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Kopje Alone, Monday Afternoon. 
My Dear Jemima— 

Then lie looked up into the little 
glass opposite. It was a youthful face 
reflected there, with curling brown 
beard and hair, but In the dark blue 
eyes there was a look of languid long-
tog that touched him. He redipped 
his pen and wrote: 

When I look up into the little glass that hangs 
opposite me, I wonder if that changed and sad 
tace— 

Here he sat still and reflected. It 
Bounded almost as if he might be con
ceited or uninanly to be looking at his 
own face in the glass. No, that would 
not do. So he looked for another pink 
sheet and began again. 

Kopje Alone, Monday Afternoon. 
Dear Sister—It is hardly six months since I left 

you to come to this spot, yet could you now see 
me I know what you would say. I know what 
mother would say, "Can that be our Greg—that 
thing with the strange look in his eyes?" 

T-es, Jemima, it is your Greg, and the change 
has been coming over me ever since I came here, 
but it is greatest since yesterday. You know 
What sorrows I have passed through, Jemima; 
how unjustly I was always treated at school, the 
masters keeping me back and calling me a block
head, tijpugh, as they themselves allowed, I had 
the best memory of any boy in the school and 
could repeat whole hooks from beginning to end. 
You know how cruelly father always used me, 
calling me a noodle and a milk sop just because 
he couldn't understand my fine nature. You 
know how he has made a farmer of me instead 
of a minister, as 1 ought to have been. You 
know it all, Jemima, and how I have borne it all, 
not as a woman, who whines for every touch, but 
as a roan should—in uilence. 

But there are things, there is a thing, which 
the soul longs to pour forth into a kindred ear. 

Dear sister, have you ever known what it is to 
keep wanting and wanting and wanting to kiss 
some one's mouth, and you may not; to touch 
some one's hand, and you cannot? 1 am in love, 
Jemima. 

The old Dutch woman from whom I hire this 
place has a little stepdaughter, and her name bo
ffins with E. 

She is English. ! do not know bow her father 
came to marry a Boer woman. It makes me feel 
so strange to put down that letter that I can 
hardly go on writing—E. I've loved her ever 
since I came here. For weeks I have not been 
able to eat or drink.- My very tobacco, when I 
smoke, has no taste, and I can remain for no 
more than five minutes in one place and some
times feel as though I were really going mad. 

Every ^ evening I go there to fetch my milk. 
Yesterday she gave me some coffee. The spoon 
fell on the ground. She picked it up. When 
she gave it me, her finger (touched mine. Je
mima, 1 do not know if 1 fancied it—I shivered 
hot, and she shivered too! I thought: "It is all 
tight. She will be mine. She loves me!" Just 
then, Jemima, in came a fellow, a great, coarse 
fellow, a German—a ridiculous fellow, with curls 
right down to his shoulders. It makes one sick 
to look at him. He's only a servant of. the 
Boer woman's and a low, vulgar, uneducated 
thing that's never been to boarding school in 
his life. He had luu»n to the next farm seeding 
sheep. When he came in. she said: "Good even
ing, Waldo. Have some eqffee," and she kissed 
him.. 

All last -night 1 heard nothing else but "Have 
some coffee; have some coffee." If I went to 
Bleep for a moment. I dreamed that her lin^r 
was prcrtrfng mine, but when I woke with a 
start 1 heard her cay: "Good evening, Waldo. 
Have somc\offee." 4'^ v 

Is tliis madness? ^ ^ 
I have not eaten a mouthful today. This even-, 

ing 1 go and propose to her. If she refuses m •, 
I shall go and kill myself tomorrow. There is a 
dam of water close by. The sheep have drunk 
most of it up, but there is still enough, if I tie a 
stone to m\ jeek. 

It is a choice between death and madness. 1 
can endure no more. If this should be the last 
letter y6u ever get' from mei think of me" ten
derly and forgive me. Without her life would be 
ft howling wilderness, a long tribulation. She is 
my affinity; the one love of my life, of my youth, 
of my manhood; my sunshine, my God given 
blossom. 
"They never loved who dreamed that they loved 

once 
And who saith, *1 loved oncc ^ 
Not angels, whose deep eyes look down through 

'realms of lightl" 
Your disconsolate brother, on what is, in all 

probability, the last and distracted night of jhis 
life, GREGORY NAZIANZEN HOSE. 

P. S.—Tell mother to take care of my pearl 
studs. 1 left them in thq wash hand stand draw
er. Don't let the children get hold of them. 

P. P. S.—I shall take this letter with me to the 
farm. If I turn down one comer, you may know 
1 have been accepted; if not, you may know it is 
all up with your heart broken brother. 

G. N. R. 

Gregory having finished his letter 
read it over with much approval, put 
It in an envelope, addressed it and sat 
contemplating the ink pot. somewhat 
relieved in mind. 

The evening turned out chilly and 
very windy after the day's heat. From 
afar off, as Gregory neared the home
stead on tile browu pony. • he coukl 
distinguish a little tigure in a little red 
cloak at the door of the cow kraal. 
Em leaned over the poles that barred 
the gate and watched the frothing 
milk run through/the black lingers of 
the herdsman, while the . unwilling 
cows stood with tethered heads by the 
milking poles. She had thrown the 
red cloak over her own head and held 
it under her chin with a little hand to 
keep from her ears the wind that play
fully shook it find tossed the little 
Cringe of yellow hair into her eyes. 

"Is it not too cold for you to be 
standing here?" said Gregory, coming 
softly close to her. 

"Oh, no; it is so nice. I always come 
to watch the milking. That red cow 
with the short horns is bringing up 
the calf of the white cow that died. 
She loves it so, just as if it were her 
own. It Is so nice to see her lick its 
little ears. Just look!" 

"The clouds are black. I think it is 
going to rain tonight," said Gregory. 

"Yes," answered Em, looking up as 
well as she could for the little yellow 
fringe. 

"But I'm sure you must be cold," said 
Gregory, aD(l he put his hand under 
the cloak and found there a small fist 
doubled up, soft and very warm. He 
held it fast in his hand. 

"Oh, Em, I love you better than all 
the world besides! Tell me, do you 
love me a little?" 

"Yes, I do," said Em, hesitating 
and trying softly to free her hand. 

"Better than everything; better than 
all the world, darling?" he asked, bend
ing down so low that the yellow hair 
was blown Into his eyes. 

"I don't know," said Em gravely. "I 
do love you very much, but I love my 
cousin who is at school and Waldo 
very much. You see, I have known 
them so Ion.?." 

"Oh, Em, do not talk to me so cold
ly!" Gregory cried, seizing the little 
arm that rested on the gate and press
ing it till she was half afraid. The 
herdsman had moved away 1(| the oth
er end of the "kraal" now, and the 
cows, busy with their calves, took no 
notice of ihi- farce. "Em, 
it; _ , t,..a i o i1. V ,a 

must love me—love me "oetter thai* all. 
You must give yourself to me. I have 
loved you since that lirst moment 
wlit/n I' saw you walking by the stone 
wall with the jug in your hands. You 
were made for me, created for me. 
I will love you till I die. Oh, Em, do 
not be so cold, so cruel, to me!" 

I-Ie held her arm so tightly that her 
fingers relaxed their hold, and the 
cloak fluttered down on to the ground, 
and the wind played more roughly 
thax over with the little yellow head. 
•v "I do love you very much," she said, 
"but 1 do not know if I want to marry 
you. I love you better than Waldo, 
but I can't toll if I love you better than 
Landau. If you would let me wait 
for a week. I think perhaps I could tell 
you." 

Gregory picked up the cloak and 
wrapped it round her. 1 

"If you could but love me as I love 
you!" he said. "But no woman can 
love as a man can. I will wait till next 
Saturday. I will not once come near 
you till then. Goodby. Oh, Em," he 
said, turning again and twining his 
arms about her and kissing her sur
prised little mouth, "if you are not my 
wife I cannot live! I have never loved 
another woman, and I never shall— 
never, never!" 

"You make me afraid," said Em. 
"Come, let us go, and I will fill your 
pail." 

"I want rfo milk. Goodby. You will 
not see me again till Saturday." 

Late that night, when every one else 
had gone to bed, the yellow haired lit
tle woman stood alone in the kitchen. 
She had come to fill the kettle for the 
next morning's coft'ee and now stood 
before the fire. The warm reflection 
lighted the grave old womanish little 
face that was so unusually thoughtful 
this evening. ( 

"Better than all the world; better 
than everything! He loves me better 
than everything!" She said the words 
aloud, aa if they were more easy to 
believe if she spoke them so. She had 
given out so much love in her little 
life and had got none of it back with 
interest. Now one said, "I love you 
better than all the world!" One loved 
her better than she.loved him. How 
suddenly rich she was! She kept clasp
ing and unclasping her hands. So a 
beggar feels who falls asleep on the 
pavement wet and hungry and who 
wakes in a palace hall with servants 
and lights and a feast before him. Of 
course the beggar's is only a dream, 
and he wakes from it, and this was 
real. 

Gregory had said to her, "I will love 
you as long as I live." She said the 
words over and over to herself like a 
song. 

'I will send top him tomorrow, and 
vill tell 

she said. . 
I will tell him h 

>r hin 
ow I love him back," 

But Em needed not to send for him. 
Gregory discovered on reaching home 
that Jemima's letter was still in his 
pocket, and therefore, much as he 
disliked the appearance of vacillation 
and weakness, he was obliged to be at 
the farmhouse before sunrise to post it. 

"If I see her," Gregory said, "I shall 
only bow to her. She shall see that I 
am a man, one who keeps his word." 

As to Jemima's letter, he had turned 
down one corner of the page and then 
turned it back, leaving a deep crease. 
That would show that he was neither 
accepted nor rejected, but that matters 
were In an intermediate condition. It 
was a more poetical way than putting 
it in plain words. 

Gregory was barely In time with his 
letter, for Waldo was starting when 
he reached the homestead, and_,Ein 
was on the doorstep to s'ee him' off. 
When he had given the letter and Wal
do had gone, | Gregory bowed stiffly and 
prepared to remount his own pony, but 
somewhat slowly. It was still early. 
None of the servants was about. Em 
came up close to him and put her little 
hand softly on his arm as he stood by 
his horse. 

"I do love you best of all," she said. 
She was not frightened now however 
much he kissed *her. "I wish I was 
beautiful and nice," she added, looking 
up into his eyes as he held her against 
his breast. 

"My darling, to me you are more 
beautiful than all the women in .the 
world, deiirer to me than everything it 
holds. If you were in , I would go 
after you to find you there. If you 
were dead, though my body moved, 
my soul would "be under the ground 
with you. All life as I pass it with 
you in my arms will be perfect to me. 
It will pass—pass like a ray of sun
shine." 

Em thought how beautiful and grand 
his face was as she looked up into it 
She raised her hand gently and put it 
on his forehead. 

"You are so silent, so cold, my Em!" 
ho cried. "Have you nothing to say 
to me?" 

A little shade of wonder filled her 
eyes. 

"I will do everything you tell me," 
she said. 

What else could she say? Her idea 
of love was only service. 

"Then, my own precious one, prom
ise never to kiss that fellow again. I 
cannot bear that you should love any 
one but me. You must not. I will not 
have it! If every relative I had in the 
world were to die tomorrow, I would 
be quite happy if I still only had you. 
My darling, my love, why are you so 
cold? Promise me not to love him 
any more. If you asked me to do any
thing for you, I would do it, though it 
cost my life!" 

Em put her haqd very gravely round 
his neck. 

"I will never kiss him," she said, 
"and I will try not to love any one else. 
But I do not know if I will be able." 

"Oh, my darling, I think of you all 
night, all day. I think of nothing else, 
love, nothing else," he said, folding his 
arms about her. 

Em was a little conscience stricken. 
Even that morning she had found time 
-to lxnu'it'lwi- i:it ill six moiil!'.!.; her 
Cj m * \ '< i» Vri: frou s-luol, 

I aim sue naci thought to remind Waldo 
; of the lozenges for his cough, oven 
; when she saw Gregory coming. 
! "I do not know how it is," she said 
. humbly, nestling to him, "but I cannot 
I love you so much as you love me. Per-
] haps it is because I am only a woman, 
j but I do love you as much as 1 can." 
j Now the Kaffir maids were coming 
from the huts. He kissed her again, 
eyes and mouth and hands, and left 

I her. 
Tant' Sannle was well satisfied when 

told of the betrothment. She herself 
contemplated marriage within the year 
with one or other of her numerous 
"vrijers," and she suggested that the 
weddings might take place together. 

Em set to work busily to prepare her 
own household linen and wedding gar
ments. Gregory was with her daily, 
almost hourly, and the six mouths 
which elapsed before Lyndall's return 
passed, as he felicitously phrased it. 
"like a summer night, when you are 
dreaming of some one you love." 

Lute one evening Gregory sat by his 
little love, turning the handle of her 
machine as she drew her work through 
it, and they talked of the changes they 
would make when the Boer woman 
was gone and the farm belouged to 
thein alone. There should be a new 
room here and a kraal there. So they 
chatted on. Suddenly Gregory dropped 
the handle and impressed a fervent 
kiss on the fat hand that guided the 
linen. 

"You are so beautiful. Em." said the 
lover. "It comes over me In a Hood 
suddenly how I love you." 

Em smiled. 
"Taut' Saunie says when I am her 

age no one will look at me, and it is 
true. My hands are as short and broad 
as a duck's foot, and my forehead is so 
low, and I haven't any nose. 1 can't be 
pretty." 

She laughed softly. It was so nice to 
think he should be so blind. 

"When my cbusiu comes tomorrow, 
you-will see a beautiful woman. Greg
ory," she added presently. "She is like 
a little queen; her shoulders are so up
right. and her head looks as though it 
ought to have a little crown upon It. 
You must come to see her tomorrow as 
soon as she comes. I am sure you will 
love her.." 

"Of course I shall come to see her, 
since she is your cousin, but do you 
think I could ever think any woman as 
lovely its 1 think you7" 

He fixed his seething eyes upon her. 
"You could not help sceiug that she 

Is prettier." said Em, slipping her right 
hand Into his. "but you will never be 
able to like any one so much as you 
like me." 

Afterward, when she wished her lov
er good night, she stood upon the door
step to call a greeting after him. afld 
she waited, as she always did, till the 
browu pony's hoofs became inaudible 
behind the "kopje." 

Then she passed through the room 
where Tant' Snnuie lay snoring, and 
through the little room that was drap
ed In white, waiting for her cousiu's 
return, on to her own room. 

She went to the chest of drawers to 
put away the work she had finished 
and sat down on the floor before the 
lowest drawer. In it were the things 
she was preparing for her marriage. 
Piles of white Huen and some aprons 
and quilts, and in the little box in the 
corner a spray of orange blossom 
which she had brought from a smouse. 
There, too, was a ring Gregory had 
given her and a veil his sister had 
sent, and there was a little roll of fine 
embroidered work which Trana had 
given her. It was too fine and good 
even for Gregory's wife—Just right for 
something very small and soft. She 
would keep It. And she touched it 
gently with her forefinger, smiling, and 
then she blushed and hid It far behind 
the other things. She knew so well 
all that was In that drawer, and yet 
she turned them all over as though 
she saw them for the first time and 
packed them all out and packed them 
all in without one fold or crlmple and 
then sat down and looked at them. 

Tomorrow evening when Lyndall 
came she would bring her here and 
show her all. Lyndall would so like to 
see It—the little wreath and the ring 
and the white veil! It would be so nice. 
Then Em fell to seeing pictures. Lyn
dall should live with them till she her
self got married some day. 

Every day when Gregory came home, 
tired from his work, he would look 
about and say: "Where Ib my wife? 
Has no one seen my wife? Wife, some 
coffee!" and she would give him some. 

Em's little face grew very grave at 
last, and she knelt up and extended her 
hands over the drawer of linen. 

"Oh, God!" she said, "I am so glad! 
1 do not know what 1 have done that 
1 should be so glad. Thank you!" 

i tcrations." said Em, drawing nearer 
• to the gray dressing gown respect-
I l'uliy. "i-'ij you like him, Lyndall? Is 
! he uot handsome?" 
| "I-Ie must have been a fine baby," 

said Lyndall. looking at the while 
dimity curtain that hung above the 
window. 

Em was puzzled. 
"There are some men," said Lyndall, 

"whom you never can believ* were 
babies at all, and others you never see 
without thinking how very nice they 
must have looked when they wore 
socks and pink sashes." 

Em remained silent. Then she said, 
with a little dignity: "When you know 
hidii, you will love him as I do. When 
I compare other people with him, they 
seem so weak and little. Our hearts 
are so cold: our loves are mixed up 
with so many other things. But he— 
no one Is worthy of his love. I am 
not. It is so great and pure." 

"You need not make yourself unhap
py on that point—your poor return for 
his love, my dear." said Lyndall. "A 
man's love is a lire of olive wood. It 
leaps higher every moment; it roars, it 
blazes, it shoots out red flames; it 
threatens to wrap you round and de
vour you—you who stand by like an 
icicle in the glow of its fierce warmth. 
You are self reproached at your own 
chilliness and want of reciprocity. The 
next day. when you go to warm your 
hands a little, you find a few ashes. 
'Tis a long love and cool against a 
short love ;uul hot. Men, at all events, 
have nothing to complain of." 

"You speai: so because you do uot 
know men." said Em, instantly as
suming the dignity of superior knowl
edge so universally affected by atfianc-
ed and 'married women in discussing 
man's nature with their uncoutracted 
sisters. "You. will know them, too, 
some day, and then you will think dif
ferently." said Em, with the conde
scending magnanimily which superior 
knowledge can always afford to show 
to ignorance. 

Lyndall's little lip quivered in a man
ner indicative of intense amusement. 
She twirled a massive ring upon her 
forefinger—a ring more suitable for 
the hand of a man and noticeable in 
design—a diamond cross let into gold, 
with the initials "R. R." below it. 

"Ah. Lyndall." Em said, "perhaps 
you are engaged yourself—that is why 
you smile! Yes, I am sure you are. 
Look at this ring!" 

Lyndall drew the hand quickly from 
her. 

"1 am uot in so great a hurry to put 
my neck beneath any man's foot, and 
I do not so greatly admire the crying 
of babies." she said as she closed her 
eyes half wearily and leaned back in 
the chair. "There are other women 
glad of such work." 

Em felt relinked and ashamed. How 
could she take Lyndall and show her 
the white linen and the wreath and 
the embroidery? She was quiet for a 
little while and then began to talk 
about Trana and the old farm serv
ants till slie saw her companion was 
weary; then she rose and left her for 
the night. But after Em was gone 
Lyndall sat on, watching the old 
crone's face in the corner, and with a 
weary look, as though the whole 
world's weight rested on these frail 
young shoulders. i 

The next morning Waldo, starting off 
before breakfast with a bag of mealies 
slung over liis shoulder to feed the os
triches, heard a light step behind him. 

"Wait for me. I am coming with 
you," said Lyndall, adding as she came 
up to him: "If I had not goue to looK 
for you yesterday, you would not have 
come to greet me till now. Do you not 
like me any longer, Waldo?" 

"Yes; but—you are changed." 
It was the old. clumsy, hesitating 

mode of speech. 
"You liked the pinafores better?" she 

said quickly. SlieNvore a dress of a 
simple cotton- fabric, but very fashion
ably made, and on her head was a 
broad white hat. To Waldo she seem
ed superbly attired. She saw It. "My 
dress has changed a little," she said, 
"and I also, but not to you. Hang the 
bag over your other shoulder that I 
may see your face. You say so little 
that If one does not look at you you 
are an uncomprehended cipher. Waldo 
changed the bag, and they walked on 
side by side. "You have improved," 
she said. "Do you know that I have 
sometimes wished to see you while I 
was away; not often, but still some
times?" 

They were at the gate of the first 
camp now. Waldo threw over the bag 
of mealies, and they walked on over 
the dewy ground. ;v , . 

( > ^ i, 

j j CHAPTER XVII. . ' 
LYNDALL. ' ' " 

She was more like a princess, yes. 
far more like a princess, than the lady 
who still hung on the wall in Tant' 
Sannie's bedroom. So Em thought. 
She leaned back in the little armchair; 
she wore a gray dressing gown, and 
her long hair was combed out and 
hung to the ground. Em, sitting be
fore her, looked up with-mingled re
spect and admiration. 

Lyndall was tired after her long 
journey and had coine to her room ear
ly. Her eyes ran over the familiar ob
ject^, Strange to go away for four 
years and come back and find that the 
candle standing On the dressing table 
still cast tlie shadow of an old crone's 
head in the corner beyond the clothes 
horse. Strange that even a shadow 

should last longer than man. She 
looked about among the old familiar 

! objects. All was there, but the old self 
» was gone. 
; "What are you noticing?" asked Em. 

"Nothing and everything. I thought 
| the windows were higher. If 1 were 

I you, when 1 get this place 1 should 
i • :ii; -• !'h» -.vails. There is not room jo 
' .'•!«»'*»>' * rT *esj "• f" -

'Gregory sw going, to make i: any a5-
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DEALER IN 

Pianos, Organs, sewing Machines 
And musical instruments. We handle the well known 

' Burdett & Newman Organs, and Smith & Barnes, 
Fisher, and Kingsbury Pianos., We also have a 

<1 splendid Estey Organ. White Sewing Machines with 
ball bearings, easy running. We carry a new line of 
ioc sheet music and other music; also a full line of 
small goods. Cleaning and repairing of organs and sew
ing machines in charge of expert repairer. Also rotary 
standard sewing machines. 

L. M, SHAW, Pres. C P. KUEHNLE, Vice-Pres.J r 0. L.;VOSS, Cash 

BANK Ofc DENISON.K 
fcfl J'",!?) 

General Banking Business Conducted. 

Mange Sought and Sold Lose and Short Time Loans at Lowest Rates, 
i Interest Paid on Time Deposits. a.i'.t 

Accunts of all Branches of Business Conducted. 
if 
w 

Personal attention given to investments for local patrons. Business con-
^ ducted in English or German 
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r„ SHAW, KUEHNLE & BEARD, 
LAWYERS, i 

REAL ESTATE LOANS.AT LOWEST RATES. 
iiliiMJinimiiinuiiiii, 

CHARLES TABOR, 5 1 
v. j DENISON, IOWA, ; V, 
•C • r -V.- -
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TO LOAN. 

LONG TIME -• ^MONEY9}* 
SI 

LOWEST RATES. " * 
OFFICE OVER MoHENRY'S BANK. *••«••••••.» 

Capital $100,000. Ml 91VV,W». J 'V. r \|jg Deposits, $300,000 

Grawiord Goiintu state Bank, 
• ^ mzEisrisosT, xo-w-a.. 

The Best Security for Depositors, Farm Loans at five Per Cent Interest, 
This Bank is incorporated under the laws of the State of Iowa. This gives* the 

best security to all depositors, not only to the amount of stock, but the per
sonal property of each share-holder is holden to the amount of his share 

for any loss to the bank. Incorporated banks are under the dontrol 
of the State Auditor, who can at any time examihethe business, and ac

cording to his his investigation the published statements are made. Deposi
tors m an incorporated bank have more security than the confidence imposed in 

e officers. They have the best security, because the capital stock can not ! 

e usedat pleasure for outside speculation and investment. TheCraw-
. ord County State Bank is best incorporated banking institution 

in the County, A. Btmeral banking business done. 
Passage IFicJcets Sold, Inswramce Written, Xtoans Negotiated* 

L. CORNWELL. GEORGE NAEVE, M,DE. JONES, 6. J. KEMMING. 
President. V-President. *. Cashier. Ass't Cashier. -•>.; 
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Directors I Cornwell, Geo. Naeve, H. F. Schwartz. uireciors -j chas Tabori j P.Conner-
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PETEmS 
Celebrated 

MewVlct 
Shells 

Loaded only with the famous 

King's Smokeless 
a r i?ivf higher vcioo-

» W W a ay than any other 
loaded shells. Recoil lightjfettern 
excellent at all distances and 
shells .shoot clean!They arcTha 

Q u iekest on 
Earth and they hit! 

Do not accept substitutes for 
Peter* Celebrated Shells.tac 
Send for our Free Booklet. 

THE 
PETERS CARTRIDGE CO., 

839 MAIM AT., »' **• W• ^ 1 

-y'r-- ' 'X 

Daily 

i t s^siThrough first class and Tourist Sleeping Cars 
v,..yto points in California and Oregon every day/-1 % 

the year. Personally conducted excur- • 
v sions every Thursday. Lowest Rates, short-

est time on the road, finest scenery. Only/ -
route by which you can leave home any day'" 1 

v ti? in the week and travel in tourist cars on fast 5 

'• • trains all the way. For descriptive pamph- ' 
lets and full information inquire of nearest!^ 
agent. 

Chicago & Northwestern 
Railway.-

it 

AEBISCHER BROS—^ J 
City Meat Market. i\V<M 

DENISON. >OWA. „ — — FreshMeats. 


