leave it, and so she sat all |
through the long summer day, with her
hands locked over her knees, rocking to
and fro, half crooning and half moan-
ing:

“When the great red sun 18 half in the sky
And balf in the earth, then the dead must die

*She knew that she was counted
among the dead by her people and if
sho retorned to
drowned in this river when the sun
went down.

"&L\, n was clearly her duty now to
die, ald £hie would drown hersclf at l'u,
set of sun Having reconciled herscltf to
her fate, she fell asleep, and when she
awoke the sky was all studded with
stars. She had slept over the deanth

and whero |
She couldn't make it |
Only she remembered that huj

them she would be |

|

!

time and now must await another sun- |

set. She went down to the river wod
bathed her face. Obh, the mystery of the
river, where did it comoe from ol
where was it going? Would it bear

back to her lost lover? No, it was {10

| ing toward the morning ard would cur-

ry her farther away. She turned away,

““How best to breank the news to poor  haunted by the convietion that she Had

McAlaster was a question over whi
pordered on my way back to
He was strong aud sensible. e
seen many a comrade pulled out of a
105t beyond rece
tion; he bad been in more than cue

the caunp

1n-

had |

ani- |

I I no place in this world, for she Lhad heard

them sing in the death chunt:
*“The shadows lie upon the shore,
The dead shall walk the eurth no more.

‘“*And yet she counld uot put out of

Ilu:r heart the longing to live, and set-

ting her face from those she loved she
wandered out over the starlit plain.
All night she tramped through the
sagebrush with never a pause for rest or
slecp, and when the red sun swung out
of the earth sho tramped on and on.
The sun poured its pitiless rays upon
her wounded head, her soiled mantle
trailed upon the dewy earth, her tired
feet were torn and bleeding, and yet to
all theso ills she gave no thought.
Vaguely now she remembered that sho
had a fixed purpose, a certain duty to
perform, and that was to be the end of
all. Sho must not lose sight of theriver,
but even now when she looked for it
the river was not to bo seen. Her lips
were parched; her throat secmed to Lo
burning. The wide waste o’er which
sho wandered lay quivering in the
white glare of the noonday sun. Away
at the outer cdge of this shipless sea
the gray air trembled, her brain whirl-
ed, she swooned and fell to the earth.

““The cool night wind was about her
when she cawe to herself again, butsho
could remember but dimly the events of
the past, and so, half dazed, she wan-
dered on. Late in the afternoon she
came to a little station where there wero
a lone operator und a water tank. Tho
station agent pave her food and offered
her shelter, but sho shook her head and
asked him where tho river lay. The
spoctacle of a woman wandering about
half crazed, half starved and alone
was a sad one, and the operator, fecling
his own utter loneliness, tried to per-
sunade her to stay. Pointing to the west,
sho began to chant:

“When the gre ut red sun is half in the sky
And halt in the earth, the dead must die.

“Then she bared her bowed head. He
| saw the little round spot where the skin |
{ had been cut away and understood.
This revelation, liowever, causcd the |
a;.,«ut to redouble his efforts to save thoe
hapless maiden from herself,

*After much coaxing he succeeded in
getting her into his little room in tho
rcar of the telegraph office, whero she
soon fell asleep.  The sun went down

| and still gho slept, and ho knew sho was

safe, at least for another day. The dark-
ness decpened on the desert waste, the
cvcuiug wore away, the operator got
‘Good night' from the dispatcher at
Omaha and fell aslecp in his chair.
Prcsunt!y he was awakened by a sound
us of adoor closing softly. Hestole into
the little back rcom only to learn that
his guest had gone. e slipped outside
and listenwd, but save for the doleful

{cry of a lono wolf the night wus voice-
less, and be retwrned to s vcurrow
reon.

“."\: Aay \'.!x‘ ¢ tho sen was falling

ny in vl U tho operator, sitting

xt ln little 1~,':? v noticed o “1 wdow in |
the d i X 2 up beheld the sad
faco ¢ t the Indinn maiden, gaunter and
sorvier thau before.  Again he gave her
food, aud {from his medicing chest,
which i thoso duys was furnished by
the company to al ! agents and conduct-
ors, he brought medicated bandages,

which Lo bound about her torn ankles,
and ointment, which he put upon her
wounded head. After that she continned

w Cums Ul every aay to aceept a
meager meal and at night to steal away
and sleep upon thoe prairvie, with only the
stars above her. At tho end of a fort-
night she was almost well again. Now
tho woinun that was in her nature caus-
ed her to long for somo one to whom
she might tell her story, in whom she
might confide, and sho told it as well
as ghe could to tho ugent.  He helped
her to arrange her hair so as to hide the
hateful scar at the top of her head and
persuaded her to return to her people.
‘If the white mau loved you once, he
will love youall the more now, and
will save you from  your people if they
try to molest youn,’ was the agent’s en-
couragiug advice, and she determined to
return.

‘“Slide McAluaster’s severely sprained
anklo had become strong and he was at
work again.  The namo of Wakalona
was never mentioned by the Indians,
for to'them she was dead. 1t was never
wentioned by the whites when it could

awful story to the brakeman, and so he
lived from day to day, expecting her to
come home.  His was the only cheerful

face in tho camp duaring those two

weeks.  He was happy in tho morning,
hoping that the duy would bring her
back, and happy again at uu:,ht for
thero was one day less of waiting for
her return. And she did come back.
*“One night when the rain was pounr-
ing down she opencd the door of her fa-
ther’s tent and waited to be welcomed
home. The old scout was pacing his
tent, for he had not ceased to grieve for
his daughter, but now that she had re-
turned to him, as one from the grave,
her coming served only to angment his

wmisery. At sight of her he had taken a

‘ step or two toward the tent door, and
then, pansing to look upon her for the
last time, his face grew paloas he point-
ed a long arm down the darkness. In a
hoarso voice he uttered those ominous
words: *Tho shadows lie upon the
shore—to tho river, begone!'  With a

despairing look the princess turned back

into the rain swept night, and now a

new dunger confronted her. The guards

had scen her at the tent door, by the

dim light of a greaso lamp, and now
they scized and Lound her. Her father

had left to her the one chanco of flight;
the guards had shown less pity. And

while sho sat, bound and guarded, in a

darkly lighted tent her lover slept and

dreamed of her coming, not 100 yards
away. Theday dawned grudgingly ; the
darkness scemed reluctantly to leave
the carth; the sun remained behind the
dark clouds, from which the rain con-
tinued to fall in torrents. At noon the
rain ceased, the sun camo out, meadow

I larks caroled freo in the blue above, but
thoe hapless Wukalona lay fettered in a
rain soaked tent.  Thoe story of her cap-

{ ture was kept a profonnd secret, for the
ludx ws knew that tho Uum.d States
mm) officers would interfere if they

|h arned that the princess was to be put
to death. In the darkness of their igno-

rance they believed that they were do-
ing their duty.

*‘On account of the rain we had not
gone out that day, but late ia the after-

Continued on Eight Page.

be avoided, for no one cared to tell thes
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