THE OLIVE BRANCH, a Continuation of the Broadus Independent

The Thirteenth

Commandment

DUANE AGAIN COMES TO RESCUE AS DAPHNE SEES HER
CHANCE TO BECOME A STAR SLIPPING AWAY.

Synopsis.—Clay Wimburn, a young New Yorker on a visit to Cleve-
land, meets pretty Daphne Kip, whose brother is in the same office with
Clay in Wall street, After a whirlwind courtship they become engaged.
Clay buys an engagement ring on credit and returns to New York.
Daphne agrees to an early marriage, and after extracting from her
money-worried father what she regards as a sufficient sum of money
for the purpose she goes to New York with her mother to buy her trous-
seau. Daphne's brother, Bayard, has just married and left for Europe

with his bride,
Bayard’s flat,

New York life.
greatly attracted to her.
penniless, except for his salary, Baynard and his wife return to New

Lella,

York unexpectedly.

Daphue and her mother install themselves in
Wimburn ietroduces Daphne and her mother to luxurious

Daphne meets Tom Duane, man-about-town, who seems
Daphne accidentally discovers that Clay is

The three women set out on a shopping excursion

and the two younger women buy expensive gowns, having them charged

to Bayard.
shead.
breaks her engagement with Clay.

Bayard is furjous over the expense, seeing hard times
Daphne, indignant, declares she will earn her own living and

Through an introduction by Duane,

Daphne Induces Reben, a theatrical magnate, to give her a position in

one of his companies.

CHAPTER X—Continued.
-

M’3s Kemble went forward to
©Oephne and took het hand and petted
& and said: “I'm so glad to see you.
¥You must meet my aunt, Mrs. Vining,
Ske won'i object to your playing her
@arts, I'm sure.”

Mrs. Vining, who hgd played all
manner of roles for half a century,
aod was now established as a famous
@layer of hateful old grandes dames,
spared Daphne her ready vinegar and
<hose to mother her.

Mr. Reben had come down from his
aflice to make up his own mind. He
smiled with a kind of challenging cor-
diality and murmured: “So our little
business woman is going to open the
shop. Well, all you've got to do is
%o deliver the goods and I'll buy 'em
at your own price.”

Batterson rapped on the kitclien
table that stood on the apron of the
#tage under a naked bunch of light
«f glaring brilliance.

“Places, please, for the entrance.
Ready? All right, Eldon!”

The noble matinee idol put his hat
aa the table, walked on, sat down on
& divan composed of two broken
«<kalrs and read an imaginary news-
paper.

Batterson said: “Doorbell! Buzz-z.”

A well-dressed young' man, whom
©Oaphne recognized as the elderly but-
ier, walked across and opened an
imaginary door between two chairs,
Thls was the cue for Miss Kemble's
Camous “How do you do?"

Evervhody waited and watched for
the newcomer to make her debut in
the new world. Then was a silence.
Daphne stood with heels screwed to
the floor and tongue glued to the roof
of her mouth.

“All right, Miss Kip,” sald Batterson
with ominous patience. “Come on,
come on, please!”

Another silence, then Daphne
taughed and choked. “I'm awfully stu-
pid. I've forgotten the line.”

Batterson gnashed his unlighted cl-

®ar and growled: “Howjado! How-
$ado!”
“Oh, yes! Thank you. T'm so

@orry!” said Daphune, and walked on
st the wrong side of the chairs.

Everybody shuddered to realize that
+she had entered through a solid wall.
This miracle was ignored, but there
w3% oo ignoring the peculiarly inelo-
Juent note she struck when she bowed
%o the butler and stammered:

“How are you?"

A sigh went through the vast pro-
Ffound and void of the empty theater.
fastinct told even the echoes that
Praphne did not belong and never could
elong. Batterson groaned, tragically.

“Not to the butler, please! Don't
gay ‘How are you? to the butler.
Don't say ‘Ilow are you? to anybody,
wlease. Script says ‘Howjado? Say
“Howjado? to Mr. Eldon there. Say
‘Flowjado’ to Mr. Eldon there.”

“How do you de?" said Daphne,
Ysswing to Eldon aund speaking with a
soullessness of a squeezed doll,

Eldon rese, folded up his imaginary
paper, and came forward with a pity-
«ing desire to help her. He hoped that
the scared little Kip woman would win
through the same bitter trials to the
xame perilous and always endangered
success. But he had a fear.

He delivered her his line with be-
aevolent gentleness. He waited, then
&xave her her line with exquisite tact.
She did not repeat it after him, He
said to her:

“Don’t be afraid; you're all right.”

He gave her the line agsain and she
Jarvoted it after him. She leaped
fhen to & speech several minutes far-
Jier on. He drew her back to the cue:

“Pardon me, but I think I have a line
before that.”

The rehearsal blundered on, It was
30t Daphne's fright that disturbed
the rest. It was her complete failure
to suggest the character, or any char-
acter,

But Batterson found nothing to
amuse him, exd Reben tasted that
dust and ashes of disappointment
with which theatrical managers are
#0 fawillar when they bite on the
Dead sea fruit of beauty without dra-
Semtic talent

Miss Kemble tried to help. She
asked Daphue to step aside and watch
while she went through the scene. But
she was so unnerved that she forgot
her own lines and had to refer to the
manuscript, while Eldon walted in
acute distress and Daphne, looking on,
said: “Oh, T gee. I think T understand
it now.” Then she forget it all again
at the repetition. Somehow the re-
hearsal was worried through to the
end and Batterson dismissed the com-
pany with sarcastic thanks. Then he
went to Reben to’ demand a substi-
tute.

Daphne went home, drcading her
fate but not knowing what the verdict
wus. She felt sure thai it would be
not guilty of dramatic ability. She
was worn out with the exposure of her
own faults and uncertain which she
feared the more—to be dismissed or
to be accepted. The latter meant un-
ending trials.

At the elevator she fonnd Tom
Duane. He had fust telephoned up
to the apnrtment to nsk if she were in.
There was a welcome flattery in his
frank delight. She asked him up. Tomn
Duane was electric with cheer. He
praised Daphne with inoffensive heart-
Iness and insisted on hearing the his-
tory of her progress. She gave the
worst possible account of Lor stupid-
ity. Te would have none of her self-
depreciation.

“Everything's got to begin,” he said.
“Some of the greatest actors are bad
at rehearsal, and never get over it.
Some of the greatest actresses alwayvs
are at their worst on the first perform-
ance. You're bound to succeed. You
have beauty andycharm and grace and
magnetism no end. Don't worry. Il
speak to Reben and make him restrain
Batterson. We'll make a star of you
yet."

There was a fine reassurance in that
word “we” In spite of its pleasant tang
of linpudence. It gave her strength to
go to the telephone and call up Reben.
She came back in despair and col-
tapsed on the divan,

Tom Duane was at her side instant-
ly. “You're il1! In heaven’s name,
what can I do?”

His sollcitude pleased her. She
smiled palely: “Mr. Rehen told me he
was afraid I'd better give up the job.

He Gave Her a Hand-Grip of Perfect
Good Fellowship.

He was very polite and awfully sorry,

sulted to the work. He sald that later,
perhaps, there might be another
chance, but—oh—oh—oh!”

She was crying with all her might.
Gradually she realized that Duane's
hands were on her shoulders. He was
squeezing them as if to keep her from
sobbing herself to pieces. His face
was close to hers, and he was mur-
muring:

“You poor little thing. You maustn’t
grieve. You've to fine and too beau-

tiful for such work.”

but he said he didn't think I was quite,
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She flung herself free. “No, no; I'm
an imbeclle—I'm no good—that's all.”

Those big Lands were at her shoul-
ders again. That soothing volce was
ministering courage and pralse:

“You are not no good. You shall
succeed! Y1l make Reben take you
back. I've helped Reben out when he
was In trouble. I've lent him money
and I'll make him give you your
chance. I promise that, on my word!"”

She stared at him through her tears.
They blurred him in dancing flashes
of light as if he were & sun god. She
canght his hands from her shonlders,
but she had to hold them in hers. She
was drowning, and she must cling to
whatever arms stretched down to her.
She must not question whose they
were till she was safe again on the
solld earth.

Duane was laughing now and pat-
ting her on the back as if she were a
frightened child. She felt no right
to rebuke his caresses. They were
such as a brother might give a sistev.
His arm about her was that of a com-
rade, sustaining another in a battle.

He was the only one in the world
who offered her courage and praise
and help in her need.

Duane said, with a matter-of-fant
briskness: “I'll call Reben up at on<e.
No, I'll go see him,"”

“But you put me under such obliga-
tions. I'm afraid—"

“Never be afraid of an obiiration.”

“I'm afrald I can never repay it.”

“Then you're one ahead. But you
can repay me and you will.”

“How?”

“Let’s walt and see. Goodby.
worry."”

He gave her a hand-grip of perfect
good fellowship and went into the hall.
She followed him to tell him again
how kind he was. As she was clasp-
ing his hand agaln Leila opened the
door with her latchkey. i

Now there was triple embarrass-
ment. Tom Duane had paid ardent
court to Leila before she married Bay-
ard. Here he was in Bayard's wife's
home, apparently flirting with Bay-
ard's young sister,

Leila felt all the outraged sentl-
ments of jealousy anc¢ aill the indig-
nation of a chaperon who has been cir-
cumvented. Duane retreated in poor
order.. Daphne stammered an expla-
nation too brief and muddled to suf-
fice. Then she went to her room.

There her mother found her when
she came In later. Daphne had only a
faint hope that Duane could work his
miracle twice, so she told her mother
that she had failled as an actress, She
told her bluntly:

“Mamma, I've heen fired.”

To her comfort her mother caught
her to her ample bosem and said: “I'm
glad of 1t. I'm muck obliged to who-

Don't

ever Is to blame. Not but what you
could have succeeded if you had kept !
at it. Bat you're too good for such |
a wicked life. A person couldn‘t be an |
actor without being Insincere and a!
pretender, and my little girl is too hon- l
est,  So now you come along home
with me.”

“No, thank you, mamma.”

Mrs, Kip gathered herself together
for a vigorous assault when the tele-
phone rang and the maid brought word
that a gent'man wished to speak with
Miss Daphne.

Jt was Duane, and she braced her-
self for another blow. But his voice
was clarion with success.

“I've seen Reben. It's all right. He's
promised to keep you on and give you
a chance. He says for you to report
at the theater at seven-thirty tonight.”

And now again Daphne was more
afraid of her success, such as it was,
than of her failure, But it was pleas-
ant to carry the news to her mother
and Leila.

It disgusted them hoth. They were
still trying to dissuade her from con-
tinuing on the downward path when
a telegram from her father came for
her mother:

“Taking beaver arrive Grand Cen-
tral tomorrow don’t meet me love.

“WES.”
Rayard was Iate, as usual, and

Leila’s temper had just begun to sim-
mer when the door was opened stealth-
{ly and a hand was thrust in. It prof-
fered a small box of jeweler's size and
waved it llke a-flag of truce.

Leila rushed forward with a cry of
delight, seized the packet and then
the hand, and drew Bayard into the
room and into her arms.

‘“This is your apology, I suppose,”
she sald.

“Yes, the apology for helng late, and
that's what made me late.”

Leila was enraptured. She adored
gifts and she had the knack of inspir-
ing them. The little square parcel
provoked her curiosity. She opened
it so excitedly that the contents fell
to the floor. She swooped for them
and brought up a platinum chain with
a dellcate plaque of tiny dinmonds and
pearls on a device of platinum,

Leila ran to Mrs. Kip and Daphne,
exclaiming: “Aren't they beautiful?
Aren't they wonderful? Aren't they
glorious?”

Mrs. Kip and Daphne tried to keep
the pace, but once more they could not
forget who it was that was ralning
down- gold on this greedy stranger.
Their alarm was not diminished when

Bayard said to Lella:

“You're not the only one who can
open accounts. ,I started one for
those.”

He took from his pocket a pale
brochure and sald to Leila: “That al-
lewance we agreed on, you know?”
—+Yes, I know.”

“Well, Instead of paying it to you
week by week I decided to open a
bank account for you; so I ran over to
this bank at the lunch hour and made
a deposit to your credit—five hundred
dollars!”

Lella forgot her jewelry for a mo-
ment in this new pride. She strutted
about with mock hauteur, waving Mrs.
Kip and Daphne aside and saying:
“Don't speak to me. I am a lady with
a bank account.”

Mrs. Kip sighed in dreary earnest,
“That's more than I ever was.”

Leila was poring over her bank book,
the blank pages in which so many dra-
mas, tragedies and life histories could
be codified in bald numerals.

Her first question was ominous: “Do
I have to go all the way down to
Broad street every time I want to
draw out some money?”

Her first thought was already to at-
tack the integrity of her store.

“No, dearest,” sald Bayard, “there
Is an uptown branch, right around the
corner. But I hope your visits there
will be more for a put-in than take-
out. Every time I give you anything
I want you to put some of It aside,
Maybe some day I'll want to borrow

She Found Batterson Quarreling With
a Property Man Over the Responsi-
bility for a Broken Vase.

some of it for a while. Maybe you
can save me from a crash some day.
Anyhow, it will be a great help to me
to feel that T have a thrifty little wife
at home. A man has to plunge a good
deal in business, It's his wife that
usually makes him or breaks him.”

Bayard spoke with unusual solem-
nity: “Old Ben Franklin sald, ‘A shil-
ling earned and sixpence spent, a for-
tune. Sixpence carned and a shilling
spent, bankruptey'—or something like
that. But Moses got ahead of him.
When he handed down the Ten Com-
mandments he whispered an extra one
to be the private secret of the chosen
people.”

“What was 1t?” saild Lella with a
minimum of interest.

“Thou shalt not spend 211 thou earn-
est,” said Bayard, It was—well, it
was the Thirteenth Commuadment, I
guess—a mighty uniucky one to break.

'lhe Jews have kept it pretty well.

They've heen the hankers of the world
even while they were persecuted.”

Leila shrugged her handsome shoul-
ders and studied the gems,

“Let's not talk about it tonight.
Let's dine somewhere and go to the
theater. I want to show off my new
splendor.”

“Fine!” said Bayard, trying to cast
away his {orebodings and lift himself
by Lis own boot straps. “Get on your
duds mother, you and Daphne.”

“I can’t go,” said Daphne. “I've got
to he at the fun-factory at half past
seven and I've hardly time to eat any-
thing.”

While Lella and Bayard and Mrs.
Kip were putting on their festal robes
Daphne was eating alone a hasty meal
brought up tardily from the restau-
rant.

‘Before they were dressed she had to
march out in what she ecalled her
working clotl es. The hallman ran to
call her a taxicab, but she shook her
head. Her humble twenty-five dollars
a week would not justify a chariot to
and from the shop,

She walked rapidly along Fifty-
ninth street, but not rapidly enough to
escape one or two murmurous gal-
lants,

She found Batterson quarreling with
a property man over the responsibility
for a broken vase. He ignored her tiil
at length she ventured to stammer:

“Here I am, Mr. Batterson.”

“So I see. Well, sit down some-
where.”

Finding a seat was no easy task.
Every plec: of furniture she selected
became at once the  object of the
scene shifter’'s attack and she had to
take flight.

Members of the company strolled in,
paused at the mallbox and went to
thelr various cells, .

Eventually Batterson found that all
the company was on hand and in good
health. He said to Daphne, “Every-
body 18 here and nobody sick, so you
nee‘(.ln't stay after the curtain goes
up.

But she wanted to learn her trade,
so she loitered about, feeling like an
uninvited poor relation. The members
of the company came from their lairs,

looking odd apd unreal In their paint.
They seemed to be surprised that
Daphne was still in existence, Eldon
gave her a curious smile of greeting.

She heard the eall boy crying “Over-
ture” about the corridors. She beard
the orchestra playing “the king's
plece”” Then it struck up a march
that sounded remote and firrelevant.
There was a loud swish which she sup-
posed to be the curtain going up. An
actor and an actress in white flannels
with tennis rackets under their arms
linked hands and skipped into the well
of light. They bandled repartee for
a time.

Eldon, speaking earnestly to Mrs.
Vinlng, suddenly began to laugh soft-
ly. He laughed louder and louder and
then plunged into the light.

A littk later Eldon came off the.
stage laughing. He dropped his laugh-
ter as he crossed the border and re-
sumed his anecdote. “As I was say-

ing—"

“But Mrs. Vining ° finterrupted:
“There comes my cue. How are They
tonight?”

“Rather cold,” sald Eldon; “it's so
hot.”

“The swine!” said Mrs. Vining. Then
she shook out her skirts, straightened
up and swept through the door like a
dowager swan, ki

One of the box lights began to sput-
ter, and Batterson dashed round from
the oiher wing to curse the man In
charge. He ran into Daphne, glared,
and spoke harshly: “You needn't walt
any longer.”

Daphne swallowed her pride and
slunk out.

CHAPTER XI.

She woke early next.morning. It

It's just at
this time of
the year that
& we need some-
74 thing tal
“  from Naf..e
to restore ‘yhe
vital forc

People get "
sick because they go away from Nature,
and the only way to get well is to go lmc!(.
Something grows out of the ground in
the form of vegetation to cure almost
every ill.

Dr. Pierce, of Buffalo, N. Y., long
since found herbs und roots provided
by Nature to overcome constipation,
and of. these he selected Mayapple, leaves
of Aloe, root of Jalap, and from them
made little white sugar-coated pills, that
he called Dr. Pierce’s Pleasant Pellets.
When your intestines are stopped up,
poisons and decayed matter are im-
prisoned in your system and these are
carried by the blood through your
body. Thus does your head ache, you
get dizzy, you can't sleep, your skin
may break out, your appetite declines
you get tired and despondout. A3 a
matter of fact, you may get sick all over,
Don’t you see how useless all this suffer-
ing4s? All that is often needed is a dose
of castor oil, or something which is more
vleasant, a few of Dr. Pierce’s Pleasant
Peilets, which hie has placed in alimost
every drug st®re in this country
for your converfience and health.
Try them by all mefghs. They arc proba-
blv the very thing yeu need,—right now.

was just six o'clock. She r bered
that her father would be arriving in
two hours. She decided that it would
be a pieasant duty to surprise the
peor, old, neglected codger by meeting
him.

At the Grand Central station Daph-
ne found that she wasgnearly an hour
too early for the traln., It amused
her to take her hreakfast at the lunch
counter, to clamber on the high stool
and est the dishes of haste—a cup of
coffee and a ham sandwich. It was
pleasant to wander about alone in this
atmosphere of speed, the suburban
trains, like feed pipes, spouting
streams of workers, the out-bound
trains drawing their passengers to far-
off destinies as if by suction.

At length it was time for the train.
Duphne went to the rope barrier op-
posite the door of entry and waited
in ambush for her father,

At length she made out a rather
shabby man carrying his own luggage.
It was her father. IIe looked older
and seedier than she remembered. He
did not expect to be met. He was
looking idly at the new station. He
had not been to New York since it had
been thrown open.

She ran to him. He dropped his old
suitcase on the toes of the man follow-
ing him and embraced Daphne with
fervor. He davoured her with his eyes
and kissed her again and told her that
she was prettier than ever. All about
them there were little groups embrac-
ing and kissing. There was a wonder-
ful business in reunions.

When her father said, “I haven't
had my breakfast; have you?' she lied
affectionately, “No."

“Let's have some breakfast to-
gether.”

“Flne,” sald Daphne,
the Biltmore.”

“Kind of expensive, Isn't 1t%’ he
asked anxiously.

“It's my treat,” she said.

This amused him enormously.
you're going to treat, eh?”

“Yep," she sald.

“Where did you get all the money?”

“I'm a working lady now.”

He laughed again and shook bis
head over her.

“What did you mean by saying you
were & working lady?” sald Wesley
when they were scated at the table
and brenkfast was ordered. “Your
mother wrote me something about hay-
ing a little disagreement with you.
She seemed to be right worried, so I
thought I'd better run on to see if I
couldn’t sort of smooth things over,
I'm glad you came to meet me. We
can talk without interruption for once,
Tell me all about it.”

She told him the whole story of her
decision to join the great social rey-
olution that is freeing women from the
slavery of enslaving the men. Her
peroration wus her new watchword:
“I don't want to take any more money
from you.”

“Why, honey,” he protested, “I love
to give It to you. I only wish I had
ten times as much. I couldn't dream
of letting you work. You're too pirty.
What's that young Wimburn cub mean
by letting you work?"

“Oh, he's bitterly opposed to it, 8o
I gave him his ring.”

“We'll go to

“So

At last Daphne gets the

chance that she has hoped for
and at the same time has dread-
ed—the chance to gain a place

that will give her the independ-
ence she séeks. What Daphne
did with the great chance when
it came is told in the next in.
staliment.

(TO BE CONTINUED.)
—————

Real “Handy Man.”

A Tasmanian jack of al trades
claims that he is a hairdresser, tobac-
conlst, cycle repairer, electrical certi-
ficated engineer, certificated marine en-
gineer for the Derwent, organist and
choirmaster, stencil cutter, fretworker,
billiard ball keeper, proprietor circu-
lating library, and s lnanager of the

lgeal town hall,

Dog Teams Saved Many Lives.

Word has recently been received of
the heroie efforts made dnriug recent
nonths to cheek the mfluenza epidemie
n Yukon tervitory, where remote coni-
munities faced grave danger heciause
of  Hmited medieal and nuresing sup-
To meet the emergeney, Indian
runtors  with feams  were  dise
patehed  fram Daowson  with anti-
pthuenza serum amd sent across the
snow as far north as Fort MePherson,
near the month of the Mackenzie rviver,
making the round trip of 1,050 miles
i a little less than two months, which
i o fair performance in wmid-winter.
The jonrney  ineluded  erossing  the
Rocky mountains,

plies,

dog
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Important to &others
Sxamine carefully every bottle ot
CANTORIA, that famous old remedy
for infants and children, and sce that it

Bears the -

Signature of m
- £

In Use for Over 30 Yeurs,

Children Cry for Fletcher's Castoria €

V/aste Bones Still Required.

The women of Great DBritaig who
responded  so nobly  to the  appeal
‘or waste bones which were required
for- munitions gnay still continue to do
serviee 1o their country hy retaining
the habit they have formed of conserv-
ng the waste hopes and fats,  The
vaste bhone  provides,  among  other
hings, glue which is urgently needed
noevery Kind of reconstruction work,
sieh as building, cabinetiaking, house
‘urnishing shipbuilding, alrplane con-
struction, ere. They also obtain from
t tertilizers to enrvich the land, be-

dides many articles of domestic
ty~—Loadon Mail.

Cuticura Comforts Baby’s Skin
Wihen red, rongh and itching with hot
withs of Cuticura Soap and touches of
Juticura  Ointment. Also make use
1ow and then of that exquisitely scent-
ad dusting powder, Cuticura ‘Talcum,
me  of  the indispensable Cutiez
Voilet Trio.—Adv. t

His Object. ‘b,

¥an Jose—What's this T hear fibout
s and Sububbs becoming so friendly
noworking in yonr buackyard gardens
hat you decided to bury the hatchet?

DeSmythe—Well, the trath is 1 wish-
xd to have it handy when his chickens
ome over ta visit and serateh,

SWAMP-ROOT FOR
KIDNEY AILMENTS

There iz only one medicine that really
ttands out pre-eminent as a medicine for
wurable ailments of the kidneys, liver and
sladder.

Dr. Kilmer's Swamp-Root stands the
nigliest for the reason that it has proven
to e just the remedy needed in thousands
upon thousands of disiressing cases.
Swamp-Root makes friends quickly be-
:ause its mild and immediate effect is scon
tealized in most cases. It is a gentle,
healing vegetable compound.

Start treatment at once. Sold at all
drug stores in bottles of two sizes, medi-
um and large.

However, if you wish to test this great
preparation send ten cents to Dr. Kilmer
& Co., Binghamton, N. Y., for a sample
botile, When writing be wure and men-
tion this paper.—Adv.

Handicap Worth While.

When a handieap becoines ihe ful-
eruim over which we pry out success
with the long iron bar of determina-
tion it ought to make us shake hands
witit the hindrance and say, “Thank
you! You have helped me out fine!”

A man is seldom as black as he is
painted or a woman as white as she
Is powdered.

Of course, we ull believe nywm'r

to give than to receive—untyd some
ome passes ground the hat.,
Wiien Your Eves Need Cars
Try Murine Eve Remedy

§° Smarting — Just Byo Comfort. 00,cents &%
iste or mall. Wilm for Free Ry Book
MURINE EXE REMEDY €O, CLLICALO
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