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Actual time traveling.
31 hours to Salt Lake.
Gl hours to San Francisco.
08 hours to Portland.
77 hours to Los Angeles.
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City office, 1044 O street.
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AclreaTtissing
What a lot of free ad-

vertising the Burlington
must if it is
as people siy that
"a pleased passenger is a
railroad's advertise-
ment!"

To all points east, we6t,
north the Bur-
lington well equipped
andunnaralleled service.
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Come &.TX&. Me U
S. O. Towksxmd, F. D. Cornzix,

G. P. 4 T. Agt. C. P. k T. Aft.
S? Louis. Ma 1201 O I

WANTED
SALESMEN- -

zvssx
ach county to take orders for Nursery
tock, and are willing to pay well for

--ood work. agree to REPLACE
anything that dies from natural

causes.
We also have a choice line of

POTATOES. Give us a trial.
THE HAWKS NURSERY COMPANY

Milwaukee. Wis.

See My New Dress?
This is an
old dress,
but no
knows
that, for
its color is

new and
fresh,

and a few

stitches are
cost.

receive true,
some

best

and south,
has

FREE
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Sold by
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Strong:,
Sure,

Fast,
Beautiful
nd Cheap

Diamond
Dyes

should
be in
every

household

Diamond Dyes JQ

RECTOR'S Pharmacy
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Kelow sounded the quick tinkle of the
electric bell.

Doris turned half round, dropping
the clasp still unfastened. The wind-

ing bracelet of strung pearls writhed
slowly from her slender wrist. A

tremulous, uncertain flush rested on

her chrek. Her lips were parted by

the nervous breath, and her bare white
shoulders seemed all The
lace of her black silken gown fluttered
faintly over her heart. She stood lean-

ing a little forward, her hand a little
raised, her eager, fearful eyes gazing
toward the door.

A maid entered, holding in her hand
a white box.

"For madame," she said, peering cur-

iously at her mistress through her
drooping lashes.

"There," said Doris, pointing to a
couch by the lace-vell- ed window.

The maid placed the box where bid-

den and Doris waved her out. She
went tlowly. still leering curiously

at her mistress.
Doris sat down upon the couch be-

side the box. Twice she touched It

with trembling fingers. A third time
she laid aside the lid and parted an

inner covering of gauzy papers. Four
white lilies- lay within. She held one
unsteadily to the light. It was white,
pure white, but now the mys of the
setting sun streaming through showed

it mottled with pale leprous splotches,
white, too. but with the whiteness of

death.
She sank low in the cushions of the

couch, and there lay while the dusk
deepened 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 three. 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 freathery 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 blaek-eye- d

man sipped red wine. He smiled or
was it a smile? when she entered.

"Ah! Madame would attend the ball.
Eh?"

Doris was silent.
"Coine! Madame would dance.

Come! Madame shall dance. She
shall dance with the devil. Ha!"

He rang the bell sharply and the
maid entered.

"You shall play the waltz. Mademois-

elle Nannette," he said to her, "the
quick waltz. Madame would dance.
She shall dance!"

The girl went to the piano-fort- e and
started a wild waltz, her dark eyes
flashing first a light of triumph at her
mistress.

The man seized Doris and dragged
her into the waltz. She did not resist,
scarce seemed to notice, though It was
of a truth a devil's dance. Her partner
pressed her close. He thrust his dark
face full to hers. To his nostrils rose
the perfume of the lilies.

Suddenly he threw her from him so
that she sank to her knees.

"Diable! It is enough! You are
dead. Even the devil must have a live
partner. Eh. Nannette?"

He patted the maid on the cheek,
cheek. Then twice he drained the wine
glass.

"To the ball, madame! Go! I will
have here my ball. Vietr- - St. Hilalre.

Henri Faurot. la petite Aimce all!
And Nannette here. A merry crew of

devils. Eh. madame? Go!"
He opened the door anil motioned

Doris to go. He bowed low as she
passed.

How long was she lost In the mazy
fantasma of the dance? She could not
have told. Doris loved to dance. And
tonight all was so beautiful; the silver
lights, the fluttering silken dresses and
flashing white shoulders, the sweet,
sweet music all so beautiful! Doris

had floated In a dreamy splendor, for-

getting all. Now she rested on a
screened settee. Her face was bright,
with the inner rouge: her eyes had lost
all their pain: her smile was happy

nil gay.
On the outer side of the screen a wo-

man was sitt'ug alone. Doris watched
her curiously from her concealment.

"Why will women try to seem young
when they are so old?" she thought.
"She must be at bast forty. And so
much paint and powder and falseness!
Ugh!"

A man stepped up to the woman.
His head was bald save for a priest-

like fringe of gray hair. His bristling
moustache defied all waxing.

"May I rest with you?" he asked.
She pouted grotesquely. "I hoped

you woidd a3k me to dance," she said.
"I have danced myself out for the

present. You see, we are not so young
as we once were," he returned with a
malicious grimace. Then he added:
"But I do believe there was more in
that last dance than mere fatigue of
age. It has stupifled me. I danced
with Madame d'vAuman, and I'd swear
she has absorbed some of her husband's
devilish power."

The color faded from Doris" face. She
iemembered.

"Did you notice Jiow she dressed
and what strange lilies?" the woman
asked.

"But you should smell them. Their
odcr . . . But look! There comes

Paul Landis wearing one of the same
kind. Is it not strange?"

"Very strange." she returned with a
significant raise of the eyebrows. So

Paul Landis and Madame Doris wear
the same flower. But how pale he is!"

Doris had started when the name
was mentioned. She saw coming
straight toward the screen a tall,
young man whose curly yellow hair
hung disordered over his pale brow.
As he passed beneath a chandelier she
saw in the center of his white shirt
bosom a glitter of red as from a ruby
stud. He came directly behind the
screen and stopped before her. Doris

half rose. The man and woman on the
other side turned quickly.

"Come, let us dance," said the man,
as they hastily rose to leave.

Doris looked up into the white face

before her. Then her eye once more
fell upon the tiny red spot on his shirt
bosom. Her breath came quick.

"He is "
"Dead."
They gazed into each other's eyes.

Doris laid her trembling fingers on the
lilies over her heart. Through quiver-
ing lips she asked:

"We. too?"
"It is the only way," he answered.
She sank back on the settee. Her

eyes wandered to the screen that cut
her off from the gay fantasma of the
dance cut her off. forever!

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

"I am ready love," she said.
He kfssed her softly, there behind

the screen. Then hand hi hand they
passed out into the night.

The moon shone pure and clear. It
wrapped in soft, still radiance all the
slumbrous earth. Softest and tenderest
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lay Its silvery light ou the fragrant
garden into which they came. Slowly
they wandered on amongst the sweet
flowers on to the bank of the flowing
river. The lights of the house waned
as the distance grew; the music camu
fainter and sweeter. Very slowly they
followed the flower-border- ed pathway

she resting on his arm very slowly,
as though loath to go.

At the river bank a shell-lik- e boat
was moored amid the reeds and water
lilies. He helped her gently to Its
cushioned seat. He loosed the moor-

ings and stepped in beside her. The
boat drifted slowly through the tangled
steins and flowers into the silent river.

Side by side they half reclined pil-

lowed by the cushions of their fairy
craft. The lilies all were bunched upon
her breast. They bent and breathed
their tropic fragrance so sweet, so
rich! A dreamy stupor stole the senses
of the two. They vaguely felt the on-

ward gliding of the boat; vaguely
heard the murmur of the distant sea;
vaguely knew that on them lay the
moonlight, cold and pure.

Fainter to their nostrils rose the odor
of the lilies. Fainter in their cars ratiR
the music of the sea. Fainter, ever
fainter, breathed their parted lips.
Yet even in their latest dream they
knew they rested heart to heart.

The moon sank low. Its weird light
waned. The gloom of night wrapped
all in mystic veil. And in the falling
shadow silently faded the boat. The
liver bore it on, out to the sounding
sea. A LEX.
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Is the BEST to reach the
NEW GOLD FIELDS in the

BLACK HILLS.

Call at office for valuable
information.

A. S. FlELDINC.
City Ticket Af t,.

117 So. 10th St.. Lincoln. Neb.

To Cliicngo,Roclc Island
Sfc Pacific Rjfcr.

Gives you the choice of Two Routes, one
via COLORADO and tho SCENIC
LINE, and tho other via our TEXAS
LINE and the SOUTHERN PACIFIC.

Our Texas lino is much quicker than
any other line through to

SOUTHERN CALIFORNIA
for

PtRSOWALLY CONDUCTED IXCflHSIMi.

The l'liinipM- -
Roolc iMluiid 12.xot.ix- -
MlOUM

Are the most popular, and carry the
largest business of any other California
Route. This signifies that you get tho
best attention and receive the best ser-
vice.

The lowest rate tickets to California
are available on these excursion?.

Don't etart on a trip to California un-
til you get our Tourist Folder, contain-
ing map showing routes and all informa-
tion. For rates and reservations appl
to and agent of the C. R. 1. 4 P. Ry., o
address

JOHN SEBASTIAN.
General Passenger Agent.

4-- 1 Chicago, 111.


