They think I don’t size
I ain't a durn fool all the

whken 1 talk.
‘em up: but
time, if they do bleed me like thun-

“COh, what a pretty thing this is!™
she said, lifting a pale gray gown from
the filmy heap.
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CHAPTER XXV.—Continued.

“She’s had time to learn your |
good heart. If she SOt de
=erves no I |

Sally B. “You tuck |

—took in the
didn't

a

‘¢ towered to-

“"That would have been nice. Did
you enjoy vour travel?”
“Fine!™ the other answered quickly;

t a dejected note crept into her next |

all
ali

words., “l1 enjoyed it

it didn't pay—not Bill an’ me.
old, and didn't have no—any
cultivating for such a crop. Bt
paid for Vi.” she said exultingly
come out just a little

She fits all this fine sn

right; but
We're
fit
it

LoD

nificent

villa

ud of her!”

Esther emiled sympatheticalls
me about your home, Mrs. Sal
do you like {t?"

“0Oh, it's pay rock, sure: a thous
dollars to the ton. B ° Way
about {

fe it better when I'm tellin
yr showin® it off, than I do just liv
it.

ing to get used
style, furrin servants—got five kinds,
seven courses, church people—the hull
hog!"™

to 1t

“Did you 'get the place already |
equipped 7
“Law me, yes. Furniture, horses,

coachman, an’ monnygram.
a cook, too, a Frenchy;
him, fy, fy;
the kitchen now. Gosh! [I— Say! I'm
just going to take a vacation from
grammar while vou're here; it's too
hamperin’. No use showin' off to you,
Stel—Esther; you know me from shoe
to bonnet, anvhow.”

“I don't love you for

Your gram-

mar, good or bad, but for—I won't risk |'
another reference to—to my travel n |

Ireland. How's Yic Wah?"

“Proud of the place as if he owned |

it. Come! [I'll show vou everything:
him an’ the kitchen with the rest.”

She led the way, trailing her black
skirts over the rich carpets from room
to room, holding her head high and
showing off her possessions
pleased pride.
and in perfect taste.
ers had failed suddenly and sold to the
bidder, walking out with only
thelr clothing. The two women halted
in the library; and Esther looked cu-
riously along the rows of books, most
of them standard authors, and bound
to order, with the owner’'s monogram
on the cover. She wondered what part
they played in Sally B.'s present life.
“Have you read any of them?” she
asked, glancing at the shelves.

A tired look crept into Sally B.'s
face. “T've got to the sixth book on
the fourth row from the top. I reckon
it’ll take about two year—syears. Vi
likes "em, but I don’t—leastways, not
much of it."

Esther refrained from comment,
though her heart ached for the heroic
woman. “It's too bad about the mono-
gram. L. B.'s so near right.”

“It's just right! I've took—taken
maw’'s name, Lang. See here!" She
crossed the room and brought cards
from the desk. They were in the ex-
tremest style, and read, “Mrs. Lang-
Rernard. Lake View. First Thurs-
day.”

“Think o’ Sally B. bein’ that big a
fool! But that’s what you got to do
if you warnt to git—get up; an’ that's
where I'm bound, to tfle very top
notch! Of course, I don't b'long there,
but Vi does, an’ I'm geing to beost her
if money an' work can do it.” She was
leading the way to the ballrcom at the
top of the house, a beautiful, spacious
apartment overlocking Lake Merritt
and the Berkeley hills.

“I'm sure you're succeeding,” Esther
said as they sat near an open window.

rat
bg-1d

e on your |

a plaguy |

“She’s |

in’ |
You know, I ain't used to bein’ |
waited on—not personal—but I'm go- |
it for Vi's sake; |

| “Vi's
They left |
but I bouncedl
an’ Yic Wah hangs up in |

with |
The house was large |

The former own- ! :
| to go up

| dow an

“I've Got to the Bixth Book on

19 next week,” she went on.|

“She's goin’ to have the doggondest |

ball—icvitations ben out a week—on |

silk, they are. An’ I've staked out the |
best decorator an’ the best caterer

round the Bay.” |

“Whom have you invited-——bt;sidesi

me? 1 received my invitation safely.”

“Oh, all the big bugs—all the other
big bugs,” Sally B. smiled at Esiher.l
“I kin git. All that's called on me, an’ |
a lot that hain't The "Piscopal church |
folks, too; they're bong tong, all!
right.” |

They discussed the ball a Iittle
more, when Esther asked suddenly:
“What of Alvin? Haven't you let
those two meet again?”

The other woman's countenance fell.
“T reckon VI still likes him. But how
can I let my little thoroughbred marry
that cripple? An'if he wa'n't crooked,
he's nobody, no more'n I be. Vi's got
You hear me! She's bound
to go up!™ She rose and walked down
the room, stopping by another win-
instant before she returned.
“She ain’t seen Al in two year.”

Esther saw the battle between love
and ambition, and said nothing. Poor |
Viola! Must she be sacrificed? Esther |
inew that the crooked leg would be |
condoned if Alvin had a hyphenated |
name or a long purse. i

“Come on down to my room,” Sallyi
B. said presently; “I want to show you
my oives. Oh, that's my.church, St |
Andrew’s.” She stopped on the stair |
and pointed out an ivy-hung building |
of unmistakable Episcopalian archi-l
tecture. |

“80 you go to church? There was:
surprise in Esther’s tone.

“Reg’lar as eatin'.”

“It seems odd someway.” Esther
looked speculatively at Sally B.

“Course. | wa'm’'t raised to it—heen
miles from churches all my life. But
it's the proper caper, an’ I go the hall
thing, you knoc—."

Esther asked Sally B. how she liked
her fellow parishioners.

“'Tain’t no matter how I like them.
What I've started to do is to make
them like me. But it's no go. Theyl!

take to Vi, an’ to my money; but
they'll never swaller me.”

“How do yon know?”

“Oh, they ext my dinaers; say|

they're splen<. .« ent. An’ they inviteme
to their'n. But most gene'ally it's Bill |
an’ Vi ar’ me a-p'=+in’ a lone hand fur |
visiters. Or if 1. , s other folks, they
wink an' tech—touch one another

the Fourth Row from the Top.”

It makes me sweat now to think of 11!
Ain't that red just—"

“Regal!” Esther finished, as Sally
B.. for a wonder, paused for a word.

“Like it?” Sally B. displayed with
pride the scarlet satin robe, spangled
from hem to throat, and finished with
costly gold lace. “That's my own
design, an’ my favorite of all I got
Worth told me never to tell it was his
make. Wculdn't put his tag on it.
Didn't want to steal my thunder. I
s'pose. Clever of him, wa'n't it? Say!
With my diamonds—they're in the
bank or I'd show 'em to you—I look—"

“We've used the only word, Mrs.
Sally—regal,” Esther laughed, think-
ing of her at a fancy dress ball as the

ual emotion

| of sedateness
| been defrauded of her girlhood, and
| Innged to set
| youthful self-control: wondered if she

| ereeted
| the stables, conservatories, and breeze-

Queen of Sheba.

HERE’S IDEAL

The Coming Man as Seen by Admir-
ers of Sccialism.

To describe an ideal modern citi- | Everybody's Magazine.

Zen now is at best to make a guess |
and a suggestion as to what must bu!
built in reality by the efforts of a|
thousand minds. But he will be a|
very different creature from that in-i
different, well-behaved business man |
who passes for a good citizen to-day. |
He will neither under the slave |
tradition nor a rebel, nor a vehement|
elemental man. Essentially he will be
aristocratic; aristocratic not in Lhel'

1

|

be

sense that he has slaves or class in-
feriors, because probably he will have
nothing of the sort, but aristocratic in |
the sense that he will feel that the |
state belongs to him and he to the |
state. He will probably be a public |
servant; at any rate he will be a man |

| doing some work in the complicated
| machirery of the modern commimnity

fo= a salary and not for speculative
=ain, Typically he will be a profes-
sicnal man. 1 do not think the ideal
modern citizen can be a person living
chiefly by buying for as little as he
can give and selling for as much as
he can get; indeed, most of what we
idolize as business enterprise, 1 think
he will regard with very considerable
contempt. DPut then I am a Socialist

1210 te

‘hat under the cazopy are ye
i

for?”" her mother aske

nd her owmn

to see her! She

be nest time when

w theugh or kept
still

The mother winced. Vicla's unus

2losed unwelcome facts.

She was taller, and had blossomed

| into a soft. weed-viclet sort of beauty

| that yet had somet!

ing mystic about
it; as rare as felicitous.

S

They spoke of many things, Viola's
| womanhood enfoldinz her in a mantle

Esther knew she had

her free from her un-
would, at the last test, sacrifice herseif
to her mother's ambition.

They went the round of bed-
rooms, the kitchen, where Yic Wah
sther with voluble cordiality;

the

swept gardens; and Esther was pre-
paring for the street when the maid
brought a card.

“Mr. Bryan, ma,” Viela said. Her
face grew gray and dull; while her
mother's was swept by a quick pano-
rama of doubt, question, mother love
ambition.

She put her arm ahbout Viola's slen-
der waist “Honey, mammy expects a
keap of you. Will you do it?”

Viocla turned suddenly, spoke with
strange impcvtucsit,\’._ “Don’t, ma! 1
can't do it! Freddy Bryan's honest.
He'd ask me just the same if I was
poor. I thought I weuld say yes, when
I told him I'd give him my answer to
day. But I won't cheat him. I'll tell

| him I can’t care for him as he de

serves. It's no use, ma.” She put up
a protesting kand, and even Sally B.
was held to silence by the new stern-
ness in her daughter.

And Esther, distressed at the trag
edy in the girl's face, made her adieus
quickly, that Saliy B. might not see|
the angry resentment in her heart

(TO BE CONTINUED.)

MODEL CiT:ZEN

and look forward to the time when the
economic machinery of the commu
nity will not be a field for private en-
richment but for rublic service—

Skating or Swimming.

Some cne once asi>d “Tim” Sulli-
van of New York for information as
to the prospects of & politician who |
was popularly suppes.] to be “on the
ragzed edge.”

“Well,” said Sullivan, “he seems to
tkick he's getting on all right: but!
there are other who entertain a dif |
ferent opinion. The situation re
minds me of the story cf the old wom |
an up in Maine. Being asked as to the |
whereabouts of her husband, she re- |
plied:

“‘If the ice is as thick as Jim thinks
it is, he is skating; if it is as thick
as [ think it is, he I1s swimming.'"—
Sunday Magsazine.

The English Workman.

Next to this “sentimentality,” so
astonishing to Europe—because so ir-
rational—comes the invincible pa-
tience of the English wcrkman. He
will endure almost anytiing—in si-
lence—until it becomes unendurable.
When be is vocal it is protty certain
that things have become uaendurable,
—English Nation.

| ness and LOSS OF SLEEP.
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WHY HE WAS ANXIOUS,

Albert's Particular Reason for Inguiry
That Worried Nurse.

Albert was a solemn-ey
looking child.

“Nurse," he said one day, leaving his
blocks and laying his hand gently on
her knee, “nurse, is this God's day?”

ed, spiritual-

“No, dear,” said his nurse, “this is
not Sunday. It is Thursday.”
“I'm so sorry,” he said, sadly, and

went back to his blocks.

The next day and the next, in his
serious manner he a=ked the same
question, and the nurse tearfully said
to the cook, “That child is too good for
this world.”

On Sunday the question was repeat-
ed, and the nurse with a sob in her

voice, said, “Yes, Lambie. This is
God's day.”
“Then where is the funny paper?”
he demanded.—Success.
One by the Colonel.
Some one had been telling the
colonel about weather so warm that

eggs could be fried on the sidewalk.

“Call that hot weather?” scoffed the
colonel. “Why, that's nothing, sah.”

“Think not. calonel?”

“No, sah. Why, Ah have seen it so
hot down south, sah, that the popcorn
popped right on the stalx.”

“Whew!"”

“And that’s not all, sah. The juice
in the cane in the next field turned to
molasses, ran through the fence,
mixed up with the popcorn and formed
the finest combination of popcorn and
molasses that ever crossed your lips,
sah. Talk about hot weather? Huh!”

SELF DELUSION
Many People Deceived by Coffee.

We like to defend our indulgencies
and habits even though we may be
convinced of their actmal harmful-

| ness.

A man can convince himself that
whisky is good for him on a cold morn-
ing, or beer on a hot summer day—
when he wants the whisky or beer.

It's the same with coffee. Thousands
of people suffer headaches and nerv-
ousness year after vear but try to
persuade themselves the cause is not

| coffee—because they like coffee.

“While yet a child 1 commenced us-

| ing coffee and continued it." writes a
| Wis. man, “until I was a regular cof-

fee fiend. I drank it every morning
and in consequence had a blinding
headache nearly every afternoon.

“My folks thought it was coffee that

| ailed me, but I liked it and would not
| admit it was the cause of my trouble,

s0 I stuck to coffee and the headaches
stuck to me.

“Finally, the folks stopped buying
coffee and brought home some Postum.
They made it right (directions on

pkg.) and told me to see what differ- |

ence it would make with my head, and | Diiagle ‘awiy for me.

during the first week on Postum my
old afiiiction did not bother me once.
From that day to this we have used

.nothing but Postum in place of cof-
fee—headaches are a thing of the past |
and the whole family is in fine health.” |

“Postum looks good, smells good,
tastes good, is good, and does good to
the whole body.” *“There's a Reason.”

Name given by Postum Co., Battle |
Creek, Mich. Read “The Road to Well- |

ville,” in pkgs.

Ever read the above letter? A new |
one appears from time to time. They
are genuine, true, and full of human
interest.

| be less wear and tear of the goods,

Places to work

(itty—Isn't
thing?

Betty—Why

Kitty—She's been coaxing and coax- |

she the most contrary

s0? 1

ing me to go Lo Ler picnic, and 1 won't |
do ft. I

Laundry work at home would be
nuch more satisfactory if the right
Starch were used. In order to get the
desired stiffness, it is usually neces-
sary to use so much starch that thc
beauty and fneness of the fabric is |
hidden behind a paste of varying
thickness, which not only destroys the
appearance, but also affects the wear-
ing guality of the goods. This trou-
bie can be entirely overcome by using
Defiance Starch, as it can be applied
much more thinly because of its great-
°r strength than other makes.

Warm Welcome Assured.

“And vou say you haven't been home
all the aiternoon?” reprimanded the
old lady on the bridge.

“No'm,” confessed the small
with wet hair.

“Well. why don’t you go home right
away? Your mother will be wearinz |
ber soul away for ven.”

The little boy was thoughtful.

“Yessum, but if I get there before
my hair dries she will be wearing a
You see, I've

boy

been in swimming.”

With a smooth Iron and Defiance
Starch, you can launder your shiri-
waist just as well at home as {he
steam laundry can; it will have the
proper stiffness and finish, there will

and it will be a2 positive pleasure to
;lse a Starch tnat does not stick to the
ron.

The average man is willing to let
his wife bave the last word—and thal
sooner she gets around to it the better
he seems to ke it

The Mosher-Lampman
Business Gollege

Is not only the best place west of the Missis-
sippi river to learn Shorthand, Bookkeeping,
Penmanship, etc., but it gives its students a
business training and discipline that fits them
for business
it converts them into business men and women.
Many of the Bank Cashiers, Department Managers and succes-
ful business men of the West were educated by us.

Fail Term Opens September 1,

Write for catalogue and specimens of penmanship.

pman, 17th

for board. Mosher & Lam
o o T S R S TP RN

years. bor

and Farnam, Omaha, Neb.

None for Him.,
“Well, what does the hat bill coms

to this summer?” inguired Mr
Eins.

“Let me see,” said Mrs. Juggins, pro-
ducing the long paper. “My Merry
Widow, Lottie's pink Merry Widow,
Ella's green and Mamie's mauve Merry

Jug-

i Widow—total $99.90."

“Gee!" said Mr. Jueggins. “Nearly
a hundred! Well, with the ten cents
remaining, 1 guess 1'd better have my
old straw done up again.”

The tree of fame is an inconvenient-
ly tall tree; the trunk of it is ahoor-
mally smooth, too, afording very littls
foothold to the elimber.—Lucas Malet.

WE SfELL GUNS AND TRAPS CHEAP
& buy Fure & Hides. Write for catalog 105

N. W. Hide & Fur Co., Minneapuolis, Minn

If you are, unable to hold your tem-

| per get a strong man to hol!d you

Mra. Winslow's Soothing Syrup.

! For children teething, softens the gurs, reduces im
fammat!

on, allays pain, cures wind collc. 25c s botue

A talking machine im all right if it
does not talk machine politics

Those Tired, Aching Feet of ¥
ed Allen's "'ﬂ(rl:}'f;;m. e at y\-ur‘lr::-’c-:;.g's.
Wrile A. 5. Ulmsted, Lo Hoy N. Y., fur sampie,

Better a tramp in the woods than a
hobo in the woodshed.

DODD'S "

e -

e Thom pson’s Eye Water

EDUCATIONAL.
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Nebraska Illlif‘ary Academy
M. th'm
A firs-classmilitary boarding school for 8plen-
:;I‘Mﬂdmgm l‘m‘u‘ o fwﬁ"lﬂn

W. N. U, OMAHA

U, 34 HJ




