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" Write to
. Us for It

€[ One of the greatest conveniences in living
3 so near Shreveport is'the nearness of the

E Shreveport Drug Company’s large and va-

€ When you feel

write to us for it.

and cheaper.

ried and low-priced stock.

the need of our services,

€ You will be surprised at the quick service.
9 You will receive your order fresher, finer
The mail order service is akin
to our personal service.

See why ?

I“ Texas at Market Street ‘’phones, 637
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borrow money on cotton
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your cotton shipments.
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€ To obtain full market value for cotton you must
have a broad market, with free competition.

have a bonded warehouse receipt to offer as collat-
‘We enjoy the above advantages, and solicit

€ You will find our Office and Sample Rooms at
the corner of Commerce and Travis Streets.

THE HICKS COMPANY, Limited

~ Shreveport, Louisiana
35-26
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FORESTER'S
DAUGHTER

A Romance of the Bear
Tooth Range

By HAMLIN GARLAND

" Copyright, 1914, by Hamlin Garland
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CHAPTER XVI.
Deserting the Ranch.

LL that Wayland said of his
family deepened Berrie's dis-
may. Their interests were so
alien to her own.

“I'm afraid to have you go even for
a4 day.” she admitted, with simple hon-
esty, which moved him deeply. *1
don't know what 1 should do if you
went away. I think of nothing but you
now.”

Her face was pitiful, and be put his
arm about her neck as if she were a
child. *“You mustn't do that. You
must go on with your life just as if
I'd never been. Think of your father's
job—of the forest and the ranch.”

“l can't do it. [I've lost interest in
the service. I never want to go into

| the high country again, and [ don’t

want you to go either.
and cruel.”

“That is only a mood,” he said con-
fidently. *It is splendid up there. 1
shall certainly go back some time.”

“Of course. we are not rich: but we
are not poor, and my mother's family
is one of the oldest in Kentucky."™ She
uttered this with a touch of her moth-
er's quiet dignity. *“Your father need
not despise us.”

“So far as my father is concerned.
family don’t count and neither does
money. But he confidently expects me
to take up his business in Chicago. and
I suppose it is my duty to do so. If
he. finds me looking fit he may order
me into the ranks at once.”

“I'll go there. I'll do anything you
want me to do.,” she urged. *“You can
tell your father that I'll help you in
the office. 1 can learn. !'mn ready to
use a typewriter—anything.”

He was silent in the face of her
naive expression of self sacrificing
love, and after a moment she added
hesitatingly: “I wish I could meet your
father. Perhaps he'd come up here if
you asked him to do so.””

He d upon the suggestion. "By

It's too savage
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‘Splendid Offers Here

These properties offer the
Chance you have been seeking.
They won't be on the market
long. So act quick.

1 A nice residence and lot in the town
Plain Dealing.

If you want 40 acres of first-class

land (about 25 acres in cultivation)
Within three miles of Plain Dealing, on
‘& public road and rural mail route, at
per acre, see me.

% A bargain!—200 acres of well im-
ed, fertile land, 120 in cultivation,
will grow ribbon cane; four good

8; near school and church. Six
@nd a half miles east of Plain Dealing.

- ¥ 160 acres —30 under fence, 130 in orig-
_inal timber, less pine cut off. Enough
- tie timber on the land to more than pay
4or it. A four-room house and other
- improvements. Fine cattle and hog
range. Three miles from Red Land

raded School; free transportation for
- pupils. Price, $6.50 per acre.
S A tract of 120 acres—50 acres in cul-
‘hvan.org, 20 acres in enclosed pasture,
~Temaining portion in original woods. A
¥e-room dwelling, tenant houses, barn,
~ Btables and three good wells. Six miles

m Plain Dealing, free transportation
%0 graded school located within four
miles, on rural mail delivery route, tel-
Phone, ete. One of the best farms of
ts‘)s_]“ in this section. For quick sale,
$12.50 per acre, one-third cash. If you
Want 2 good home, you can’t beat this.
Apply at once,

J. T. MANRY, Plain Dealing, La.

R

dealer In
Saddles, Harness, Buggies
Wagon and Buggy Umbrellas. S
2 d | . Special attention
&lven to CUSTOM WORK and repairing Saddles
s Sod Ham'f'.ss. Give us a trial. Store and Work
- BBop at No 203 Texas Street, SHREVEPORT.

'PROFESSIONAL CARDS
OANNES SMITH

Attorney at Law

Office at Court House, Second Floor
BENTON, LOUISIANA

CLAUDE B. PROTHRO
Attorney at Law

Office at Caddo Parish Court House
SHREVEPORT, LOUISIANA

JEPWIN W. DORAN :

Attorney at Law

Office in Court House, Second Floor
BENTON, LOUISIANA

DR. FREDERICK RATZBURG
Dentist

Levy Building = SHREVEPORT, LA.
Telephone, No. 1160.

Art Treasures, Pamphlets, Mag-
azines, Musie, Law 5 rds,
Blank Books and Catalogues bound.

T. J. Leaton

1340 Jewell Street, SHREVEPORT
New "Phone, 595.

g&5 If you intend to enter your son
or daughter in a business ccllege save
$5 by buying the scholarship the pro-
prietor of the Banner has for sale,

George. 1 believe he would! 1 don’t
want to go to town. I just believe I'll
wire him that I'm laid up here and
can't come.” 3

A knock at the door interrupted Way-
land, and Mrs. McFarlane's voice, filled
with new excitement, called out, “Ber-
rie, the district office is on the wire!”

Berrie opened the door and confront-
ed her mother, who said. “Mr. Eving-
ham phones that the afternoon papers
contain an account of a fight at Coal
City between Settle and one of Alec
Belden’s men and that the district for-
ester is coming down to investigate it.”

*“Let him come,” answered Berrie de-
fiantly. “He can't do us any harm
What was the row about?”

“1 didn't hear much of it. Your fa-
ther was at the phone.”

“What is it all about, father?” ask-
ed Berrie.

“Why. it seems that after I left yes-
terday Settle rode down the valley
with Belden’s outfit. and they all got
to drinking, ending iu a row. and Tony
beat one of Belden’s men almost to
death. The sheriff has gone over to
get Tony, and the Beldens declare
they're going to railroad him. That
means we'll all be brought into it
Belden has seized the ‘moment to pre-
fer charges against me for Kkeepinz
Settle in the service and for putting
a nonresident on the roll as guard.
The whelp will dig up everything he
can to queer me with the office. All
that kept him from doing it before
was Cliff’s interest in you.”

“He can’'t make any of his charges
stick,”. declared Berrie!

“Of course he can’t. He knows that.
But he can bring us all into court. You
and Mr. Norcross will both be called
as witnesses, for it seems that Tony
was defending your name. The pa-
pers call it ‘a fight for a girl’ Oh, it's
® sweet mess. You and Berrie and Mrs,
McFarlane must get out of here before
you are subpoenaed.”

“And leave you to fight it out alone?”
exclaimed his wife. *“I shall do noth-
ing of the kind. Berrie and Mr. Nor-
cross can go.”

“That won’t do,” retorted McFarlane
quickly. “Thag won’t do at all. You
must go with them. 1 can take care
of myself. I will not have you drag-
ged into this muckhole.”

Berric now argued against running
away. Her blood was up. She joined
her mother. “We won't leave you to
inherit all this trouble. Who will iook
after the ranch? Who will keep house
for you?”

McFarlane remained firm. *T'll man-
age. Don't worry about me. Just get
out of reach. The more 1 consider this
thinge the more worrisome it gets. Sup-
pose Cliff should come back to testify 7"

'ﬁl‘s serial std;ﬁ'-vvlll comé td
a close next week. Watch
for the opening installment

“He won't. If he does I'll have him
‘arrested for trying to kill Wayland.”
retorted Berrie.

“And make the whole thing worse!
No; you are all going to cross the
range. You can start out as if for &
little turn round the valley and just
naturally Keep going. It can’t do any
barm, amd it may save a nasty time in
-court.”

*“One would think we were a lot of
eriminals,” remarked Wayland.

“That's the way you'll be treated,”
retorted McFarlane, *“Belden has re-
tained old Whitby. the foulest old brute
in the business, and he'll bring you
all into it if he can.™

“But running away from it will not
prevent talk,” argued his wife.

“Not entirely, but talk and testimony
are two different things. Suppose they
call daugbter to the stand? Do you
want her cross exumined as to what
basis there was for this gossip? They
know something of Cliff's being let out
and that will inflame them. He may
be at the mill this minute.”

“I guess rou're rght.,” said Norcross
sadly. *“Our delightful excursion into
the forest has led us into a predica-
ment from which there is only one
way of escape. and that is tlizht.”

Mclfarlane was again called to the
telephone. Landon, with characteristic
brevity, conveyed to him the fact that
Mrs. Belden was at home and busily
phoning scandalous stories about the
country. *“If you don’t stop her she's
going to poison every ear in the val-
ley,” ended the ranger.

“You'd think they'd all know my
daughter well enough not to believe
anything Mrs. Belden says,” respond-
ed McFarlane bitterly.

“All the boys are ready to do what
Tony did. But nobody can stop this
old fool's mouth but you. CIiff has
disappeared, and that adds to the ex-
citement.”

“Thank the boys for me,” said Mc-
Farlane, *and tell them not to fight.
Tell 'em to keep cool. It will all be
cleared up soon.”

As Mclfarlane went out to order the
horses hooked up Wayland followed
him as far as the bars. “I'mconscience
smitten over this thing, supervisor, for
I am aware that 1 am the cause of all
your trouble.” .

“Don’t let that worry you,” respond-
ed the older man. But he spoke with
effort. “It can’t be helped. It was all
unavoidable.”

*“The most appalling thing to me is
the fact that not even your daughter’s
popularity can neutralize the gossip of
a woman like Mrs. Belden., My being
an outsider counts against Berrie, and
I'm ready to do anything—anything.”
he repeated earnestly. *“I love your
daughter, Mr. McFarlane, and I'm
ready to marry her at once If you think
best. She’s a noble girl, and I eannot
bear to be the cause of her calumnia-
tion.”

There was mist in the supervisor's
cyes as he turned them on the young
man. “I'm right glad to hear you say
that, my boy.” He reached out his
hand. and Wayland took it. *“I knew
you'd say the word when the time
came. I didn't know how strongly
she felt toward you till today. I knew
she liked you, of course, for she said
so, but I didn’t know that she had
plum set her heart on you. I didn’t
expect her to marry a city man, but I
like you. and—well, she's the doctor.
What suits her suits me. Don’t you
be afraid of her not meeting all com-

~

*I'm right glad tobhea':- you say that,
my boy.’

ers.” He went on after a pause,
“She's never seen much of city life,
bat she’ll hold her own anywhere, you
can gamble on that.”

“She has wonderful adaptability, 1
know,” answered Wayland slowly.
“But 1 don't like to take her away
from here—from you.”

*“If you hadn’t come she would have
married CHff, and what kind of a life
would she have led with him?" de-
manded McFarlane. *1 knew CHII was
rough. but T couldn’t convince her that
he was cheap. I live only for her hap-
piness, my boy. and. though 1 know
you will take her away from me, I be
lieve you can make her happy. @nd so—
1 give her over to youn. As to time and
place, arrange that—with—her mother.”
He turned and walked away, unable
to utter another word.

Wayland's throat was aching also,

of “Lahoma of Oklahoma.”

and he went back into the bouse with

« sense of responsibility which exaltea
him into sturdier manhood.

Berea met him in a pretty gown, h
dress he had never seen her wear, a
costumze which transformed bher into
something entirely feminine. She seem-
ed to have put away the seif reliant
manner of the trail and in its stead
presented the lambent gaze, the trem-
ulous lips of the Lride. As he looked
at her thus transfigured his heart cast
out its hesitancy. and he entered upon
his new adventure without further
question or regret.

It was 3 o'clock of a fine. clear, gold-
en afternoon as they said goodby to
McFarlane and started eastwasd, as if
for a little drive. Berrie held the reins
in spite of Wayland's protestations.
*“These bronchos are only about half
busted,” she said. *They need watch-
ing. I know them better than you do.™
Therefore he submitted, well knowing
that she was entirely competent and
fully informed.

At last the topmost looming crags
of the continental divide cut the sky-
line, and then in the smooth hollow
between two rounded grassy summits
Berrie halted. and they all silently
contemplated the two worlds. To the
west and north lay an endless spread
of mnnntnlns. wave on wave, snow
lined, savage. sullen in the dying light,
while to the east and southeast the
foothills faded into the plain. whose
dim cities, insubstantial as fle¢ks in a
veil of violet mist, were hardly dis-
tingnishable without the aid of glasses.

Berrie turned in her seat and was
about to take up the reins when Way-
land asserted himself. *“Wait a mo-
ment. Here's where my dominion be-
ains. Here's where you change seats
with me. [ am the driver now.”

She looked at him with questioning.
smiling glance. “Can yon drive? It's
all the way downhill--and steep.”

“If T can't I'll ask your aid. I'm old
enough to remember the family car-
riage. I've even driven a four in
hand.”

Their descent was rapid, but it was
long after dark before they reached
Flume, which lay up the valley to the
right., It was a poor little decaying
mining town set against the hillside.
and had but one hotel. a sun warped
and sagging pine building just above
the station.

“Not much like the Profile house.”
said Wayland as he drew up to the

porch. “But I see no choice.”
“There isn't any” Berrie assured
him.

CHAPTER XVIL

A Matter cf Dress.

ELL, now.” Wayland went
on as they stepped off at the
hotel, T am in command of
this expedition. [From this

on I lead this outfit. When it comes

to hotels, railways and the like o’ that

I'm head ranger.”

Mrs. McFarlane, tired, hunzry and a
little dismayed, accepted his control
gladly., but Berrie could not at once
slip aside her responsibility. *Tell the
hostler”—

“Not a word!"” commanded Norcross,
and the girl, with a smile, submitted to
his guidance. and thereafter his effi-
ciency, his self possession, his tact de-
lighted her. He persuaded the sullen
landiady to get them supper. He se-
cured the best rooms in the house and
arranged for the care of the team.

Berrie was correspondingly less mas-
culine. In drawing off her buckskin
driving gloves she had put away the
cowgirl and was silent. a little sad
even in the midst of her enjoyment ot
his dictatorship. And when he said.,
“If my father reaches Denver in time
[ want you to meet him,” she looked
the dismay she felt. ¢

“I'll do it. but I'm scared of him."

“You needn't be. I'll see him first
and draw his fire.”

Mrs. McFarlane interposed.
must do a little shopping first.
can’t meet your father us we are.”

“Very well. Itisarranged. We get in.
I find. about noon. We'll go straight
to the biggest shop in town. If we
work with speed we'll be able to lunch
with my father. He’ll be at the Pal-
mer House at 1.”

Berrie said nothing, either in accept-
ance or rejection of his plan. Her
mind was concerned with new concep-
tions, new relationships. and when in
the hall he took her face between his
hands and said, “Cheer up! All is not
lost!” she put her arms about his
neck and laid her check against his
breast to hide her tears. *“Oh, Way-
land, I'm such an idiot in the city! I'm
afraid your father will despise me.™

She woke to a new life next morn-
ing—a life of complianee, of following,
of dependence upon the judgment of
another. She stood in silence while
her lover paid the bills. bought the
tickets and telegraphed their coming to
bis fatber. She acquiesced when he
prevented her mother from telephon-
ing to the ranch. She complied when
he countermanded her order to have
the team sent back at once. His judg-
ment ruled, and she enjoyed her sud-
den freedom from responsibility.
was novel, and it was very sweet to
think that she was being cared for as
she had cared for and shielded him in
the world of the trail.

In the railway coach Wayland tact-
fully withdrew, leaving mother and
danghter to discuss clothes undisturb-
ed by his presence.

“We must look our best. honey.” said
mrs. MceFarlane. “We will zo right
to Mme. Crosby at Battle's, and she'll
fit us out. I wish we had more time.
but we haven't, 'so we must do the
best we can™

“l want Wayland to choose my hat
and traveling suit.” replied Berrie.

“Of course. But you've got to have
a lot of other things besides.”  And
they bent to the jovous work of mak-
ing out a list of zoods to be purchased
as soon as they reached Chicago.

“We
We

It "

paper In his hand and a look of dis-
gust on his tace. “It's all in here—at
least, the outlines of it.”

DBerrie took the journal and there
read the details of Settle’s assault
upon the foreman. “The fight avose
from a remark concerning the forest
supervisor's daughter. Ranger Settle
resented the gossip and fell upon the
other man, beating him with the butt
of his revolver. Friends of the fore-
man claim that the ranger is a drunk-
en bully and should have been dis-
charged long ago. The supervisor for
some mysterious reason -retains this
wman, although he is an incompetent,
it is also claimed that Mcitarlane put
a man on the roll without examina-
tion.” The supervisor was the protag-
onist of the play, which was plainly
political The attack upon him was
bitter and unjust. and Mrs. McFar-
lane agzain declared her intention of
returning to help him in his fight,
However, Wayland again proved to her
that her presence would only embar-
rass the Supervisor. *“You would not
aid him in the slightest degree. Nash
and Landon are with him and will re-
fute all these charges.”

This newspaper story took the light
out of their day and the smile from
Jerrie’s lips., and the women euntered
the city silent and distressed in spite
of the efforts of their young guide.
The nearer the girl came to the ordeal
of facing the elder Norcross the more
she feared the outcome, Lut Wayland
kept lis air of easy confidence and
drove them directly to the shopping
center, believing that under the inftlu-
euce of hats and gloves they would re-
guin their custowmary cheer.

In this he was largely justitied. They

had a delightful hour trying on mil-
linery and couats and gloves.
Siient, blushing, tousled by the bands
of her decorators, Berrie permitted
hats to be perched on ber head and
Jjackets buttoned and unbuttoned about
ber shoulders till she felt like a worn
clothes horse. Wayland beamed with
delight, but she was far less satistied
than he, and when at last selection
wius made she still bad her doubts, not
of the clothes, but of her ability to
weuar them. They seemed so alien to
her, so restrictive and enslaving.

“You're an easy fitter,” said the sales-
woman. “But"—lhere she lowered her
voice—*"you need a new corset. This
old one is out of date. Nobody is wear
ing hips now.”

Thereupon Berrie meekly permitted
herself to be led away to a torture
room. Wayland waited patiently, and
when she reappeared all traces of Bear
Tooth forest had vanished. In a neat
tailored suit and a very chic hat, with
shoes, gloves and stockings to match,
she was so transformed, so charmingly
girlish in her self conscious glory. that
he was tempted to embrace her in the
presence of the saleswoman. But he
didn't. He merely said: I see the gov-
ernor’s finish. Let's go to lunch. You
are stunning!”

“l don't know myself,” responded
Berrie. *The only thing that feels nat-
ural is my hand. They cinched me so
tight I can’t eat a thing, and my shoes
hurt.” She laughed as she said this,
for her use of the vernacular was con-
scious. “I'm a fraud. Your father will
spot my brand first shot. Look at my
face—red as a saddle!”

“Don’t let that trouble you. This is
the time of year when tan is fashion-
able. Don’t you be afraid of the gov-
ernor. Just smile at him, give bim
*your grip, and he'll melt.”

“I'm the one to melt. I'm beginning
now."

Notwithstanding his confident advice
Wayland led the two silent and in-
wardly dismayed women into the
showy cafe of the hotel with some de-
gree of personal gpprehension concern-
ing the approaching interview with his
father. Of course he did not permit
this to appear in the slightest degree.

It pleased him to observe the admir-
ing glances which were turned upon
Berrie, whose hat became her mighti-
1y. and, leaning over. he said in a low
voice to Mrs. McFarlane: “Who is the
lovely young lady opposite? Won't you'
introduce me?”

This little play being over. he said,
“Now, while our order is coming I'll
run out to the desk and see if the gov-
ernor has come in or not.”

Wayland returned with an increase
of tension in his face.

*“He's here! I've sent word saying
‘T am lunching in the cafe with ladies.
1 think he'll come round. But don't
be afraid of him. He's a good deal
rougher on the outside than he Is at
heart. Of course he's a bluff old busi-
ness man and not at all pretty, and
he'll transfix you with a kind of esti-{
mating glare as if you were a tree,
but he's actually very easy to manage
if you know how to handle him. Now,
I'm not going to try to explain every- |
thing to him at the beginning. I'm
going to introduce him to you in a|
casual kind of way and give him time|
to take to you both. He forms his|
likes and dislikes very quickly.”

“What if he doesn’t like us?" in-
quired Berrie, with troubled brow.

“He can’t help it." His tone was so
positive that her eyes misted with hap-
piness. “But here comes our food. 1
hope you aren't too nervous to eat.
Here is where I shine as provider.
This is the kind of camp fare I can
recommend.” i

Berrie’'s healthy appetite rose above
her apprehension, and she ate with the
keen enjoyment of a child, and her
mother said, “It surely is a treat to
get a chance at somebody else’s cook-
Ing.”

“Don’t you slander your home fare,”
warned Wayland., “It's as good as
this. only different.”

He sat where he could watch the
door. and despite his jocund pose his
eves expressed growing impatience
and some anxiety. They were all well
into their dessert before he called out,
“Here he is!”

Wayland came back with a Denver

Mrs. McFarlane could not see the

newvomer from where she saif, but
Berrie rose in great excitement as a
heavy set, full faced man with short,
gray mustache and high, smooth brow
entered the room. He did not smile as
he greeted his son, and his penetrating
glance questioned even before he
spoke. He seemed to silently ask:
“Well, what’s all this? How do you
happen to be here? Who are these
women?"’

Wayland said: “Mrs. McFarlane, this
is my father. Father, this is Miss

Berea McFarlane of Bear Tooth
Springs.”

The elder Norcross shook hands with
Mrs. McFarlane politely, coldly, but he
betrayed surprise as Berea took his
fingers in her grip. At his son’s solicl-
tation he accepted a seat opposite
Berea, but refused dessert.

Wayland explained: “Mrs. McFar-
lane and her daughter quite saved my
life over in the valley. Their ranch is
the best health resort in Colorado.”

“Your complexion indicates that,”
his father responded dryly. *“You look
something the way a man of your age
ought to look. I needn’t ask how you
are feeling.”

*“You needn’t, but you may. I'm feel-
ing like a new fiddle, barring a bruise
at the back of my head, which makes
a ‘hard hat’ a burden. I may as well
tell you first off that Mrs. McFarlane
is the wife of the forest supervisor at

She Was So Transformed That He Was
Tempted to Embrace Her.

Bear Tooth, and Miss Berea is the able
assistant of her father. We are all
rank conservationists.”

Norcross senior examined Berrie pre-
cisely as if his eyes were a couple of
X ray ‘tubes, and as she flushed under
his slow secrutiny he said, “I was not
expecting to find the forest service in
such hands.”

Wayland laughed.

“I hope you didn’t mash his fingers,
Berrie.” ¥

She smiled guiltily. “I'm afraid [
did. 1 hope I didn’t burt you—some-
times 1 forget.”

Norcross senior was waking up. “You
have a most extraordinary grip. What
did it—piano practice?”

Wayland grinned. *“Plano! No—the
cinch.”

“The what?"

Wayland explained. “Miss McPar-

lane was brought up on a ranch. She
can rope and tie a steer, saddle her
own horse, pack an outfit and all the
rest of it."”

“Oh! Kind of cowgirl, en?”"

Mrs. McFarlane, eager to put Ber-
rie’s better part forward, explained:
“She's our only child, Mr. Norcross,
and as such has been a constant com-
panion to her father. - She's not all
cowhand. She’s been to school, and
she can cook and sew as well.”

“Mrs. McFarlane comes from an old
Kentucky family, father. Her grand-
father helped to found a college down
there.”

Wayland’s anxious desire to create
a favorable impression of the women
did not escape the lumberman, but his
face remained quite expressionless as
he replied: e

“If the life of a cowhand would give
you the vigor this young lady appears
to possess I'm not sure but you'd bet-
ter stick to it.”

Wayland and the two women ex-
changed glances of relief.

“Why not tell him now?" they seems-
ed to ask. But he sald: “There’s a long
story to tell before we decide on my
carcer. Let's finish our lunch. How
{8 mother, and how are the girls?”

Coneluded in next week's Banner.

0’Conneli's Bull.

O'Connell, the great Irish agitator,
being pestered by 'a stranger for his au-
tograph, returned the following anp-
swer:

Sir—- Yours requesting my autograph I8
received. | have been s0 bothered with
similar impertinences that I'll be blessed

if 1 send it. Your obedient servant
DANTEL O'CONNELL.

Economy Tip.

“My tobacconist tells me that if [
will stick my cigars in my veést pocket
so that the small end Is out instead of
the big end I'll lose fewer cigars.”

“T've a better plan that that Stick
'em in your coat pucket so that they
ion’t show at all.”—Boston Transcript

Love all, trust a few, do wrong to
sone.--Shakespeare.




