THE BEMI.WEEKLY TRIBU
- ——

NE, NORTH PLATTE, NEBRASKA.

The Real Adventure

By Henry Kitchell Webster

Copyigimt 1916, Bobbs-Merrill Co.,

COMES THE GREAT EVENT IN ROSE ALDRICH'S LIFE, THE PROSPECT
SHE REALIZES THAT WOMAN'S FINEST PROFESSION IS MOTHERHOOD—BUT

PLANS GO SADLY AWRY

OF A BABY, AND
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eation,

this same problem.

CHAPTER X|-—Continued.
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But she went steadlly on. “You
were nlwnys so dear about It. Hut
tonight—oh, Rodney . . " Her

sllly, ragged volea choked there and
stopped, nnd the tears brimmed up
and spllled downm her cheeks, Dot
she kept her face stoadfastly turned
to his,

“I'hat's what I sald sbout being
married and not sowlog wild oats, I
suppose,” he sald glumly. "It wane a
Joke. Do you suppose I'd have sald It
if I meant 1£7"

“It wasn't only that" she munnged
to go on, "It was the way they looked
at the house; the way you apologized
for my dress; the way you looked
when you tried to get out of nnawer-
ing Barry Lake's questions about
what you were doing. Oh, how 1
desplsed myself! And how [ knew
you mnd they must be desplsing me!"”

“The one thing I felt about you ali
the evening,” he sald, with the pa-
tience that mnarks the last stage of
exasperation, “was pride, I was rath.
ar craglly ,proud of you'

“As my lover you were proud of
me,"” she sald. “But the other man—
the man that's more truly you—was
ashamed, as I wns nshamed. Oh, It
doesn't matter! Belog ashamed won't
nccomplish anythiog, But what we'll
do 18 golng to accomplish something."”

“What do you mean to do?" he
asked,

“I want you to tell me first" she
sald, “how much money we have, and
how much we've been spending.”

“I don't know,"” he sald stubbornly.
“I don't know exactly”

“You've pot enough, haven't you,
of your own . . . I mean, there's
enough that comes In every yenr, to
live on, If you didn't earn a cont by
practicing law? Well, what I want
to do, is to live on that. [ want to
live, however and wherever we have
to—to live on that—out in the suburbs

*TL.ats

Why | Wanted to Decide
Things Tonight"

somowhere, or ln a flat, so that you
will be free; and I can work—be some
sort of help”

*You easn wash the dishes and serub
the floors,” he supplemented, “and I
ean caftry my lunch to the office with
me lo n little tin box.” He looked ot
his walch, “And now that the thing's
reduced to an absurdity, let's go to
bed. It's getting along toward two
o'elock.”

“You don't have to get to the oMoce
fill nine tomorrow morning" sald
‘Rose, “And I want to talk it out
mow. And I don't think I sald any-
thing that was absurd."”

“I shouldn‘'t have called it absurd,” |

¥

admitted after a rather long si-
“But It's exaggerated and vo-
Next October, when the
house runs out, we cun
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Rodney feels much the same way hituself.
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SYNOPSIS—Rose SBtanton murries Rodney Aldrich, a rich young lawyer, after a brief courtship, and in-
stantly is tnken up by Chlcugo's exclusive soclul set and made n part of the gay whirl of the rich folk.
all new to the girl, and for the lirst few months she I8 charmed with the life,
she I8 living a useless existence, that she s n socinl butterfly, a mere ormament in her husband’'s home.
longs to Ao something useful and to have the opportunity to employ her mind and utilize her talent and edu-
He thinks he ought to potter around In soclety just to
please his wife, when In reality he'd rather be giving his nights to study or soclal service of some sort.
try to reach an understanding, following the visit of two New York friends, who have worked out satisfactorily

It 1s
And then she comes to feel that
Rose
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lying slack in her lap, all as If she
hndn‘t heard. The loog silence Irked
him. He pulled out his wateh, looked
! at it, and began winding it. He mend-
j ¢d the fire so that it would be safe
for the night; bolted a window. Ey-
ery minute or two he stole a look at
her, but she was always Just the
same. Except for the faint rise and
fall of her bosom, she might have
beema a plcture, not a woman,

At last he sald agaln, “"Come along,
Rose dear.”

“It'Il be too late in October,” she
sald, "That's why 1 wanted to de-
clde things tonight. Because we must
begin right away.,” Then she looked
up into his face. “It will be too late In
October,"” she repeated, “unless we be-
gin now."

The deep, tense seriousness of her
volee and her look arrested his full
attention, a

“Why?" he asked. And then, “Rose,
what do you mean?”

“We're golng to have a baby in
October,” she sald.

CHAPTER XIli,

The Door That Was to Open.

What a sllly little ldiot she'd been
not to have seen the thing for her-
self! Bhe'd been, all the while, beat-
ing her head against blind walls when
there was a door there waitlng to
open of Itself when the time came.
Motherhood! There'd be a doctor
and a nurse at first, of course, but
presently they'd go away and she'd
be left with a baby. Her own baby!
fhe conld care for him with her own
hands, feed him—her joy reached an
ecstasy at this—from her own breast,

That life which Rodney led apart
from her, the life into which she had
tried with such ludlerous unsuccess
to effect an entrance, was nothing to
this new life which was to open before
her in a few short months now, Mean-
while, she not only must wait—
she could well afford to.

That was why she could listen with
that untroubled smile of hers to the
terrible things that Rodnéy and
James Randolph and Barry Lake and
Jane got Into the way of hurling
neross her dinner table, and to the
more mildly expressed but equally
ulkaline cynlelsms of Jimmy Wallace,

Jimmy was dromatie critle on one
of the evening papers as well as a bit
of a playwright. He wasg a slim, cool,
smiling, highly sophisticated young
man, who renounced all privileges as
on interpreter of life in favor of re-
malning an unbinsed observer of It
He never bothered to speculate aboui
what you ought to do—he walted to
see what you did.

Well, in the light of the miraculous
trunsformation that lay before her,
Rose could lsten undaunted to the
tough plilogsophizings her husband and
Barry Lake dellghted In as well as to
the mordant merclless realities with
which Doctor Randolph and Jimmy
Wallnce confirmed them. Bhe wasn't
indifferent to It all.

“Jim's pretty welrd when he gets
golng,"” Eleanor Raudolph sald to Fred-
eriea, on the next duy after they had
been dining at the Aldriches', “but that
Barry Lake has g sort of surgical way
of discussing just anything, and his
wife's as bad,

“We never got off women all the
evening. Barry Lake had thelr his-
tory down from the early Egsptinos,
and Jim got off a string of patholog-
feal freaks. And then RoAney came
out strong for economic independence,
only with his own gueer angle on it,
of course. He thought it would be &
fine thing, but it wouldn't happen un-
til the men Insisted on it, When a
girl wasn't regarded as marriageable
unless she had besn trained tg a trade
or & profession, then things would be-
gin to happen. I think he meant It,
too,

“Well, nnd all the while there sat
Rose, taking It all In with those big
eyes of hers, smiling to herself now
and then; saying things, too, some-
times, that were pretty good, though
 nobody but Jimmy seemed to under-
stond, always, just what she meant
They've talked before, those two. But
she wans no more embarrassed than
us If we'd been talklng embroldory
stitches.”

So far as externnls went, her lifs,
that spring, was lmmensely simplifipd.
The soc'ul demands upon her, which
had been w0 losistent all winter,
stoppsd  plmost automatically,. The

exception was the Junlor League show
in Easter week, for which she put In
quite a lot of work., She was to have
danced in It.

This Is an annual entertainment
by which Chicago sets great store. All

the smartest and best-looking of the |

younger sct take part In It, In cos-

tumes that wonld do eredit to a chorus |

dresser, and a8 much of Chicago as
is willing and able to pay five dollars
a seat for the privilege s welcome
to come and look, Delirlous weeks
are spent In rehearsal, under a first-
cluss professional director; audience
and performera have an equally good
time, and Charity, as residuary lega-
tee, profits by thousands.

Rose dropped In at a rehearsal one
day at the end of a solid two hours
of committee work, found It unexpect-
edly amusing, and made a point, there-
after, of attending when she could
Her interest was helghtened, If not
wholly actuated, by some things Jim-
my Wallace had been telling her late.
ly about how such things were done
on the real stage.

He hnd written a musical comedy
once, lived t@roufh t%e roduction of
it, and had spent a Er%—&ﬁiéﬁ'th‘n
weeks' “vacation trouping with it on
the road, so he could speak with au-
thority. It was a wonderful Odysse)
when you could get him to tell it,
and as Rose made a good audience,
she got the whole thing at her dinner
table. .

The thing got a soclological twist
eventually, of course, when Jane want-
ed to know If It were true that the
chorus girls recelved Inadequate pay.
Jlinmy demolished this with more
wrath than he often showed, He didn't
know any other sort of job that pald
a totally untralvped girl as well., It
took a really accomplished stenogra-
pher, for instance, to earn as much a
week as was pald the average chorus
girl. The trouble was that the Indis-
pensable mssets In the buslness wore
not character fnd intelligonce nnd am-
bition, but just personal charms.

“But a girl who's serious about It
who doesn't have to be told the same
thing more than once, and catches on,
sometimes, without being told at all,
why, she can always have a job and
she can be as Independent as any<
body. She can get twenty-five dollars
a week or even as high as thirty.”

The latter part of this conversation
was what she was to remember after-
ward, but the thing that Impressed
Itose at the time, and that held her
for hours looking on at the League
show rehearsals, was what Jimmy had
told her about the technical side of
the work of production, the labors of
the director, and so on.

As the weeks and months wore away,
nnd as the season of violent alter-
nations between summer and winter,
which the Chicagoan calls spring,
gave place to summer (tself, Rosé
was driven to intrench herself more
and more deeply behind this great
expectation, It was like a dam hold-
Ing back wanters that otherwise would
have rushed down upon her and swapt
her away,

And then came Harrle®, Rodney's
other sister, and the pressure behind
the dam rose higher.

Rosg had tried, rather unsuccess-
fully, to realize that there was actu-
ally In existence another woman who
occupled, by blood anyway, the same
position toward Rodoey aod herself
that Frederica did. Bhe felt anlmost
like & real sister toward Fredeviea.
But without quite putting the notion
into words, she hand always felt it
was just as well that Farriet was an
Italian contessa, four thousand miles
away,
of her affectionately, to be sure, but
thelr referepces made a pleture of a
rather formidably correct, serlously
aristocratic sort of person.

She'd discovered, aloog In the wins
ter sometime, that Harrlet's afalrs
were golng rather badly, It was ulong
in May that the cnble came to Frede-
rica announcing that Harrlet was com-
ing back for a long visit. “That's all
she sald” Rodoney explalned to Rose.
“But I suppose It means the Hnish,
She sald she dido't want any fuss
made, but she hinted she'd ke o have
Freddy meet her in New York, wund
Freddy's golng. Poor old Harrlet! We
must try te cheer her up.”

She didn't seem much In need of
cheering up, Rose thought, when they
first met. Al that showed on the con-
tossa's Wighly pelished surface was &

divposition te talk humeorously over

old times with her old friends, In-
cluding her brother and sister, nnd a
sort of dismayed acquiescence In the

smoky serlousness, the Inadequate
| civilization, of the elty of her birth,

Townrd Rose herself, the contessn
was, ene might say, studiously affec-
| tlonate, She avolded belng either dis-
ngréeahle or patronlzing. Rose could
see, Indeed, how she avoided It

About this time the question where
Rose and Rodney were golng to live
| nfter their lense on the McCrea house
ended, had begun to pross for an an-
swer, October first was when the
lense expired, and it wasn't far from
| the date at which they expected the
baby. They spent some lovely after-
noons during the days of the emerg-
ing mpring, cruising about looking at
possible places.

This was the situation when Har
riet took a hand in it. It was a situa-
tioh made te order for Harrlet to
take a hand In. She'd sized It up at
a glance, mdde up her mind In three

minutes what was the sepsible thing |

for them to do, written a note to
Florence McCrea in Paris, and then
bided her opportunity to put her idea
into effect. To her Hose was simply a
| well-meaning, somewhat inadequately

1

She Stared, Bewildered.

clvilized young person, the beneflelary,
through her marringe with Rodney, of
u plece of nnmerited good fortune.

When she got Florence MeCrea's
answer to her letter, she took the
first occaslon to get Rodney off by
himself and talk a little common
sense Into him.

“What about where to live, Rod-
ney?' she asked. “Made up your
mind about It yet? It Is time someone
with a little common sense straight-
ened you out about this."

Harriet couldn't be sure from the
length of tlme he took seelng that
his pipe was properly lighted, wheth-
er he altogether liked this method of
approach or not.

“Common sense always was a sort
of speclalty of yours, sis,” he sald at
lnst, "“and stralghtenlng out. You
were always pretty good st it." Then
out of n cloud of his own smoke,
“Fire awny."

“Well, In the first place,” she sald,
“If you had your house today you'd be
lucky If the paint was dry and the
thing wns fit to move into by the first
of September™

“But we've got to get out of here,
anyway, in October. And that means
we've got to have some sort of Place
to get into. It Is an awkward time,
'l udmit.”

“No, you haven't,” she said. “You
iean stay right here another six
imunlhs. if you llke, I've heard from
! Floronce. When I found how things
i stood here, I wrote and asked her if
she'd lense for six months more If
she got the chance, and she wrote back
and slmply grabbed at it

Rodney smoked half way through
his pipe before he made any comment
on this suggestion. *“I'his house {sn't

just what we wanot,” he sald. “In the
first place, IU's expensive.”
Harriet shrugged her shoulders,

picked up one of Florence's poetry
books nnd eyed the heavily tooled bind-
ing with u satirical smile before she
* replied.

“I'd an ldea there was that In IL"
she sald at last. “Freddy said some-
thing. . . Rose had been talking
to her.” Then, after another littie
sllence and with a sudden access of
vehemence: “You don't want to go
yapd do a regular fool thing, Roddy.

Rodney and Frederies spoke@You're getting on pertectly splendid-

ly. But If you pull up sxd go to live in
a barn somewhere and stop seelng any-
body—people that count, I mean—"

Rodney grunted. *“You're beyond
your depth, sis,” he sald. *“Come back
where you don't have to swim., The
expense lsn't a capital conslderation,
I'll admit that. Now go on from
there,"

“That's Uke old times" she ob-
served with a not ill-humored grim-
ace. “I wonder if you talk to Rose
like that, Ob, I know the house Is
rather solemn and absurd. ICs ¥ior-
ence herself all over, that's the size
of It. But what does that matter for
six months more?™ y

He pocketed his plpe and got up
out of his chair. -

“Thera's something In It," he ad-
mitted. *T'Ul think it over."

“Hetter cable Florence as s00n A4
you can'” she gdylged.

Ilose protested when the pian for
living six months more 4n Florence
MeCrea's house was bronched to her,
She mMile the best fight ghe could
But Harriet's arguments, re-stated
now by Bodney with full conviction,

were too much for her. When she
broke down and eried, as she couldn’t
Lelp doirg, Rodney soothed and com-

forted her, assured her that this no-
tlon of hers nbout the expensiveness
of It all, was just a notion, which
she must struggle against as best
she conld, Bhe'd see things in a truer

proportion afterward,
-
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Yery fine and small and weak, Rose
Stanton, lying In a bed with people
nbout her, Ia her eyes fall heavily
shut lest they should want her to speak
or think, . Then, for a loong time,
nothing. Then presently, a hand, a
firm, powerful hand, that picked wup
her heavy, limp wrist and two sensl
tive finger<tips that rested lightly on
the upper surface of It. After that,
an even, mensured volece—na vglce of
nuthority, whose words no doubt made
sense, only Rose was too tired to think
what the sense was:

“That's a splendid pulse. Bhe's do-
Ing the best thing she can, sleeplng
like that.”

And then another voice, utterly un-
llke Rodnoey's and yet unmistakably
his—na ragged volce that tried to talk
in & whisper but couldo't manage it

—broke gueerly. A
“That's all right,” it said. “But I'l
find It easier to belleve when—"
She must see him—must know

what it meant that he should talk
like that, With a strong physical ef-
fort, she opened her eyes and tried
to speak hils naome, She couldn't; but
someone must hnve been watching and
have seen, becnuse a woman's volce
sald quickly and quietly “Mr. Aldrich"

And the next moment, vast and tow-
ering and very blurred in outline, but,
like his volce, unmistakably, was
Rodney—her own big, strong Rodney.
She tried to hold her arms up to him,
but of course she couldn't.

And then he shortened suddenly
He had knelt down beside her bed,
that was it. And she felt upon her
palm the pressure of his lips, and his
unshaven cheek, and on her wrist a
warm wetness that must be—tears.

And then she knew. The urgency
of a sndden terror gave her her volce,

“Roddy,"” she said, “there was go
Ing to be a—baby, Isn't there?”

Something queerly like a Iaugh
broke his vol¢e when he answered,
“Oh, you darling! Yes, It's all right.

That lsn't why I'm erying. It's just
because I'm so happy.” h
“But the baby!" she persisted

“Why isn't It here?"

Rodney turned and spoke to some-
one else, “Bhe wants to see,” he
sald. “May she?' -

And then a woman's volde (why,
it was the nurse, of course! Miss
Harrls, who had come last night) sald
in an indulgent, soothing tone: “Why,
surely she may. Walt just a minute.”

But the walt seemed hours. Why
didn’t they bring the baby—her baby?
There! Miss Harrls was coming at
last, with a queer, bulky, shapeless
bundle. Rodney stepped In between
and cut off the view, but only to slide
an arm under mattress and plllow
and raise her a little so that she could
see, L

And then, under her eyes, dark red
and halry sgainst the whiteness of the
pillow, were two small heads—two
small, shapeless masses leading away
from them, twitching, squirming. She
stared, bewlldered.

“There were twins, Rose," she heard
Rodney explalning triumphantly, but
atill with something that wasa't quite
a laugh, “a boy and a girl. They're
perfectly splendid. One welghs seven
pounds and the other six."

Her eyes widened and -she looked
up Into his face so that the pitifal
bewllderment In hers was revealed to
him.,

“But the baby,” she said. Her wide
eyes fillled with tears and her volce
broke weakly, "I wunted a baby."”

“You've got a baby,"” he insisted,
and now lnughed outright, “There are
two of them. Don't you understand,
dear?”

Her eyes drooped shut,
tears came
lashes,
begged.
she whispered:
not those."

Rodney started to speak, but some
gort of admonitory signal from the
nurse sllenced him,

Thé nurae went away with her bun-
dle, and Rodoey stayed stroking
Rose's llmp hand,

In the dark, ever so much later,
she awoke, stirred a little restlessly,
and the nurse, from her cot, came
quickly and stood beside her bed. Bhe
had something In her hands for Rose
to drink and Rose drank It dutifully.

“Is there anything else?' the nurse
asked.

“I just want to know," Rose sald;
“have 1 been dreaming, or is it true?
1z there s baby, or are there twins®

“T'wins, to be sure,” sald the nursg
cheerfully. “The loveliest, lveliem
little palr you ever saw."

“Thank youn" sald Rose., *“I just
wanted to know."”

She shut her eyes and pretended
to go to sleep. But she dldn't. It was
true then, Her miracle, it seemed
somehow, had gone ludicrously awry.

but the
welllng out anlong her
“Please take them away,” she
And then, with a little sob,
“I wanted a baby,

Knowing that they have plenty
of money to ralse twins properly,
why should Rose resent the fact

that she has been presented with
two bables Instead of one?

Now that prices are
high it is more than ever
important that you give
careful consideration to
the roof ¥ou are going to

put on. You can save real
money and get a better
roof by using

ICertaimtgt_l_

Roofing

Thru quality and sheer merit as
a roofing material CERTAIN-
TEED is now being used as the
preferable type of roofing for
sky-scrapers, factories, hotels,
stores, warchouses, garages, farm
buildings, etc., where durability
i8 necessary.

It is economical to buy, inex-
pensive to lay and costs practi-
cally nothing to maintain. It is
weather-tight, light weight,clean,
sanitary and fire.retardent. It is
guaranteed for 5, 10 or 15 years
according to thickness (1, 2 or
3 ply).
Certain-teed Slate-Surfaced

Asphalt Shingles
are stipplanting wood and slate shingles
for residences. They cost less, are
ust as good | wear better, won't
| off, buckle or split. They are fire-
retardent and do not have to be
painted or stained.

Certain-teed Paints and Varnishes

The name CER-
TAIN-TEED on a

cnrhof int or var-
18 the same guoe-

antee of quality and
satisfac-

tion it is on a roll
of roofing or a
bundle of shingles.
Made for all uses
and in all colors.

Certain-teed
Products Corporation

Sales Offices: New York. Chicago, Philadelphia
St. Louls, Boston, Cleveland, Plisburgh, Detroit
Buffale, San Franci M k Cilncinnat,
New Orlesns, Los Angeles, Minnespolis, Kansas
City, Seanle, Indianapolia, Atanta, Richmond,
Grand Rapids, Mmbrille, Salt Lake Cly, Des
Molnes, Houston, Dufith, London, Sydney, Havana
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MONEY LENDER PITIED POOR

Chiness Shylock In Manchuria Gave
Annual Sum for Relief Work to
Relieve His Consaclence.

A wealthy Chinese money lender In
Manchurin was recently convicted of
making false declaration regarding
robberies of his caravans by Mougollan
bandits. His consclence troubled him
to such an extent thaf he offered to
contribute an annual sum of §750 for
the rellef of the poor, East and West
snys, This money was made the basis
of a fund for feeding the helpless at
Kungchuling.

Manchuria s terribly poor, desplte
the mineral and agricultural riches ex-
trancted from Its soll and rocks, all of
which products are shipped abroad.
There are probably thousands of Indus-
trious pnatlves unanble, by unremitting
toll, to earn more {han a menger liv-
Ing.
are added the ravages of bandits and
the evils of misgovernment, such ns
now prevalls in many parts of China,
ahject poverty and starvation must be
the lot of the people who, In the best
of times, are only holf fed.

A Family Secret,
“My dad could whip your dad with
one hand tied behind him"

“Shucks! My dnd could whip your
dad with both hands tled behind him."

“He couldn't "

“He cosld 1"

“How could he? He couldn't do
nothing ‘ecgpt butt my dad”

“'I‘hnt's%sl it. My mother snys my
dad has the hardest head of any man
she ever knew."

A Teetotal Loss.

Mrs. Clubb--This articie says that
the reputation of the colonlsts for obe-
dience went overboard at the Beston
ten party.

Mr. Clubb—Yes, and n lot of other
reputations have gone overboard at
tea partles since.—Jundge.

Many a man able to speak six lan
gunges never thinks of anyrthing worth
saying,

‘OUR
GROCER
TOLD ME”

. \fter folks taste
(3 Post Toasties
theyv dont like

common ¢eorn flakes
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When to thelr natural difficulties
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