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“Does she love you, Van?”

“She loves the child.”

“Gill stood rigidly by the window, and
when she spcks her question etartled
the man behind her, “Have you
made money !” she asked, abruptly.

“Gil”

“[ have & right to ask—a right!" she
reiterated, fiercely.

“She seems to be quite satisfied,” he
said, succinetly.

“But you yoursell. What sacrifices
have ycu not bad to make. Ab, I
know,” ehs went gn hurriedly, “how men
like you have no coneciousaess of ths
practicalities of life until they are thruet
upon vou, and then you are sppalled.
But yoa would tight your way through it
all, because™—

“Don't dear,” he interrupted. “I
can't boarit.”

“But I shall praise jou,” she ex-
claimed, turning to face him where be
still rested with one kres oa the chair,
“gnd I love you—love you, do you un-
derstand? But I am going back to
Paris with Tommie.” She spoke qu’et-
ly, with the ease of & woman who bhass
conplets poseession of bersell. “I was
deadly tired of it all over there, dear,
and 1 wanted you.” For a moment her
syes looked into hie; then ehe lavghed
and reached out for her boa on the
divan. “I should have grown cCeadly
tired of you, to>, ptoYably, and I¢honll
bave spoiled you ult-riy. I adore
spoiling people!” she eaid, frivolous'y.

Van put his hands on her shoulde.s
and holding her off a litile, gazel
searching'y into the depths of her eyee.
It brought the color to her face, and his
own grew white aod set.

«My beautiful, impetuous Gill! God
help me to ba worthy of your love.”

His sims dropped listlesely and she
moved awsy to hide the pain that
quisered in her face. Befoie the easel
she stopped, and spoke so low that the
words ssemed t> die cn her lips. “If I
could sce Lim—opce!”

But they roused the wan, who turned
eagerly toward her. “Do jou mean it
Gil.

Already he had opened the door and
was peering ioto the ioner room; then
ha motionad her to follow him. “She
has elipged ont; she often does while he
sleeps,” he whispered.

Thegirl tiptred in and stoe quite stil}
a monent traccustom herself to the half
light of the room. A smothered ery of
sgdmiraticn ¢scajed her as her gaze
restsd on the qua‘nt old eraile, in which
the child lay amid a mass of ruffiss and
lase. His golden hiir was matted into
1 ttle damp riogs about his head, acd his
cheeks were flushed to a delecate pink,
One tioy hand was thrust up on the
pillow, the firgars curled like rose
petals. Dropping on her knees. Gill
la:d her face for a moment beside his on
the pillow; then she kissed him. He
stirred a little, and frightened lest she

bad awakered him, sbhe draw away
Drayton lifted her to her fcet and led

her out of the room.

- - - - . - . L]

Miss Marston was dining at the Em-
basey and amusiog herself by drawing
out the man who had taken her in to
dioner. The agility with which he took
his cue rather deprived her of any zest
in the game, so that it wes wifa more
than her usual charm that she turned
to th3 man on her laft.

“You ate going to t:ll me romething
very intresting” ave you not Mr. Kent?®"

=If [ may tilk about you."”

“Ah! that i3 nut ‘pleying fair,’ as we
gay at bome.” She shrugged her
beautiful ehoulders and turned away
from him.

“Miss Marstin,” he siid pleadingly,
«] will begood. May I talk abouta
compatriot of ours?”

“By e¢ll meane. Is he jarticularly
original?” She turned her fae towerJ
him, and hs regarded her with keen
amueed eyes.

o T pere,

“You take it for granted it is & man?”
he said, emiliog.

“You promised to Le interestiog, Mr.
Kent."

“God help the women!" Then, lean-
ing tyward her. “The point of view is
simply a question of sx, perhaps?

“You were going to talk about a com-
patriot, were you pot? Original, you
said, and” she looksd beyord him
vaguely. :

“Genius, I call it.” he answered. fix-
ing bis eys on her face so thatshe
turned her back to bhim. *“Ha had done
one great thing for the world, and God
koows how many tkat the world will
never know of!”

«I think | should like t» know ycur
friend,” ¢he said, with more seriousness
thanshe bal thowxn. “Did yoa bring
him over with you, Mr. Kent?"

“I broaght his picture for the Salon.
It repres:nts the best there isin him.”

“Tell me a'l about it,” she siid, wth
a pretty a‘r ol interest.

“Jt is not exactly a ain er story, and
you are the one woman 1n Paris to
whom I would talk atout him."”

Her eyes thanked him, and h> lower-
ed his vo'ce that their neighbors might
pot hear: “He came home thrre ysary,
ago,and we all marvelled at him —he
had been striding away aheal of the
tell>ws here, and his work showed it
Well. at first he worked withafo:tol
frenzy, and w2 eav #lmost nothing of
him. Then | went off t) Mexico, and
when Icame bick I heard he had
marrel h's model, Nora Perth, a girl
without a shred of reputation and aa air
of childirh innocence that was amaz'nZ.
She had ‘worked on his sympathiee,’ I
suppose, and when I eaw how shy bad
woven a net about him I hado’t the
h-art to eclighten him. But it was
terribls t> see him dragged down like
that! Even the chila he ilolized was
notl his own.

Miss Marston crambled the bread at
her plte and waited for him to go o).

«That woman was like a millstoce
round his neck, and because of the
demands she made upon him he did
poorer work, turning off things that sold
giving bimself n> respit> from the daily

rind."”

“Why did you let him sicrifizs bin-
gelf like tht?" she ask-d iatently.

«I do wot know.”” he anawered slowly.
“Perhasa I did not realize it then as I
do now. Peihaps I hevitated ty in'er-
fere.”

«H.g'tte] to interfere!” she repealel
scornfully. “Yes, I know:it's a phrase
we uee to cover our moral cowardice.”

“Area't you a lit'ls severs, Miss
Marston?"

“Weren't you s_-vare to him—t)> see
him go down, down lik» that, and never
@0 much as lift your hand to hold him
back? Oh, it was cruel cf you!"

«] think he worksd out his own sal-
vation, Miss Marsto>. About mx
mocrths azo I began to gee much more
of him azain, and he confided to me
that he was goinz to do something
really worth while. And ss T lounged
apout the studio I seemad to feel his
ereation in the air; he was like a man
inspired. And sometimes, since, I
bave thought he may have had a pre
monition of what was coming—there
wai such an undercurrent of sadecess in
all ha did.” Mr. Kent lifiel his wine
glass acd drained i".

“And the peture? the woman said
softly.

«Jt grew and grew, Mise Maret)n; thy
tleeping child, first, and then ths
weman! Al his mind aad strength
scemed concentrated on that exquisite
leading figure. Oce day I said to him:
‘Old wan,she is a divine crea‘ion; ehe
could rot exist.' ‘Yes,' be anewercd,
‘she dora exist” ‘In ycur dresms,
then.'! ‘Perbape,’ was all he sail, but—
Miss Marston! What a catss!ropbe! 1
beg ten thousand pardooe!” A stream
of clerat wie dripping from the cloth to

her whits satin gowo.
“My fault, I fancy, Mr. Kont. Really
its of no coasequence,” she said languid-

ly, bi iog her lips to bring the color

back. “It was very etupid of me to in-
t:rrupt your story.”

“Itisgool of you to let me talk so
long aod I bave nearly finished. The
picture I want you to see, it will speak
foeit:elf. I am not sure that | under
stand it exactly and he never explained
it to ms, but the genius is there, you
will s2e.”

“Perbaps, Mr. Ket,” the woman said,
with a certiin tramulous sweeinwss in
her voice, as she p'cked up her gloves
and ross in adewer to ths s'goal, “per-
haps, when you bring your friead to see
mel will ask hlm to intxpret this
picture.”

“He diad, Miss Marston, two wesks
bafore I sailed. The picture is a lega-
cy,” he said, watching her closely.

“I conzratulate you upon so valuable
a poesession,” she replied, bending to
pick up ber skirts. And in another mo-
ment she had joined the little procession
thst was vanishing through tha por-
tiers.

THE PLATONIST.

Bezgar—1've lost a leg, ¢ir, and—
Cit'zea—Don’t come to me about it;
I'm co centipede.

New Arrival —Do you tike wheela?
St. Peter—No; if you waot to scorch
you'll have t) godowa belor.

Msy— Ha is accustomed to moving in
swell society.

Pamelia—What mak s you think eo?

May—He can walk atoit the room
without stumblin} over the rugs.

STATE OF THE MARKET.

A stock exchaige report'r was as-
signed to write up the performaoce at
the Casino, and sabmitt:d the following
report:

Dreses have an upwarl ten lency.

Stockings are high.

Corsets firm.

Bodices as low as ever known.

Drageriesscarce and not ia d*mand.

Baldheads are lookinz up.

Qu'te a flurry ic skirts caused some
uneasiness on the pa:t of the specula-
tos.

{Firet Pullization April 17.)
SHERIFF SALE.
Notice is hereby given, That by virtu,
of an order of sale, issued by the Clerl

of the District Conrt of the Third Judi |

cial District of Nebraska, within anc
for Lancaster County, in an
action wherein William Stull and Louis
Stull, partners a8 Stuil Brethers is
plaintiff, ard Joseph Bairett Admr., et.
al. defendarts I will at 2 o'clock P. M.,
on the 18th dayof May, A. D, 1897, at
the East door of the Court House, in
the City of Lincoln, Lancaster County,

Nebraska, offer for sale at public aue
1 Lands

tion the following described
and Teormenlas to-wit:

Northwest quat=r (nw ‘,) of section
thirty (30) in townehip twelve (12) range
five (5) east of the 6th P. M. in Lan
caster county, Nebraska.

Given under my hand this Z3rd day of

March, A. D. 1897. ¥
John J. Trompen,
Sheriff

Tom -Why do y» always call your
mother “the mater?”
Dik—Any moman who ¢ uld succeed

n marryiog off my [)ur unprepossessing
sisters degervis the title,

Laura—) never had a beau t'H T got
a wheel.
Carrie—Run him down?

TE NN YORK WORID

Thrice-a-week edition.

18 Pages a week 8 08
156 Papers a year B

A paper as useful t) you as a great #6
daily for only tvo dollars a year.
Better thin ever. ALL THE NEWS
OF ALL THE WORLD ALL THE
TIME. Accursty anl fair to every-
body. D:mocratic and for the people,
Aganst tiusts and all  mwonopolies,
Brilliae.t illustrati mne. Slories by great
authors ia every number. Spleadid
rawling for women and o h'r special
departments of unusual int res".

We offer this ucequa’ed newspaper
and TLe Courier togelher oce year for
2.

The regular subcc iption price of the
two pipers in 84,

See My New Dress?

This is an Strong,

old dress, Sure,

but no cne Fast,
Beautiful

] knows
| that, for

its color is Diamend
| new and Dyes
!fmh. 10C. should
| and a few m in
i stitches are every
| all it eost.

;Diamgun(l Dyes 1) cts.

RECTOR'S Pharmacy

Fast Time,

! Through Cars.
To Omaba, Chicago, and point: in
| [owa aad Lilinois, the UNION PACIFIC
|in eronecin with the C. & N. W. Ry.
| offers the best ee;vico and the fastest
| time. Call s write t» ma for t me cards
E. B. Srossox,
Gen. Agent.

| rates, etc.

|
! -

OCQOCCo00

CYCLE PHOTOGRAPHS

ATHLETIC PHOTOGRAPHS

PHOTOGRAPHS OF BABIES

PHOTOGRAPHS OF GROUPS
EXTERIOR VIEWS

| %
. 8 The Photographer

3 129 South Eleventh Street.
| cc occeece

L 4

F THE DENVR WILLIERY
. |

b

4

E 1221 O Street.

i FioestJi- e of millinery in the
b city. Novelties in tiimmirgs «f §
sll kinds. Trimmed asda un
trimmed hat:.

W.WILLIAMS.

P SOPDPVIS b

b

Mrs. J. KLINE

Just  received an
clegint line of stamped
linens latest novelties
from Bently, New York
Free embroidery lessons
Tuesday'sand Friday’s

'LANSING THEATRE BLK




