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Is the BEST to reach the
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= BLACK HILLS. 2=

Call at office for valuable
information.
A. S. FIELDING,
City Ticket Agt,.
117 So. 10th St., Lincoln, Neb.

THE ONLY DR
ROUTE 10 THE SOWT

Come and See Us
"oérur A&tn%rrr
TSP

CRESGENT  DINING  HALL,

1215 M Street.

Exocellent Menls
Best Servioce,

Chef Recently of Burlington Rute
Service. Mgs. J. Haskerr, Prop.
We want one

WANTED ¥ yent oue

each county to take orders for Nursery
stock, and are willing to plﬁ well for
g:m work. We agree to REPLACE
REE anything that dies from natural
causes.
We also have a choice lina of SEED
POTATOLS. Give us a trial.

THE HAWKS NURSERY COMPANY
Milwaukee, Wis,

See My New Dress?
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SALESMEN.

This is an Strong,

old dress, Sure,

but no one Fast,
knows i Beautiful
that, for and Cheap
its color is Diamend
new and Dyes
fresh. roc. should
and a few

stitches are
all it cost.

every |
household |

Dlamggi Dyes 10 cs.

R3IZ2MRI Pucnwy

A BELATED  CONSGIENE:

Mr. Reginald Norton was rarely
alone—principally, perhaps, because he
deiested solitude, His downtown office
swarmed with callers during the day,
and if, by any chance, he remained In
his apartments at night, the outer bell
rang on an average once every fiftren
minutes, His present lack of soclety
was due to his own carefully expressed
wish to that effect. To be plain, he
had retired to his den, after informing
his rolorcd man, Adonis, that he was
out, no matter who might call, and that
he was not to be disturbed on any ac-
count,

After carefully surveving his tall, be-
comingly 4r  'ng-gowned figure in a
long mirror. and casting an approving
glance around at the pictures and other
ornamental parphernalia of his hand-
somely appoint:d lounging room. Mr.
Reginald Ncrton sat himself down in a
low chair by a small table, on which
some delicate decanters and glasses re-
posed comfortably, and, sinking back
with a sigh of relief, slowly extracted
a small package of I=tters from the
breast pocket of his dressing gown.
Skimming them lightly through his
fingers in such a manner that the light
should fall upon their superscriptions,
he selected a larg> square envelope from
the bunch, and, extracting the letter
from within it, began to re-read it for
the fourth of fifth time within as many
hours.

The handwriting was large and mas-
culine, but the sheet's faint scent of
orris root betrayed its feminine author-
ship. Norton took a sip of cognae and
lighted a cigarette before scanning its
lines once more.

“You dear old boy"—so it ran—"of
courge I'll marry you. My only wonder
is that vou did not ask me ke‘ore. |
suspected vour intentions long ago, and
really thought vou were foolish to wait
20 long. You have surrendered to my
multifaricus charms at last, however,
and my vanity tells me that it was vour
diffidenes. and not lack of appreciatin
of that which you knew was yvours for
the asking, that caused you to hesitate
until the last minute.

“Of ccurse people will talk. They al-
ways will, no matter what one does.
Despite the fact that | am only twenty-
thrie, and not by any mean: hideous,
ithey will surely say yon married me
for my moniy. A girl with seven mil-
lions of her own is frizhtfully handi-
capped. People will never give her
credit for any attraction save that of
money.

“As for you, dear boy, I am very
pround of you, and [ am certain that
vyou, in your chilly, pessimistic way, are
rather fond of me. You have monev
enough of yeur own, you know, to keep
up appearances acceptably—why mus:
one always be talking of this dreadful
money question?—and with your good
looks and my rather comfortable for-
tune, we ought really to make a very
good combination, I think.

“Come and =ee me very,
and we will try and convince ourselves
that we have done wisly.

“MILDRED."

Norton laid the letter dewn carefully
and called “Adonis!” The negro boy,
whosa grotesqne hideouzne¢ss of feature
had caused his master to eagage him
at a much larger wage thar that nsually
paid to sueh servants, and had inspired
him to christen him with this strangely
contradictory nickname, glided into the
reom. “Adonis.” he went on, paszing
a £lim, jeweled hand over his brow after
the manner of a man who Is eadeavor-
ing to recollect something, “did 1 ord-r
vou to send some flowers this evening
to Miss Knightworthy?"

“You did, sir,” responded the

very soon,

boy,

{I‘lih great reapect. “l attended to it

myself, sir, and they went an hour ago,
from Thorley's—hyacinths and violets,
sir.”

“That is well,” sighed Norton, a little
wearily: “you may go, Adonis, and re-
member that | am not at home to any-
body.”

The black youth bowed profoundly
and withdrew, As the door closed be-
hind him, the man in the easy chair
tcok a long, deep breath, and drew
forth ¢ne of the other letters. It was
sowmewhat crumpled and looked as if it
had been handled a good deal. Norton's
1ong white fingers trembled slightly as
he held it up to the light.

The handwriting of this one was girl-
ish to the last degree. The characters
were pointed and faintly drawn, and
there were quesr litile twists to the
capitals, like those one sees in some
patient little schoolgirl’s copybook.

“Dearest Reggie,” it began, “I am
counting the days and nights until vou
are coming back. If you knew how
beautiful cverything looked, vou, who
love the countiy so much, would not
hesitate an hour. All the roses and the
lilaes are in bloom, and in the wornings
when the dew is cn them, they look so
beauti’ul and smeil so sweet. My pet
blackbird, too—the one I have tamed
and taught to know me—flies to my
window and picks up the crumbs |
have put there for him, and looks at
me with such saucy, cunning ¢ yes.

“Dear cld Aunt Martha, who, as you
know, is such a eross-pateh, and thinks
she has to scold just to show *ow much
she loves me, frowns when | mention
vour name, and tells me a dozen times
a day that you will never come back.
And [ laugh to mys~lf when her back
is turned, for [ wouldn't for the world
hurt her reelings, vou Kknow, and it
makes me so happy to feel certain—
yes, quite certain, Reggie—that you are
ccming very, very soon. You see, dear,
I think I could bear it if 1 knew that
something you could not help were go-
ing to keep you away fromm me; but if
I were #ver to know that you ~ould ever
be inteationally false o me—to me,
vour rosebud—it would quite kill ma.

“But you are not going to be bad
and wicked to me, are you my dear old
handsome, bcautiful Reggie? Do youn
know, [ take up your picture every
right before I go to bed and kiss its
lovely, severe old mouth and the dear
little bits of gray about the ears and the
temples, and then | say my prayvers
and 1 know that God blesses vou and
lecks after you: because [ ask him to,
so very tenderly and humbly.

“1 am not very old, dear, and not
very wise, but 1 do love yeu so, and oh,
Rezgie, I trust you. You are my own
brautiful, brave old sweetheart, and
sotie day, if yvou will l#t me, I shall try
to make you, oh, so happy'! Write to
me very soon, dearest, and tell me how
long it will be bhefore I may take you
into the cocl, beautiful woods again,
and show you the squirrels and the
vicleirs—yes, and introduce you to the
big. saucy blackbird. WBut this is much
too long a letter, and 1 will it
Good-night, dvar, and God bless vou:
and remember that wherever you are
and whatever may happen, [ shall al-
wavs love you. ROSEBUD.”

Mr. Reginald Norton coughed slight-
Iy once or twice and nassed his left
hand acress his eves as he lald the le:-
ter down. Then and pacad
ence or twice the length of the richly-
carpeted floor. Onee he# stopped in
front of the tall mirror and, shaking
his nervous fist at his own elsgant re-
flection, gave utterance 1o the one ex-
precsive monosyllable, “Beast.” As he
tock his seat and picked up another let-
ter, addressad in the same handwriting
as the last, but somewhat fresher in ap-
pearance, his bull terrier, an atrocious-
Iy ugly beas:, whos? ouly attractive
feature was his one luminous eye—ihe
other had been torm out in a fight—

close

he ro:»

pushed his hideous face into his hand
and squinted up at him appealingly. He
stroked the head of the dog gently as
he read:

“l am not golng to complain, Reg-
gie dear, but if vou knew how it hurt
me to walt and wailt for your letter that,
alas! never comes, I am sure you would
not be 20 unkind. Do you know the old
mall-carrier, a dear old fellow, with
wo Uy gro ¥ halr and scarcely any teeth,
locks at me g0 mournfully when hs
comes up to the gate where 1 am
sianding waiting for him. He must
know by this time how 1 live in the
hope of a letter, for he savs the same
thing each day: “Ah aln’t got nawthin’
this mawnin', Missy, but ah’ll hab a
letter tomorrow, shorely” He told me
this morning that | was looking thin
and ‘fady.” whatever that may mean,
and I guess Aunt Martha thinks I'm not
very well, for she insists that | shall go
to the mountains for a month or so.
But I won't go to the mountains—no,
nor anywhere—until ['ve heard some-
thing from you. Somstimes [ have
thought you might be ill, or away, only
I saw something in one of the papers
about your having made $100,000 jn
stocks or something, and [ think a per-
son must be very well, Indeed, to make
money as fast as that

“Dear, I am afraid it is very shock-
ing of me to keep on writing to yon
agnin and again, when vou do not send
me a word in reply. But I can’t help
it. I have to write, for at times [ feel
as if my heart would burst if I didn’t.
Dear old sweetheart, won't you be
good to me and tell me what it all
means”? You were very fond of your
little girl oner, you know. and you
can’t have forgotten—evervthing. I can-
not really doubt you, but sometimes, for
a minute, it seems as though 1 were
never to see you again, and when [ feel
g0, Reggie | want to die. Only a word
or two, but you mus! tell me the truth,
dear, frankly and fairly, because If 1
am to lose you, | had better know it
now. I think it will kill me if you tell
me that, but even that will be better
than the doubt that is slowly torturing
me to death., Tell me the truth, Reg-
gie, and I'll try to bear it as bravely
as | can: and whatever it may be, I
shall not have one word of reproach for
You made me o happy once that
I think I ~an forgive you—almost any-
thing. But write, write, write.

“ROSEBUD.™"

Norton laid this letivr down and sat
very still for =ome minutes, staring
straight at the opposite wall without
seeing it. His lips were compress=d and
his pallor had His dog
whined and pushed his head against
his master's knee, but this time he re-
ceived a kick for his pains. The man
then picked up the last letter of all. It
waa very short and was fresher in ap-
pearance than any of the others. He
read it slowly, stroking his chin reflec-
tively with his unoccupied hand as he
did so.

“You have broken my heart, my dear,
but I will bear it as bravely as | ean.
I promised | would not reproach vou,
and I will not. But I cannot help feel-
ing that it is a little unjust, What
have [ done that I should be tired of
life at my ag=? For | o
Reggie, that | cannot live without vou,
and that I do not coun death
Coines,

“Was it not rather a erue] l#tier you
sent me? Not
cnly cold, calm fac:s and advice,

YOIl

increased,

sSwWear vour,

are now

a word ef love or tender-
ness
How you must have changed, ol sweet-
heart! There was never such a lover as
you were, There = something in wmy
heart tells me it will not be for long.
and ch, how tired [ am’® | cannot slesp
at nigh!s any more. [ lie awake and
connt the stars that gleam through the
little window beside miy bed, and [ pray
and pray and pray tor you until the
tears choke me, You say we are never



