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| GROCERY CO. 
t We solicit your patronage. £ 
| 2114-16 North 24th St. .{. 
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DR. CRAIG MORRIS 
DENTIST 

2407 Lake St. Phone Web. 4024 

C. S. JOHNSON 
18th and Izard Tel. Douglas 1702 
ALL KINDS OF COAL and COKE 

at POPULAR PRICES. 
Beat for the Money 

Res. Colfax 3831. Douglas 7150 
AMOS P. SCRUGGS 

Attorney-at* Law 

13th and Farnam 
4*. • —— « »— 4 

Classified 
Advertising 

RATES—2 cents a word for single in- 
sertions; lx/2 cent a word for two or more 
insertions. No advertisement taken for 
less than 25 cents. Cash should accom- 
pany advertisement. 

DRUG STORES 

ADAMS HAIGHT DRUG CO., 
24th and Lake; 24th and Fort, 

Omaha, Neb. 

COLORED NEWSPAPERS AND 
MAGAZINES 

FRANK DOUGLASS 
Shining Parlor. 

Webster 1388. 2414 North 24th St. 

FURNI8HED ROOMS FOR RENT. 

Furnished room for man and wife. 
2013 Grace. Phone W. 4983. 

Furnished rooms for rent, 980 North 
25th Ave. Douglas 6077. 

FOR RENT — Neatly furnished 
rooms for light housekeeping. 1107 N. 
19th st. Web. 2177. Mrs. T. L. HawT- 
thome. 

First class rooming house, steam 

heat, bath, electric light. On Dodge 
and 24th st. car line. Mrs. Ann" Ranke. 
924 North 20th st. Doug. 437'-. 

First-class modern furnished room*. 

Mrs. L. M. Bentley Webster, zTtrx 
North Twenty-sixth street, ftion* 
Webster 4769. 

Furnished room for rent in strictly 
modem home, convenient to Dodge 
and 24th street car lines. Call Web- 
ster 3024. 

FOR RENT — Neatly furnished 
rooms for light housekeeping at 2901 
Seward st. Call between 5 and 6 in 
the evening. 

Furnished room in private home. 
1518 North 24th st. Webster 4419. 

LODGE DIRECTORY 

Keystone Lodge. No. 4, K. of P., Omaha. 
Neb. Meetings first and third Thursday* 
of each month M. H. Hazzard. C. C.; J. 
H. Glover. K. of R. and 8. 

Cuming Bug Cleaning & Mfg. Co. 
Vacuum Cleaning, Renovating and 

Alterations. 
2419 Cuming. Phone Red 4122 

M. ROSENBERG, 
Groceries 

2706 Cuming Harney 256C 

All Kinds of Shoe Repairing 
Work guaranteed. Give us a call. 

Coleman Dangerfield. 1415 No. 24tl 

First-clas.s dressmaker wanted a1 

1922 North 25th. Mrs. Ridley. 

WANTED A POSITION 

As clerk in a general merchandisinf 
or gents’ furnishing store. I am i 

Colored man, aged 36, am now em- 

ployed in general store. Can giv< 
good references. Address Monitor. 

When on the South Side 

| EAT AT •] 
| 2517 Q St South 4470 \ 
A MRS. J. O. LELAND, Prop. \ 

Smoke John Ruskln be Cigar. Big- 
gest and Best.—Adv. 

The Balancer of The Universe 
A Drama of the Race Conflict in Four Acts by B. Harrison Peyton 

CHARACTERS 
Mauricio Crispin, a dancer from the 

Argentine, age 25 years. 
La Corusca, Senora Crispin, his Ar- 

gentine mother, age 42. 
Agnes, their American guest and 

dancing pupil, age 22. 
Mrs. Vincent Widener, a woman 

journalist, age 35. 
Period: Present. Place: Provl- 

dencia, a city on the Pacific coast. 

SCENE III 
The Blazing Disruption. 

( Continued From Last Week, 

Crispin: You talk of a precipice, 
of an abyss of torment, of striking 
me to the heart! It perplexes me! 
But, senorita, that you should leave 
me to heart-hunger in a desert of fev- 
ered repining and barren loneliness, 
with naught but the desolate pros- 
pect of never seeing you again—never 
having my love requitted—what could 
more hopelessly wound me than that? 
And wouldn’t love be less than all- 
enduring—less than faithful—ah! if 
it ever hesitated to follow its object, 
even over a precipice to share an 

abyss to torment? 
Agnes: How you drive me to de- 

spair, senor, simply to despair! I 
have no other alternative but to dis- 
close the whole wretched truth! And 
I will! I will tell you everything! 

Crispin: Ah! then, there's really 
yet another secret—another hidden 
circumstance of your life, which you’ve 
never mentioned to me! Doesn’t this 
secret, too, in some way—concent the 
Whitesides? or do I err? 

Agnes: Only have pity, senor! I 
know you were reared largely in the 
Argentine Republic, by a native moth- 
er and an American father, who be- 
longed to the old order of Abolition- 
ists. Your mind has been trained to 

humanitarian ideals, and the principle 
of human brotherhood made the very 

j foundation of your religious faith. 
But even though it hasn’t been so 

with my unhappy father, nor with me 

—eh, senor, don’t judge me overharsh- 
iy—nor be too severely prejudiced 
against me! 

Crispin: Must I again assure you 
that to me, senorita, you’re ever the 
woithiest of all womankind—the most 

I irreproachable? 
Agnes: Senor Crispin, you don’t 

know how grievously I’ve deceived 
! you! 

Crispin: How now! Deceived mg— 
! you ■ 

Agnes: Oh!’tis so humiliating, so 

j abasing to the very soul, to be thus 

i compelled to confess one’s self, good 
j God! how it lumps and sticks in the 
throat! just a plain impostor! 

Crispin: Impostor! Senorita, one 

: can hardly believe you mean precise- 
; ly—impostor! 

Agnes: An actual im-impostor— 
senor, a double-named impostor! But 
'twas wholly for my little brother’s 

| dear sake! Had we only been able 
to procure the service of another pair 

1 of dancers really competent to per- 
I form la Malaguena, or had you and 

| La Corusca not refused to come to 

! Shadow City, then I wouldn’t have 
been persuaded to rely in part on my 
own attainments as an amateur dan- 
cer—persuaded and driven to the one 

desperate recourse of gaining admis- 
sion to this school by bold-faced im- 

posture—in order to obtain instruc- 

tion in la Malaguena from the senora 

herself! 
Crispin: I'm to understand—really. 

In fact, you aren’t Senorita Agnes 
Gorland ? 

Agnes: Gracious heavens! only con- 

! sider, senor! Precious little Godfrey, 
on the evening of the panic—the panic 
that with such sudden violence in- 
terrupted the enchantment of it all! 

j precious brother Godfrey was watch- 

j ing as you and La Corusca executed 
El Torero y la Malaguena! Such 
spellbound interest, that innocent baby 
soul bewitched by the color and move- 

ment of that dance, oh! truly, there 

j was such a radiance of enthusiasm on 

his countenance as I know my dying 
hour will summon up to memory! 
Afterwards, when he lay at home crit- 
ically ill, he’d cry out incessantly in 
moments of delirium for la Malag- 
uena, senor, for simply la Malaguena! 
and when one asked him even in his 
right mind, what he desired, he’d near- 

ly always answer he longed most of 
all, yes, most of all, to see El Torero 
la Malaguena! Oh, if you but knew 
how pitiful it was, how it made the 
heart bleed within one, senor, just to 
hear him! 

Crispin: But you, you, senorita, 
you? 

Agnes: To me, senor, to me, God- 
frey’s pathetic implorations became a 

soul-torture. I felt as though I were 

relentlessly pursued and' persecuted— 
by the sepulchral wailings of some 

resurrected and distraught spirit, that 
had been ) robbed of a consecrated 
charm and, without that charm, could 
find no rest. Whenever I’d kneel in 
prayer—his delirious—my baby broth- 
er’s whimpering cries, would interrupt 
my invocations to God to spare him 

I to us and hasten— 

Crispin: But I ask you—am'ask* 
| ing about yourself? You are, sen- 

j orita ? 
Agnes: My word, senor! and noth- 

j ing could conjure the faintest smile 
from him, no, senor, until that day of 
our parting, when Mrs. Widener had j 
tried and tried and finally succeeded ! 
in persuading me to come here, and 

| when I had flung myself across his 
! bed, caught him close in my arms—- 

pressed my lips against his gaunt 
cheek—then whispered, “Im going to 
La Corusca and Crispin, Godfrey, love, 
going to La Corusca’s! and when I 
come back, you shall see la Malaguena, 
my sweetest sweet, from beginning to 
end, El Torero y la Malaguena!” Twas 
then he—in just a glimmpr, he smiled! 
Bless me God! he smiled! 

Crispin: I say, wasn’t I under a 

wrong impression after all? Terry 
Whiteside’s daughter—she’s no mere j 
little child! 

Agnes: True, senor; you and the j 
senora have been throwing dust into 

your own eyes. Gorland was my j 
mother’s maiden name; I am really j 
Agnes Whiteside—that tormented ; 
creature, Repiesentative Whiteside’s 
only daughter! 

Crispin: You, senorita! Whiteside’s 
(laughter, you! Not some woman 

from whom I’ve had no reason to ex- 

pect anything—save down right an- 

tagonism; no, but you! Of all God- 
conceived ramifications of life, of all 
t’.ie numberless daughters on the face 
of this earth—Oh, the thing does sur- 

pass all human understanding! Why, 
senorita! why do the fates play such 
tricks on a man ? 

Agnes: But my darling brother, 
Senor Crispin, yearned so much— 
shrieked forth all the time for only 
la Malaguena! the complete whole of 

El Torero y la Malaguena! Oh! I’ve 
always felt myself more a mother than 
a sister to him; and I say any mother 
could have been persuaded to do for 
her child even as much as I’ve done 
for him! 

Crispin: I only ask was ever a man 

more miserably unfortunate than I 
am ? 

Agnes: Gracious God! I’ve dis- 
closed nothing but the plain truth! 
Yes, yes, yes, senor! how thunderous 
is the crash of its supernal might! In 
the hopeless conflict with truth, I’m 
lost, undone, lost! Attempt to sup- 

press it; oh! pitiless, insuperable, 
stronger even than love, it bolts forth 
in blazing disruption, spreading broad- 
cast desolation, like the awful light- 
nings! 

Crispin: Our lives are blasted 
asunder! Abruptly a dividing, a tre- 

mendous chasm has opened up between 

you and me' and it turns me— 

Agnes: But you, senor, were very' 
curious to know what had moved me 

this evening—what capricious impulse 
—to go roaming in the misty spray 
and squally wind, alone out there on 

the ocean shore. You now well may 
understand—I was impelled by a 

dreadful sense of coming ill! 

Crispin: And what a dreadful fore- 
boding! Holy host of heaven! great 
agonies are tearing my heart! The 
walls, it seems, are closing in to crush 
me! I can’t endure—endure— 

Agnes: Twas the same, senor, that 

sympathetic pressure of elements 
within me which drove me out into the 

stormy weather to mourn with the 

foaming, heaving sea. 

Crispin: Ah me, senorita, senorita, 
the sea! only its bosom is vast enough 
to contain my grief! I want, only 
want to think! Oh! this overcomes— 

overcomes me! Yes, but I also shall 

go out into the open—out to the sea— 

the perpetually lamenting sea—with 
myr despair! 

Agnes: Oh! out to the mother of 
the sorrow of the ages—out to her 
who is all made of human tears? No! 
For mercy’, senor, listen! Senor, 
Senor Crispin! 

END SCENE THREE. 

ACT III 
I have read, in the marvelous heart 

of man, 
That strange and mystic scroll. 

That an army of phantoms vast and 
wan 

Beleaguer the human soul. 

Encamped beside life’s rushing stream, 
In fancy’s misty light, 

Gigantic shapes and shadows gleam 
Portentous through the night. 

—Longfellow. 

SCENE I 
A Convulsion of High Society 

Scene—the same, an half an hour 
later; night. From the dancing room, 

I the doors of which are flung wide, an 

intense whit:' illumination floods into 
the hall. The wind still is heard in 
sudden, fitful wailings outside. 

Mrs. Widener is discovered stand- 
ing beside the table, carelessly exam- 

ining piece by piece the sheet music 
thereon, and humming to herself. She 
is of plump, towering frame, and pos- 
seses—along with finely chiseled fea- 
tures that impress one with an over- 

bearing inteleetuality—the masterful, 

energetic air of a business woman. 

Enter Crispin, hastily proceeding 
towards the study at the back. 

Mrs. Widener: Why Mr. Crispin! 
What a becoming costume! Oh, I won- 

der, has the dancer really turned tor- 
eador? 

Crispin: Good evening, Miss—Mrs. 
—Madame, I believe you are—? 

Mrs. Widener: Oh. you don’t rec- 

ognize me, sir? Well, to think of 
that! 

Crispin: Ha, now! this is a happi- 
ness, I assure you! I’ve again the 
honor to meet Mrs. Widener from 
Shadow City—haven’t I ? 

Mrs. Widener: Yes, Dr. Vincent 
Widener’s wife. How did you like the 
Sunday feature 1 made of the inter- 
view, Mr. Crispin, on your home life 
and your mother’s, which you gave me 

at the Goldsborough hotel ? 
Crispin: It was splendid, but with 

one fault. You somehow forgot to 
mention Anthony. 

Mrs. Widener: Anthony? Was An- 
thony your late lamented father’s 
name ? 

Crispin: No, I was speaking of 
Anthony Bell, who was killed just be- ; 

fore the panic. 
Mrs. Widener: Really, I’m afraid 

I’d clean forgotten him. 
Crispin: But may I ask, madame, 

why you’ve come flying thus to Prov- 
idencia ? 

Mrs. Widener: I’m come here to 

execute a commission for my paper, ! 

The Verity—to investigate one of the 
most monstrous,.scandals that has oc- 

curred for a very considerable while— 
and put into a special article the truth 
concerning it. Of course, I refer—to 
Cynthia Lilbum—her elopment with 
that Brazilian chap, Rogerio Nobrega, 
the comparatively penniless leader of 
the orchestra aboard her grandfather’s 
private yacht. 

Crispin: Hasn’t the public ceased i 

to wonder at that? It’s more than 
a week, madame, since it happened. 

Mrs. Widener: Why, Mr. Crispin, 
the episode has utterly confounded our 

highest society, and stirred the lower 
orders into a veritable ferment of ex- 

citement. 
Crispin: Yes, Senorita Lilburn is 

undeniably indebted to society at large 
for the celebrity of her remarkable 
beauty—of her radiant etherealness, 
the great gray outburst of of dawn 
in her eyes, the shimmering fairy- 
gold of her hair, her wit, heavenly in- 

spired with all the transplendency that 
marks the intercourse of stars; never- 

theless I don’t understand why so- 

ciety should fancy it has any direct 
claim whatever upon the several mil- 
lion dollars of her personal fortune, or 

any inalienable right of control over 

her conduct. But, indeed, I, too, envy 
Senor Nobrega. How dreadless and 
marvelous is that soul which insepar- 
ably has embraced his own in a com- 

mon destiny! 
Mrs. Widener: Dreadless, yes; yet 

surely, the fortune-hunting miscreant 
must’ve employed black arts upon 

Cynthia Lilburn. 

Crispin: Regarding that I’m ignor- 
ant. 

Mrs. Widener: But, Mr. Crispin, 
probably you can state positively 
whether this Nobrega is—er—in truth 
—er—one-fourth Negro? 

Crispin: Madame, I can state for a 

certainty the Negro population or 
Brazil is become amalgamated in large 
part by free intermarriage with the 
white peoples of the country. Senor r 

Rogerio Nobrega is a native of Bahia, 
and his complexion decidedly swarthy. 

Mrs. Widener: Free intermarriage! 
Free intermarriage! Oh! that’s the i 
reason why that child has run off to 
Brazil with the smudge-faced vaga-1 
bond—she who is the granddaughter 

of the lieutenant governor of this 

state! What an escapade—as deplor- 
able as it’s astonishing! Oh, the pity! 
the greatest pity is the governor failed 

in his attempt to shoot the mongrel 
through the heart! Mr. Crispin, the 
woman who was the crowning glory of 
the most brilliant social functions se- 

duced by a contemptible—nigger, Nig- 
ger, Nigger! 

Crispin: Senor Nobrega, madame, 
was previously in my employ for five 

years as violinist and composer. And 
how can he be contemptible, madame, 
when Senorita Lilburn has placed him 

upon the sublime elevation of her 
soul ? 

Mrs. Widener: Forgive me! How 

rashly I speak to a famous member of 
the Association for the Abolition of 
Race Oppression! Why, perhaps, Mr. 

Crispin, the dusky Mr. Nobrega also 
is a member of that American Asso- 
ciation ? 

Crispin: Madame, I do sincerely 
regret that you journeyed so far to 

interview me on the subject of Senor 
Nobrega, because circumstances— 

Mrs. Widener: Sir, I had no inten- 
tion to interview you on any subject 
whatever! My visit, Mr. Crispin, you 
owe to the necessity which constrains 
me to seek a young lady from Shadow 
City, temporarily residing at this 
school. 

Crispin: From Shadow City? I 

presume the lady is Senorita White— 
I mean— 

Mrs. Widener: I don’t remember 
whether her name is White, or Gor- 
land. The servant has taken my card 
to Miss Gotland. 

Agnes: Oh, Mrs. Widener! 

Crispin: Madame, if you please, my 
mother’s gone out at present; I think 
I’m needed at the telephone. 

(END SCENE I.) 
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PENDLETON AVE. 

I 25,000 MORE PORO AGENTS WANTED 
Equipped with the Very Latest Apparatus for Teaching the 

IPoro 
System of Scalp and Hair Culture 

and ah Branches of Beauty Culture 
Terms Moderate Diplomas Given 

Write Today for Further Information 
D“"' 

*P01M1”EIQILLEEE 
Poro Corner St. Louis, Mo. 
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