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8 W. HANKS.
President.

TOBER BELT LUMBER (0,

LIMITED.

F.1 HANKS,

Sec'y and Treasurer,

Manufacturers of

Rough LLumber
and Shingles,

Bossier Springs, La.

Three miles east of Banton.

All orders promptly filled and
deliveries made at Benton.

POSTOFFICE, BEMTON, LOUISIANA.

JOANNES SMITH.

ttorney at Law. Benton, Bossier Parish,
Lonisiana

A. J. MURFF.

ttorney at Law, Benton, Louisiana.  Will
practics {n the Courts of Bossier and ad-
joning parishes.

J. A. W. LOWRY.

A ttorpev at Law, Banton, Louisiana, Will
-\ practic: in the Courts of Bossier, Bien-
vi le and Webster parishes.

C. RATZBURG,
DENTIST.

No. 318 Texas Street.
Shreveport, Louisiana.

DR. W. M. ABNEY,

Physician and Surgeon.

BENTON, LOUISIANA.
OMce at the Drag Store of the Benton Drug Co.

[No. 3H95.]

ST NATIONAL BAN

Shreveport, La.
CAPITAL, $200,000.
SUCOESSORS TO
E. & W. B. JECOBS,
BANKERS.

G. W.SENTELL & CO,
Cottton Factors and

Commission Merchants.

No. 190 Gravier St. New Orleans.
GOLDSTEIN, ROSE & CO,

DEALERS IN
QGroceries, Produce,
Fruit, Cheese, Butter.

226, 228 and 230 Texas Street, Shreveport. La.

SAM 8. HUNTER. W. H. HUNTER, JR,

HUNTER BROS.

A. KAHN,

Nor. 223 and 228
Texas Street,
SHREVEPORT, LA.
WHOLESALE AND RETAIL DEALERIN
CROCKERY, CHINAWARE,
CUTLERY, GLASS,
TINWARE, STOVES,
And Gencral House Furnishing Goods.

Also Sole Agent for the Celehrated
CHARTER OAK AND BUCK'S BRILLIANT

Stoves and Ranges.

S. HEROLD,

DEALER IN

DRY GOODS, CLOTHING,

HATS,
BOOTS and SHOES,
GROCERIES
And General Plantation Supplies.

Also a full variety ot
Wines, Liquors and Tobaccos.
No. 508, on the Levee,
Shreveport, Louisiana.

James F. Utz,
HEAVY and SHELF

HARDWARE,

MACHINERY,

AGRICULTURAL IMPLEMENTS,
IRON PIPE AND FITTINGS,
ENGINEER SUPPLIES,
BELTINGS, Etc.

PLUMBERS AND STEAM FITTERS.

Removed to Nos. 117 and 119 Texas Street,

Shreveport, La.

WM. ENDERS. HENRY ENDERS.

Wm, Enders & Son,

WHOLESALE AND RETAIL DEALERS IN

FURNITURE,
Mattresses, Window Shades,
Wall Paper &c.

Speciaily of Glazed Sash, Window Glass,
Doors, Blinds and Cypress Shingles. -

Mail Orders Promptly Attended to.
108 & 110 Texas St., Shreveport, La.

Perrin & Creswell,
COTTON FACTORS
AND
REAL ESTATE AGENTS
No. 112 Texas St., Shreveport, La.

Cash advances made on consignments of cot-
ton. Carcful attentiom given to the purchase
of goods for customers in the country.

'Houus rented and rents coliected. A Targe
list of City and Surburban Property and
Farm lands for sala.

Sam Benjamin, Agent,
DEALERIN
Dry Goods, Clothing,
boots, shoes, etc.

Will sell as low as any house in town
618 on the Levee, Shreveport, La.

Gt R:O:CtEi RS,
COMMISSION MERCHANTS.

iDEALERS IN
GRAIN, HAY AND FEEDSTUFFS,
606 and 608 Levee St., Shreveport, La,

J. D. ROBERTSONS STAR HOTEL.

Benton, Louisiana,

Is now open to the citizens of Bossfer and
th~ traveling public generally. This housé
nowly fited up and is the best hotel in B:nton.
Remembecr the name,

Robertson’s Star Hotel.
C1ITY HOTEL,

A.J. REYNOLDS, Proprietor.
OMNIBUSES MEET ALL TRAINS,

MILAM STREET, SHREVEPORT, LOUISIANA.

Whited & W heless,
DEALERS IN
ROUGH and DRESSED

LUMBER,

Sash, Doors and Blinds,
Shingles and Mouldings.

Careful Attention to Orders by Mail,
SHEREVEPORT, LA.

AR. GOETSCHEL,
DEALER IN
WATCHES, CLOCKS AND JEWELRY.

614 Market St., Shreveport, La.
Practical Watchmaker and Jeweler.

Special attention given to repairing. High
est prices pald for old gold Prompt attention
given to country orders.

Florsheim Bros.’
Dry Goods Company,
Limited.

WHOLESALE DEALERS IN
DRY GOODS,
CLOTHING,
BOOTS and SHOES.

Nos. 210, 212, 214, 216 Levee St.
SHREVEPORT, LA.

Mack Wellman,
EXCLUSIVE

PAINT and WALL PAPER

HOUSE.
601 Texas St., SHREVEPORT, LA,

Goods shipped on day of receiving
order, and your patronage solicited.

F. MARTEL,

812 Levee St., Shreveport, La.

TIN, SHEET IRON and COPPER WORK

DONE ON SHORT NOTICE.

Headquarters for
Iron and Tin Roofing,
Galvanized Iron Cisterns,
Gutters, Valleys, Etc,
ALSO, A FULL LINE OF

(OOKING AND HEATING STOVES

AT PRICES TO SUIT THE TIMES.

THE CIRCUS.

This {¢ the circus, s0o noisy and gay,

That went through the village one bright sum-
mer day.

With elephants, camels and ponies so small,

Band wagons, and horses, and riders, and all

Now up street, now down street, all over the
town,

Paraded the circus and tumbled the clown.

And this is the schoolboy who viewed with de-
light

The circus-man's posters, attractive snd
bright;

‘Who read all the bills in & wonder-struck way,

And dreamnt of the circus by night and by day;

Whno begged of his father: “On! d» let me go!

1 must see this wonderful, wonderful show!"

And this is the father, to business inclined:

In truth he is sorely perplexed in his mind:

For Jake has “talked circus,” till Johnny and
Jim,

And Milly and Molly are teasing with him.

Of course for a circus the father don’t care —

He would like to see the trained animals there,

The acrobat's feats, and the pranks of the
clown,

And he may have that morning some business
in town.

And tais is the mother; she goes to the show

Because **'twould be lonely at home,” as we
know:

She says there is in it *more labor than fun;™

But since to get ready they all have begun

She will not now stop them, although itis plain

The whole of the trip is “more trouble than
gain."

And here arethe family in the front row,

All having great fun at this very big show:
And Jakey is luughing—and Johnny, and Jim:
And as for the futher—why ! just look at him!
The giris and their mother, all laugh till the!

shake—
And this comes from going to please little Jake
—Sarah E. Howard, in Good Houskeepicg.y

A WESTERN WOOING.

BY KATE M. CLEARY.

People had become rather tired of
the romance. Perhaps in part because
it had ceased to be romantic. When
first Am?uln.\'m Stebbins had come out
from lllinois to live with her mother
and stepfather onthe Nebraska prairie
it was considered by the neighboring
farmer folk quite proper, probable and
desirable that Ira Harris, whose half-
section joined that of her relatives,
should fall in love with her—which he
promptly did.

Ira was thirty, stout, stolid, loutish,
methodical. He was a successful man.
This is hardly to be explained of a per-
son with the characteristics mentioned
unless one includes selfishness. To be
supremely selfish is so frequently tobe
successful. At the time of their meet-
ing Andulasia was twenfy-seven. There
are women of twenty-seven and women
of twenty-seeen. She was one of the
latter. With her square figrure, her
unequivoeal  complexion, her dull
brown hair, and her calculating eyes
she looked her years. One would never
excuse her mistakes on the ground of
immaturity. One could never condone
them on that of impulse. Indeed, to
attribute to her certain errars would
be subtle flattery. She was not the
kind of a woman who isordinarily sub-
jeeted to temptation.

Harris, however, accepted her pro-
pinquity and her atfection much as he
accepied the drought or the price of
hogs. He was willing she should de-
cline the company of other men on his
account. e reasoned that if her step-
father, old man Solveriny, were to
@ear off the mortgage on his place and
die, and if the two sickly young Sol-
verinys died also, she would be wealthy
in her ownright, as wealth is estimated
in the P’hilistine west. Consequently
it might prove a prudent proceeding to
wait for Andulasia.

So he waited.

A year after their acquaintance be-
gan he gave her an inkling of hissenti-
ments.  ler  concurrence with his
views was almost pathetic. It was
alert, reciprocal, conclusive. Matri-
mony at some indefinite date they
might look forward to. Such anin-
diseretion at the present time would
be a tremendous mistake.

“Of course, Ira,” she said. “land’s
land. And if my stepfather and your
mother—whoismighty feeble, I notice—
and the twins don’t die there won’t be
any land for us worth mentioning,
much less a-marryin® on.”

Nevertheless she felt as the years,
two, three, four passed, that her ac-
ceptance of his suggestion had been a
trifle overemphatic and unconsidered.
Fate, she could not in justice rail
against. One of the twins sucecumbed
to ivy poisoning. The other, a few
months later. was run down by the
train. Andulasia’'s stepfather went
the way of the apoplectic, and Ira’s
mother, with utter disregard for the
sensation she might have caused,
slipped from life in the most meek,
genteel and unimpressive  manner
imaginable. Then there was only Ira
on one farm, and Andulasia and her
mother on the other. No apparent ob-
stacle intervened. Still Ira did not
speak, and it was seven years since
Andulasia had come from Illinois. He
frequently visited her, helped her, and
deferred to her. He carried her but-
ter and eggs into town and “traded”
them; when the circus was in the coun-
ty seat, he drove her there; he took
her into the side show where ithe fat
woman was on cxhibition: he bought
her pink lemonade, and peanuts, and
hot candy made on the grounds. He
escorted her to the merry-go-round at
Mahaska and rode side by side with
her on the spotted ponies. He drove
her into town twice a week., They at-
tended prayer meeting together. They
both professed religion at the revival.
He Lought eleven tickets for her crazy
quilt raffle. He was in all things her
constant and dependable cavalier, but

he never once mentioned marriage—
never once.

In this manner eight more years
passed. She was forty-two. He was
forty-five. He was stouter, more stolid.
She had some wrinkles, gold fillings
in her teeth, a reputation for irascibil-
ity —also a comfortable bank account.

The two continued to drive across
the majestic prairies in all kinds of
marvelous nights and days. But the
prose of life had so eaten into their
hearts they saw nothing of the beauty
surrounding them, heard none of na-
ture's musie. For them there was no
charm in the blossoming miracle of
dawn, the yellow sweep of the ripe
corn, the translucence of the moon-
light, the blue infinity of space, the
meadowlark’s gay vest, the fugitive
radiance on the bluffs, the restless
shiver of the cottonwoods, the ocean
shadows of the wheat, the swiftness
of the gopher, the snow of wild plum

of goldenrod flanking the dusty roads.
Aud they never heard the pattering
flight of the quail, nor the swallow’s
swerving wing, nor the scurry of the
rabbit, nor the murmur of the maples,
nor the rustle of the sunflowers, nor
the first crackle of the frost, nor the
breaking of the ice, nor the gossip of
the wild grass, never —never.

Theirs were the years the majority
of prairie people know. Always
vague, unrestful, apprehensive, mate-
rial. Never gay, never educational
If hopeful, elated; if despairing, sullen;
if contented, bovine. It is rather hard
to be philosophical in a country the
conditions of which one day promise
prosperity and leisure, and after the
next hail or windstorm express starva-
tion.

One day Ira brought Andulasia a let-
ter. It was from her mother’'s brother
who lived in Jowa. He was dying. He
wished to see her. She handed Ira the
letter.

**Shall I go?” she asked.

Harris deliberated. “‘Hashe money?”
he questioned.

“Yes."

“Then go.”

He saw her off the next day. She
wore a new dress that didn’t fit in the
back. The skirt was too short at the
sides. Her shoes were dusty. The
heat had taken the curl out of her

bangs. She had forgotten to bring the
| piece of chamois skin with the powder
| on 1t, which she was in the habit of
| using surreptitiously. Her nose shone
as if polished. She wore kid gloves
which were too large.

The train was late. As they walked
up and down the platform she talked
to Ira steadily and monotonously. She
warned him about the brindle cow,
and advised him concerning a piece of
his fence which needed repairing.

Ie heard her, but all the time he
was watching a girl who played with
the agent's children in a green patch
near the station. She was a little
blonde sprite who had come from
Omaha to visit the agent’s wife.

“Of course,” he said.

“And you won't forget about the
chopped feed?”

He gave heran intense glance. ‘‘How
could I?" |

“You'll see that Star gets well
watered?”

“I'll attend to it.”

“You'll have Alvy Markham pull
parsley for the young pigs?”

I will,”

“And—O0O, yes! If mother seems to
feel another fit coming on you'll get
her a bottle of Indian relief cure atthe
drug store.”

lHe assured her he would. And all
the time he was thinking what a won-
derful way her hair curled about her
temples—mot Andulasia’s. And how
slim her waist was—not Andulasia’s.
And how pretty were the twinkling
feet in the tan slippers—not Andula-
sia's. How fluffy and blue her gown
was-—and how deliciously merry her
laugh rang out. And neither gown
nor laugh was Andulasia’s.

The train steamed in. Andulasia
went away. Ira did not kiss her. She
was relieved—and disappointed. The
conductor and the train boy might
have laughed. But then he should
have cared enough to risk that.

When the train had pulled out and
was we!l around the bend, Harris, who
had lingered on the platform, asked
the agent to introduce him to his
visitor. The agent did so.

Harris joined in the games of the
children. He made himself clumsily
Jelightful. Soda water was unknown
in that particular small town, but Ira
did the next best thing. He bought
bananas and chocolate drops with a
reckless liberality which would have
made the absent Andalusia doubt his
sanity could she but have been aware
of liis behavior.

He came to the depot the nextday,
the next and the next. The little visitor
with the flax-flower eyes and yellow
hair smiled divinely.

*The children,” she confided to the
agent's wife, “‘are having such a good
timne. It is all great fun.”

She even thought it was great fun
when she went buggy riding with Mr.
Harris.

“Take me past your farm,” she com-
manded.

He grew red with ecstasy at the re-
quest. He explained apologetically
many conditions of his property as
they drove by.

*When I'm married,” he announced,
with much determination, “'I intend to
lire in town.”

*I have heard,” she ventured, inno-
cently, ‘‘that there is no house vacant
in town.”

blooms by the creek, the rank and file |

“I shall build one,” he declared.

Three weeks passed—four. Harris
had several letters from lowa. The
contents of the letters were chiefly
relative to hogs, and pasturage, and
‘valed hay, and discounts. Ira did not
actually dread Andulasia’s return, but
he would have preferred to postpone it
indefinitely. To be sure, they had con-
sidered the possibility of an engage-
ment once, but he had never been
really engaged to her. He never could
be now. It was only right she should
understand that. She was a sensible
woman. She would understand that in
such a matter a man had a right to
please himself.

As for Alys, was there ever such an
eye, such a hand, such a voice, such a
foot, such a smile. To be sure he had
once met Alys walking home from
church with the lumberman. But
then the lumberman was only young
and good looking. It was well known
he was conducting the yard for an
English firm on a salary. To compare
Vail to him—Harris—who wasso “‘well
fixed!” There could be no comparison.

One evening in late summer, when
Ira was jogging into town, he settled
mentally all minor matters to his sat-
isfaction. He decided to whom he
would rent his farm, the kind of house
he would build in town, the direction
his wedding journey would take, the
brotherly letter he would leave for
Andulasia, and the invitation he would
send the lumberman to be present at
his wedding.

“*Poor devil!” he concluded, commis-
eratingly, ‘it will be tough, but he
will have to stand it.”

He dismounted at the post office,
which was also the general store and
tin shop. There was a letter for him
—a letter from Andulasia.

“DEAR IRA: Things is all upset. Uncle John
died a week ago. They can't find no will, and
I'm tired walting for dead men's stockings.
Meet me night after to-morrow. Your

“ANDULASIA STEBBINS."

Harris smiled curiously as he stuffed
the letter in his pocket. He was think-
ing of the Omahagirl. The next night
Andulasia arrived. She was fatter
than ever. Her Eton suit was crum-
pled. She wore a shirt waist. It was
voluminous and not immaculate.

“Well, it's you, lra. I'm clean beat.
Put them things in the buggy while I
get some sody and yeast up-town.”

“Up-town” Miss Stebbins learned
several things, chief of which was that
Ira Harris had transferred his affec-
tions to Miss Alys Lane.

Half way home Andulasia said quiet-
ly:

“I hear you reckon to marry Miss
Lane.”

Her composure, the loss of her ex-
pected fortune, the witchery of Alys,
all gave Harris courage.

“I—I was figgerin’ some on it,” he
avowed.

He drove Andulasia to her home, but
she did not again broach the subject.

He went back to town that evening.
He met Alys at an ice-cream sociable.
lle gained grace of heart and pro-
posed.

She langhed gently.

“I am honored, Mr. Harris, of
course,” she said. ‘“‘But I always sup-
posed you were engaged to Miss Steb-
bins. I am to marry Mr. Vail at Christ-
mas."”

The following evening, Ira, feeling
exceedingly depressed, went to call on
Andulasia. He found her talking with
a brother farmer, a widower with
three children. He asked to speak to
her a moment alone.

*‘Fact is, Andulasia,” he said, “it's
you I want. I fancied for awhile I'd
like that silly little thing. I musthave
been kind of hypternized. I'm sure
now it's you I want.”

Andulasia smiled—a peculiar smile.

“I've just promised to marry Mr.
Muggs. He asked me last night be-
fore he found out what you know.”

*What I know? Andulasia!”

“Yes. The news that come in on the
noon train, about the will being found,
and me getting seven thousand dollars,
and-—"

**Andulasial”

What a fine woman she was. Why
had he never noticed that fact before?

“It's true!” she declared trium-
phantly.

*But,” he fairly howled, “I've been
meaning for fifteen years to marry you,
Andulasial”

“Then, why didn’t you?” inquired
Andulasia.

He remembered some lines he had
once read. It would be quite safe to
repeat them as original, for Andulasia
never read anything.

I feared my fate too much,” he pro-
tested, striking his breast dramatic-
ally, “and my deserts was too small!”

He did not impress Andulasia. She
turned scornfully away to where Mr.
Muggs waited.

“Go back,” she counseled, ‘“‘to that
yeller-haired girl at the depot.”

He did go back, but not to the depot.

“Eh?” said the saloonkeeper. ‘‘We
don’t often see you, Mr. Harris.”

“No. But I feel to-night as ifI'd
got a chill. TI'll take some straight.”
—Chicago Tribune.

No Famlllarity There.

Mrs Blues—Do you have to treat
your cook as if she were a member of
your family?

Mrs. Greys—Goodness, no! We have
to be very kind and polite to her.—
Oakland (Cal.) Times.

—*Cholly believes in himself thor-
oughly,” said one girl. *Yes,” replied

the other; “‘he’s so credulous.”—Wash-
ington Star,

USEFUL AND SUGGESTIVE.

Tapioca Ice—One cup of tapioca soaks
ed over night. In the morning put
on the stove, and when boiling hot add
one cup of sugar, and boil until clear.
Chop one pine apple, pour the tapioca
over it, stir together and put into
molds. When cold serve with sugar
and cream. Other fruits may be used.
—Western Herald.

—Potato Turnovers—Mince very fine
any kind of cold meat with onions,
pepper and salt. Take some mashed
potatoes, add. one or two eggs and roll
out with a little flour. Cut round with
a saucer. Put some of the chopped
meat in the center and fold the edges
over neatly; fry a light brown in but-
ter.—Chicago Record.

—Chocolate Cake.—Four eggs, two
cups brown sugar, two cups flour, one-
half cup sweet milk, onc-half cup but-
| ter, one cup grated chocolate one tea-
spoon baking powder (heaping), one
teaspoonful baking soda, one table-
spoonful corn starch. Flavor with
vanilla. Put together with boiled
icing. When mixing, sift flour, corn
starch, soda and baking powder to-
gether.—Prairie Farmer.

—Baked Tomatoes.—The tomatoes
should first be stewed in a granite
saucepan. Cook down well, adding
pepper, salt and sugar to taste. A few
dry bread or cracker crumbs added
make a nice thickening. Now pour
into a baking dish and add a little
finely chopped onion. Be careful not
to put in too much onion, as there
should be but a suggestion of this veg-
etable. Bake quickly until well
browned.—Womankind.

—A Compote of Gooseberries.—
Strain one quart of red currant juice
into a preserve kettle. Set it on the
fire and add five pounds of sugar to it.
Stir until dissolved; put in eight
pounds of ripe, firm gooseberries; let
simmer for half an hour; take up, let
stand over night, set on the fire and
cook until clear, skim the fruit out
carefully and put in a dish. Boil the
sirup until low, and pour over sauce
cold.—Detroit Free Press.

—Southern Ketchup.—Take half a
gallon of green cucumbers, after be-
ing peeled and chopped; sprinkle with
salt and let stand six hours; pour the
water from them and cover with hot
vinegar. Prepare half a gallon of cab-
bage the same way. Chop one dozen
small white onions, pour boiling water
over them and let stand half an hour.
Chop one quart of green tomatoes, one
pint of tender green beans, one dozen
green peppers and one dozen small,
young ears of corn; scald and drain.
Mix two tablespoonfuls of grated
horseradish, one teacupful of ground
mustard, two cupfuls of white mustard
seed, three tablespoonfuls of turmeric,
one each of ground mace, cinnamon,
cayenne and celery seed, two table-
spoonfuls of olive oil and one pound of
sugar. Putina jar with the prepared
vegetables, and pour over boiling vin-
egar to cover.—Ladies’ Home Journal.

QUAINT HALL SETTLES.

Old-Fashioned Pleces of Furniture in Mod-
ern Guise.

The old-fashioned hall settle, which
has been taken in favor, has undergone
of late considerable change. In its
first form it was a ponderous, carved,
semigothic piece of furniture found
chiefly in black oak, and of somewhat
too baronial Aimensions to fit into the
everyday life of the average hall. The
newest settles are somewhat smaller
affairs. They are not larger than the
ordinary table-settle of our kitchens,
which continues to bean ironing table,
and which turned back against the
wall, forms the back of a convenient
seat. Some of these high-back settlea
are painted in white enamel. The
back and seats are upholstered in Mor-
ris tapestries in indigo blue or russet
browns, and they are exceedingly pie-
turesque. These convenient settles
are useful in the hall or on the summer
piazza, which can hardly have too
many seats, if it is as ample asit ought
to be.

Almost any village carpenter can
make this bench with its straight back.
To be comfortable the seat ought to
be deep. Where the woodwork is too
rude for enameling, it may be com-
pletely covered up with tapestry or up-
holstered all over. The Society of As~
sociated Artists have recently been
making settles covered in this way
with their beautiful green cotton ar-
ras, which is so cool and picturesque
looking.

Some of these settles are of very
large size, with the straight back and
arms and ample seat; and they are bal-
anced below. Carved settles are con-
siderably smaller than they were.
They are generally made of ebonized
wood or oak, and the straight back is
carved by decorative artists in a va-
riety of patterns suggestive of me-
dismval designs. Sea green velveteens
and delft blue tapestries are favorite
materials for the cushion of the seat.—
N. Y. Tribune.

True Politeness.

An excellent suggestion was that
contained in the remark of a little ten-
year-old girl from the country, who
had been visiting a summer friend in
her city home. ‘‘Did you have a good
time?" asked the child’s mother when
the girl came back from her week’s
visit. ‘“‘Beautiful!” replied the little
traveler, with great enthusiasm;
“why, they were so polite they made
me feel justas if I was the one that
was at home, and they were visitin'. I
had a beautiful time!”"—Youth’s Com-

panion.
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