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3 "‘Yes," he said, “here with the karroo
bushes and the red sand. Do you won-
der what 1 mean? To all who have
been born in the old faith there comes
a time of danger, when the old slips
from us, and we have not yet planted
our feet on the new. We hear the voice
from Sinai thundering no more, and
the still, small voice of reason is not
yet heard. We have proved thes re-
ligion our mothers fed us on to be a
In our bewilderment we see
no rule by which to guide our steps
day by day, and yet every day we must
step somewhere.” The stranger leaned
forward and spoke more qulckly. “We
have never once been taught by word
or act to distinguish betwecn religion
and the moral laws on which it has
artfully fastened itse!f and from which
it has sucked its vitality. When we
have dragged down the weeds and
creepers that covered the solid wall
and have found them to be rotten
wood, we imagine the wall itself to be
rotten wood too. We find it is solid
and standing only when we fall head-
long against it. We have been taught
that all right and wrong originate in
the will of an irresponsible being. It
is some time before we see how the in-
exorable “Thou shalt and shalt not'
are carved into the nature of things.

This is the time of danger.”

His dark, misty eyes looked into the
boy's,

“In the end experience will inevita-
bly teach us that the laws for a wise
and noble life have a foundation infi-

‘nitely deeper than the fiat of any Dbe-

ing, God or man, even in the ground-
work of buman nature. She will teach
us that whoso sheddeth man’s blood,
though by man his blood be not shed,
thongh no man avenge and no hell
await, yet every drop shall blister on
bis soul and eat in the name of the
dead. She will teach that whoso takes
a love not lawfully his own gathers a
flower with a poison on its petals; that
whoso revenges, strikes with a sword
that has two edges—one for his adver-
sary, one for himself; that who lives to
himself is dead, though the ground is
not yet on him; that who wrongs an-
@ther clouds his own sun, and that who
8ins In secret stands accused and con-
femned before the one judge who deals
eternal justice—his own all knowing
self.

“Experience will teach us this, and
reason will show us why it must be
#o0, but at first the world swings before
our eyes, and no voice cries out: ‘“This
Is the way. Walk ye in it!" You are
happy to be here! boy. When the sus-
pense fills you with pain, you bnild
stone walls and dig earth for relief.
Others have stood where you stand to-
day and have felt as you feel, and an-
other relief has been offered them, and
they have taken it.

‘“SWhen the day has come when they
bhave seen the path in which they
might walk, they have not the strength

to follow it. Habits have fastened on
them from which nothing but death
can free theni; which cling closer than
his sacerdotal sanetimony to a priest;
which feed on the intellect like a
worm, sapping energy, hope, creative
power, all that makes a man higher
than a beast, leaving only the power to
yearn, to regret and to sink lower in
the abyss.

“Boy,"” he said, and the listener was
Dot more unsmiling now than the

B PO Sy B 30y F U Yy I IR R A AN AL

e

speaker, “youare happy to be here. Btay
where you ar2a. If you ever pray, let it
be only the one old prayer, ‘Lead us
' mot into temptation.’  Live on bere qui-
| etly. The time may yet come when
| you will be that which other men have
hoped to be and never will be now.”

The stranger rose, shook the dust
from his sleeve and, ashamed at his
own earnestness, looked across the
bushes for his horse.

“We should have been on our way al-
ready,” he said. “We ghall have a
long ride in the dark tonight.”

Waldo bastened to fetch the animal,
but he returned leading it slowly.. The
sooner it came the sooner would its
rider be gone.

The stranger was opening his gaddle-
bag, in which were a bright French
novel and an old brown volume, He
took the last and held it out to the boy.

“It may be of some help to you,” he
snid carelessly. "It was a gospel to me
when 1 first fell on it. You must not
expect too much, but it may give you a
center round which to hang your ideas
i instead of letting them lie about In con-
| fuslon that makes the head ache, We of
| this generation are not destined to eat
and be satisfied as our fathers were.
We must be content to go hungry.”

He smiled his automaton smile and
rebuttoned the bag. Waldo thrust the
book into his breast, and while he sad-
dled the horse the stranger made in-
quiries as to the nature of the road
and the distange to the next farm.

When the bags were fixed, Waldo
took up his wooden post and began to
fasten it on to the saddle, tying it with
the little blue cotton handkerchief from
his neck. The stranger looked on in
silence. When it was done, the boy
held the stirrup for him to mount.

“What is your name?” be inquired, |

ungloving his right band when he was
in the saddle.

The boy replied.

“Well, 1 trust we shall meet again
some day, sooner or later.”

He shook hands with the ungloved
hand, then drew on the glove and
touched his horse and rode slowly
away. The boy stood to watch him.

Once when the stranger had gone
bhalf across the plain he looked back.

“Poor devil,” he said, smiling and
stroking his mustache. Then he look-
ed to see If the little blue handker-
chief were still safely knotted. “Poor
devil!"”

He smiled, and then he sighed wear-
iy, very wearily.

And Waldo waited till the moving
speck had disappeared on the horizon,
| then he stooped and kissed passionate-
ly a hoof mark in the sand. Then he
called his young birds together and put
his book under his arm and walked
home along the stone wall. There wan
a rare beauty to him in the sunshine
that evening.

CHAPTER XVIL

GREGORY ROSE FINDS HIS AFFINITY.

The new man, Gregory Rose, sat at
| the door of his dwelling, his arms fold-
{ ed, his legs crossed and a profound
| melancholy seeming to rest over his
soul. His house was a little square
| daub and wattle building, far out in
( the “karroo,” two miles from the
| homestead. It was covered outside
v ith a somber coating of brown mud,
two little panes being let into the walls
ifor windows. Behind it were the

“gheep kraals” and to the right a large
dam, now principally containing baked

Henry Jones, of Zenas, Ind., says:

‘‘ My sufferings were almost un-

bearable, and only persons having
been afflicted with this rare and

dreaded

combination of diseases

can imagine what they were like,
I was confined to my bed almost

all the time.

My doctor finally

acknowledged that neither he nor

any one else could cure me.

I

would not give up, so tried dif-
ferent medicines, and finally be-
gan the use of Dr. Williams' Pink

Pills for Pale People.

The first

box of pills helped me some, and

I

took some more. The second

box began to produce the desired

result, and before I had finished
the fourth box I was at last a
cured man. That was last March,
and I have not been troubled with

these

diseases since.’ — From

Banner Plain Dealer, Novik Ver-
non, Ind.

Dr. Williams” Pink Pills for Pale People
coniain, 1n & condensed form,

all_the

Dr. Wiltiame® Pink Pilia for Pate Peoplo are never

sold by ozen or T in p
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who a short way off cropped the dry

with prints cut from The Illustrated
London News, and in which there was
8 noticeable prepomderance of female
faces and figures. A stretcher filled
one end of the but and a rack for
& gun and s little bhanging looking
glass diversified the gable opposite,
while in the center stood & chair apd
table. All was scrupulously neat and
clean, for Gregory kept a little duster
folded in the coruer of his table drawer,
just as he bad seen his mother do, and
every morning before he went out he
said his prayers and made his bed and
dusted the table and the legs of the
chairs, and even the pictures on the
wall and the gun rack.

On this hot afternoon he took from
beneath his pillow a watch bag made
by his sister Jemima and took out the
wateh. Only half past 4] With a sup-
pressed groan he dropped it back and
sat down beside the table, Half past 4!
Preseptly he roused himself. He would
write to his sister Jemima, He always
wrote to her when he was miserable,
She was his safety valve. He forgot
ber when he was bhappy, but he used
ber when he was wretched,

He took out ink and paper. There
was a family crest and motto on the
latter, for the Roses since coming to
the colony had discovered that they
were of distinguished lineage. Old
Rose himeself, an honest English farm-
er, knew nothing of his noble descent,
but his wife and daughter knew—espe-
cially his daughter. There were Roses
in England who kept a park sod dated
from the conquest. So the colonial
Rose farm became Rose manor in re-
membrance of the ancestral domain,

blood was established—in their minds
at least.

Gregory took up one of the white,
crested sheets, but on deeper reflecs
tion he determined to take & pink one,

s more suitable to the state of his
feelings. He began:

Eopje Alone, Monday Afteracon.
My Dear Jemima—

Then he looked up Into the HMttle
glass opposite, It was a youthful face
reflected there, with curling brown
beard apd hair, but in the dark bluo
eyes there was a look of languid long-
Ing that touched him. He redipped
his pen and wrote:

When 1 look up into the little glaps that hangs
:‘pc;:_oaitamo, 1 wonder if that changed and sad

_ Here he sat still and reflected, It
sounded almost as if he might be con-
ceited or unmanly to be looking at his
own face in the glass. No, that would
not do. So he looked for another pink
sheet and began again.

Eopje Alone, Monday Afternoon.

Dear Sigter—It is hardly six months since I left
you to come to this spot, yet could you now sse
me I know what you would say. 1 knmow what
mother would say, “‘Can that be our Greg—that
thing with the siramge look in his eyen?”

Yes, Jemima, it s your Greg, and the change
has been coming over me gver since I came here,
but it is greatest since yesterday. You know
what sorrows I have passed through, Jemiima;
how unjustly I was always tremted at echool, the
masters keeping me back and calling me a block-
head, though, as they themselves allowed, I had
the best memory of any boy im the school and
oould repeat whole books from bheginning to end.
You know how cruelly father slways used me,
calling me a noodle and & milk sop just because
he couldn’t understand my fine nature. You
know how he has made a farmer of me instead
of & minister, as I ought to have been. You
mow it all, Jemima, and how 1 have borns it all,
not as & woman, who whines for every towoh, but
us a man should—in silence.

But there are things, there is a thing, which
the soul longs to pour forth into a kindred ear.

Dear sister, have you ever known what ft is to

my affinicy; the one love of my life,
of my manhood; my sunshine, my God given
blossom.

“They never loved who dresmed that they loved

&

and the claim of the Roses to moble|

s« CURE CONSTIPATION. ...
Biorling Romody Campeny, Chieags, Mealrsal, Bow York. SI&
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Gregory having finished his letter

d it over with much approval, put
it in aa envelope, addressed it and sat
contemplating the ink pot, somewhat
relieyed in mlnd.

The evening turned out chilly and
very windy after the day’s heat. From
afar off, as Gregory neared the home-
stead on the brown pony, he could
distinguish a little figure in a little red
cloak at the door of the cow kraal
Em leaned over the poles that barred
the gate and watched the frothing
wilk run through the black fingers of
the herdsman, while the unwilling
cows stood with tethered heads by the
milking poles. She had thrown the
red cloak over her own head and held
it under ber chin with a little hand to
keep from her ears the wind that play-
fully shook it and tossed the little
fringe of yellow hair into her eyes.

“Is it mot too cold for you to be
standing here?’ sald Gregory, coming
softly close to her.

“Oh, no; it is so nice. I always come
to watch the milking. That red cow
with the short horns is bringing up
the ecalf of the white cow that died.
8he loves it so, just as If jt were her
own. It Is so nice to see her lick ita
little ears. Just look!”

“The clouds are black. I think it is
going to rain tomight,” sald Gregory.

“Yes,"” answerpd Em, looking up as
well as she could for the little yellow
tringe. "

“But 'm syre you must be cold,” said
Gregory, and bhe put his hand under
the cloak and found there a small fist
doubled up, soft and very warm. Hae
held it fast in bis band.

“Oh, Em, I love you better than all
tha world besides! Tell me, do you
love me a little?” .

“Yes, I do,” sald Em, hesitating
and trying softly to free her hand.

“Better than everything; better than
all the world, darling?” he asked, bend-
ing down 8o low that the yellow hailr
was blown into his eyes.

“Y don't know,” said Em gravely. “I
do love you very much, but I love my
cousin who 18 at school and Waldo
very much. You see, I have known
them so long.”

“Oh, Em, do not talk to me so cold-
Iy?”" QGregory cried, seizing the little
arm that rested on the gate and press-
ing it till she wasg half afrald. The
bherdaman had moved away to the oth+
er end of the “kraal” now, and the
cows, busy with their ecalves, took no
notice of the little human farce. “Em,
if you talk so to me I will go mad. You
must love me—love me better than all.
You must give yourself to me. I have
loved you since that first moment
when I saw you walking by the stone
wall with the jug in your hands. You
were made for me, created for me.
I will love you till I die. Obh, Em, do
not be so cold, so cruel, to mel”

He held her arm so tightly that her
fingers relaxed their hold, and the
cloak fluttered down on to the ground,
and the wind played more roughly
than ever with the little yellow head.

“X do love you very much,” she sald,
“but I do not know if I want to marry
you. I love you better than Waldo,

t I can't tell if I love you better than
Lyndall. If you would let me walit
for a week, I think perhaps I could tell
you.”

Gregory picked up the cloak and
wrapped it round her.

“If you could but love me as I love
you!" he said. “But no woman can
love as a man can. I will wait till next
Saturday. 1 will not once come near
you till themn. Goodby. Oh, Bm,” he
saild, turning again and twining his
arms about her and kissing her sur-
prised little mouth, “if you are not my
wife I cannot live! I have never loved
another woman, and I never shall—
baver, never!”

“You make me afraid,” said Em.
“Come, let us go, and I will fll your
" "

E

“I waot no milk. Goodby. You will
not see me again till Saturday.”
t night, when every one else
to bed, the yellow baired lit-

stood alone in the kitchen.
to fill the kettle for the
s coffee and now stood
fire. The warm reflection
e grave old womanish little
that was so unusyally thoughtful
evening.

“Better than all the world; better
than everything! He loves me better
than everything!” BShe said the words
aloud, as if they were more easy to
believe if she spoke them so. She had
given out so much love in her little
life and bad got none of it back with
interest, Now one said, “1 love you
better than all the world!” One loved
better tham she loved him. How
suddenly rich she was! She kept clasp-
ing and unciasping ber hands. 8o a
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 Grogory had eaid to ber, T wil love
sa
aver to berself like a

Em needed not to send for him.
Gregory discovered en reaching home
that Jemima's letter was still in his

regory said,
only bow to her. Bhe shall see that I
am & msn, one who keeps his word.”

As to Jemima's letter, he had turned
down one corner of the page and then
turped it back, leaving a deep crease.
That would show that he was neither
accepted nor refected, but that matters
were in an intermediate condition. It
was a more poetical way than putting
it in plain werds.

Gregory was barely in time with his
letter, for Walde was starting when
he reached the homestead, and Em
was on the doorstep to see him off.
When he had given the letter and Wal-
do had gone, Gregory bowed stififly and
prepared to remount bis own pony, but
somewhbat slowly, It was still early.
None of the servants was about. Em
came up close to him and put her little
hand softly on his arm as be stood by
his horse.

“I do love you best of all” ghe said.
She was not frightened now however
much he kissed her. “I wish I was
beautiful and nice,” she added, looking
up into his eyes as he held her against
his breast,

“My darling, to me you are more
beautiful than all the women in the
world, deerer to me than everything it
bolds. If you were in —, 1 would go
after you to find you there. If you
were dead, though my body moved,
my soul wouid be under the ground
with you. Al life as I pass it with
you in my arms will be perfect to me.
It will pass—pass like a ray of sun-
.himli

Em thought how beautiful and grand
his face was as she logked up into it.
She raised her hand gently and put it
on his forehead, 3

"You are so silent, so cold, my Em!”
he cried. “Have you nothing to say
to me?”

A little shade of wonder filled her
eyes.

“l1 will do everything you tell me,”
she said.

What else could she say? Her idea
of love was only service,

‘“Then. my own precious one, prom-
Ise never to kiss that fellow again. 1
cannot bear that you should love any
one but me, ¥You must not. I will not
bave it! If every relative I bad in the
world were to dle tomorrow, I would
be quite happy if I still only bhad you.
My darling, my love, why are you so
cold? Promigse me not to love him
any more. If you asked me to do any-
thing for you, I would do it, though it
cost my life!”

Em put her hand very gravely round
his neck. ‘

“l will gever kiss him,” she said,
“and 1 will try not to love any one else.
But I do not know if I will be able.”

“Oh, my darling, I think of you all
night, all day. I think of nothing else,
love, nothing else,” he said, folding his
arms about her.

Em was a little conscience stricken.
Even that morning she had found time
to remember that in six months her
cousin would come back from school,
and she had thought to remind Waldo
of the lozenges for his cough, even
when she saw Gregory coming.

“] do not know bow it is,” she said
bumbly, nestling to him, “but I cannot
love you so much as you love me. Per-
haps it is because I am only a woman,
but 1 do love you as much as I can.”

Now the Kaffir maids were coming
from the bhuts. He kissed her again,
eyes and mouth and hands, and left
hber,

Tant’ Sannie was well satisfied when
told of the betrothment. She herself
contemplated marriage within the year
with one or other of her numerous
‘yrijers,” and she suggested that the
weddings might take place together.

Em set to work busily to prepare her
own household linen and wedding gar-
ments, Gregory was with her daily,
almost hourly, and the six months
which elapsed before Lyndall's return
passed, ag he felicitously phrased it,
“like a summer night, when you are
dreaming of some one you love.”

Late one evening Gregory sat by his
little love, turning the bandle of her
machine as she drew her work through
it, and they talked of the changes they
would make when the Boer woman
was gone and the farm belonged to
them alone. There should be a pew
rooin here and a kraal there. 8o they
chatted on. Suddenly Gregory dropped
the handle and impressed a fervent
kiss on the fat band that guided the
linen.

“You are so beautiful, Em,” said the
lover. “It comes over me in a flood
suddenly how 1 leve you.”

Em smiled.

“Tant’” Sannie says when I ain her
age no one will leok at me, and it is

Srate or Omio, Crry or ToLeDo, ) .
Lucas County. §

_ Frank J. CEayey makes oath that he
is the senior of the firmof F. J.
Caexey & Co., doing business in the
city of Toledo, county and state afore-
said, and that eaid firm will pay the
sumof ONE HUNDRED DOLLARS
for eact and every case of Catarrh that
canno' b cured by the use of Hauv’s

OCATARRY
Frank J. CaeEsey.
Sworn to before me and subseribed in
my nresence, this 6th day of December,

A. D. 1886,

{m& A. W, GLBaSON
A~ .. Notary Publiec.
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and ac tly on and mu-
cous surfaces of the system. Send for
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true. My hands arc as short and broad |
‘as 8 duck’s fout, and my forebead s so
.low.u"dl_hn_m'twm 1 can’t ba

She laughed softly. It was so nice to
think he should be so blind.

“When my cousin comes tomorrow,
you will see a beautiful woman, Greg-
ory,” she added presently. “She is like
a little queen; her shonlders are 8o up-
right, and ber head looks as though it
ought to have a little erown upon {t.
You must come to see her tomorrow as

love her.." :

“Of course 1 shall come to see her,
since she is your cousin, but do you
think I could ever think any woman as
lovely as 1 think you?”

He fixed his seething eyes upon her.

“You could not help seeing that she
is prettier,” sald Em. slipping her right
band into bis, “but you will never he
able to like any one so much a8 you
like me.”

Afterward, when she wished her lov.
er good night, she stood upon the door-
step to call a greeting after him, and
she walted, as she always did, till the
brown pony’'s hoofs became inaudible
behind the “kapje.”

Then she passed throtgh the room
where Tant' Sannie lay snoring, and

Little Oval Photos,
25¢ pe. dozen.

through the little room that was drap- Cabinets—‘ﬁ.“
ed in white, waiting for her cousin's | i Per dozen. -
return, on to her own room.

She went to the chest of drawers to 1214
put away the work she had finished O Street
and sat down on the floor before the
lowest drawer. In it were the things
she was pre ng for ber marriage.

Piles of v?hit‘;“l':nen and some nprcﬁn The Rock Island Pls Cards are the
and quilts, and in tbe little box in the | Slickest you ever handled. One pack

will be sent by mail on receipt of 18

corner @ spray of orange blossom certa In stam A maoney order er

which she bad brought from a smouse. | graft for 50 cents or same in stam
There, too, Wwas a ring Gregory had | gscure 4 packs, and &g : g

given her and a vell his sister had | express, es propai
sent, and there was a little roll of fine Sﬁwﬂm (r!'.P. A, CRL&R,

embroidered work which Trana had | cago,
given ber, It was too fine and good | == S——

even f¢r Gregory's wife—just right for . _— _
| i Wool
Hides an .

something very small and soft. 8he
DOBSON & LANDGREN

would keep it. And she touched it

gently with her forefinger, smiling, and

then she blusbed and bid it far behind
Dealers in Hides, Weol, Tallow,
and Furs. Send in your goodsand
get the HIGHEST market price,

the other things. She knew so well
all that was in that drawer, and yet
920 R STREET,
LINCOLN, NEBR.

she turned them all over as though
she saw them for the first time and
packed them all out and packed them
all in without one fold or crimple and
then sat down and looked at them.

Tomorrow evening when Lyndall
came she would bring ber here and
show her all. Lyndall would so like to
see it—the little wreath and the ring
and the white veil! It syould be so nice.
Then Em fell to seeing pictures. Lyn-
dall should live with them till she her-
self got married some day.

Evyery day when Gregory came home,
tired from his work, he would look
about and gay: “Where is my wife?
Has no one seen my wife? Wife, some
coffee!” and she would give him some.

Em’s little face grew very grave at
Iast, and she knelt dp and extended her
hands over the drawer of linen.

“Oh, God!” she said, “1 am sgo glad!
I do not know what 1 have done that
1 sbould be so glad. Thank you!”

.A. D. Culf Huccessors to
John Wittorff Jorn Bavsz.

CULP & WITTORFF
S CidARs

FINE WINES

Jug ;

a Speclalty.

Fine Hot Lunch 9:30 to 12
Saturday night 8 to 11

915 O STREET

[Continued next week.)

Dr. Bull’s Cough Syrup isa remark=
able medicine. A dry, tickling. hacking | F—————

- - ———
rough, th ing that cousumption | | PAINLESS
igll-lkgg r}tlaare: C{egazamg% ot?ler;t(i;ct{ﬁ:: btllt RIGGS, The
r. Bull's Coug yrup. positively . -
: EXTRACTION De“t lSto

cures throat and lung trouble,

141 So. 12th 8., Lincoln, Nel
Gold Alloy Filling. $1.00
Gold Filling . . §1.00 and up
Gold Crowns . . $5.00 and up
Set of Teeth ..,... . '$500
Best Teeth . . . ... $8.00

RIGGS, The Dentist,
141 Bo. 12th 8., Lincoin, Neb.

About Dining Cars.

The verdict given by the general pub-
lic that the great Rock Island route has
the best dining car service in the world
will not be disputed by patrons who
have used this line. Thousands of let-
ters testify to this fact. A better meal
cannot be secured in any hotel or res-
taurant in the cities of New York or
Chicago than is used in the Rock Island
Dining Cars. A la carte on all cars; a
splendid lunch served on Colorado trains
for 50 cents. 4
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your coal xow and be comworrama. We
can serve you prompily. Be wiss and snsam
az encg of the

Centerville
Block Coal Co.

112 South 12th
CI"We, sell veyTHING in the yemms

Yard Phone 382
Office Phone 397
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If so, arrangements should be made at once—all the best berths on the .
ships are engaged early—the numbér of ships are limited mnd early rescr-
vations, if not used, can easily be disposed of. Descriptive literature re-
garding this trip can be had at my office. —GEQ. W. BONNELL,

C. P. A. Burlington Route, Cor. 10oth and 0 Sts., Lincolu, Neb.
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General Drug Business and Prescription (7
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Work. Paints, Oils, Qil
Cake, Ete, Prices low as the lowest.
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