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OMAHA LETTER.
The 8 Ranch, Wyoming,
August 31, 1901,

Dear Eleanor:

I soy one ever again luree me into
the eolitudes of earth, it will be because
1 have lost my mind.

Thie experience has discovered me to
mysell, in several ways.

I had an idesa that [ longed to fee
from the “maddening crowd's ignoble
strife;" that 1 fane would communpe
with Nature in her far-off sanctuaries
of worship. 1 full oft said to myeell
that the pagan soul within me sickened
under the bands and bonds of conven-
tionality.

In short, I had a number of theories,
tended to demonstrate my superiority
over the average human being. but they
are gooe, evaporated like wist belore
the ewingiog censor of the soul.

I thought my life at home wes mo-
notonous, 1 believe I have wailed to
you of the deadly dullness of the ordi-
nary rounds of exietence, as I found it
in Omaba. Now,il I could but eee an
express wagon from there it would pos-
#eas all the glory of a coach and four.

]l am a bit sshamed and would pot
have the family koow for the world
what durance vile | find it.

1 suppose tbe fact that I rode down
horeeback to the little town and back
yesterday, a distance of ten miles, ail
told, accvunte for some part of the indi-
go hue of my spirite today, if the general
truism that wind has a great effect over
matter, is reversible.

I have taken my paper and pencil far
up the trail, back of the house, and
have found a nice mossy place to sit,
aod far suough away so Mother can not
hear my bones creak as I shift, for she
did not wish me to take the ride, assert-
ing as positively as 1 denied it that the
distance was much too great for one
unaccustomed to riding. I would go,
and today I feel that I appreciate the
Spartan style of endurance in a way 1
was never capable of before.

Summer seems 1o hold her own here,
with a gloomy grandeur. I thiok the
year ie never young here—everything is
big and stroog and sad,and has no
youth.,

Summer gits in uncrowned state upon
a rocky thrope and broods by day aod
by night, and seems to lock within her
soul some secret sorrow, of which she
mourns continually.

She is very different from the flower-
wreathed, golden-clad, lightsome thing
I have called summer in other days.
There seems to be nothing wee and
tender here. Oope day I happened to
epy under the shelter of a huge grey
rock some tiny nestling Howers, swung
on tender, green stems, like drops of
heart's blood. They looked so out of
place, like little laughing children about
the feet of old age.

We expect to go home goon, almost
any day,in fact, s Papa may at aoy
time receive a telegram which will ne-
ceesitale an immediate move. Gertrude
and her friend are trying vo polish them-
selves up or down, a8 the case may be,
for & return to the vapities of this world.
They have pot appareotly the least de-
gire 1o take home a coat of tan or collect-
ion of freckles. They rub down at
night with lemon juice and wash it off
with buttermilk io the morniog. Moth-
er says ahe thinks they will pickle their
beauty rather thao preserve it. Not
bad for Mother, is it, considering how
literal she is as a rule?

Mother remonstrates with me ooce in
a while about my dissatislaction here,
and eshe said a day or two sioce: *“[
shopld think, Peuelope, the beautiful
view would be enough.”

This was addiog iosult to injury, and
I savd: *“Mother, how can you imagine
‘view’ would satisfy one was brought sp
on i1* You koow we lived in the
country until two or three years ago.
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“Now.” I continued, *'I desire to spend
the remainder of my life where people
are 8o thick I can not eee through."

Mother sighed. A provoking way
mothere have, which leaves you entirely
in the wrong and feeliog & beast.

I remember that particular sigh, al.
though a very mild one, succeeded in
blowirg me out of the house and over
icto my teat. 0! 1 believe I did pot
tell you that there was pot quite room
enough in the houee and one person was
obliged to sleep outside.

1 insisted so strenuously on being “it"
that they yielded perforce. It is the
ooe thiog which has been an unalloyed
pleasure to me in this lacd of voluntary
exile. At first the continuous murmur
of the forest in its perpetual insomnia,
and the never-ceasiog cry of the river as
it leaps in wild giee from rock to rock,
disturbed me and kept me awake for
hours in the atiily first watch of the
pnight. Buot pow it is all as a mother's
lullaby to her babe.

I like the pine-scented wind to sweep
through the tent from sunset to sunrise.
1 like to hear the far call of strange
night birds.

Sometimes in the magic of the moon-
light strange shapes seem to steal from
the depths of the forest and sit in grave
council on the huge rocks rising sheer
above the foaming water.

Sometimes the white mist rises and
floats away, a8 il these grave wurriors
had but gathered to smoke the pipe of
peace.

Oce day last week Rob, Jim and I
went over the mouotains on another ex-
cursion. We have done that quite
frequently of late. We had no particu-
lar object in view this time, save that
the roud, Jim said, wase a pretty one, and
it we found we had time to go far
enough we would stop and cal'! upon a
friend of his.

We rode along, lodian file, rather
eilently, save for Rob's chatter, until
Jim told wus, by the position of the sun
overhead, that it was high noon. We
dismounted and opened our lunch. Jim
is very export io makiog a gypsy fire
and swioging a coffee pot, so before long
ao alien odor mingled with the cedar
and pine. It was very grateful to our
civilized noses and our demoralized pal-
ates.

Jim talked agaic and even more fully
than beforeof the bitter disappointment
of his life, the disappointment which
had not tarried loog, but met him on
the very threshhold of his manhood.
Then he spoke of the girl on whom he
had lavished the wealth of a passionate
first love.

“No life is all one dreams it should be
belore the strese 1s on,”" he continued.
“The friend I spoke to you about, the
one I wish you t1osee, has every good
gift the world can bestow save only one;
but the withholding of that onerendered
well cigh worthleee all the rest.”

“She is beautiful,” he continued,
while dexterously scattering the dying
embers. “She bas a husband who
adores her, she has every luxory wealth
can procure for her, yet everything she
treasures most she is obliged to leave,
and io this far-off country set up her
household gods.”

“What is 1t?” | asked softly as he
paueed; “ill health®"

“Yes.” Here he touched his chest
sigoificantly. ‘‘Yes, the old wide-spread
curse which has blasted lite's bloom for
80 many of us. Ouly a year ago began
the exile which must last 80 long as she
wishee to endure life.”

“Is she there all alone?” | asked,

"“Oh, no. She bus servants and every-
thing wmopey cac buy to mitigate the
seotence. Her husband comee as often
as he poesibly can—but, good God," he
exclaimed in sudden bitternsses, *‘thiok
what she must endure.”

Ao hour later we were shaking hands
with her. If ] live to be an old, white-

THE NEW SUIS,
THE NEW JACKETS,
THE NEW FUR' GOODS

Are all here on display for your inspection.
We never betore have shown such a beau-
tiful and more complete line of ready-to-wear goods.

proud of it.

We invite your early inspection.

I

We are

Our display of new

Fall Dress Goods is strikingly beautiful.
Below we quote a few of the Stylish Fall Weaves.

NEW FALL
DRESS FABRICS.

44 inch Prunellas, a nice,
soft, clingy fabric, just
the thing for fall, in cas-
tor, dark red, gray, res-
eda, cadet blue, rose, car-
dinal and brown, regular

$1.25, for, yard......98c

48-inch English Whip-
cord, the New Fall Cloth,
will shed dust, wears well,
all the new fall colors,
castor, new blue, reseda,
red and gray, regular

$1.25, for, vard...... 98¢

Venetian Cloths for suits;
colors, brown, navy, ca-
det., cardinal, castor,
brown and gray, regular

$1.75, for, yard....$1.49

Granite Cloth, very firm
and wiry, shed the dust,

all colors. . ....49c to 98¢

Priestley’s Black Prunellas,
satin fimished, will turn wa-
ter and will not spot, all
prices, yard....75¢c to $1.98

Priestley’s Fancy Weaves,
all the new, meat designs,
prices to suit evervbody's

pocketbook, yd.75c to $2.25

Black Cheviots, sponged and
shrunk, nothing wears bet
ter, comes in good weights,

yard.......... 75¢ to $1.49
Black Serge, yard.........
.. ..43c to $1.49

Black Melrose Cloth, very
new...........99¢c to $1.25

Black Whipcords..........
..... 78¢ to $1.79

Black Kerseys for skirts. ..
..... 75¢ to $1.98

Black Granites..49¢c to 98¢

NEW 81KS.

36-inch guaranteed Black
Taffeta, yard...... $1.49

27-inch guarantced Black

Fancy Waist Silk in great

variety, all the latest styles

Taffeta, yard......$1.25 and colorings, yard.....98¢

TWO KID GbOVE
SPECIALS

SPECIAL NO 1.

French Lambskin Gloves, two-clasp overseam, in all the

New Fall Shades, worth $1.25, pai-........

OOTRPON:

SPECIAL NO. 2.

ac

The Celebrated P. &
L. French Lambskin
Gloves, 3-clasp over-
seam, self and black
stitching, all the new
shades, worth $1.50

....31.25




