Rough-Hewn  Dorothy Canfield

BYNOPSIS, l

Neale Crittenden, 15 years old, is a typl-
m. l@’-—bbﬂl Americnn hoy living wrtah '
parents in Unjon Hill, & small villaxe

ow York City. He has completed
ears in preparatory school. Vaca-
tion time arrives amd, with jis mother
:‘l. to visit relatives, he and his father
ebate ns to _how Neale shall spend his
vacation. In France Marise Allen, 11 yvears
d, is living with her Ameriean parents in
home of Anna Etchergary, a French
woman, Marise’s father is forelgn agent
for an J\‘mqﬂmn business firm. Old

. In_employed by the Allens as a
t. Marise is deeply Interested in
study of French and music, During
Neale hecomes an  omnlvorous
reader and spends much time in his fu-
ther's UHbrary. He rides n bleycls. for
recreation, ne dny he rides to Nutley,
a viliage some distance away 'rml
runs mcross his old hoyhood friend
Hoherts, who Is playing tennls with two
{I.rl friends, l‘uil; anid Natalie Underhill,
Although Neale has never played tennis,
he accepts an Invitation to Join in the
e. Vacation over, Neale returns to
ndley preparntory sc and finishes
hin lnst year, Enrly the following autumn
he passes the entrance examinations to
Columbia university. Pending the open-
ing of wmehool he works at his grand-
father's sawmill.
{Continued In The Morning lee.)

il

But at the other end of the hall
from his own low-cellinged, little
boy's room, he found one like ft,
rather more cheerful. The sun came
in through a dormer window as it
did In his own room. 1le remembered
now that this was the room father
had always had, till he went away
to ecollege and after that to New
York to live. And there, sure enough
was the little book case. Of course,
He must have seen it lots of times,
going by when the door waa open,
Now, what was in it? Mayhe, after
all, nothing to his purpose; probably
this had been used like the shelves
in the attic as a place to put volumes
that nobody wanted to read.

Mather's Invigihle Providence—
gounded religions, Neale did not even
take it out. A bhig, old book with
the back off proved, when he opened
it, toe he Rollin's Ancient History,
With a true Hadley horror for learn-
ing anything out of hours, he
slammed it shut, and took down the
next one, DButler's Analogy. Seemed
as though he had heard of that one.
He gat down on the edge of the little
four-poster, and opened it at random,
skimming the pages. Oh, awful!

) THerce! Worse than religlous! THe
put it back, discouraged, and ran over
the titles on that shelf. A name
struck his eve. Emerson. Wasp't
there A poem by Emerson at the
heginning of “The Children of the
Zodiac?"' Neale llke every one else
at that time had read a good deal
of KipHng, although he was vague
as to Emerson,

He took down Volume I, and
opened to the first page.

“But thought is always prior to
the fact: all the facts of history pre
exist in the mind as laws."

“pretty rough sledding!'" thought
Neale, “had as Butler.”

He turned over n page. Hix eyve
was struck by a thick black pencil
mark along the margin; a passage
that had interested somehbody. Neale
read, "I have no expectation thal
any man will read history aright,
who thinks that what was done in
a remote age, by men whose names
have resounded far, has any deeper
sense than what he is doing today.”

An idea knocked at Neale's head
He looked up from the bhook to take
it in. It echoed and re-echoed in his
brain, the first idea about history
which had ever penetrated to fertilize
that facts piled up by Hadley, Gee!
there was something to that! Neale
began to walk around it speculatively.
Wonder If that's true? Sounds good.

Were there perhaps more passages
marked? He turned over the pages
again and came on another of the
black pencil lines in the margin,

“When a thought of Plato becomes
a thought to me—when a truth that
fired the soul of Pindar fires mines,
time is no more.”

“Pime is no more . . ." The
grandeur of those four words un-
rolledl a great scroll from before
Neale's eves,

Say, who was it who had marked
thege places, anyhow? Who was it,
who, before Neale, had sat In this
low-ceilinged room and had caught
that glimpse of timeless Infinity?
Neale turned back to the fly leaf and
found in a familiar handwriting,
“Daniel W. Crittenden, Willlams
ARTE."

Why, that was father!

Neale stared at the name. Coiild
it be father? Yes, he had gone 10
Williams and although 1876 was in
credibly long ago, that might have
been father's class. And fhis was
father's room! He looked about him,
astonished,

For the first time in his lifa it
occurred to Neale that his father had
not always heen a father and a suc-
eessful, conservative business man of
forty-something, but that long, long
agnlhn had also bheen a person,

The ideg-fnade Neale feel very shy
and queer as though through the
the pages of this chanece-found book
he were spving on the privacy of
that unsuspecting person. But all the
same, it was too strange that father
should have , . . what else had
he marked? Intensely curious, Neale
turned the pages over. What else
had struck the fancy of that young
man, o many vears ago, before he
dreamed that he was to be a busi
ness man and a father. It was like
looking straight Into some one's
heart; the first time Neale had ever
dreamed of such a thing.

Thers they were, those glimpsea of
what had fed hiz father's spirit. Neale
read them becaise they were
marked. Some he understood, others

A he only feit.

“In every work of genius we recog.
nize our own rejected thoughts; they
come back to us with a certain
alienated majesty.”

“There I8 a time in every man's
erducation when he arrives at the con
vietion that he must take himgelf for
hetter, for worse, as his portion; that
though the wide universe is full of
good, no kernel of nourishing corn
can eoma to him but through his toil
hestowed on that plot of ground
which is given to him to tH1."

“life only avalls, not having
lved." Good enough!

“For every stole was n stole, but In
Christendom, where & the Christian?
every word underiined in ink

“¢eime and punishment grow oul
of one stem, Punishment s a fruit
that unsuspected ripens within. the
flower ,of pleasure which concealed

f it. On the margin the note wae,

' wppge, thing of B, B “Wonder
who E. B. was,'" thought Neale, “but
the old man's right."”

Ah, this is bully! “Life {tself is
A bubble and a skepticism, and a
sleep within a sleep. Grant it, and as
much mora as they will . . . hut
thou, God's darling, heed thy private
dream:; thou wilt not be missed in
the scorning and ekepticism; there
are enough of them - el

Why, this was not marked! The
old man must have been asieep at
the switch.

Neale stopped turning the pages
and Jjumplng from one  marked
passage to another, He began tn
read for himself, a deep virbation
within answering the organ note
wh'sh throbbed up at him out of the
page.

il he mald te himaelf, after
n long, abmorbed sllence, “this is
my meat."”

There wan a good place on top of
the plate beam of the mill, dry and
mafe. Onpe morning hefore grand
father and Bl eame down to work
Noale climbed up to this, dusted i
clean of the litter of n eentury or
more and put the three wvolumes
there, Whenever the water gol low,
and the hut down, nod 81 went

(Continued From Yesterday.)

off to oill the bharpess and grand

father to have a visit with grand- &
mother in the kitchen, Neale clam- It
bered up and clinging with one hand,
reached in and took out a volume . .
any one of the three. From there
to the top of the highest Jumber pile
outside, in the clean sunlight,

The pungent smell of the newly-
sawed wood, the purifying wind,
wide space about him, solitude, si-
lence, and this deep, strong volce,
purifying, untroubled, speaking to
him in a language which was his
own, although he had not vnown fit,

“Today Shall be the Same as

March, 1002,

Flora Allen found she was not fol-
lowing the words on the page, and
let the hoog slowly fall shut. As it
lay there among her hair brushes
and cold-cream pot, she looked at it
with a listless distaste. How sick
she was of reading instructive books!
She never wanted to see another! She
turned sideways in her chalr with
tha gesture of a person about to
stand up, but the motive power was
not enough, and she continued to sit,
one irm hanging over the back of
her chair. Why get up? Why do
anything more than anything else?

How horribly lonely she was! How
horribly empty her room was!

The emptiness echoed in her ears.
It was an echo she often heard. She
always heard it more or less. She told
herself that it was like the emptiness
of a long stone corridor along which
she seemed to be always hurrying,
hoping to come to a door that would
let her out into life—the warm,
quivering 1life that other people—
women in books for instance—seemed
to have,

Now she was tired, She had almost
worn hervself out in the long flight
down the empty passagewav that led
froon hirth to death. 8ha began
dreadfully to fear that she would
never find a door. Wherever she
thought she saw one ajar, it was
slammed in her face,

Looking back, how she envied her
earlier rebellious unhappy melf,
bright with the animation of her
najve hatred for Belton and Ameri-
ca; quivering with her aspiring ery
of “Europe” and “culture!” She had
been married almost 168 years—was
it possible! A life time. A life time
filled with nothing. A life time spent
between Belton and Bayonne! Oh,
It wasn't fair! She had never had a
chance—never! And soon it would be
ton late for her chance!

How hideously fate always diserimi-
nated against her. She was alwaye
thrown in the dreariest places with
the dreariest dead-and-alive people,
flat and Insipid and tiresome.

(Continued in the Morning Bee.)

Two Clubs After
. Butler’s Scalp

Council Refers Resolutions||
Seeking Police Head's Re-
moval to Mayor Dahlman.

Resolutions of two Omaha improve-
ment clubs, asking the removal of
Dan Butley from the commissioner-
ship of the oolice department, were
read at city council meeting yester-
day morning.

They weres referred to Mayvor Dahl-
man for investigation.

The resolytions came from the
Bohemian-American Immprovement
club, 1245 South Thirteenth street,
and the Tenth Ward Improvement
club. They charged the use of the
police department *“for private and
political purposes” and condition of
“utter demoralization’ in the depart-
ment,

“I'li not act hastily on the matter,"”
sild the mayor. “At the present time
it is not in my mind to remove But-
ler from the police department., But
it will he necessary to investigate
the charges."

“It's gang stuff, and to he expected,”
was Butler's comment.

Diplomatic Tension Over
Ship Liquor Lessened|!;

By Internationnl News Service,

Washington, July 2.—Diplomatic
tension over the enforcement of
Amerlcan prohibition Jlaws against
foreign ships was considerably re-||
lieved today when the State and]||
Treasury departments were advised
through consular channels that prac- ||
tieally all forelgn ship lines have de-
cided to stop loading beverage liquor
under seal for the homeward voyage.

Manchester s the dominating fn- ||
dustrial city of the Britlsh empire, |
In its congested area there are 9,000,
00y people within a radius of 60 miles,

Dental
Comfort—

HERE ARE two
kinds of dental
comfort—

One, while the work s

done—the other
the utislution:«ffhav-
ing smoot ectly
finished , the kind
that feels good and
LASTS.

You Get Both
Kinds Here! \

With Twilight Sleep
“for the teeth”, we put
the teeth to sleep, and
while we work there is
no hurt, \

Moreover, because there
are no interruptions, no
discomfort, we can do
more perfect, and satis-
factor dental work
than otherwise pos-
sible.

(-

“You Above All Must Be
Satiafied"

Mc KENNEY DENTISTS |3
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Thursday, July 5th, We Launch Our 25th Semi-

Halt-Price
SALE &

Involving Without Exception
Our Entire Stocks of

Coats -Wraps
Capes - Suits
and Dresses

This great semi-annual invitation is eagerly awaited by
thousands of patrons of this store; it is their bonafide
cue that the most extraordinary values of the entire
season are now to be enjoyed.

An event which stands first in importance
amongst all local apparel retarling

Herzberg apparel, first in quality
and style at all times; and now,
without reservation, you may se-
lect any two garments for the

price of one.

Figure your own savings. All
original price tags remain on the
garments. At Herzberg’s, women
know that half price means just
one-half the marked price.

Take your choice of these stocks and pay but

The beauty of the gar-
ments involved, the
magnitude of selections,
and the daringlv low
regular prices which
have prevailed this sea-
son, make this Our
Greatest Half Price Sale

Plan an early attendance--it is to your interest

Starting Thursday

A Close-Out of All
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Complete
Satisfaction
Guaranteed
With Every
Purchase
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MILLINERY

Hats of extreme beauty,
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Hats which expresa the last word in style.
from which to choose. Hats for every occasion, in every color and shape.

L

Hundreds

This
is easily the outstanding Millinery event of the year. Every reduction of One-Half
is based on our extremely low regular prices,

“ : "’J’TVLE WITHOUT EXTRAVAGANCE”
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