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IF'wo days dragged weanly away
with no news ol Konnie or word
from Hastings. Many timies Violet
made up her mind she would write

Ty RS R

to him, and beg afresh of him ta let asked, Interestedly.

ber have the child back, but she
kinew how useless it would be. She
knew that any disinterested person
would tell her that what she hoped
was unreasonable and impossible,
that the child was never lers, that
she had not the smallest ghost of a
right to him. She had not seen Su-
tore since the afternoon when she
met him in the teashop with Florrie
Jones. She did not behieve that Flor-
rie Jones had seen him either. Her
thin, sharp face looked miserable and
shrewdish once more. She lost no
opportunity of saymng biting, sneer-
ing things. Iler queenship was at
an end. She was dethroned.

Lena Adams had gone away on a
holiday. Madame’s temper was un-
certain. Things were far from pleas-
ing at Violette's. Violet thought often
nflea\-ing. but she knew it meant
starvation if she did. Sometimes she
told herself she would be glad to die.
She had lost all interest in life. 1t
seemed aimless and gray. She felt
like a runner who runs on hopelessly
away [rom the goal.

On the third day Sutore wrote to
her, He wrote to Mrs. Higgs'. Vio-
let wondered vaguely how he had dis-
covered her address. He had net
asked her for it. She suppose he had
got it through Violette's, as Ronald
Hastings had done.

It seemed strange that these two
men should be related. She won-
dered what Ronald thought of his
“sort of cousin' She wondered
what Ronald had done with his son
—if he ever took him out in the big
green-painted car, if he were kind to
him, if the boy were happy. She
liked to think of Ronald Hastings’
mother as she had once or twice seen
her at Vielette's—sweet faced, state-
Iy, She would be good to Ronnie,
anyway.

She haunted the big house in Park
lane in the evenings. She scanned the
curtained windows, longing for a sight
of the child’s dear little face, but she
never saw him. Once she fancied a
curtain moved as if beneath the touch
of a child’'s hand, but though she

"Yes, at least [ tried on some hats
for her one day, but she went away
without buying anvthing. She was
very ill-tempered, T remember.”

[ “Humph! She won't he a great
success as a stepmother then, eh:”

Violet started. She had forgotten
Ronnie.

“What do you mean?" she asked,
She sprang to her feet.

“Oh, she won't be kind to him. |
know she won't be kind to him,” she
moaned. All the grief that had
grown numbed during the past few
days scemed to spring to life again;
she paced the room like one dis-
traught. Olive watched her.

“Do vou know,” she said, sudden-
ly, “Old Higgs says that it wasn't
!Illn'tms! who took Ronnie away at
‘ ,'

Violet hardly seemed to hear.
Olive repeated her words more
loudly.

“Higes! What does Mrs. Hipgs
know about him?" Violet asked, dis-
tractedly. "I ought to know, I sup-
pose. 1 know that he is Ronnie's
father. Oh, Ronnie, Ronnie.” She
did not cry: she only wrung her

for tears,

She thought of Mahel Clancev—
| selfish, overdressed, irritable, She
| would never love the boy. She would
vote him a mumsance; would thrust
him on one side. Her hatred against
Ronald Hastings sprang airesh into

son.

Olive stooped and picked up the
paper.

“You look jolly ill.” she said. blunt-
ly. “If you don't take care, you'll be
laid up. Here's a letter you haven't
opened.”

She took up the letter from Sutore
and tossed it across to Violet; she
waited a moment, then left the room
with a great click of high-heeled
shoes.

Violet opened the letter listlessly.
She did not want to read it; she cared
nothing for what Sutore might have
to say to her.

hands as :f her grief were too deep|

flame. He was not fit to have such a|
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in| rustiing ‘black silk came 18 Ron- | As she stood waiting a big, green- | me home; but 1 shall soon be all
| painted motor chugged up to the ! right.

let knew at once who she was—
.}ald Hasting's mother,

|  She came across the showroom [

P slowly, leaning on her ebony stick, |
{ madanie i close attendance.  Violet |
stood staring at her listlessly. There |
was somethyig so sweet and mother-
|1y about her. She felt as if she
' would have given the world to be
able to fall on her knees beside her
i:md sob out all the wretchedness of
her heart,

She felt sick and weak; the room
seemed whirling  round her.  She
groped for something to hold on to,
1aml fell

When she opened her eyes she
was lying on one of the plush
couches. Madame bent over her
with ill-concealed impatience i her
black eyes. Hasting’s mother stood
beside her looking down at her with
kindly compassion.

I Violet struggled to her feet. She
[inn’rvl a shaky laugh.

“Did 1 faint? Oh, I am so sorry.”
She looked appealingly at madame.
Mrs. Hastings spoke rather curtly.

“I think you should send this
young lady home, madame; she is
not ht for work."

Madame flushed; she hated correc-
tion. She bit her reddened lips to
keep back the angry words that rose.
She told Florrie Jones to sce that |
Violet went home.

The two girls left the showroom

fare she had 1o stop for the traffic. |

“I wasn't very well, and they sent |50 bt i that pushing—"

acres home, the young miss sent her| wich islands.  He retired from the

together.

Florrie Jones sat watching while
Violet changed her dress; suddenly
she burst into bitter speech.

“So you've managed to take him
away from me"

Violet did not answer, and the
elder girl went on: "Oh, don’t look
| so innocent, You made Lena mis-
crable, and now you've broken my
heart. He told me himself that he
loved vou, and that he would marry
you if he could. He says you were
engaged long ago, but you don’t love |
him; you haven't got it in you to
love anybody, with your big eyes and
white face. “Do you know,” she

“Style Without Extravagance”"
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1519-21 Douglas Street

100 COATS

Sizes 3 to 6 and 7 to 14,
All colors, Many suitable

of one.

Dainty summer tub frocks
Voiles, organdies, crepes,

200 SMALL

Wonderful Values in This
July Clearance of

Girls’ Coats and Dresses

Girlie Nook calls to the parents of Omaha girls to partake
of these rarest of values. Here are togs for the little lady
without a rival in style, and at most ridiculously low prices

The cleverest of styles.
for early fall wear.

100 SILK DRESSES

In beautiful new styles. Sizes 6 to 16 years. An
opportunity to own two dresses now at the price

500 DRESSES

in all sizes to 16 years.
tissues and ginghams.

DRESSES

For the little miss of 2 to 6 years. Irresistible
styles in ginghams with bloomers to match.
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Girls’ Middies and Dresses

We offer the unrestricted choice of
our entire stock at a discount of

——
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GIRLEE NOX AHERZBERGS —

Fifth Floor

(I O I NN L L ITLE

contribution of $5, expressing the|sea 10 years ago

(Conlinued In The Bee Tomorraw,)

Every sale Is
final. Charges
will be mnade
for alteratious.

The sale which never fails
to bring the season's most
astonishing values.
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Style Without Extravagance \) 1519-2r Douglas Street

—the event for which all Omaha awaits!

It will pay you
to be here early.

C:’ommencz'ng Tomorrow
- Wednesday, July Sth

We launch our

- Twenty-third Semi-Annual

Halt-Price
CLEARANCE

of our entire select stocks of

Women's and Misses’ Spring and Summer
s Dresses: Wraps
Coats - Suits

Tt is the one garmenj selling oceasion that has for season after
season overshadowed all others. In point of assortments—char-
acter of garments and values it has no near rival.

Every garment bedrs the original price tag.
You choose without reserve and simply pay
one-half the marked rrioe. You buy here with
a full knowledge that you pay but 50 cente on
the dollar,

There is positively not a single reservation
in our vast stocks. No matter how recent a
garment may have become a part of our stock
it can now be bought at exactly half price.

" All stock has been rearranged so
as to facilitate easy selections.

The thousands of Herzberg's out-of-town patrons will find this a most ad-
vantageous time to supply their every garment need.
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