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CHAPTER XXV—Continued,
—16—

“That makes no difference,” Daphne
stormed, already converted to the
shop religion, “Customers must not
fnd the door shut. Run open it at
once. Suppose Mrs, Romilly dropped
in. We'd lose her—unless this no-
torlety drives her away." A little
blush of shame fickered In Daphne's
pale cheeks a moment and went out,
She sighed: *1 suppose Mr. Duane
has stopped that check, too—If he ever
gent it.  Oh, dear!”

Then a nurse knocked; brought In
a card growing In a large little aza-
lea tree, Daphne reanned It “Mr,
Thomas Varick Duane!” She peered
closer at the pencilings and read

aloud: **‘I just learned. I'm heart-
broken, Isn't there anything I can
dn?. L]

Daphne felt as if outraged soclety
had forgiven her,

“Isn't he a darling?' she murmured.

Mrs. Chivvia begrudged a stingy,
“Well, of course—" She had the poor
folks' consclentious scruples ugainst
wasting pralse on the rich. “You'll
want to see him, I presume.”

But Daphue had had enough of evil
appearance, “See him here? Never!"
Bhe glared at poor Mrs. Chivvis with
a reproof that was excruclating to ac-
cept, and ordered her to go down and
meet Mr. Dunne and Incldentally learn
about the check. "“Businesa Is busl-
ness,” she sald,

Mrs, Chivvis descended In all the
confusion of a Puritan wife meeting
& Cavaller beau, She ceame back later
to say that Mr. Duane was really very
nice, and spoke beautifully and had
sent the check and would send an-
other If Daphne wished it, and would
make old Mrs, Romllly go on with the
order, and would she llke some spe-
tial frults or soups or something? He
Was really very nice,

Daphne eyed her with ironic horror
and sald, “You've been flirting with
him! and me so helpless herel”

“Daphl—nee!!l Kip!!1" Mrs. Chiv.
vis screamed, The only counter-thrust
she could think of was, “And what
does Mr. Wimburn say?"

This sobered Daphne. Why had
Olay sent no word? Everybody else
in town had seen the papers. Clay
read the papers, Surely he was not
capable of such monstrous pique.
When your worst enemy gets badly
hurt you've just got to forgive—if
you're human,

" CHAPTER XXVI

Lella was determined to endure
everything that might be necessary to
regain her beauty. She would go
through any ordeal of knlves or plas-
ter casts or splints or mediclnes for
that, BShe was quite grim about It
Her resolution extended to the spend-
ing of as much of Bayard's money as
might be necessary on surgeons' fees
and doctors’ bills. If she bankrupted
Bayard It would be with the tenderest
motives.

Five times she went to the operat-
ing table, made that infernal journey
into etherland, knowlng what after-
angulshes walted her, what retching
and burning and bleedlng. She braved
death again and again, took long
chances with cowering bravado. And
all for Bayard's sake,

One morning when Bayard reached
his office after a barrowing all-night
vigil at Lella's slde he was just falllng
asleep over the first mall when hils
telephone spnarled. He reached for It
with alarm. A volce boomed in his
ear:

“Ah you thah?"

l‘Y“.li

“Keep the line, please, Now, you ah
through, sir?"

Then a growl replaced the boom, a
growl that made the receiver rattle:

“Ah you thah, Mr. Kip? This Is
Colonel Marchmont. I dare say you
remember our conversation about
those damned contracts with Weth-
erell, A little farther discussion
might pot be amliss—Iif you could
muke It perfectly convenient to drop
oviah at, say, a quawtah pahst fah?

-Gipod ! I shall expect you at that
"

Bayard pondered. What new per-
socvution was fate preparing? As he
went to the office, he bought an eve-
ning paper, A heavily headed eable-
grim anpounced that the laborers in
the Hritish munition works were strik-
ing or threatenlng to strike. A gleam
of understanding come into Bayard's
eve, When he reached the desk of
Colonel Marchmont he looked un-
abashed into the revolver muzzle of
the old war horse's one eye.

Without any prellminary courtesles
or any softening of his previons tone
the colonel snorted: “Those devilish
contracts you made with Wetherell—
The poor fellow 18 no longer allve—
more's the pity, but— Well, I'm afrald
I was a bit severe with you. I fancy
we might see our way to renewing
those contracts at a reasonable figure
—sany at a 20 per cent reduction from
the terms you quoted.”

Bayard smiled and shook his head.
He bluffed the bluffer, “The prices we
quoted included only a fair profit,
colonel, Since then materials have
been golng up In price every minute,
«-Ing to the demand from abroad.

RED OLOUD,

NEBRASKA,

CHIEPF

The Thirteenth Commandment

By RUPERT HUGHES

And the home market Is booming. We
can sell all our product here, and
more, too, than we can make,"”

Colonel Marchmont squirmed, but
he was a soldler and loved a good
counter-attnck, Ie gsmiled ns he
squirmed. Wetherell was avenged
when his successor signed new con-
tracts at a higher price than he had
made, The changing tlmes changed
everything; yesterday's exorbitance
was today’s bargain,

Bayard departed with a wallet full
of business, He got back to his office
on feet fledged with Mercurinl wings.
His feet were beautiful on the rug of
the president's oflice,

Bayard felt so kindly to all the
world that he hurried to the hospital

Wetherell Was Avenged When His
Buccessor 8Signed New Contracts at
a Higher Price Than He Had Made.

to scatter good news llke flowers over
Lella's couch. She was in that humor
when anybody else's good fortune was
an added grief to her.

“I'm no use to you now,” she walled.
“l pever was much, But at least I
dressed and kept looking fit. And youn
sald I was pretty. But now— Oh,
Bayard, Bayard! You used to call me
benutiful, and I tried to be beautiful
for you. But now— To be ugly and
useless both—Iit's too much!"

Wise pathfinders say that when yon
are wandering In strange country you
should turn every mow and then and
look back at the way you came. It
wears a different aspect entirely from
Its look as you approached, and you
will need to know how It will look
when you return,

From childhood on, Leila had been
warned against extravagance—as Bay-
ard had, as have we all. Dut only
now that she was looking backward
could she realize the wisdom, the in-
tolerable truth of the adage, “Waste
not, want not."

Meanwhile Daphne was having so
different a history that she felt
ashamed. It seemed unfair to her to
get well quickly and with no blemish
except a scar or two that would net
show, while Leila hung between death
and deformity.

But seelng Bayard alone and hear-
ing Lella fret, she felt confirmed In
her bellef that she had done the whole-
some thing when she joined the labor-
Ing classes, There were discourage-
ments without cease, yet Daphne was
learning what a remedy for how many
troubles there 1s in work. It seemed
to be almost panacea, It was exciting,
fatigulng, alarming, but it was objec-
tive., She was on her way at last to
that fifty thousand a year she had
dreamed of, She was uncertain yet of
earning a thousand a year, but shé
wius on the road,

Clay Wimburn, secking chances in
the West, did not see the New York
pupers or any other record of Daph-
ne's pecldent,  When he got back to
New York, his pockets full of con-
tracts, Dayard, equally successfol,
greeted him enthusiastically, Then he
learned of the aceldent and the faet
that Daphne was “in trade.” He was
Indignant at the news and wanted to
see her at once,

Bayard gave him the address, and
Clay wasted no time asking further
questions. He made haste to the sub-
way, foming; left the train at the
Grand Central statlon and c¢limbed up
to a taxicab.

Then he found Daphne,

She led him Into a little shop empty
of everything but the debris of re-
moval.

“Where are we?" sald Clay.

“This was my shop."

“What's the matter? Busted al-
ready?” Clay asked, with a not unflat-
tering cheerfulness,

“Not Iin the Ileast,” Daphne ex-
plalned, “We've expanded so fast we
had to move, We sublet and moved
across the street.

“You remember Mrs, Chivvis, don't
you? Mrs. Chivvis, you haven't for-

| gotten Mr, Wimburn, He's kept away
4

s0 long you might have, though,
Where've you been, Clay? But wait—
you cun tell me on the way over to
the new shop."

When she led him into her new em-
porlum the graceful fabrics displayed
were all red rogs to him, He was a
bull in a crimson shop,

Duphne made Clay sit down and
asked him If It were not all perfectly
lovely, He walted until Mrs. Chivvis
went on to the workroom. He had a
glimpse of a number of girls and
wome on sewing bent. They were
laughing and chattering,

He answered, “It's perfectly loath-
some,”

Instend of resenting this Insult
Daphne Iaughed till she fell agninst
the counter. The worst of It was that
her oyes were so tender,

“Where did you get all the capital
for all thiz stock?" Clay demanded,
with sudden suspiclon.

“Oh, purt of it we bonght on eredit
and part of It on borrowed money.”

“Borrowed from whom "

“From Mr. Duane.”

This was too much of too much.
Clay stormed: “I'll get him|"

“Oh, no, you won't|"

“Oh, yes, I will!"

“I won't have you assaulting the
best friend I've got In the world.”

He groaned aloud at this, not no-
ticing how she used the word “friend.”
She ran on. She had not talked to
him for so long that she was a perfect
chatterbox,

“He lent me flve hundred dollars
when I didn't know where else to get
it. And It nalled our first real con-
tract—a blg commission from old Lirs.
Romilly. We paid back Mr. Duane's
five hundred and then—" Bhe giggled
In advance at what was coming to
Clay. “And then I borrowed a thou-
sand from him. We owe him that
now."”

Clay was as wroth as she had
wished. He took out a little book.
“Well, I'll give you a check for that
amount—or more. And you can pay
Duane off with Interest. I won't
have you owing him money.”

“You won't have!” Daphne mocked
“You won't have? BSince when did
you become senlor partner here?”

“Senlor partoner!” Clay ralled, “T'm
no partner In this business! I hate
this business, It makes me sick to
see you In It.”

“Then step out on the walk,"” gald
Daphne. “You're scaring away cus-
tomers and using up the time of the
firm. The boudolr I8 no place for yon,
anyway."

A young woman with a bridal eye
walked fn and Daphne left Clay to
blunder out sheepishly. He did not
se@ that she cast sheep's eyes after
him. He was a most bewlldered
young man. He had made a pile of
money and still he was not happy!

CHAPTER XXVII.

In the course of a few wretched
days Clay plcked up some of the facts
about Daphne's presence In Wether-
ell's fatul car. He was more furious
at her than ever and more Incapable
of hating her,

He saw Bayard often, but Bayard
knew little and sald less. One after-
noon he invited Clay to ride with him
to the hospital, whence Lella was to
graduate, He warned Clay not to be-
tray how shocked he would be at Lel-
In's appearance, which, he sald, was
& wonderful Improvement on what it
had been,

She was, Indeed, a mere shell, and
Clay was not entirely successful with
his compliments,

Letlla sighed: “Much obliged for
your good Intentlons. I'm a mere
sack of bones, but I'm going to get
well, The doctors say that if I take
care of myself every minute and go
to a lot of speecinlists and go to Bar
Harbor in the hot wenther and to
Palm Beach In the cold and spend
about n million dollars I'll be myself
some day, That's not much, but It's
all I've got to work for. Poor Dydiel
He dido’t know he was endowing a
hospital when he marrled me."

“What do I care, honey?' Bayard
erled, with perfect chivalry, “The
money 18 rolling In and I'd rather
gpend It on you than on anybody else”

“The money's rolling out just as
fast as it rolls in," Lella sighed. “The
Lord seems to provide a new expense
for every streank of luck. And that's
my middle nnme—Expense.”

She had actunlly learned one lesson.
That was a hopeful slgn.’

Clay sought Daphne In her odious
(to him) place of business. She asked
him what she could sell him, He sald
he would wailt till the shop closed,
She ralsed her eyebrows lmpudently
and gave him a chalr in a corner, He
sat there feellng as out of place as a
stronge man In & harem,

Eventually the last garrulous cus-
tomer tulked herself dumb; the last
sewlng woman went, Mrs., Chivvis
pulled down the curtains in the show
window and at the door and bade good
night,

Then Daphne locked the dogp,
dropped wearlly Into a chalr, and
sighed, “Well, Clay 1™

“I want to know why you don't give
up Tom Duape.
She shrugged her excellent shoul-

ders aguin, but she did not smile,
She spoke Instead: “I don't ask you
to give up your stenogrupher.”

“Oh, It's llke that, eh? Well, then,
why won't you let me lend you money
Instead of Tom Duane?”

Her answer astonnded him with Its
feminine logle: "1 can borrow of Mr,
Duane because I don't love him and
never did and he knows it. I can't
borrow of you because—"

e leaped at the lmplication: “Be-
cause you love me?"

“Because I used to”

“Don't you any more?" he groaned.

“How cun I tell? It's been months
nnd months since 1 saw the Clay
Wimburn that came out to Cleveland
and lured me on to New York. The
only Clay Wimburn I've seen for
gsome time has been a horribly pros-
perous, domineering snob who is too
proud to be scen with n working
woman, He wants to marry a lady.
I never was one and don't want to
be one, I'm a business womun and
I love IL.”

“And you wouldn't give up your
shop for me?"

“Certainly not.”

He looked at her with bafiled emo-
tlons. She was so delectable and so
obstinate, so right-hearted and so
wrong-headed, It was intolemble that
she should keep a shop, He spoke
after a long delay:

“May I come and see you once in
a while?” a

“If you want to.”

“Where you living now?”

“Still at the Chivvises'"”

“You ought to take better care of
yourself than that. Surely you can
afford a better home."”

“l suppose 8o, but It would be
lonely anywhere else. It has been
sufe there—since you quit calling on

.

me. It doesn't cost me much.”
“But you're making so much
money."

“Not so very much—yet, but It's
all my own and I made every cent of
it, and—golly! how I love to watch

it grow."” .
“You miser.”
“Maybe. I guess that's the only

way to save money—to muake a pus-
slon out of It and get a kind of vo-
luptuous feeling from it. But I really
think that it's the fun of making It
that interests me most. It certainly
keeps me out of mischief and out of
lonellness. Oh, there's no freedom
llke having a job and a little reserve
in the bank. It's the only life, Clay.”

“And you wouldn't give up your
‘freedom,’ as you call it, even for a
man you loved? Couldn't you love a
man enough to do that?

“I could love & man too much to
do that. For where's the love In a
woman's sitting around the house all
day and walting for a mun to come
home and listen to the gossip of her
empty brain? That isn't loving, that's
loafing.”

Clay was not at all persuaded.
“But there's no comfort or home life
in marrying a business woman,”

“How do you know? You know
plenty of unsuccessful wives who are
not business women,"

“I wnnt a housekeeper, not a shop
keeper.”

“Go get one, then, I say, If a wom-
an can't earn enough outside to hire a
housekeeper let her do her own house-
work, But If she can earn enough to

“it Seems to Me It Couldn’t Help Be-
ing a Better and a Happier Way of
Living.”

hire 8 hundred housekeepers Wwhy
should she stick to the kitchen? In my
home, If I ever get one, the cook will
not be the star, Besldes, It enlarges
life so, Instead of two llving on the
wages of one two will live on the earn-
ings of two. It seems to me It
couldn't help being a better and a hap-
pler way of living."

Clay blushed vigorously as he mnm-
bled “What's your huginess woman

golng to do when the—the bables
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come? Or do you cut out the kiddies?™

Daphne blushed, too, “Well, I should
think that the business woman could
afford bables better than anybody else,
She has to give up the housework, any-
way, ¢ven when she's a housekeeper,
I suppose she could give up her shop
for a while. At least she could share
the expense—or her husband could

stand the bills since he escapes the |

palo. I tell you, If I ever had a duugh-
ter I'd make her learn her own trade
If ehe never lenrned anything else. I'd
never raise her to the hideons, inde-
cent bellef that the world owes he
living and she's got a right to sque®ze
it out of the heart’s blood of some
hard-working man, No, sirree! It may
be old-fashioned, but It fsn't decent, |
and It isn't even romantie. The love
of two free souls, with thelr own en- |
reers and thelr own expenses, seems
to me nhout the hest kind of love there
could be, Then both of them can come
home evenings and thelr home will be
a home—a fresh, sweet meeting place.”

Clay breathed hard. He was silenced,
but not convineed—heyond being con-
vinced that Daphne Kip was still the
one woman in the world for him, in
spite of her cantankerous notlons,
Still, of course, a woman had to have
some flaw or she would not he human,’
Daphne’s folble was as harmless ns
anyone's, perhaps. So he blurted out:

“I suppose you've given up all
thought of marrying me?" |

She answered him with plous ear |
nestness: “I've never given up that
thought, Clay. I've been trylng to |
make myself worthy of the happiness |
It would mean, 1 have had the trous
genu all made, and paid for, a long
while, That's what I came to town for
originally—our trousseau., But when
I saw how much sacrifice it meant for
my poor old father and what a bundle
of bills I'd be dumping on my poor
young lover I couldn’t see the good |
of it. So I took my vow that I wouldn't
get a trousseau tlll I could earn the |
price of It myself. And now 1've
earned the price and I've got it. But
I've lost my excuse for wearing it.

“Still, I'd probably have lost you,
anyway, or ruined you if I had bmught
you my old ideas. Everybody always
gays that money (s the enemy of lm'e.
I wonder If It couldn't be made the
friend. It would be an Interesting ex-
periment, anyway."

“Daphne, honey, let's try the experi-
ment.” |

She looked at him with a heavenly |
smile in her eyes, and answered,
“Let's.”

He moved toward her, but she
dodged behind the counter., She
studied him a moment, then reached
below the counter. A bell rang and o
drawer slid out. She took some hills
from it, made a memorandum on o
slip of paper, and put that in the place
of the bills, closed the drawer, and
leaned across the counter, murmuring :

“They say all successful bhusinesses
are hegun on borrowed money. So I'll
borrow this from the firm—for luck.

She put out her hand. Clay put out
his. She lald three dollars on his palw
and closed his fingers on theni,

“What's all this?" he asked, all mys
tified. She explained:

“A pluin gold band costs; about six
dollars, and that's for my half of the |
partnership. Women are wearing thelr
wedding rings very light nowadays.” |

“I should suy so!" Clay groaned, but
with a smlle,

She bent forward and he bent for
ward and thelr lips met, She was only
a saleswoman selling a customer puri |
of a heart for part of a heart, but tc
Clay the very counter wus the golder
bar of heaven, and Daphne the Bless
ed Damozel that leaned on It anc
made it warm,

THE END,

The Hottest City,

The city of Hyderabad, on the great
8ind desert of Indin, hus the reputa
tion of being the hottest place In the |
world, having a shade temperature of
127  degrees  during the summer
months! Even the natives find It hot
—and that Is saying something.

In order to cool thelr houses as much
as possible, the people make use of
curicus wventllators wvery much like
those on shipboard, “setting” them so
a8 to convey a breeze to the dwellers
in the hot rooms below, Every resls |
dential bullding has several of these
queer airshafts leading down to the
prineipal living rooms, and especially |
to the bedrooms. Even so, It is prac 1
tieally impossible, diring the terrible l
heat of summer, to get to sleep until
two or three o'clock In the morning,
and then one only gets s couple of h
hourc' rest, as the rays of the Indian |
sau ure speclally strong eavly in the |
morning, and soon ralse the tempera-
ture agaln to an unbearable extent.,

Rush for Free Molasses.

When a tank car filled with 8,000
gallons of molasses was upset near
Telford, Pa., and the molasses began
to run out, people came by scores, on
foot, In carriages and by automoblles,
and salvaged some hundreds of gal-
lons of molnsses before the rallroad
men plugged the opening and left
dozens of disappointed ones walting
to get at the outdow,

WAS IN MISERY

Mrs. Jobes Was in Serious
Condition From Dropsy.
Doan’s Made Her Well.

“1 don't think many have gone
lhtnugh stich miisery as 1.7 sys Mrs. C,
Jobes, 139 Federal St “I't'lll:{l!l!l N. J.
“That awful pain in my boack felt as

though my spine were crushed. 4“.1\
head ached and 1 had reeling und fal
ing sensations when ev-
erythin woule turn
black. ough the kid-
ney secretions passed ten
or fifteen times in an
hour, only a few drops
came at a time and they
felt like hmlm' water.
I soon found | h :
ev. | bloated ull over,
My face was so swolleni
I could hardly msee out of
my eyes. My ankles and feet felt as
though they would burst if 1 put any
weight on them. My night clothes be
came, wringing wet with sweat and 1
would get chilly and shake all over.
Doan's Kidney Pills soon had me feel-
ing like a different woman. My kid:
h!‘jl were regulated and all the swell

went away, The aches and pains
et me and after 1 had finished my
eighth hox of Doan's, | was as well an
sver. My kidnevs have never bothered |
me since Doan’s Kidney Pills cured
me

MRS JOBES

Subscribed and sworn to before

me,
J. LEEDOM SMITH,
Notary Publie,
Get Doan's at Any Store, 60c a Box
DOAN’S ®ipuer
PILLS
FOSTER-MILBURN CO., BUFFALO, N. Y.

A Youn
Girl J

well groomed
is an attractive
sight.

if used in
the laun-
dry will ~
give that g '~
clean, dainty = »
appearance that everyone
admires. All good grocers

sell it; 5 centsa packagc

l}allturma Phntugraphs

Genulne photos taken in Southern Callfornia,
showing views Of the ocean, sen gully, trees
mountalos, ete.; post card size. sumethln,;
really very flue; you will want more when

o0 them. 12 pl‘ tures 60 lk h-mrm ﬂ
Seot postpald, Remit lq r
urﬂsmp! HANSONY All.'l' 8 l”l‘. BJI

East Colorado lnreel. l‘.-nl.u-.

CALIFORNIA

Pacifle Grove—with '8 |deal elimuate—=Sa-
mous summer and w.iter resort city on
churming Monterey BHay—128 milea wsouth
of Ban Francisco Wonderful fishing. world.
renuwned Auto Arives along rugged shores
and in beautiful pine, oak and <yprem
forests  Free [terature  Addross Chamber
ll' Commerce, Pacific Grove, Uni
.\I-I-ZNTS $1.13 buya b nf our wandarfal
herbs, drives most stubborn rhsumaliem ous
of aystem Rheumuatisim Herb Co, Venles, Cal

Nebraska Directory

THE PAXTON

maha, Nebrasks

EUROPEAN PLAN
Rooms from $1.00 up slugle, 76 cents up doubla
CAI'I. PRICLS RM’ONAILI.

Creamery and Cream

Station Supplies
Mitk Banlu nnd o-m« Sw- .71

KINNEDY & PAMON.! €0,

1308 Jomes 1901 E. 4th 5S¢
i OHAHA llOUl_t:l'_I_‘!_'
VAN AHHAU IJRESS PLEITIIB
uz-u. Ihch.f‘ ha, Nob,

Accordion, knlfe, side, space, box,
sunburst and combination ‘rlnt-
Ing, hemstitehing, plcor edging,
pinking,ruching covering buttous,
all styies and sizes. hln List Fres.

KODAKS

Developing Printing
and Enlarging
Lincoln Photo Supply Co,

(Eastman Kodak Co,)
Dept. K, 1217 O 5t Lincoln, Nob.

LEE W. EDWARDS

' CHIROPRACTOR

N. E. Cor. 24th and “'arnam Sts.

OMAHA, NEB.
Telephone Donglas 3445
Nighbt telephone Harney 4701

LADY ATT:NQ_‘_’E

SAN TAﬁIUM

SULPHO SALINE SPRINGS

Located on our own premises
and used in the

Natural Mineral Water Baths

Unsurpassed in the treatment of

RHEUMATISM

Heart, Stomach, Kidney and
Liver Diseases
Moderate charges Address
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