DAKOTA TERRITORIAL NEWS

Dakota Land Entries.

Hunox, Dak., Special, Oct. 12.—The reports
ceceived by the territorial commissioner ot
tinmigration from all but two of the United
States land oftices in Dakota for September
show an increase in homestead and pre-emp-
tion entries. indicating a corresponding
increase 1n the immigration for the month.
The following table shows the business
trancsacted at eight land ottices, from \\hlcn
reports were received:
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'I‘he total number of homestead and pre-
emption entries at the eight oftices report-
ing is 721, and estimating the number of
similar entries at Mitchell and Fargo, from
which no reporte have been received to date,
at 191, the figures of last month, would
bring the total number of homestead and
pre-emption entriea for September up to
912. At the rate of three persons on an
average to each claimant, this would indi-
cate an increase in population of 2,730.
Estimating the increase from other sources
at 1,500, as against the estimate of 1,000
for August, would give 4.236 as the total
increase 1n population by immigration dur-
Ing September. It is believed that these fig-
ores are too low rather than too high, as the
estimate of increase trom other sources than
the public domain is purposely kept within
conservative bounds, in the absence of exact
information.
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Col. John D. Benton ot Fargo i3
credited with beingthe coming govern-
or of Dakota.

A second flouring mill, to cost $13,-
000, is to be built at St. Lawrence.

W. Miller is maae receiver and
Jolm McFarland l'c“'lstel'ot the Huron
land oftice.

A coroner’s jury at Big Stone City
find that Henry 1.. B wnet killed Willis
W. Morgan.

The Queen Bee mill at Sioux Falls
was sold for $3,771 delinquent taxes.

The first controller of the treasury .
offsets Dakota’s census bill with arn

old claim against the territory.

Chief Justice Edgerton of Dakota de-
nies that he ix a candidate for any of
fice.

The Dalrymple-Cheny farm produc-
:xd more than 210,000 bushels of
wheat.

Picket Brothers of Steele county
<eeded 2,100 acres this year, and they
are now threshing out 33,000 bushels
of wheat.

Clarence Robert=, living near Cassel-
ton lost his new barn, costing 52,000,
and other valuable property by firve.
Suffrage
adopted
removil

The National Woman's
association at  Minneapolis
resolutions and calls for the
of Gov. Pierce ot Dakorta.

The people of Pierre, Dak., vote not
to bond thecity for a new school
house.

Two members of the Hyde county
school board have been indicted. but
itis claimed that their action in issu-
ing warrants was lecal.

The gun store of James MclLaugh-
lin. at Fargo, was broken open and
large amount ofguns and ammunition
secured.

Recent reports irom the cattle men
in the Bad Lands, says the Mandan
Pioneer, show that the first accounts
of the damage to the ranges from
praivie fires were greatly exaggerated.

Henry Cartwright., a farmer, aged
forty-five. living eight miles southwest
of Flandreau, was adjudged insane,
and taken to Yankton.

Bishop Ireland secures the reappoint-
ment of Maj. Craman as Indian agent
at Devil’s Lake e¢ven though an ap-
pointment had already been made
out for somebody eke.

Register Armstrong, of the Huron
land office, will resign and enter the
field of Minnesota journalism.

A prairie fire in Cavalier county
commenced a few miles south of the
town Cavalier, and swept to the west,
consuming e¢ight or nine farm houses
and fifteen or twenty stacks of wheat,
beside a quantity of hay.

The stable, two houses, live stock,
hay and farm machinery of Dan Stoh-
lek of Ellendale wereburned. Insured
for 81.000.

A jealous wilein Central City publicly
cowhided her insband before an audi-
ence which Joudly encouraged her.

A case of smallpox has developed in
the family of Mrs. Buck, ten miles
gouth of Tower City.

Then upward toward

_coming manner,
' ful, but full of admiration for alovely,

NATURAL PHILOSOPHY.

- When things run smoothly and my mental

sky
Is clear of clouds and there's no causefor

sighs,
That is, when all is lov ely and serene, thenl
l'lnlowp]nzo

But when the little ills of life appear,
To pester, worry, and pile care on vare,
When mere existence is smud-papered as it
were,
Why. then T swear.

- When on the right sideis my bank account,

And great good luck my efforts seem to
crown
the sky my spirits
mount:
own the town.

But when misfortune never secins to
Up on me, and each move appears
der,
Aud life sooms one “demnition grind,”” 1 get
As mad as thunder.

ith moast: we ail can smils at strife.
At cares and trialsirom which weaveiree:

And ealmly reason o'er the ills of life

We neversee,

Tis sow

But when theelowds obseure ourdaily skies
And evil's from Pandora’s box lly thick,
Instead of stopping to philosophize,
We mostly kick.
—Texas Siftings.
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POSTAGE NOT STATED.

[ was tall. overgrown. awkward. and
sixteen, with @ pervading conscious-
ness that my hands and feet were very
lavge. and the added misery. in the case
of the former members, that they were
always red, and I never knew what to
do with them when in company. |
was makingavisit at grandmother’sde-
lightful, old-fashioned, country home.
when, one morning the dear. old Iady
called me to her.

“Here is something for you, Jim,"
she said; “an invitation toachildren’s
party at Mrs. Edwards’.”

“Childrens’ party,’ Irepeated, prob-
ably with a shadeofscorn inmy voice:
as indicating that I was no longer
placed in that category.

“Not children. exactly,” corrected
grandma. with asmileat my masculine
dignity.

“Young people, I should have said.
Mrs. Edwards’ daughter, Florence, is
fourteen, and all the boys—young men,
I should say,” witha twinkle of nmuse-
ment, “will be there.”’

I had sundry misgivings that I
should not enjoy the party at all, be-
ing as yet very much afraid of givls,
though beginning to admire them as
mysterious and fascinating beings.
However, I acceptedtheinvitation, as
I found that all the boys I knew were
going, and the party was to be quite a
“swell” affair for the village.

When the evening came 1t found me
. with the rest seated in a large parlor,
very unhappy because of my feet and
hands, which would by no means ar-
range themselves in any graceful or be-
and extremely bash-
black-eyed girl, whom I knew tobe
Tom Byrne's sister.

She sat some distance from me. but
she had given me a smile when I first
came in, and now from time to time
cast glances at me whnich increases at
once my bliss and my contfusion.

Various games were sngeested and
played, but they were of a quiet char-
acter, such as *“Twenty Questions,’
ete, so that I had no opportunity of
approachingany nearerto Mabel, who
showed herself very brilliant in her
questions and answers  during the
progress of these intellectual amuse-
ments. Then  somebody  suggested
th it we should play Postollice.

“Postoflice! \\]n‘ is that? low
do vou play it?” I whispered to T'om
Byrne, my nearest neichbor.

“Don’t you know how to play Pos:-
office?” he asked, with a scorn of my
ignorance. “Oh, well. I suppose you
city fellows don’t know anything.

“I never heard of this,” I said meck-
ly.

“Well, T'll tell you how it is; a girl
asks for a letter for some boy, and
then you have to ask her how much
postage, and if she =ays one cent, you
must kiss her once.”

“Oh!” said I.

“Yes,"” replied Tom; “and vou kiss
her twice for two cents and three times
for three cents. quite fun if its a
pretty givl;” he added.

“I supposeso,’ I replied, vaguely.

“But I forgot to tell you,if she =ays,
‘postage not stated.” then you kiss

her as often as you like. Hush! they
are going to begin.”
To be sure, cne of the oldest bLoys

was appointed postmaster, and one
zirl after another went out into the
entry, each knocking at the door ask-
ing for a letter, whereon the boy call-
ed for, sheephhl\' followed her intothe
hall, and to judge from the sounds of
sereaming and scuflling, which general-
ly followed. paid postaze under con-
siderable difhiculty.

I watched the game in a state of e-
wildered alarm.  What if a givl should
call on me? But no one did, and |
was half disappointed. half relieved,
that I was exempt. when it was Mabel
Byrne’s turn to go out.

‘She left the room witha lovely blush
on her face. The door was w).ennl\
closed upon her. and then after a hricf
pause there was a faint knock. The
postmaster opened the door a few

inches.

“What do you want?” he askead,

“There is a lerter here.”

“For whom?"

“For Mr. James Hill."" |

“How much to pay?”

“Postage not stated.”
reply.

They all laughed loudly and looked
at me. for that was my name. The
blood rushed in crimson tloods to my
face. Igot on to my feet someliow.
and with my heavt torn hetwesn awild
desire to co into the hall and a wish
to =ink utterly away from iiiman kind.
I stumbled out of the » 0om

The door was closed behi
I found myself almost in d: CssLas
the hall was but dimiy wed. |
paused a moment and then 1 heard
the faint =ound of quick hireatiing: an-
other heart was beating as vioiently
as my own. Foronceimmy iite 1 knew
what to do with my avns. 1 caunght
hold of her. The davkness xive me
courage and I held hier i o close clasp
and pressed my Hpg 20 hee cheek in
three or four rapid. "-lk: fretrhtened
Kisses hetore she could freshiopsalifirom
my emburace.

was the faint

e, and

“There. there. Me. il ~he said,™
with a mevry laugh, “don’t he Lashiul
again. I'm sure you'r= bold enough
now."’

“Have I paid my postage” [ stam-
mered.

“Indecd. yes; enough and to spave.
Come. let us go back to the parlor.”™

Bhe led me in, 2 willing prisoner and
the rest of the evening I was her hond
slave: her partner in all games, her
companion in the dance (wherein I ex-
celled the country boys. and gloriedin

my accomplishmenti and av last,
crowning delight of the evening, her

escort home.

That was all. The next day 1 re-
turned to my home in the city. and
Mabel By rne became only a memory:
stmmz at first, fainterastime went on,
bhut sweet always. When I =aw other
girls I compared them mentally with
the picture my imagination ]umlml
of Mabel. and they never seemed half
as faar and sweet as she,

But then I did not see mauy other
girls. My b ashiulness,  instead  of
(hnmn\hln-' seemad rather toinerease
.lktlxt')t"lls\\(*llt by. [ avoided so-
ciety and was so much of a recluse
from ladies that my mother wasquite
worried lest I should become o con-
firmed bachelor. Perhaps one reason
why I retained my diflidence was
that my pursuits were among books
and not among people. I had made
the science of geology my study
and at twenty-seven found myself in a
comfortable position as assistant pro-
fessor in one of our hest colleges. the
salary of which, with my own income
added, making me <o far at ease that
I resolved to devote my summer vaca-
tion to a tour in Europe.

Equipped with bag and bgmmer,
August found me making a pedestrian
tour of Switzerland, with a special
view to the study of its glacial and
well-traveled ways, thus escaping the
society of other tourists, and I was
therefore utterly amazed. when one
evening, ax Idrew nearthe littlehouse,
which was my temporary abiding place,
a tall form strode toward me out of
the darkness. and a hearty voice
cried: .

“Jim! Jim Hill!™

“What is it?." I renlied,
nervous start.

“Al. I thought it was my old friend.
Have you forgotten Tom Bryne?”

Of course not. for I have met him
occassionally since we were hovs, and
I was heartily glad to see my former
comrade, always one of the hest of
companions.

“1 saw your name on the book at
inn,”’ he explained; “and was sure it
must be you. At any rate, I thought
I would start out and mect you."

“But how came yvou here inthis out-
of-the-way corner of the world?” I in-
quired

“Becanse it is out of the way. Ma-
bel and [ arve maling a tripinsearchof
the picturesque. You know she i3
quite an artist.”

So Mabel was with him. My heart
gave a curious thump, and for a mo-
ment I could hardly make a sensible
reply.

“Yes,” he went on; ““she is so devot-
ed to her art that it seems to quite
absorb her life. She has not thought
of marriage. and does not cars in the

with a half

least for the ordinary run oi society.
she will be glad to see you, thoush,”
he added, consolingly, *as vou ore a

man of science.”

We walked back together to the lit-
tle inn, and presently 1 was =haking
hands with a beautiful and stately
woman, whose dark eyes flashed with
the strange intensity and fire that I
had never seen in any other eyes but
those of Byrne.

She greeted me very cordially. and
after we three had taken an evening
meal together there followed a delight-
ful evening in the little parlor that
Tom and his sister had secured.

For once in my life I felt at easein a
lady’s society. In the first placethere
was Tom to keep me in countenance
by i predominance of iny own sex in
the company, then M: 1bel did not ex-
)eet me to talk of airy nothings, that
ight foaun of the social whirlpool
which I never yet had been able to
skim. She spoke first of my scientific
pursnits; she showed 0 much know-
ledge of the subject that I found my-
celf talking with earnestness and en-
thusiasm of the formation of thecoun-
try, and espee inzlly of theglacial system
and the curious marks of its action
horne by the specimens I had collect-
edl.

She, in her turn, contributed to the
evening's interest by telling me of her
work, and showing me her sketches,

which were rveally of artistic merit.

entered she came toward me \\ltha,

she said.

which I dimly
“due,” followed by an illegible stamp.

caught her in my arms with all the
audacity that had been mine once be-
fore in my
pressed passionate k|~~t-~ on her brow
and lips.
ter yearning that was consuming my
heart,
echo in hers.

S

'
There was no school-girl weakness in
her handling of the brush, but a force
and poetic thought that had won her
already honorable recognition in the
world of art.

“And you have never heard of
Mabel's paintings until now?’. asked
Tom.

“No, Iconfessed. “You know lhave
been quite absorbed in my special
studies. ™

“Yes' and you have not seen Mabel
lor ever so long, have you?"

=No." I veplied, *not since that sum-
mer ten years azo. when I was at my
orandmother's. ™

Jolly times we had. too,
vefleetively.  Remember
at Mes. Edwards™?™

A =udden rush of hlood  to my face
utterly contused me. I stammered a
reply. and Tom, to my relief, went on
with ome rambling reminiscence. It
was some sccondx before | daved to
look at  Mabel.  Surely  she was
blushing. too.

The next morning we all went on a
trip up the slope of the mountain.
Mabel in o short gray =uit, alpine hat
and stout boots; Tom carvied her
drawing materials. 'I‘hus we made
thix and many another delightiul ex-
pedition.

lafe took on new colors for us.
There was a radiance and glory about
it that I had neverdreamed of before.
Every day I found fresh reasons for
admiring my beautitul companion,and
our walks up therough mountains and
through the deep valleys were to me
like enchante | journeys. In this love-
ly country, with thix most glorious
woman by my side. I was indeed
as one lr:nnhgmvd by the light of the
grand passion that took possession ot
my soul.

At first T knew not what had befall-
en me. [ only thought that my pleas-
ure in Mabel's society ~p|unp,,1mm a
similarity in tastes and pursuits and
the charm of her couversation; but
aradually I woke to the over whelming
fact that I loved her with the one
great love of my life, that seemed to
me now to date from the days of long
ago, to have been always with me, an'l
to stretch out into the future to make
it. teanscendentally glorious, or a long
despair.

But as soon

CALL ON

H. S. PICKETT.

FOR

FURNITURE.
FURNITURE.

“raid Tom.
that party

He is now prepared to
supply all sorts of furni-
ture and

HOUSE FIXTORES,

O AND DO

REPAIRING,

AT THE
as I had learned my
own secret, my former bashful-
ness came back upon me with
ten-fold intensity, and I found
my=elf often embarrassed in her pres- |
ence, wlnlc :\t thv (hnugln of tellmg

PIONEER FURNITURE STORE.

over \\ln-hm-d tlmt u(tvmmc‘ \\ould T | IN THE

was sure, be an impossibility.
DAVIES & PICKETT BUILDING.

And Mabel? Herveyes were very kind
Burroll Ave.

to me. They turned to me with a |

softened lustre that thrilled me with

hope; and yet, if | attempted even a

(mnplmwnt I blushed, floundered, and |
ras lost,

One evening we were talking of all
manner of subjects, graveand gay ,and
8o strayed to marriage in general, and |
especially the matoimoniallot of some |
of our old friends. j

“You remember Boyd, don’t )ou.;

Loss of Manhood.
Hill?”’ asked Tom. n 80-

LA e Cloth- Boek of Adrice te
= ons

“Pall, bashful fellow, like me?’ I E.‘}“;, g- u:‘;’.‘-’:n %"mﬁ.nm:n“
added. 8!N1
“Yes,” 'oplwd Tom laughing. “He T.WILLIAMSG co., Ill'“lll."
married Miss Cut ting,our formerschool
teacher, I always supposed she pro-

posed to him.”

“Sensible givl!” I exclaimed. “I
think it is positively a woman’s duty
sometimes to help a man out.'

c”’mwivﬂ,

Nervous Exhaustion,
Premature Decay,

NERVOUS D!
organic weakness sad do
uy. l-d Bumeteus o

PROY.,

You remember that book of the BARRIS’
late Dr. Horace Bushnell, published
some years ago, called ‘A Reform

Against Nature?” In it he denounced

RO

the woman’s rights movement, but |
maintained that ever v woman ought ‘Nﬁlcm
to have the right to propose marriage
to the man she liked. T think he was SPEMTORMA
scientifically correct.” AND Wousaads, aud doss Bot ia-
14 atten

I spoke withgreat eagerness, looking IMPOTENCY. mes of cause puia of incons
always at Tom; but at the last words | AW Testad for s pecical prinelplen
my glance 1|un{wl to Mabel; her eyes  poars by use in thou- B Aot application o the
were fixed on mine, and thelook I met und-ot cesen. fderpol g epdetenns

there sent the blood to my heart with delsy. 'The natural funse

such a swift, tumultuous rush that I ‘ee Mo ot Lo hamas
arew faint with confusion, and present- TRIAL
ly went out of the room and to bed— ’AOKAOR-

though not to sleep.

The next day I went out intheafter-
noon by m)wll for ascramble through
a damp and very rongh gorge, when
Tom and Mabel did not caveto accom-
pany me. [ was haliglad to be alone
for I was nervous over my .nul.un\ of
the night Lefore; vet at thought of
Mabel's kindly eyves, <o overwhelmed
with blinding Immnncss. that I had to
look many times at abitof rock hefore
I could see the strie that denoted gla-
cial action.

It was late sunset when I reached
the inn. I made my way without
pause to Mable'’s parlor, led by a pow-
er beyond my control. The room was
quite dusk and she was alone. As I
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Mechanically T took the papers.
Among themm was a large package on
discerned  the word

“You have paid something on this,’
I said; how much was it?” lookm'y up. |

“Postage not stated,” replied Ma- A favorite preseription of one of the
ble. most noted and successful lg_ r'u.lnnll tleu.l
(now retired)fer the cnre of Nervowa De

Promptly. smilingly. she uttered the 7058 sranhood, Weakness and Deos “MJ

words. Then her dark < softened . zuplaioeealed nvexopeﬁn.hrulnmculnls
and faltered. The papers’ and letters Address DR. WARD & CO. Louisians. H..
were  scattered over the floor. I S
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ioas troubles.

boyish days. Only now, I

I found voice at last to ut-

1

and that found a responsive
i
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