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Established July 1, 1859.

FORTY-NINTH YEAR.

“A Map of BII)’ Life; Its Fluctuatlons and Its Vast Concerns."

BENTON, BOSSIER PARISH, LA., THURSDAY, MARCH 24, 1910.

s-bu:rlptlo-. $I per Year.
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EVEPORT DRUG €0, Linie

The Original

Cut Rate Drug Store

5 2

tomers.
stopping place.
extra bundles you have.

mail us an order.

&

\

E\' ERY dealer who is running his business with the
future in min(! takes particular care of his cus-
When in Shreveport make this store your
‘We shall be glad to take care of the

We cut the price on all drugs and
largest stock in North Louisiana.

SHREVEPORT DRUG CO., Limited
Shreveport, Louisiana
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‘Take Them Your Corn

| They are also agents for Miami Gasoline Engines,
Corn Shellers and Grist Mills.

They have put in a Grist Mill and

will grind any day of the week.
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R. 0. & J. A. SILLIMAN

Have moved into the Thompson building, opposite their old stand, and are
now better prepared, on account of having more room and added facilities,
to do your Blacksmithing, Machine Work and Boiler Repairing.

We beg to call particular attention to our

Savings Department

In which we allow 3 per cent interest on open aceounts,
or we will issue Certificates of Deposit, payable in twelve
months, bearing 4 per cent interest.

Commercial National Bank
Of Shreveport
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You have a
backed by"monev if you start a

in the time of your prosperity.

save before the close of another year.

Bank of Benton

: When Backed by Money

friend always at hand in case of need. You can easily be

Savings Bank Account

It is more than surprising how from a small
account it increases to a large sum in a short time.
Savings Account and you will be surprised at the amount of money you will

Start now with a

... Benton, La.

Your Account Sohcnted

Plain Dealing, Loulsiana
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9 We pay 3 per cent interest on savings deposits s
for six months ; 4 per cent for twelve months. H
Interest pay: able semiannually. Call and see us. e
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Plain Dealing Bank

J. PERRY, Cashier

H. Bodenheimer & Sons

E. T. CASEY

Sheet Iron and
Tin Work

Roofing, guttering, galvanized iron
cisterns and general repair work.
Out-of-town work a specialty.

0l4d telephone—No. 1718.

SHREVEPORT, LA.

FOVONN

Il am the man

To buy Saddlery and
Buggies from. .
5-A Horse Blankets and Robes. }|
Campbell’s Horse Foot Remedy and
Gall Cure. Repair your Harness

and Saddles. We will treat you 3|
right and appreciate your business. § |

R. P. MORTON

203 Texas Street Shreveport

J OANNES SMITH,

YOS. E. JOHNSTON

C F. DA\ 185.

PROFESSIONAL CARDS

Attorney at Law.

Office at the court house, Benton, Bos-
sier parish, La.

Attorney at Law.

Will practice in the courts of Louisia-
na and Arkansas, and in the Federal
courts. Officeat court house, Benton, La.

G C. CHANDLER M. D,

Specialist

'In diseases of the Eye, Ear, Nose and
Throat.
always on hand. Office, Rooms 32 and
34, (,ooper Building, Shwvepon

Spectacles and Artificial Eyes

R. D. WEBB. E. W. BBOWNF

DAVIS, WEBB & BROWNE
Attorneys at Law

63-4-5-6 American National Bank Building

SHREVFPOR’I‘

‘DR A. A. GARRISON,

Dentist.

| Majestic Theater Building, Shreveport.
lee St’OCk Insured : Both *Phones, No. 745.

Against death from any cause. Rehable
" Company. Rates on application.

PLAIN DEALING,

DR. R. LOGAN ARNOLD,

Dentist,

LOUISIANA.

|
SHREVEPORT, LOUISIANA ‘

teoe

ADVERTISING in these col-
amns is sure to bring desired ;
results. Rates on application

COMEGYS & RATZBURG,

Dentists,

Offices, second floor of Cooper Build-
iog, Shreveport, La.
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HER EASTER FLOWER

A Dead Rosebush and the Way
It Came to Life Again.

By CLARISSA MACKIE.
[Copyright, 1910, by American Press Asso-
clation.]

Henry Dean walked home from
prayer meeting with Rose Brayton.
When they stopped at the gate of her
home Rose did not invite Henry to
come inside, and so he lingered there,
as usual, speaking of petty village
matters while words of love burned on
his lips.

“Rose—Rose,”
you ever
little®”

“Please don't say any more, Henry.
1 like you so much, and it only hurts
me to have you speak that way-as if
I could ever forget Jim! My heart is
buried with him.”

“1f your heart is buried with him,
surely, Rose, it must awaken soon.
Look all about you and see the shrubs
quickening under the touch of spring
and think of the little buried seeds
and bulbs in the ground soon to burst
forth into new life. Nothing is dead
forever. and you were not meant to
waste your life mourning over Jim
Carey or any other man.”

tose laughed softly, a cold. trium-
phant smile curving her lips. *“Come
with me, Henry; I will show you
something that is dead—something
that will never come to life again. It
is dead—dead as my heart.”

Silently he followed her across the
grass to a moonlit space blurred by
a small shadow in the middle. Rose
bent above it, and he saw that it was
a rosebush, dry and leafless and with-
out even the promise of swelling buds.

“TPhis rosebush is dead. Jim planted
it here the day we became engaged.
It bloomed all that summer and fall
long after the other roses had faded.
It has not blossomed since he died.
and it never will again. Now it is
dead too.”

“How do you know it is?’ demanded
Henry obstinately. “Perhaps the roots

he said at last, “won’t
forget Jim and love me a

HE REPLACED IT WITH A STRONG, STORDY
BUSH.

are alive. It may need pruning.” Ile
dropped to his knees and pulled out
his pocketknife.

“Don’t you touch it, Henry Dean! I
would rather it remained dead than
any one should bring it to life! It be-
longs to me—it’s mine—my poor little
rose!” Her slight form interposed be-
tween him aund the rosebush, and he
got upon his feet, with a strange ex-
pression in his eyes.

“Your argument seems unanswera-
ble. Rose, but I know that seemingly
dead roses have come to life, and just
so surely 1 predict that some day your
buried heart will come to life and love
more tenderly than it ever did before.”
With a sudden gesture he drew her
into his arms and strained her to his
breast, and for an instant ber cold
cheek was pressed against his own.
Then he released her, and without an-
other word or glance he turned away
and strode out of the gate.

After that evening In the garden he
avoided Rose Brayton. Ile stayed
away from church and prayer meet-
ing, where the sermons hinted of the
approaching Easter, which on this oc-
casion occurred late in April, with its
symbols of resurrection. The reawak-
ening of spring from the deathlike
sleep of winter seemed too close to the
troubles of his own heart.

One evening he paused and looked
over the fence at the bush. It seemed
to have shrunk in size, and he gazed
intently. Then, with a sudden impulse,
he leaped the fence and walked over
the grass. It was the same bush, but
some hand had carefully pruned the
branches until they appeared just
above the ground. He broke off one
close to the root and placed it in his
pocket. All the way home he whistled
softly to himself, wondering if Rose
had pruned the little bush, hoping it
would break forth into new life. Per-
haps the awakening of spring was in
her veins after all!

In his own room he looked at the
branch and saw that the wood was
quite dead and decayed. The little
bush was dead indeed.

The next day he heard that Rose
Brayton had gome away to visit a
cousin until Easter, and with the
knowledgze came a daring idea. Ile
drove over to the town that afternocn
and visited a florist.

“T'll do the best I can,” said the man
Joubtfully as he led Henry through
the warm. sweet smelling rose hauses,
T'be sun shone down through the glass

on the long rows ot every variety of
rosebush. Red and yellow, pink and
white and cream beauties nodded from
graceful stems above Henry's wistful
eyes.

“Here is a little rose that may be
just what you want, sir. It is budding
finely now., By forcing it 1 think I
can promise you it will bloom on Kas.
ter Sunday. If you putitin the ground,
then. as you say you want to do. 1
won't guarantee that it will live long,
but if it's in a sunny garden it may
do well, after all.”

“So long as it blooms on Easter Sun-
day 1 don’t care” declared Henry
recklessly, and after completing his
arrangements he drove home again.

As he passed the Brayton house he
saw Rose’s mother bending over the
little rosebush in the garden—the one
Jim Carey had planted—and he won-
dered if it had really come to life
again. He visited it late that night,
feeling like a marauder as he invaded
the silent moonlit garden. But the
little bush remained unchanged—in
fact. investigation showed that the
stalks were quite dead.

On Good Friday he paid another vis-
it to the florist and came home late at
night with a large bundle propped
carefully on the seat beside him. He
learned that Rose was coming home
late the next evening. She was to
play the organ for the Easter music,
and very likely she would go from the
train straight to rehearsal in the
church.

The moon had waned by this time,
and the evenings were dark. and this
condition suited Henry's purposes very
well. He was in the church when
Rose arrived with a little flurry of
greeting from the members of the
choir. There was to be special music
for the occasion, and Henry and his
violin had been pressed into service.

Rose bent her head in grave saluta-
tion as she passed him and seated her-
self at the organ. An instant later all
personalities were drowned in the en-
deavor to bring the choir into accord
with the music. When the rehearsal
was over Henry did not wait for
Rose Brayton. He tucked his violin
carefully away in its case and went
home

It was long after midnight when he
came forth from his own gate bearing
a dark object in his arms. In one
hand he carried a strong little spade.
Although it was dark, the way to the
rosebush in Rose Brayton's garden
was familiar ground. At last he stood
beside it for an instant irresolute.
Around him the darkness seemed to
press softly. He could smell the fresh
turf, wet by recent rain, and the pun-
gent odor of a yellow flowering shrub
near by.

With a sudden impulse he bent dowp
and dug up the dead roots of the
little rosebush Jim Carey had planted.
Then he replaced it with a strong,
sturdy little bush he had obtained
from the florist green with leaves and
blushing with a multitude of half
opened buds. Carefully, as well as he
could in the darkness, he cleared away
the debris and went home, but not to
sleep. When morning came he was
pale and tired eyed. In the church he
purposely arranged his chair so that
he might not meet Rose Braytou's
eyes—indignant, contemptuous, as they
must be. He heard her when she came
in, and he was conscious of her pres-
ence throughout the service.

“That eyening the service was repeat-
ed, and the music wore upon his
nerves, and he was glad when it was
all over. He had escaped to the door
when he saw Rose just abead of him.
She had declined a proffered escort
and was flitting alone in the darkness.
He caught a glimpse of a light colored
dress, and as in a dream he heard one
girl speak to another one, “Rose Bray-
ton’s got on a blue dress!”

He found himself speeding after
Rose with a strange exultation in his
heart. Could it be true, after all, that
Rose might care for some one else?
But perhaps it was somebody she had
met while away. So he tortured him-
gelf as he followed her home. At the
gate he put forth a detaining hand as
it closed behind ber.

“Rose,” be said.

She paused and came toward him.
There was, or he fancied it, a little
tremble in her voice. “Yes,” was all
she said. He opened the gate and
boldly took her hand. He led her
across the grass to the spot where the
rosebush was planted. A broad square
of light from some window in the
house formed a setting for the bush
Henry had planted at midnight. Its
pink blossoms seemed to clutch at his
heart. So much depended on that lit-
tle bush.

“I thought you said—you said the
little bush was dead, Rose. Were you
not surprised to come home and find
it alive and blooming?" he asked.

Rose did not withdraw her hand
from his—indeed. she drew a little
closer. “Yes, 1 was surprised, Heury,

but you see 1 have had so many sur-
prises lately.”

There was something in her voice
that emboldened ITenry to take her
unresisting into his arms. “And what
are the surprises, darling?” he asked.

“First, that you ran away so quickly
that—other night here in the garden.
Second, that 1 did not eare after that
whether the little bush lived or not.
I am very shallow and wicked, I
know. And, third"— She drew away
and touched the pink roses with teu-
der fingers.

“And third and last?’ asked Henry.
drawing closer to her face, radiant in
the lamplight.

“Last of all, I am surprised to find
pink roses growing on a little bush
that has always borne white ones.”
She was laughing at his chagrin.

“I, too, am finding pink roses where
white ones bloomed so long.” said
Henry, with sudden ardor. And then
the pink roses in her cheeks changed
to deeper crimson under the magic

touch of his lips,

HE GOT THE G00DS.

Busi Deal B t Potter Palmer
and A. T. Stewart.

At the time of the civll war Potter
Palmer was in the dry goods business
In Chicago. and Levi Z. Leiter and
Marsball Field were working for him
Palmer wasn’t o well known. but he
had a good reputatiou in the trade,
and be didn’t have to introduce him-
self when he called on old A. T. Stew-
art to buy some goods After some
dickering they agreed upon the price,
aud PPalmer calmly said that he would
take about $100.000 worth It was a
little larger bill than Stewart exactly
cared to sell young Palmer on credit,
but he concluded to make the deal and
told him to come in the wext morning
and arrange some fiual details. That
night some big war news came, and it
didu’t require any declaration by the
fovernment to inform every dry goods
man in the country that the price of
goods would take a big spurt up.
Stewart recognized it as soon as he
had the news, nnd he Immediately
thought of Palmer. He also thought
of the big bill of goods Palmer ha¢
bought of him. It didno't particularly
tickle Stewart. that thought didn't
But it required only a few scratches of
his red head to fix things to his satis-
faction He would simply tell Palmer
that he was sorry, but that be didn’t
feel that he could sell such a big bill
on credit, and as he knew that Palmer
couldu’t raise the cash immediately,
why. that would end it, and the sale
would be off. Well, young Palmer
called early, and Stewart greeted him
in his very abruptest mauner, telling
him bow sorry he was, etc., but really
he didn’t think it wise business to ex-
tend credit for such an amount.

“Just how much does the bill come
to?" said young Palmer, seemingly sor-
rowful-like.

“Just $110,000,” Stewart replied, and
then he straightway gulped for breath
as young Palmer drew an immense
pocketbook from his inside vest pocket
and, opening it, counted out 110 thou-
sand dollar bills and, laying them
quietly on Stewart’s desk, said: “If
you will kindly count them aund give
me a receipt I'll be obliged. as 1 must
take the nest train home. Ship the
goods soon as you can, and when
you're out our way drop in Always
glad to see our friends.”

AN ARTFUL REPORTER

Got the Oil King Unconsciously to
Submit to an Interview.

Playwright Eugene \Valter Is pum-
bered among the newspaper men who
obtalued the *“first iunterview with
Jolm D. Rockefeller.” When the First
Interview With Rockefeller club is
formed Mr. Walter will be one of the
charter members.

This is how he managed it: In the
days when bhe was a newspaper re-
porter In Cleveland Walter was an
extremely youthful Ilooking young
man. He decided to capitalize his
puerile appearance, for it was unot an
easy task even at that time to get
RRockefeller to say anything. He was
utterly “improachable,” as a colored
man once remarked.

Walter got into the Forest HIIl
grounds from the rear and walked
about, looking at the Howers and
shrubbery with an apparemt lack of
purpose, just as a boy would.

Rockefeller finally noticed him gaz-
ing abstractedly at a flower bed and
went up to talk to him.

*“Ab, my fine lad.” began John D.,
“are you fond ot flowers:”

“Indeed | am. sir,” replied Walter
in true McGuffey Reader style.

“Well, | am always glad to see a
boy who appreciates the beauties of
nature. Would you care to walk over
and look at tbe pond lilles*”

“Ah, sir, 1 should enjoy that more
than 1 can tell you!”

Thus the conversational ice was bro-
ken, and the youthful visitor was so
enthuslastic over all he saw that the
master of Forest Hill passed him out
platitudes for about an hour. 'The in-
terviewer didn’t even have to ask ques-
tions.

Next morning Walter's Interview
was the best thing In the paper.—
Cleveland Plain Dealer.

A Sure Enough Kid.

Bob was telling about his visit to
the country. While there he had ac-
quired some rustic idioms, and his
mother was correcting these as he
proceeded.

“Well, we goes up”—

“Went up.”

“Went up on the farm”—

“To the farm.”

“To the farm, and there we see"—

“We saw.”

“We saw a little kid"—

“Little child. Now begin again and
tell it properly.”

“Well, we went up to the farm, and
there we saw a goat's little child.”
(Further narration suﬂppuded )»—Judge.

The Firu Deuert Spoon

When the dessert spouons were in-
veuted Hamilton palace, the seat of
Sir Charles Murray's uncle, was the
first household north of the Tweed to
adopt them A small laird. invited to
dine with the Duke of ilamilton, was
disgusted to tind a dessert <poon hand-
ed to him with the sweets “What do
you get me this for?" he exclaimed to
the footman. Do you think ma mooth
has got any smutller since 1 lappit up
ma soup?”’—London Chrouicle.

An Exception.

She (protestingly)»-That's just lke
you men. A man pever gets into tron-
ble without dragging some woman in
with him. He-Oh, | don’t Know:
How about Jonah in the whale? - Bos-
ton Transcript.

Moral good Is a pn‘lﬂlt'nl stimulus. -

s TEAANG TR

Bank of Shreveport.
the prices of dependable goods.

Corner Texas and McNeil Streets

SHREVEPORT’S LEADING DRY GOODS STORE

Invites you to inspect the largest and leading line of DRY GOODS,
Ready-to-Wear Goods, MILLINERY, Carpets, Mattings, House
Furnishings, Trunks, Bags, etc., te be found in North Louisiana.

Y SHREVEPORT AGENTS FOR McCALL’S PATTERNS. §

Note This! Railroad fare refunded. Ask for transporta-
[ = tion check after your purchase is made, and
> your round-trip fare will be returned to you by the First National
Come to see us.. Travel is cheap and so are

y The HEARNE DRY GOODS CO., Limited

G00DS C0. Limed

SHREVEPORT, LOUISIANA

C00000000000000

Paris’ Worst Flood.
In the year 1296 rose the greatest
flood of which history makes any rec- |
ord in Paris. “Men went in boats over ‘
the wall of the king’s garden.” Al |
the island was covered, and from the |
foot of the hill of the university to |
the rising ground beyond the Marrais
the upper stories "of the houses rose
out of a lake a mile wide. In that
flood was swept away the old stone
bridge that Charles the Bald bad bulit
centuries earlier, before even the Nor-
mans besieged the town, and in that
flood the Petit Chatelet was destroyed.
The Petit Pont fell into the river also,
but that was nothing wonderful, for it
was the most unfortunate of bridges
and never stood firmly for fifty years
at a stretch, but was forever being de-
stroyed and regularly rebuilt. The
waste of this flood was the signal for
Phillppe le Bel's
Belloc’s “Paris.”

Points About a Good Horse.

There are some points which are val-
uable in horses of every description.
The head should be proportionately
large and well set on. The lower jaw-
bones should be sufficiently far apart
to enable the head to form an angle
with the neck., which gives it free mo-
tion and a graceful carriage and pre-
vents It bearing too heavily on the
hand. The eye sbould be large, a lit-
tle prominent, and the eyelids tine and
thin. The ear should be small and
erect and quick In motion. Tbe lop
ear indicates dullness and stubboru-
ness When too far back there is a
disposition to mischief.

An Odd Gypsy Custom.

In Hungary. when the question of
the baby's future comes up for dis-
cussion among the gypsies, there is no
time wasted In argument. A blanket
is beld by the four corners. and the
baby is thrown into the air. If ft
comes down on {ts little stomach It Is
a sign that it is going to Le a mu-
sician; If it falls on its back it is to
be a thief, and the education of the
child is begun as soon as possible In
one of these two time honored profes-
sions.

Painfully Frank.-

“Mr. Coldcash, | bhave come to ask
for the hand of your daughter.”

“My daughter, sir?"

“Yes, | can’t live without her.”

“Well, sir, tinish your sentence.”

“Finish my sentence?”

“Yes, you were about to Ray you
could not live without her income.
Let us be candid.”

How She Got the Job.

“The one thing we demand from our
employees,” said the head of the office
force, “is correctness in figures ™

The applicant smoothed ber hipless
skirt complacently.

“1 bave never had any complaints on
that score,” she replied. with a glance
of assurance.—Bystander.

Anticipated.

“I've often marveled at your bril
Hlancy, your aptness at repartee.
your”—

“If it's more thap 5 shillings. old
man, | can’t do a thing for you. I'm
nearly broke mpyself.” - Londou Mall

Innocent Fun.

“Hey! exclaimed his uncle *“What
ure you ftrying to do- break my
watch?” .

“No."” replied the innocent solemnly:

“t'yin’ th'ow it thoo the f'oor.”- Buf-
falo Expreu.
Early and prm'ldem fear is the

mother of safety. —Rurke >

DON'T BUY A CUN

until you have seen our New Deuble
Barrel Models fitted with Stevegs Com-
pressed Forged Steel Barrels—

rebuilding.—Hilaire |

THE
LOUISVILLE
TIMES

FOR 1910

Brighter, Better,
Bigger than ever

The regular price of the
Louisville Times is $5 a
year. If you will send
your order to us, you can
get...

THE BANNER
and the

LOUISVILLE TIMES

Both
One
Year

For Only $5

&

The Louisville Times Is the
Best Afternoon Paper
Printed Anywhere

Has the best ‘eurps of
correspondents.

Covers the Kentucky
field perfectly.

Covers the general news
field completely.

Has the best and fullest
market reports.

Democratic in politics,
but fair to everybody.

Send Your Subscription
Right Away

to the Banner—not to the
Louisville Times.
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Acres and Bible Letters.
It has sometimes been stated that
there are more acres in Yorkshire than
there are letters in the Bible. A per-
son hearing the statement for the first
time is Inclined to doubt it, but It s
true, all the same. Authorities differ
as to the exact acreage of the county,
one giving it as 3,882,848 and another
as 3,771,843 But the number of let-
ters In the Rible is sald to be 3.506.-
480, so the acres beat the letters, with
something to spare. - London Notes
and Queries.

On the Wrong Side.

A temperance missfonary tn Glasgow
left a few tracts with a young woman
ope morning Calling at the same
| house a few days after. he was rather
disconcerted to tind the iracts doing
duty as curl papers on the head of tbe
damsel to whom he had given them
“Weel, my lassie.” he remarked, | see
ye have used the tracts | left wi' ye,
but,” be ndded In time to turn con-
fusion Into merriment. “y¢ ha’ putten
them outside instead of inside your
head.”

DEMI-BLOC SYSTEM

The mode of constructing these
superb Trap and Field Guns is fully
set forth in our New Shotgun Cata-.
log. Send for it, it's free.

Plutarch,

l The French Horn.

| _The French horu. or cor e chasse, is
| regnrded Ly sowe musiciane as the
| sweetest and mellowest of all the wind
| instruments. In Heethoven = time it
was llttle else than the old hunting
horn, which for the convenience of the
mounted bunter was arrnuged in spiral
convolutions to bLe slipped over the
head and carried resting on one sboul-
der and under the opposite arm The
Uermans sifll call it the waldhorn—
that is, "tonnl horn.”

Chamborlmn’n Stomach and Liver
Tablets are safe sure and reliable, and
have been praised by thousands of
women who have been restored to health
through their gentle and curative prop-
erties. Sold by all dealers.
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