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‘“He is going to beg your pardon in
English,” the padre.explained.

Then came Inocencio's rich, mellow
voice, with a° childish treble in it:
“h*ees. I ask of yon par-din. Zee hands
T kiss of you.”

“Isn’'t the English tongue funny, pa-
dre?’ laughed Liana merrily. “May 1
learn it too? I'll study hard.”

No wonder they loved the good padre
of their little pueblo. He was a man
into whose being something Dbetter
than mere scholarship had passed—
wooderaft and weather wit, the friend-
ship of animals and a delicate sympa-
thy with the life of childhood. The
gentleness of his manner contrasted
oddly with the bigness of his physique.
And he was quite content to spend his
days in his humble little corner of the

as too lowly to care greatly for the
flinging up of caps in the street.

Yes, the Padre Antonio was one of
the Elisha kind as against the Elijahs,
one of the sort that heal bitter waters
with a handful of salt, make poisonous
pottage wholesomé with a little meal,
find quiet, simple ways to deliver poor
widows from their creditors and se-
cure homes for orphans. In the pocket
of his cassock yecu could always find a
deck of cards, out that was only for
the game of solitaire. His sacristan
and servant, old Jose, had carved:him
a sort of card table out of the trunk of
a tree, and instead of going off with
his pipe or his cigar, his flute or his
gultar, as other padres did, he would
go to his little table and have his game
of solitaire.

Berrendo and Cristino:
are bright. They
school.”
themselves had responded in hopeless
tones:

“Si, padre.”
er done that.
“There’s fine stuff in both of those

ought to go to
Neither of them had ev-

shouldn’t teach them myself. T will"
Bo spoke the padre alone a few hours
later to his cards.

to his word.
Mfting them to his knee and telling

cities, full of people that could read
and write, and about steamboats and
steam cars. And they held their breath
In amazement, while the tendrils of
ambition commenced to feel around
and aspirations began to stir and htim
in their young hearts like waking bees
fn the warm presence of spring.

CHAPTER III.
By and by Inocencio was 18. He now
gtood six feet, bootless, and was, more-
over, a young fellow of magnificent
build. (It was his ancestors who used
to dance the war dance and cry “Ouich- |
’ka!” not those who lived in a castle
and wrote ou crested paper, that he
had to thank for this.) HIs eyes were
as dark as the wuaters of the Rio
Grande under the cover of a starless
night, and' they looked out straight into

gnimal that does miot know enough to
fear. 8

In the pueblito where he lived he
was regarded as a marvel for bravery
and strength. Once, when there had
been one of those rare occurrences In
Mexico, a fire, all the town had flocked
about to see it, thinking it, for its rari-
ty, better than a fiesta. Then, in full
view of every one, with the flames
scorching him and the smoke blinding
him, Inocencio had fetched out from
the fire an old woman in one arm, a
crippled girl in the other, while on his
shoulders was.a little boy. Ob, it was
a marvelous feat, and beyond doubt he
was a youth of courage, they said.
Liana, for her part, was fast growing

to look upon. To Inocenclo she was
very fair Indeed, and his wont was to
liken her to the flowers that smiled,
rare, white and wonderful, from
among the dark leaves of the magnolia |
tree. La bella magnolia, he called her.
At times she glanced with such favor
upon him_that he almost thought the
beautiful dreams he had dared to
dream were about to be realized, and
old OCristino would chuckle In his
heavy, ponderous way and, slapping
him on the back, say that all would yet
be well, that Liana’'s heart was in the
right place, after all.

Again clouds would lower and the
girl would look at Inocencio indiffer-
ently. Her scarlet mouth would draw
itself down in a prim, cold manner,
and she would call him *“the senor”
and ask him in stiff, stilted tones {f his
health were good these days.
Inocencio was as shy of expression
as any of his forbears that ever tip-
toed in silence along a dusky trail, and,
for the most part, he suffered these ca-
pricious moods without a word. But
there came an occasion of a memorable
outburst of strength and righteous in-
dignation which brought things rather
more to a climax.

It was the feast of Guadalupe, and,
as usual, both he and Liana were In
the merry city with the good padre.
And merry Indeed it was. The long,
gtraight ktreet leading to the Santuario
formed a brilllant vista to the gaze.

earth, He was too fastidious as well |

Several years before he had said to '
“The little ones |

And the two old men half to |

¢hildren, and there's no reason why I |

And ever since then he had been true |
At first he had begun by !

" them of those wonderful things called I

those of his fellows like the eyes of an |

into womanhood and was withal falr |
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Nearly every house along its length
was lighted with vessels of burning oil
and with a profusion of many colored
lanterns and made! gay with draperies,
green boughs and pictures of the
“Mother of the Mexicans,” as a thou-

Guadalupe.
The sidewalks were

their faces all set in the same direc-
tion—toward an arch of fire that span-
ned the street in the distance. The |
arch was formed of paper lanterns
strung on wires across the street, and
the brilliancy of the lights illuminated
and outlined like some enchanted
structure against the sky the grand old
Santuario. :

, The plaza in front of the church also
was filled with a mass of humanity
while surrounding it on all sides were

fruits and vegetables with still strange*
Indian names.

torches.

Although not so fashionable a throng
as that to be seen in the Plaza de Ar-
mas,
was composed of all classes. Cavaliers
In picturesque, silver laced riding dress
mingled with men whose ‘white cal-
sones, rolled up to their knees, ghowed
lean, brown, sinewy legs. There were
grave, stately Mexicans and eager,
talkative Americans.

As the Padre Antonio and those who
were with him passed from the froht
of the cathedral across the plaza Ino-
cencio saw something that caused him
to clinch his hand and made the blood

| surge to his head till the gay scene
| spun before his gaze in a swaying

mist. He saw the bold, passionate look
of a young American who was devour-
ing the beauty of Liana's exquisite
face, and he caught the quick upward
glance of Liana's eyes, the blush upon
her cheek and the pout of her lips be-
fore she drew more closely the folds of
. her rebozo about her.

The next day old Cristino sat under,

his portico, sewing up a rent in a raw-
| hide chair bottom. Presently down the
road came Inocencio on a horse—he
| had free use of the padre’s animal—
| and, drawing up before the house, he
called to Cristino:
“Is Ll.m.l within?
| with her.”
When Inocencio was mounted for a
| ride, he scarcely sat in the saddletree.
From the Campeche hat that shaded
his face down to the pair of Mexican
| spurs that tinkled their little stcel
| bells against- their huge five spiked
rowels on his heels you might have
| arawn a perpendicular line. - It would
, have taken |in shoulders, thighs and
| all.
Liana came around from the other

I would speak

{ It made her proud to see him there so
fine and splendid. She went up to him
with a look of greeting in her eyes and
| began stroking the big horse's mane.
“I’ve just been out by the wood'shed
feeding the cat and dog.”
“Yes,” said Inocencio.

{  Something in his tone made Liana

look at him twice,

“TI missed you last night,”” she ob-
served shyly. *“Why did you go on
| with your uncle to*San Pedro instead
! of coming home with the rest of us?”
|
cenclo gravely.
explanation.
| Liana caught her underlip with her
pretty white teeth. *‘Oh, and you've
been hoime already this morning and

But he attempted no

are going off again with the padre’s |

o

horse?" she pursued. \

“When evening falls, I shall be back,
and then I would speak with you. Lia-
na. That is what I came to say.’

He only waited to see that she con-

! sented, and then he
! road.

was off down the

She went up to him with a look of greet-
ing in her eyes,

That evening as they walked in sl-
{ lence Liana, who had been awed by
lhor lover's strange mood and by the |

| gloom of the night, looked timidly up |

in his face.

“Well,” she said faintly, “what did
you want of me, Inocencio?”

The young fellow,
ing battle with himself all of the pre-
vious night, turned sharply as though
carried away by a sudden and mighty
impulse.

“By our Blessed Lady, I can stand
this no longer! Will you marry me?
Answer me, yes or no."”

Liana had never seen the qulet re-
serve of her hitherto devoted worship-
er give place to this abandon of feel-
ing. She shivered a little, partly from
remorse, partly from fear, partly from
vexation, and walked on silently, look-
Ing down at the grass at her feet.

“You are stripping me of my self re-
spect,” Inocencio said hoarsely. ‘‘Can
you not see what you are doing? Tell
me you do not care for me, but do not
mock me,”

He placed his hand under her chin
and turned her face toward the light
of the sky. What he saw there caused
a low cry to escape him.

sand banners proclaimed Our Lady of |

|
filled with a |

moving throng of men and women, :mlght who has dome wrong and is |

the venders of tortillas and strange |

The venders squatted |
on squares of matting and sold their |
commodities by the light of flaring

the crowd about the Santuario !

{ side of the house, smiling and radiant.

“It was the easier way,” replied Ino- |

l
|
]of the new

who had been do- |

¥
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|  “Liana. vou have ruined my life,” he
sald solemnly. Then he set his face in

few paces.

The girl's conqdence reproached her.
She knew she was not blameless. He

| did not seem t6 hear her call his name,
g0 she drew near to him and laid her
| band pleadingly on his' arm as one

sorry.
i “1 can't say just now. Life is so
strange and confused, Inocencio. But if
—if you'll wait”—

She began to cry softly, her head
(against his, arm. He had never seen
her in tears since she was a child, and |
he was helpless for words. He stroked |
{ her hair instead.
| By and by he said,

“I love you so
! much, little one, tlmt I must have you:
{ I must.”

“How much do you love me?”
'was smiling now through her
lashes. | ’

“As the fallow deer loves the foresi
& the traveler the pomegranate and
' orange tree; as the still night the song |
of yonder cenzontle—so I love you.”

And all the way home Liana was as
sweet as the last dip of cane juice from
the boiling batteries along the river
bottoms of the Ameca valley. From
that day on she stood rather more in
awe of her big lover.

* » * * * L ] -

She |
wet

San Pedro s the little summer town |
Outside |

of the elite of (Guadalajara.
of the fashionable quarter lived Juan
Oajaca, Inocencio’'s uncle. He was a
gculptor by
wonderful and delicate little figures in
clay which may be seen from the City
of Mexico to El Paso and San Antonio.
Often as children his nephew and Lia-
na had gone in to see bim work and
watched him by the hour. On a bit of
clay no larger than he could well hold
in his hand the medeler would fall to
worlk, and, lo, there started to life the
toreador in his most spirited, graceful
attitude, springing before the bull; or
the aguador, with his water jars; the
lenador, with his fagots: the carga-
dor, with his great pack -upon his
shoulder—every type of the varied
trades and occupations of the country.
Marvelous was the plastic art which
Juan displayed.

It was in his humble atelier one day
that Liana met a dear old friend of the
padre. She

gineer, at that time working on the
line of road whieh they were endeavor-
ing to smevey between Guadalajara
and the Pacific coast. The padre had

brought her to Juan Oajaca for a sit-.

ting. Juan was known to, model like-
nesses admirably and could actually
froduce a miniature bust with com-

mendable verisimilitude in features
and in expression.
Kindly, distinguished looking Mrs.

Morris was pleasing the sculptor very

much by examining and expressing '

her appreciation of his work, when
suddenly she threw her head a little to
one side and listened.

“What a sweet, pure voice!” she ex-
claimed.
i “Yes,” said the padre; “that is Liana,

my capricious protegee.
beautiful as her voice is sweet—a slen-
der crescent of human moonlight.
you shall see.”” Then he called her.

In order to get to Juan’s house you
passed through a gateway in an adobe
;wall and entered a large, unpaved in-
i closure. Here orange trees grew, and

climbing roses rioted over the house !
and rough wall with an exquisite pic- |
Liana was out plucking |

turesqueness.
some of the flowers which Juan’s seno-
| ra was going to send to old Cristino,
the day being his fete day.

{ She answered the padre’s call,

with airs and graces quite her own.
| Mrs. Morris was immediately captivat-

| ed, as the padre had known she would |

{ be; and when Liana left the room she
turned to him, saying:

‘ “Something must be done for that
| girl. Her voice, at least, mugt be culti-

vated.”

| The school of music in Guadalajara
| was a new interpretation of life to the
| padre's protegee. As one caught abed
| by the first sunrise at sea, her spirit
| leaped into fresh garments and looke

| out upon a wider heaven and earth |

| than ever it had seen before.

“It ees so ver' amable, so ravissant!”
she exclaimed to Mrs. Morris in com-
ment on the school.

But in proportion to the ravishment

vistas, the old narrower,
simpler mode of life gradually began
.to chafe and fret. Nearly all her life
}the love of the padre, of her grandfa-
{ ther and Inocencio had sufficed to fill up
l and satisfy Liana’s heart. Now It was
| no longer so. A vision floated before
her.
| piness; not some casa grande,
|stutely arched entrance and spaclous
court within, like that to which she
went so often with the dear Amerlcan
senora; it was not clothes such as the
' fine ladles seated in family coaches in
the Plaza de Armas “wore. Of such
stuff was not the dream that floated
before the girl. It was something
vague and indefinite, and the rich
warmth of an unsurrendered nature,
longing for outlet surged up continu-
ally in her heart, like a restless tide
against the sea wall.

One afternoon, being especially rest-
less, she went into #he little village
church, and there vpon the clay floor
before Our Lady’s shrine she offered a
strange prayer. She prayed that some-
thing might happen—something. Any-
thing, indeed, to glve things a turn.

After supper that evening she
brought the water from the spring as
usual, It was Cristino’s custom to
place the great tinaja close by the open
chimney, where through the chill night
the water would grow cool in the draft,
But tonight he did not come,to help
her. He just sat there by the window,
his gray head in his hands. Liana call-

4

the direction of home and walked on a

trade and modeled those '

was an American lady |
who, with her son, who was a civil en- |

And she is as !

But |

her
| arms full of the roses she had been !
| gathering—perfect buds of pure gold-— |

It was no bourgeois vision of hap- |
with |

ed to him. Still be did not Jift Lis hea:l
Nor would he evermore lift ‘It again.
He was dead.

Something had happened—yes, some-
thing, indeed. Liana, dumb in the sight
of her prayer's answer, sank to her
knees under a burden of guilt she nev-
er had known before.

CHAPTER IV.

*So mother's going to bring home
' some hybrid, black little creature to be
'turned out educated and an ornament
| to society! What in heaven’s name
| will she do next?"’

De Witte Morris threw down the let-
ter he had been reading and lounged in
| his chair. De Witte always lounged.
The habit sprang from a large minded

| desire to counteract stiffness and prim-

ness in others. You would misjudge
| bim if you deemed it cue to laziness.
| He was the younger son of a prosper-
'ous Wall street broker. and since leav-
ing college three years before he had
ll'm n able to find no calling nicely suit-
‘ed to his particular
| Therefore he had settled down, it ap-
penud t0 a life of gifted irresponsibil-
1t\'

It was a February evening In New
|\or1\. and in cheerful contrast to the
i raw cold of the putside air was the
"warmth of the Morris’ beavily cur-
| tained library on Fifty-seventh street.
! Mr. Morris, Sr., who had just eeme in,
' gtood on the rug in front of the open
fire, straightening himself with appre-
ciative
comfort penetrated him,

deal upon her,” he admitted In
sponse to his son's remark.
education in English alone will be no
slight task.” He ran his
through his gray beard once or twice.
“As to her training in domestic and
social felicities—ah, \\ ell, BEliza always
would have her way!

He sighed a little, but somehow as
he picked up the evening paper and
settled in his armchair he didn’t look
particularly unhappy about that
“way.”

“For my part,” said De Witte, with a
yawn, “I don't know why
,mother didn’t let the zirl stay in that
fair Land of Manana she writes so
glowingly about. Or.” he added wick-
edly, “she might bave handed her over
to Robert.”” Robert was the civil en-
gineer and the elder son.

When at last, however, the young
. man of elegant lassitude was confront-

ed by Liana Miguel's presence he
found himself ready to change his

mind concerning the hybrid, black lit-

tle creature and to admit that perhaps
[after all his mother had introduced a
' lively and interesting element into the
monotony of their home circle. The
night of their arrival, indeed, he signi-
fied the measure of his welcome by re-
maining in the house and foregoing the
French ball. Actually!

Liana presently began to fit in admi-
rably with Venetian water colors, teak-
wood tables and French bound books.
On the \\hole. there may have been

/
“Eliza always would have her way!”
some foundation for old Cristino's brag

of relationship with the conquista-

dores; certainly here and there among |

her ancestors must have
| sword and waved the plumes of a

Spanish cavalier! By virtue of her re-
| markably fine intuitions she learned
| early that to do as others do is the
| golden rule of society. Thereby she
managed to save herself amazingly
from glaring Dblunders. Occasions
which were quite new to her she ob-
served with outward passivity. Her
gravity was ascribed to her lack of flu-
ent English. It was in reality the
speechlessness that goes along with a
flood of new impressions at a critical
moment of growth.

To be quite honest, she sometimes al-
lowed herself to be surprised. Such
things, for example, as the kaleido-
scopic shop windows, polite social lies
and some of the very decollete gowns
she saw dld at first call forth astonish-
ment. But every day she learned.

She seldom spoke of the old Mexican
life. She did not seem to wish to speak
of it. In the beginning there were the
{ fortnightly letters to Inocencio and the
padre. “Dear padre,” she wrote, “be-
cause that you gave me into the hands
of the sweet American senora can 1
ever say enough aves for you?' And to
Inocencio she wrote: “The senor De
Witte does nothing with his hands, and

flashed the

they are white, like a padre’s. I like a
man who is strong and has brown
hands, like yours, Inocencio. But tell

this not.”

By and by the letters became more
infrequent. The friends who loved her
so did not quite understand and felt
hurt. Time moves so slowly and peace-
fully in that faroff Mexican land that
one does not realize the breakneck
gpeed it has in a vast metropolitan
center.

It was Liana's third spring in New
York. She was now nearly 19 and was
considered sufficiently skilled in the
amenities of civilization to be ‘intro-
duced to society early the following
winter.

{TO BE CONTINUED.]
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line of ability. |

“The girl's |

fingers |

satisfaction as the sense of |
|
“Certainly Eliza has taken a great |
re- |
|
[

the deuce |

;
|

P 3% :

§ Permanent Walks!
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The kind that beautifies your home$

z
§
:

and lasts a lifetime are the cheapest.

Our rough finish Cement walks

T
b

are guaranteed to be the best.

Write now for estimates on
all classes of cement work.

Call

address

C.O. FAUS,

on or

PENISOD, - > = L Iowd.
V2%V WV EBVVA N PR VNV
gmﬁv o N e L T A e e N T S e T I S g:r'_
;i L. M, SHAW, P es, F. KUEHNLE, Vice-Pres L. VOSS, Cash

. BANK OF DENISON.

i General Banking Business Gonducted.
?1 Exchange Bought and Sold.  lone and Shent Time Lesus ab Lowest Rabes,

: ’ Interest Paid on Time Deposits.

L] Accounts of all Branchcs of Business Conducted,

4 Personal attention given to i.nvestments for local patrons. Business con-
. ducted in English or German

i SHAW, SIMS & KUEHNLE,
AREa LAWYERS.

E REAL ESTATE LOANS AT LOWEST RATES.
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LUNCHES

SHORT ORDERS.

“the calumet.”

The Popular Lunch ll Fine Candies and Cigars.
Room on Broadway. Fresh Bread and Bakers
Open all night. < 'x‘ Oysters in all Styles.

SEYMOUR & LYMAI, Proprietors.
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% 400Bushels EarlyChampionDats

We have 400 bushels of Early Champion Oats
for sale. These oats ripen two weeks earlier
than other early varieties. Because they ripen
early are excellent for a nurse crop for clover.
Yield well and weigh heavy. Seed is free from
foreign seed and mustard. Price 40c per bushel
sacks extra. :

C. F. CASSADAY & SON, - - Denison, Iowa.
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J. L. WARBASSE
Dealer In Musical Instruments of All Kmds'

The Cable & Kingsbury, Smith & Barnes and other makes
of Pianos. Newman Bros. Organs with pipe tones, Burdette
Organs, Chicago Cottage Organs and other musical instru-
ments. White Sewing Machine with ball bearing—the
easiest running machines in the market. Sheet music.
Call and examine---We will try to’ make it to your advan-
tage. Lady attendant.

TwoDoor North Postcffice, - Denison, lowa.
........00..0.........0..0..00..0...0

 ORAWFORD GOUNTY

Real Estate Exchange

E. GULIGK Mang’r.

lowa.

Denison, - -

Farms and Town Property Sold or
Exchanged on Commission.

0ANS NEGOTIATED.

bstracts of Title Furnished. Taxes |}
Paid and Rents Collected.

Any business entrusted to me will receive
prompt and careful attention,

> I~

MONEY TO LCAN or Real Estate security ‘lot a $1,000,000, but a few $100
Apply to K. Gulick, Room No. 3, Gulick & Solomon block
Denison lowa,

OR SALE Several cholce improved farms, close to school and market. Call
on or address E. Gulick. the leading real estate agent, Denison, Ia.
FOR SALE Ohoice resident properties and unimproved town 10ts on easy terms.

to E. Gulick, real estate and loan agent, Danison. Iowa.
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