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Below sounded the quick tinkie of the
electric bell.

Doris turned half round, dropping
the clasp still unfastened. The wind-
ing bracrlet of strung pearls writhed
glewly from her slender wrist. A
tremulous. uncertain  flush rested on
her chrek. Her lips were parted by
the nervous breath, and her bare white
shealders seemed all a-tremble,  The
lace of her black siiken gown fluttered
faintly over her heart. She ztood lean-
ing a little forward, her hand a little
raised, her eager. fearful eyes zazing
toward the door.

A maid entered, holding in her hand
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jouslr at her mistress through her

City office, 1044 O street. drooping lashes.
“There,” gaid Doris, pointing 0 2

cotuich by the lace-veiled window

1‘ The maid placed the box where bid-
| den and Doris waved her out. She
‘wt-m slowly, still peering curionsls

at her mistress,
M‘ Doris sat down upon the couch be-
| gide the box. Twice she touched It
Whata lot of free ad- with trembling fingers. A third time
vertising the Burlington | she laid aside the lid and parted an
must receive if it is true, | jnner rovering of gauzy papers. Four
as some people say that| ;.. jjjies lay within. She held one
“s_pleated paseenger & 8 unsteadily to the light. It was white,

railroad’s best advertise-
ment!"” pure white, but now the rays of the

To all points east, west, | g iting sun streaming through showed
north and south, the Bur- |, 50000 with pale leprous splotches,
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white. too, but with the whiteness of

death.

George W, Bonnell, She sank low in the cushions of the
i Co F* & "% A | couch, and there lay while the dusk

—— | deepsned into night.

When she arose, at last, her face was
the hue of her lilies. But she was quite
calm and steady now. And on her lips
| hung quivering a smile.

She paused before her glass and in
her hair fastened one of the white
lilies and on her bosom thiree. Around
her wrist once more she wound the
bracelet of strung pearls. It was all
the jewel she wore.

In quaint cosmetic cups she dipped
the freatherv brush and lightly flushed
her pallid cheeks and touched her
ashen lips with rouge. Doris was a
dainty artist. None would know her
[ painting to be other than nature’s own.

She went below.

In the drawing room a blark-eyed
man sipped red wine. He smiled—or
was it a smile?—when she entered.

“Ah! Madame would attend the ball
Eh?

' ' AN TED 8“‘-';5'8.““5260 Doris was silent.
ortwomen in| “Come! Madame would dance.

ach county to take orders for Nursery | come! Madame shall dance.  She
tock and are willng 1o, Pay A | hall dance with the devil._Ha
FREE anything that dies from nataral| He rang the bell sharply and the
causes. maid entered.

We also have a choice lina of SEED | .y, chall play the waltz, Mademois-
POTATOLS. Give us a trial. elle Nannette” he said to her, “the

THE HAWKS NURBERY COMPANY quick waltz. Madame would dance.
Milwankee, Wis. ‘
She shall dance!

The girl went to the piano-forte and
y ew Dress started a wild waltz. her dark eyes

flashing first a light of triumph at her
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old dress, The man seized Doris and dragged

but no one 2 her into the waltz. She did not resist,
Beautiful] | scarce seemed to notice, though it was

knows : ..‘Chm'ur a truth a devil's dance. Her partner

that, for pressed her close. He thrust his dark

its color is Diamond face full to hers. To his nostrils rose

new and Dyes the perfume of the lilies.

fresh. 10cC. smu]d| Suddenly he threw her from him so

and a few be in that she sank to her knees.

siitiiian ane ev “Diable! It is encugh! You are

& it et €IY |dead. Even the devil must have a live

household partner. Eh. Nannette?"

R He patted the maid on the cheek.
Diamond Dyes 10 cheek. Then twice he drained the wine
CtS. glass.
$e34 by “To the ball, madame! Go! I will
have here my ball. Viri~= St. Hilaire,
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Henri Faurot. la petite Almee—all! lay its silvery light on the fragrant
And Nannette here. A merry erew of garden into which they came. Slowly
devils. Eh, madame? Go!' they wandered on amongst the sweet
He opened the door and motioned fMowers on to the bank of the Rowing
Doris to go. He bowed low as she river. The lights of the house waned
passed. as the distance grew. the music came
LI fainter and sweeter, Very slowly they
How long was she lost in the mazy followed the fower-bordered pathway
fantasma of the dance? She counld not — she resting on his arm  very slowly
have told. Daoris loved to dance. And as though loath to go
tonight all was so beautiful: the silver At the river bank a shell-like bhoat
lights, the fluttering silken dresses and was moored amid the reeds and water
flashing white shoulders, the sweet, lilies. He helped her gently to  its
sweet music—all so beautiful' Doris cushioned seat, He loosed the moor
had floated in a dreamy splendor, for- ings and stepped in beside her. The
getting all. Now she rested on  a boat drifted slowly through the tangled
sereened settew. Her face was bright, stems and flowers into the silent river.
with the inner rouge:. her eves had lost Side by side they half reclined pil-
all their pain: her smile was happy lowed by the cushions of thelr fairy
and gay. eraft. The liles all were bunched upon
On the outer side of the screen & wo- her breast. They bhent and  breathed
man was siiting alone. Doris watehed their tropic  fragranee — so  swest, so
her euriously frem her concealment. rich' A dreamy stupor stole the senses
“Why will women try to seem young of the two. They vaguely felt the on-
when theyv are so old? she thought. ward gliding of the boat: vaguely
“She must be at bast forty. And so heard the murmur of the distant sea;
much paint and powder and falseness! vagunely knew that on them lay the
Ugh'™ moonlight, cold and pure
A man stepped up to the woman Fainter to their nostrila rose the odos
His head was bald save for a priest- of the lilies. Fainter in their ears rang
like fringe of gray hair. His bristling the music of the sea. Fainler, ever
monstache defied all waxing. fainter, breathed their parted lips
“May 1 rest with vou?" he asked Yet even in their latest dream they
She ponted  grotesquely “I hoped knew they rested heart to heart
vou would ask me to danee,” she said The moon sank low. s welrd light
“I have danced myself out for the waned. The gloom of night wrapped
present.  You see, we are not so young all in mystic veil. Awnd in the falling

as we once were" he returned with a shadow sgilently faded the boat. The
malicious grimace Then he added: piver bore it on, ont to the sounding
“But 7 do believe there was more in sea. ALEX
that last dance than mere fatigue of
age. It has stupified me. | daneced .
with Madame d’Auman, and I'd swear r
<he has absorbed some of her husband’s H
devilish power.” E
The color faded from Doris’ face. She !
ems mbered. - o
1 “Did you notice 'hﬂ\l she dressed—| __ l:- t'ht" }‘I‘.‘hT tn. I‘{-:IT'III the
and Wht'll strange {ilies?" the woman -\h“ el ”4“ F“‘.L“h n th(‘
asked. I
“But you should smell them. Their | sevas - _—
oder . . . But look! There t-mvs;% Hll.“‘..k HllleS. %
Paul Landis wearing one of the -mmvi
kind. [Is it not strange?” . . .
“Very strange.” she returned with a|. '.“:"” at office for valuable
significant raise of the eyebrows. So mformation. N
Paul Landis and Madame Doris wear | AL S, FieLpine,
the same flower. But how pale he is!” Cil’}‘ Ticket Agrt,.
Doris had started when the name 117 So. 10th St., Lincoln, Neb.
was menticned., She aw cyming
straight toward the sereen a tall,

yvoung man whose carly yellow lmirl
hung disordered over his pale brow. !
As he passed beneath a chandelier sahat
saw in the center of his white shiﬂ'.
bosom a glitter of rod as from a ruby:

stud. He came directly behind the

sereen and stopped before her. Doris The Chicago,

half rose. The man and woman on the | Rock Islaand

other side turned quickly. & Pacific Ry .
“Come, let us danee,” said the man, Givea you the choice of Two Rottes, one

as they hastily rose to leave. via COLORADO and the SCENIC
Doris looked up into the white face | LINE, and the other via our TEXAS
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Our Texas line 18 much quicker thao
fell upon the tiny red spot on his shirt | gny other line through to

bosom. Her breath came quick.

“He is—"" SOUTHERN CALIFORNIA

“Dead.”

They gazed into each other's eves. — N — i
Doris laid her trembling fingers on the le.lf Mmm Hmm
lilies over her heart. Through quiver- — S —
ing lips she askedl:

“We, too?"

“It is the only way.” he answerad. |Are the most popular, and carry the

She sank back on the settee. Her | largest business of any other Califyrnia

eyes wandered to the sereen that cut Route. This signifies that you get the

best attention 1 iv hest
her off from the gay fantasma of the | yice, I a

dance—cut her off, forever!

After a time zhe turned again to the
young man bending over her. A firm,
sad smile rested on her lips.

“l1 am ready—love,” she =ajd.

He kissed her softly, there behind
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passed out into the night.

The moon shone pure and clear. It
wrapped in soft, still radiance all the
slumbrous earth. Softest and tenderest 41
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