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L] J o, cun Ameri
south, Hves Wﬂﬂ his i‘nl:ﬂentl in l!n In:
1Hill, & village near New York city. e In
wctive In all kinds of outdoor » wnil
nt 23 l‘ grudunted from Columbia univer-
sity. In_ France, Marise _Allen, about
Senle's e, lives with her American par-
ents In the home of Anna Etche n
French woman, Marlse's father is Eorflln
business ent for an American firm,
deanne Amigorens Is an old French ser-
want in the Allen family. Marise studies
musie and French wins & prize in o
musieal contest. or her dies
ing her mlome with her father, ~
purents go to South Americn, After sev-
vrnl months his mother returns, while his
futher remalns there on_ business. Neale
is In love with Wentworth, whom
he met at college,
with & lurge lumber firm and gains rap
promotion, meanwhile Inmﬁ' plans  to
merry Martha as soon as Eua le, Marthn,
with nn outburst of emotion, tells Neale
that she does not want to marry him,
Nenle, wfter the first bitter pa of dis-
appointment,  calmly wsecepts Mariha's
views that they are unsuited to each
ather, Marths lenves with her father
for n year's sojourn in Berlin, where he
lu? h::l:‘ made exchange professor at the
unive ¥

For n long time after this he was
haunted by the recollection of that
scone, and especially by the sound of
thoze strange, shocking sobs. Some-
times they woke him up at night, as
hough it were a sound In the room.
fhey recurred to him at the most
nopportune moments, in a train, at
table, as ho undresged for the night
in a bedroom of a country hotel,

e wonld have given anything not
1o have heard them. He tried every:
thing to drown them out,

He turned agaln at this time to
Looks, and took down from the shelves,
volumes he had not looked at since

rallege, books of speculation, ab-
stract thought, history. He found
Gregg’'s marks in one or two and

wondered how Gregg was llking it
Lelng & professor out in California.
That was far away, and so was
tiregg. And 8o were the books. They

lngked different in his hand; remem-|

bered pages had not the same mes-
wige. He could not seem to put his
mind on them as he had. It wander-
el to other things. A long time since
he had trled to use his mind in that
way., He had had mighty little time
for reading abstract stuff.

Once, starting off on a trip sure to
le tiresome, with a long walt in the
lite evening at Hoosick Junction, he
rhanced to put into his valise a vol-
ume of Emerson. He read the news-
paper on the train up, the news, the
financial page, and what was going
on in the world of sports. But he
left the paper in the train, and as
he settled himself for the dreary walt

the dreary, dusty, empty station
he opened the Emerson. What were
some of those places he used to think
sa fina? “Society is a joint-
stock company in which the members
gree, for the bhetter securing of the
bread to each shareholder, to sur-
render the liberty and culture of the
cater. The virtuea in most request is
conformity. Self-reliance i{s ita aver-
«lon. It loves not realities and cre-
itors, but names and customs. Who-
s0 would be a man must be a non-
conformist. . . .

“The other terror that scares us
from self-trust is our consistency; a
reverence for our past act or word.

. But why should you keep your
head over your shoulder? Why drag
bout this corpse of your memory,
lest vou contradiet somewhat you
lmve stated in this or that public
Suppose vou should contra-
liet yourself; what then? It seems
to be a rule of wisdom . . . to bring
he past for judgment into the thou-
ind-eved present, and live ever In
new day. Leave your theory as
Joseph his coat in the hand of the
harlot, and flee!”

He slammed the book shut again.
1t made him feel as that confounded
had, stirred up, restless, un-
happy, ashamed. It was a volce from
nother sort of world, a voice that
he would rather not hear, because
there was nothing to be made of
what 1t sald. What eould you do
bout 1t? Neale detested stirring Up
lens about which there was nothing

place?

musle

be done. And he knew a great
al more now than he once had
hout the many, many things that
uld not be done,
He made an impatient rebellious
esture, Summoning? That was all
: well, But to what? To some-

thing better than he had, more worth
ille than he was? Well, what was
y Where could it be found?
vague high-sounding phrases
were easy enough to write, but what
ould in real 1ife?

yvou do about it
\What was the matter with what he
had?
Ha got up and walked restlessly

around the dreadful little room, help-
lves before Its bareness, A whistle
sounded down the track. He looked
his wateh, No, his train was not
e for half an hour yet. He went
the door and watched a through
freight roll past, noting the names
the cars as they flashed Into the
light from the station-agent's win-
—N. Y. Central, Pere Marquette,
Erie, Boston and Maine—
wa and groceries and hardware,
ructural-steel, cement—all the thou-
ind things needed every day to
ap the wheels of dally material life
all made, bought and sold,
shipped and handled by men lke him.
\Il necessary honest goods, all nec-
Ty honest work but that

uldn’t be all of life! The train
pounded off, the silence of the night
<loged in on him, and in that sllence

heard the echo of those appalling
. and the slam of the door. Queer
ing, human life was, wasn't it?
\s he filled +his pipe it eame to him
it once before he had felt the same
nching restlessness, so intense that
it was pain. That was the time when
had gone stale, He'd been put
out of the game, and had sat on the
side-lines eating his heart out. He
vas there again, gone stale, out of

| when wyon

the ganme,

He had the strength, he
had the then.  Why

=peed, mow as then. Why

was it he stood outside the game?
Other men were giving their souls to
it. Maybe he was a quitter, after
n_ll_ There had certalnly been quit-
ting or something the matter in his
relations with Martha how |
empty life was without Martha, . . .|

But he was mighty glad he wasn't BO*
Ing to marry her,

He was a fine specimen anvhow!

“Well now, well now,” he shook
himself together, “let’'s conslder all
this, What's the best thing to do
go stale and have a
slump?” Atking had showed him what
to do that other time. He had actual-
ly profited by it in the end, profited
iImmensely by being temporarily out
of the game, so that he could con-
glder and understand the real inward-
ness of what it was all about.

Why, perhaps that wag what he
nesded to do now, pull out for a
while, get away from the whole
thing, look at it from a dlstance, get
a line on what it was all about,

He rucked on his pipe, cocking his
head sidewise to look at the eeiling,
his hands deep in his pockets. There
was nothing to hinder his taking =
vear off. He had money enough. And
not a tle on earth to prevent his do-
Ing as he pleased. I1e'd lose his job,
of course, But he didn't geem to be
Just madly in love with his job any-
how. And there were other jobs.

“Well, by George, why not?"”

Where should he go? Anywhere
that wasn't the Iumber business.
There was the whole world, the round
globe hurtling through the infinite.
What in God's name was he doing n
Hooslck Junction?

There was England; and France;
and Italy; and after that, why, any-
whers again! Wherever he pleased
the FEast, China, and where
there were Malays and jungles. When
his money gave out, if he still want-
ed to stay on he could earn his liv-
ing as well there as here. “There!
That meant anywhere else. Any-
where else must be less dusty and
frowsy and empty than here,

Why under the sun had he not
thought of this before? Their damned
old labels do stick after all, But he
would soak them off!

His heart unfolded from its painful
tight compression, The way out?
Why had he been so long in seeing
it? The way out was to put on your
hat and go.

CHAPTER XXXVT,
I

Ashley, Vermont, May, 1004.
Horace Allen's cousin was aston-
Ished to the limit of astonishment
by the news, and criled out accus-
ingly, “"Why, 1 thought the other
time it was only becnuse Flora want-
ed to go. I thought you thought it

would put you on the wshelf alto-
gether, 1 thought you hated [t.”
Horaee considered Lhis, sitting
heavily on a bench whila Cousin
Hetty pruned a nearby rose bush,
rigorously Although she aid not
break in on his sillence with n,
“Well?" or, “Did you hear what 1
endd?” she made him quite aware

that she was relentlessly waiting for
his answer,

“Well, 1 aid,” he admitted finally,
“and 1 do yet, And it did put me on
the shelf. That's all I'm good for
now. ItU's because of my experience
in Bayonne they want me to take
charge of the Parls office.”

“You don’t have to go if they do,”
she poinied out; and this as she ex-
pected, brought out the real reason.

“Those four years in France have
gpolled me for a living here,” he sald
and awaited doggedly her inevitable
cry of amazement.,

“You!" Bhe stood up from her shorn
rose-bush, her huge shears in one
clumsily-gloved hand, a large thorned
spray in the other, "Well for good-
ness’ sake, how?"”

He was in no haste to answer this
elther, meditating rilently, the spring
#un pouring an incongruous flood of
golden young light on the sagging
heaviness of his milddle-aged face,
Cousin Hetty let himm alone again,
and went on with the ruthless snip!
clash! of her great shears.

When he rose again to the surface,
It was with a two-fold explanation.

“Everybody that's worth anything
over there has learned how to de his
Jjobh, No slap-dash business. And
there's plenty of cheap slave-labor.
You're waited on! You're made com-
fortable. You've heard people talk
of He charm of European life. What
they mean is cheap labor. There's
nothing more charming for the em-
ployer."”

“Welll" comented Cousin Hettly.
After a time ghe remarked, resolutely
gathering up the villainously prickly
shoots she had been cutting off, "I
thould think you'd he sort of asham-
ed of the slavedabor part of it. An
American!"

She was not one to hesitate, elther
to handle thorns herself, or to thrust
them upon others.

“Oh, T am,” admitted Marlse's fa-
ther casually, and then as though it
gave him a falnt amusement to shock
her, "1 forgot to mention their cook-
Ing and good wines."

She scorned to take any notice of
this, golng on, “And I should think,”
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New Autumn Dresses
Special August Prices
Minor Alterations Free
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The Baltimore & Ohio offers

vacation tours to Atlantic City,
New York, Jersey and New
England Coast Resorts, em-
bracing Washington and many
of the Lakes and Springs scat-
tered through the hills and val-
leys of Indiana, Pennsylvania,
Maryland and West Virginia.

The Circle Tours with their
wide choice of routes permit, if
desired, a sail on the Great
Lakes, an ocean voysge and
boat trips on the Hudson and
St. Lawrence Rivers,

The rail journey from Chicago
may be made a delightful ex-
perience by the use of the new

an all Pullman train (including
club car—observation library
car) which provides the maxi-
mum of comfort and conven-
ience in travel.

Our representative will assistin plan-
ning your trip.

L. G. Reynolds, Dist. Fr. & Pasa. Rep.

Room 807, Woodmen of the World Bldg.
Phone Atlantic 2400. Omaha, Neb.

“ The Baltimore € QOhio’Y)
*America’s £irst raitrood ® )
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she stayed her steps for a moment,
as she turned away to eartry the
pruned-off trash to the spot where
the spring bon-fire with ita exquisite
colls of blue smoka faintly dimmed
the exquisite clarity of the mountain
air, "1 should think that if you found
good workmanship such a tine thing,
you might try to do something to-
wards getting more of It In your own
ecountry, instead of just going off
where it grows already.”

“Oh, heavens! you don't see me try-
ing to ‘'make the world a better place
to live In,’ do you? What sort of

Harold-the-Uplifter do you take me
for?” he protested, with a yawn.

Cousin Hetty stepped off to the
smoldering bon-fire, threw her arm-
ful of rejected life on the flames,
and came back, her wasted elderly
face looking stern,

(Continued In The Morning Bee.)

Adele Garrison
“My Husband’s Love”

Is There Bomething Jim Wishes to
Tell Madge Alone?

1t was my flashlight whose rays
found Jim first, and though the light
from Katie's played upon his bound
figure but a few seconds later, I had
time to clap my hand over her mouth
and silence the terrified scream which
tore from her throat at the sight of
her husband.

“Keep quiet,” I muttered sternly.
“He isn't hurt, I''m sure, but you
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don’t know who may be near us'
“I. ba o goo she whispered
humbly, ““eef you shoost let me go

by my man.”

“Of course, silly.” I whispered back.
“Put out the Nashlight, keep
to me and don't utter a sound,”

“1 not breathe, me,” she promised
earnestly, and in the darkness, we
grouped our way toward Jim.

I fumbled first with the gag, and
found that It had been so carelessly
tied that its removal was an easy
thing.

“Don’t try to
little,” I warned in a whisper.
the stiffness wear away from you
mouth first. Katie, #apread your
coat gver Jim's hand and hold your
flashlight under It, so that I can see
what I'm doing.”

She obeyved me scrupulously, and
I set to work on the securely knotted
honds. It was a tedlous task, and
Katie's sense of deference was not
proof agalnst the feminine instinet
to say, ‘I told you so.”

“Maybe you wish now you had dot
beeg knife you make me put down—
no?—yee?" Bhe whispered slyly.

Jim saved me the admission 1
would have felt hound to make. From
his stiffened lips came the one word
explosively:

“Pocket!”

I grasped his meaning at once, but
it was severa] seconds afterward that
I realized he had almost shouted the

close

speak Jim, for a

"Leet

| word, taking no precaution aguinst,gave me n iden queer tha | |
| being overhenpd e that his excitement concerned |
“lwook In his pockets, Katle' 1 @ in goma manner, and that he was
sald quickly., 1 think he has a knife|on walting katin's temporary )
there.” #OnNUs v tell me about |t
“1 know ¢l she answered, hand | had no intentlon of wing |
ing mo the flashlight and rummaging | alsent ome time to « v, how-|
through the pocketa of her spouse. | evep Her anxlety for Jim's salely
“I beeg fool no tink of dot before. |alayed, she was ready to Indulge her |
Here eet s (‘Hj_l'n'l.l fed sonl with all the theills]
She held up her hand triumphant-|to be gleaned from the situation., |
Iv, and the next moment, with the “JTeom! Joem! she pleaded In a
ald of her ptrong teeth, had opened|giqaon swhisper. “Did dot hootlegger
the blade. Thut she did not hand the get avay?”
knife to me. “He sure did,” Jim replied in or
“You better hold coat and flash-|dinary tones, “clean as a whistle”
light, let me cut,” she sald uneasily “Hush-h!" Katle warned dramatieal-
but authoritatively., “I more used|ly. *“Maybe somebody hear.”
to knife like deen.” *The whole world can hear now,"”
“NYou are right, Katie,” I aszsented | Jim returned a hit despondently. “The
readily. Within a few peconds she|fellow's gone, and tha man—""
skillfully had cut the bonda confining He stopped short, went back labor-
Jim'a wrista and ankles, and with ously.
hoth of us helping him, he got up to “The feliow’s gone a long ways |
hia feet, staggered a bit and then by mnow, and there's nobody olue |
spoke, glowly ag s his wont, but with ! apring to hear, =o the 5 I .”.,-_,_.i
no marked effectd of the treatment whispering.” |
to which he had been subjected “The trooper didn’t poss u .}_!
“T'm all right,” he assured us, and | then?' 1 asked.
I knew by hils volee that he was Jlin was unconscionably long in an
gpeaking the truth. gwerlng, 1 thought
But there was a suppressed excita “Ye-08," he sanld at last, “but what's
ment in his tone, forelgn Indeed to}that?"”
stolid Jim, ard s } | . S— - |
indefinite In hiz manner as he moved The Italian departmsent of emigra- |
forward with haotle s wem v tfon has received 450,000 applications
his—she persisted in toe deiusion that|from Itallan citizens dosiving to eml-
he could not wallk without her ald—|grate to the United States.
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On a Paradise Isle

In Clexrwater Lake, Waconia, Minne.
soln, 20 mile from Jlinnespolis, s
lornti the

A reml home.like summer resort, away
from all nolse and traffice. Excellant
fishing with abundant black bais. Fine
bathing beach--Dancing, boating, tene

and horseshoe

EXCELLENT TABLE SERVED
FAMILY STYLE

RATES $350 $4.00 per day,

nis, eroguet

216,00 to $22.50 per week.
For folders and Omaha references write

J. W. ZEGLIN, Prop.

Waconm, Minn,

Loading car of household
goods for Chicago first
of next week. Car for

Los Angeles Aug. 15, If
interested phone Paul
Fleming, Terminal Ware-
house Co., JA 1504.

e

L.eave Chicago

1508 Farnam Street

CHICAGO 8:05 A. M.

WESTBOUND

Central Standard Time

5:30P. M. | 6:15P. M.
Arrive Omaha 7:00 A. M. |8:10 A. M.

Travel Bureau and Ticket Office

AT-lantic 5578 or 6831

30 Chicago
w» Limited

Lounge Car Train

Diner Serving Dinner and Breakfast ||
---Ready at 6:00 P. M. |

Burlington

Hillif:
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MAHA is unlike

when it comes to “The coal
St. Louis, Chicago,
Denver and Kansas City have coal
fields right at their “back door” ... Omaha’'s
coal all comes from far away points.

problem.”

Pennsylvania Anthracite,

Figure what this GREAT FREIGHT
BILL means to you. Omaha is a city

most cities

Last vear

of 200,000 people.

OmahaCoal Dealers Paid
$1,00.0004-Freight Last Year

If every person living in
Omaha were to pay their share of this freight
bill, a tax of more than $8.00 would have to be
made. The average family in Omaha consists
of four and a half persons to the family. At
this rate more than $36 of the average coal

bill each year goes to pay THE FREIGHT.

Freight is the biggest item in the
cost of Omaha’s fuel.
Omaha dealers paid more than a million and
a half dollars to bring Omaha'’s coal supply to
their vards for local distribution,

Omaha’s coal comes from nearly
every coal field in the country. We
use Pennsylvania Anthracites, Ar

L

tansas

Somi-;\nfhr;lcites. I1linois Soft Coals, western
fuels of all kinds. Picture if you will the dif-

The Freight on a Ton of Coal to Omaha Is Shown Below :

$8.95

Arkansas Semi-Anthracite, $4.25
Wyoming Coals, $4.97

Steam Coal,

Ilinois Soft Coal,
$2.61

They are being published

= ;:m;x:_:..::m..;mnmm“ S == ol

ference in the retail price of coal were these
coal fields located near at hand.

$3.71

THE ASSOCIATED RETAILERS OF OMAHA

Watch this series of COAL BULLETINS.
that you may become better posted on Omaha's COAL PROBLEM.
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