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h Wentwarth, journal and An-
erry, nctor, play & hand at poker,
. ltltr’ absolute control of the future
iof the . Wentworth wins. They de-
olda to keep the matter secrot, Doreas,
hmlu from her brother, Enoch, of
‘" shortcomings, tries to arouse his
bitlon. Androw oullines the plot of a
y he hax had In mind and she urges
im to Qu to work on It. When the plny
s completed Merry reads it to ent-
Iworth, whose life-ambition in to write a
muccessful play. He demands Merry's
iplay a8 a forfelt of the bond won In the
Ipolur gume. Preparations for siaging the
lay are begun, but Merry, who Is to take
leading part, Is missing, Dorcas
proves a success in the leading femnle
\part at rehearsals, 8he quarrels with her
her tor takl eredit for a play she
nows to belong to Merry. Dorcas Ands
o among the down-and-outs In a
lina and persuades him to take his
part In the play. The producer nu%'uu
cartain changes In the piay, which Went-
worth tries to Induce Merry to make, The
pem, but finally consents on con-
dition that Wentworth coase his atten-
tlona to Zilla Paget, the heavy woman In
play, who has A bad reputation, The
¥y n t muccess, Dorcas e
cusen
hila

|

proves
hor brother of theft. Tho blind
of Zilla I‘-.rt appears and s heart-
by the mother, Zilin
evidence that Wentworth Is
r of the ph{ and forces her-
ber of the Wentworth

CHAPTER XViI—Continued.

‘A wave of scarlet swept over
Enoch's face,

“To think of Merry squaring up
Iithrough—you. It's the most infernal
ischeme ever concocted.”

“That's a bally bad guess 4f yours.
|Merry does not come into this at all."

“Where did you get these?” Enoch
jspoke flercely and pointed to the
isheets of paper that lay under her
{hand.

“It's rather an unusual story. Sit
jdown and I'll tell it to you. If you are
isearching for a plot for that new play
tof yours, you might find this worth
while,” -

Wentworth threw himself Into the
ichair in front of his desk and wiped
{beads of perspiration from his fore-

“Did you ever hear of George Volk ™
msked Miss Paget.

Enoch's forehead corrugated into a
pussled frown.

“l met him in London seven years
ago,” she continued, "and 1 was such
@ bally fool I married him. In those
«days he was a herolc looking figure. If
Fou saw him as he is today you might
say 1 bad showed poor taste.”

Wentworth sat staring at her with
wullen curiosity,

“] have found out that he Is In New
“York and that ten years ago he had
been married here. Also that his wife

“Yea, Curse It!" Repeated Zilla With
an Amused Laugh.

and child are alive. Interesting sit-
juation, isn't it? Bigamy releases a
!woman, though 1 had not felt terribly
fettered. 1 have George Volk to thank
for bringing that brat across. It was
one of his masterly little echemes of
irevenge. Then, in a curlous way, 1
|learned that Volk's wife is the woman
{you call Alice Bourne. Ie lald a
scheme to get money out of her yes
;tardlr. 1 got a detective and planned
ito face him when he reached his
iwife."”
' “What the devil has Volk and your
matrimonlal affairs to do with that?”
{Wentworth pointed to the sheets of
(paper beside her on the table.

- ‘t be in such a blooming hurry.
I tell you the situation Is dramatic,
1 went to the house where Alice Volk

ves in Harlem—oh, 1 was disgulised,
‘1 tall you; you would never have
known me. The detective got in first
and opened the area door. 1 slipped
fn and waited. He was to glve me a
{signal when Volk arrived. A servant
jcame clumping down the cellar stairs
after conl. 1 hid In a closet where
ithey store trash and—waste paper."”

Enoch's eyes narrowed and a yellow
ipallor crept over his face. “Curse "
‘He spoke in a hoarse whisper.

“Yes, curse it!" repeated Zilla Paget

with an amused laugh. “My word! it
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was a blooming queer accldent! |1
closed the door, the latch caught and
I couldn't get out. There 1 was,
locked in that beastly hole. I struck
a match. It was lueky I had a match-
box along. Then 1 found an electrie
light. The firat thing my eyen lit on
among that waste was a sheet of pa-
per. 1 plcked It up. 1 had seen the
writing before.”

“Whose was (t?" stammoered Went-
worth.

“Whose was it? Don’t put up that
bluff on me,” erled the actress scorn-
fully. "It was Merry's, of course, You
recognized it in a second. It was the
last speech 1 made in the second act
—ns It used to be—before you, the
author, changed It.”

“Waell" cried Enoch flercely. The
woman paused and turned to him with
an amused smile.

“l1 had forgotten about George Volk.
He never showed up. He does not
count anyway. [ found the whole play
in that closet.”

“Then what did you do?" Enoch's
face was full of hatred and deflanca.
His eyes flamed with the tumult of an
animal at bay. :

“There was only one thing to do."
Zilla Paget lay back in the chair and
smoothed the chinchilla of her muff
caresaingly. "Of course 1 brought it
away with me, every scrap of it. You
would not have let such a valuable
aspet into the hands of a dustman,
would you? There are only two pages
missing. Do you care to see it?"

“Damn you, no! 1 have no wish to
see it snarled Wentworth.

“Any fool can tell at a glance it 18
a first draft, Merry must have written
like mad. There is hardly a change
in it. Except for my own role, every
line stands almost as it was written.”

Enoch suddenly leaned forward In
his chair. “You think you've got the
strangle hold on me?"

Miss Paget laughed triumphantly.
“The strangle hold! You Americans
have such jolly strong words! That's
great—the strangle hold.”

Bhe rose and folded the pages of
manuscript, put them in her bag, then
she drew off her coat and hung it on
the chalr behind her. Bhe lifted a
gold case from the pocket, picked out
a clgarette, and scratching a match
1it it, blowing a delicate ring of smoke
across the room. It flitted into Went-
worth's face.

“I always knew,” she bent over to
drop a fleck of ashes on & tray be-
slde her, "or rather 1 have guessed for
a long time, that you did not write
*The House of Esterbrook.'"

“What gave you that impression?™

“For one thing, everybody tells how
you and Merry were friends once—
Castor and Pollux sort of guys, don't
you know. You hate each other now,
An owl could see that with its eyes
shut.”

“If you ever left the atage you could
make big money in the detective busl-
ness.” Enoch laughed harshly,

“Perhaps,” she acceded. “Then 1
have rehearsed too many plays not to
know the author when I bump into
him, I knew months ago that Merry
wrote ‘The House, but I could not
prove it. You haven't got it in you
to do that sort of work”

“Thank you'" Enoch laughed un-
steadlly.

“Here's the whe, wation. If Mles
Wentworth acu you do not fancy hav-
ing me here as a—guest, no better
word than that pccurs to me now,
Grant Oswald might be interested; at
least he might insist on paying the
royalties to the—author. Or, 1 could
get a fancy price for the story from a
New York paper. I am told they pay
tremendously on this side for a rip-
ping sensation. This would make one,
don’t you say so yourself?"

“My God!" Enoch stared at her
with desperate eyes.

Miss Paget rose, unpinned her hat
and tossed it upon the table. She
stood surveying Wentworth with a
gleam of amusement In her eyea, Then
ghe crossed the room and leaned out
at the window. "HI, there, Cabby,”
ghe called, “wake up. Bring in the
rest of that luggage."

L]

CHAPTER XIX,

A Break In the Waverly Place Home.

“There 18 another bit of buggage."
Dorcag spoke to the cabman, who
stood beside a carriage in front of the
Waverly Place house, He lifted lit
tle Robin and set him on a seat with
a grip beslde him. Dorcas paused with
her hand on the carrlage door.

“Wait,” she ordered, as the man
turned to go In the house; “here
comes Jagon with a valise,

The cabman lifted it from the hands
of the old negro and swung it up on
the front seat.

“Jason,” sald the girl, beckoning to
him as she ran up the steps of the
house. The servant followed her, They
stood under the dull gleam of a lamp
In the vestibule, Bhe laild her fingers
on the nob of the inside door and held
it ps one does when In fear of an in-
truder. “Jason,” sho repeated, *|
want to talk with you for a minute.”

“Yes, Midsy.,” There was a tremor
in the old negro's volce.

Dorcas stood gazing at him steadlly,

1rnlmongh a quiver In her chin belled

the bravery.

“Jason, don't ask me again to take
you with me,” she pleaded. "If you do
I shall weaken. 1 do not know where
I am golng myself. 1 have nowhere
to take you. I shall miss you terribly,
you understand that. But you must
stay here and look after Enoch and
the house and everything. You are
neaded here as you never were in your
life before.”

“Fo' de Lawd sake, take me wid yo',
Missy, I'll sleep anywhar. A corner
in & cellar 'll do fo' me."

“Uncle Jason, do you remember the
story you have told about mother
leaving you to care for Enoch and
me? Sometimes I think of that day.
You wheeled mother out on the plazza
where the locust trees were in bloom,
and 1 almost belleve that you did not
tell me, but that I remember It my-
self.”

“Yes, honey,” The tears rolled down
the negro's wrinkled face, "“She called
to Lucy to bring yo' out. Yo' wan't
nuffin but er little pink face en two
doubled-up fists dat wan't ez big ez a
cotton blogsom."

The old man paused to wipe his
eyes with a red bandanna handker-
chief.

“And she sald?" continued Dorcas.
The girl was trying to smlile.

“She sald, ‘Promise me, Jason, es
long ez yo' lives, to care fo' my baby,
my aweet little gal baby, she'll never
remember she saw her mother. Take
care ob her, Jason, ez If de Lawd his-
self had gib her in yo' charge. 1
promised, honey,” the husky volce
died away In a sob; “l called de Lawd
to witness right thar dat I'd look out
fo' yo' all my life, ex well ez an ol
darky could do.”

“You have done it, Uncle Jason.”

Dorcas took the sooty hand between
her palms. “If mother could know
how falthfully you have filled your
promise—and somehow I feel, Uncle
Jason, that she does know—she would
say that you have the whitest soul God
ever put Into a black body."

“Oh Lawdy, Missy, can't 1 come wid
yo'? 1 don' need no money. Yo'
needn’t pay fo' me anywhar—"

“Jason, you blessed old saint, it isn't
money 1 am consldering. I have plenty
of money. Mother left Enoch in your
care a8 much as she did me. You
have told me that.”

The negro bowed hig head solemnly.

“Won't you stay with him?"

Jason pointed to the inner door of
the vestibule. “Honey, what's a-goin’
to happen? Do yo' reckon dat Marse
Enoch's a-goin’ to marry dat—pus-
son?"

“Jason, 1 don't know.
must stay here”

“1 will” The old servant spoke
with slow Impressiveneas. " ‘Fore de
Lawd, 1 will, Misay.”

She ran down the steps. Jason fol-
lowed to close the carriage door when
she entered. As they moved away,
Dorcas leaned out to glance at the
home which had been hers since
school days ended.

“Drive me to the Gotham Theater,”
sald Dorcas; “then I wish you to take
this little boy to Harlem.”

Only you

CHAPTER XX.
An Everyday Miracle.

That night, when the curtain fell
upon the third act, Dorcas turned eag-
erly to Merry. "You are my ftiend?"
ghe whispered..

“Miss Dorcas,” the actor's volce was
profoundly grave, but his eyes smiled,
“1 would bestride the whirlwind or set
my foot upon a cyclone for you."

The girl lifted her eyes with a swift
glance. She remembered the line—it
was one the actor used to speak in
“The King at Large'"

“l1 belleve you would” Her volce
was low and Impetuous. “I need a
friend, a strong, patient, wise friend,
as I never did in my life before.”

“Miss Dorcas, you make me wish
this moment that 1 were a Samson and
a Solomon. I am not strong or very
wise, but I am patient, and there is
no task upon God's earth that I would
not try to do for you. You belleve me,
don't you?" :

The crimson blood flushed Into her
face.

“Yen."” Her volce was scarcely aud-
ible. ' The curtain began to ascend for
an encore. “Come to Mrs. Billerwell's
tomorrow night, | am going there to
stay with Alice over Bunday. 1 need
your help.”

He regarded her curiously for a mo-
ment,

“] will come,” he answered gravely,
Then he took her hand and led her
down to the footlighta.

On Sunday evening Dorcas sat star
iIng down into & crowded street of
Harlem. Under the wivid glare of
electricity the city looked sordidly
ugly. It was a strange contrast to her
own home. The house at Waverly
Place had retained much of its stately
old-time dignity and its outlook upon
the three-shaded square was qulet and
pleasant. Upon Harlem's sidewalk
throngs of children romped and
shrieked in the midst of a city's din.
A balmy wind had been blowing all
day long and bad driven a wintry chill
from the air. Knots of women sat
talking on doorsteps or they leaned
out to goesip from adjacent windows,

A gilit clock on the mantel struck
geven. Dorcas rose, opened the door,
and stood listening. On the lower
floor she heard a door slam. She was
trylng to separate inslstent nolses of
the street from everyday household
bustle. She heard Mrs. Billerwell give
an order to a servant, then Julle
laughed merrily, and a light footstep
gounded on the stair, On the other
slde of the wall a servant was pre-
paring a room for her. She heard the
girl slam a window and begin to move
furniture about, while castors
squeaked rebelliously, Then she fell
to sweeping, and Dorcas counted ab-
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wently each guick scuff of the broom.
Onee the mald dropped it and the
stick fell on the floor with a startling
rap. Occaslonnlly her dragging foot-
steps clattered across a bit of bare
floor or she paused to thump the pil-
lows vigorously, Doreas was roused
from her reverie by the imperative
call of the telephone. She listened
while Mrs, Blllerwell answered It
Then the doorbell rang and she heard
Merry's volce. She began to grope
about the dim room In search of
matches to light the gas. She was still
in darkness when he tapped at the
door.

Andrew seated himself in a shadowy
corner beside the window. A glimmer
of light from a street lamp fell upon
the girl's face. In her eyes was an
appealing loneliness which he had
never seen before,

“Mlss Dorcas,” he began with grave
gentleness, “what can | do‘ for you?
You know me fairly well. ' There I8
nothing herole about me. 1 doubt if
I could fight a duel, It makes me
shiver even to touch a pistol—but 1
am ready to stand up to be shot at if
it will make things easier for you.”

“1 belleve you would,” sald Dorcas
with an unsteady laugh.

“I swear I would,”” he assured her
with simple gravity. The girl feit
deeply moved.

“There will not be any shooting, and
I don’t know exactly what you can do
for me. I don't even know what to
ask you to do. 1 thought of turning
to Mr. Oswald at first. I didn't. 1 felt
I could come to you more easily.”

“Thank you for saying that.” An
eager bhappiness flushed into the man's

“Fo' de Lawd's Sake, Take Me Wid
Yo', Misay.”

face which seemed to warm each fea
ture beneath the surface.

Dorcas stood. before him trembling
and irresolute. “It is so hard—loving
my brother as I do—to sit in judgment
on him or to discuse him, even with
you. You love Enoch, or rather—you
dld once?" she asked quickly.

Merry nodded.

“Since things went wrong between
you,” Dorcas hesitated for a moment,
“since that time he has changed; you
cannot realize how he has changed.
Stlll, we were together and alone, and
I kept thinking that the old happy
days -would come back.”

She stopped short and Merry's
brows wrinkled into lines of perplex-
ity. “What has happened? What can
I do to help you?"

“Yesterday,” she began hurriedly,
“when I went home after the matinee,
Jason stood walting in the vestibule
for me. He did not say a word, but
I knew that something had happened.
I pushed him aside and ran upstairs.
I could think of nothing but that
Enoch had been taken lll. As | passed
the hall rack I noticed the queer um-
brella Miss Paget carries. It has a
tiger's head for a handle—you remem-
ber it? Even In my anxlety 1 thought
how strange it should be there. When
1 reached the library she sat beside
the fire, reading a magazine."

“Where was Enoch?"

“In his little study, with the door
locked. He came out when she began
to talk to me."

“What did she want?

“Andrew,” the tears sprang to the
girl's eyes, “that woman has come to
live In our home."

“To—Illve—in—your—home!” Mer-
ry's volce .had an incredulous tone in
it. “Enoch has not—married Zilla
Paget?”’

“1 do not know, I cannot under-
stand. I think that Enoch hates her”

“Then why I8 she there?”

“}J do not know."

“He didn't explain?

“No. He looked lilke a thunder
cloud. Bhe talked. Bhe sald she had
come to live in our house.® Her clothes
were unpacked. Bhe has taken the
spare room. Her things, a lorgnette,
and’a scarf and gloves were scattered
about the library."

“Enoch must be—Iinsane!”

“Oh!" cried Dorcas, Budden horror
flashed Into her face. “Oh! you don't
think—that?"”

“No, I'm a beasat to have frightened
you. It 1s not that. Enoch is us sane
a8 you are.”

“Then what has changed him?" Her
eyes searched his face with a piteous
serutiny. “You know. Won't you tell
me

“ think it 1s—" The man hesitated
for & word which would not hurt. “Yes,
he has changed. He is not the same

| old Enoch,

1 cannot account for this.
He promised me faithfully to drop her
~=for keeps.'"

“Months ago. He has kept his prom-
Ise until now. 1 know he has. The
strange part of it is, the woman her-
golf hates him. Bhe says vile things
about him."

“To yout"
“No, not to me!" cried Merry
quickly, "She never speaks to me.

We have reached the freezing point In
our acquaintance.”

Dorcas rose and walked to the win-
dow” with her hands clasped tightly
together. There were grave questions
to be decided and burdens to be lifted
—gatrange, unaccustomed burdens.
She began to speak in a strange, tone-
less volce,

“] don't know what I'm going to do.
Ever since 1 was a little gir]l there was
Enoch. | never had anybody else be
longing to me, only I never missed
them, for I had him."

She stretched out her hands as a
child might have done and ralsed her
face to the man beside her as if In
appeal for help and guidance. He took
her fingers between his own with a
swift grasp, caught her in his arms,
and kissed her,

“Dorcas, tell me, tell me the truth.
Do you love me?”

Their eyes met, and the girl under-
stood. A bewlldering happiness which
transfigured life throbbed through her
heart and body. Merry's face was
luminous, his eyes shone, he seemed
transfigured, in one abrupt moment,
from a listless visionary to a man—
alive with manly vitality,

Dorcas heard the moments ticked
out by the little giit clock on the man-
tel. Time did not count./ The world
had changed. She realized what hap-
piness meant, a happiness which
closed a door upon every Intolerant
thing in the world. Bhe remembered
how In the play she had simulated,
night after night, the joy of a woman
as she met her lover., She had spent
days in working up that semblance of
radiant gladness. She had played the
scene many timeas to an outburst of
applause, now she smiled, it seemed s0
pale and ineffectual to her today.

Andrew put his fingers under her
chin, ralsed her face, and looked into
her eyes.

“Dearest,” he asked, “are you sure
—gure that you love me?”

“Yes,"” she whispered.

“Listen, don't answer for a minute.
I want you to understand. 1 would
not be satisfled unless I have every-
thing. 1 want you to trust me, to be-
lieve in me, and to love me as & wom-
an llke you could love & man. One
night, months ago, I had it in my
heart to ask you this. That night I
felt like a man who, lonely and cold,
tramps through the streets of a city
looking Into firelit, happy homes. That
night 1 wanted your love, your faith—
yourself. You know the night I mean,
when you pulled me out of hell and
set my feet on the high road. Then
you might have given me pity, per-
haps—" :

Dorcas interrupted him. She put
up her hand and pushed aside the lock
of hair which had strayed over his
forehead.

“] do not think, then, it would have
been pity—alone,” she confessed.

He took her In his arms again, “A
man ought to have pride and manll-
ness enough,” he sald passionately, “to
want his wife to love him without one
touch of pity. And yet, I have wanted
you so long. [ have not a host of
friends, like some men. 1 am lonely.
Life has been so empty for me. | want
a home, where a wife is waliting to
welcome me—and little children, dear.”
He lifted her hand and kissed it, “You
would think me a foolish fellow if 1
confessed the dreams 1 have had. [
have dreamed of you opening the door
of our home, of you coming to meet
me with a smile and outstretched
arms. ] have dreamed of feeling your
kiss upon my lips, of holding you
close to my heart as I do now. I have
been dreaming foolish dreams like
these,” he laughed tremulously, “since
that night in November, and | have
scarcely dared to hope that you even
belleved in me.”

Dorcas smiled into his eyes. “I have
always belleved in you. I never lost
faith In you or in your genius for
one moment. And,” ehe paused as If
making confession, “1 have loved you
for a long time, ever since that night,
the same night, when you came back
and 1 was so happy."” ’

“That night,” said Andrew, “was the
miracle moment of my life."

“Was it so wonderful as that?" she
whispered.

*When I think, dearest, of what you
have stood for to me, it Is a miracle.”
“It j¢ an everyday miracle!" -

“There are no everyday miracles,”
gald Merry. Then he kissed ber

in.

She turned away from him to stare
out at the window again. On the side-
walks the rush of city life went on
tumultuously. Half an hour before
ghe had thought the street sordid and
ugly. It had changed. The street
lights, now clear and white, were
circled about by lovely halos. The
volces of the children were sweeter
and gentler. Next door the servant,
who was still at work, sang a liting
Irish ballad, Through it ran a con-
stant iteration of “My own sweet lad."”

“Dorcas,” Mersy spoke hesitatingly,
“you sald you trusted me?"

* »] do,” The girl ralsed her head
with a quick gesture.

*] cannot explain now,” he began.
“] cannot ask you to be my wife until
something which looks like an utter
tangle has been stralghtened out Can
you go on trusting, even If I cannot
explain?"

“Yes,” Dorcas laughed. *I gan go
on trusting you indefinitely.”

“Don't," he cried, "don't say—indefi-
nitely. 1 want you now, darling, and-—w
forever."”

(TO BE CONTINUED.)

Soup making is an art. Why trouble
with soup recipes when the best chefs
in the country are at your service? A
few cans of Libby's Soup on your pantry
shelf assures ‘you of the correct flaver,
ready in a fow minutes. There are
Tomato, Vegetable, Chicken, Oxtail, Cone
somme, Mock Turtle and other kinda

Your grocer has them.
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REAL HOME FOR' THE HOLE
Finda Secure Abiding Place After &
Perlod of Troublous
Nanderings.

» BEverott P. Dahlgren, the millionain
opponent of woman suffrage, sald al

a suffrage debate in Boston:

“l always declare that woman
shouldn’t enter politica till she's fl
filled all her prior dutles,

“‘Prior dutlea! Prior dutles!’ Bo
a young lady mocked me one day.
'What do you men mean by these
“prior dutfes” that you're always talk.
Ing about, Mr. Dahigren?'

“So then I told the young lady this
story:

“Once upon a time, I began, a littls
hole was born; and it looked around
to see where it should take up its
abode.

“It first decided on a window, but a
man came stralghtway and put in &
new pane, It next chose a chair seat,
but the housewife sent for a caner,
and In a jiffy a new seat was put in
the chair. The hole now selected &
baby's rattle, and the baby was 8o
pleased that It began to tear the rat
tle to pleces, and the poor hole, halt
crazed with fright, had just time to
escape. It threw (itself, more dead
than alive, into the first thing that
came to hand, which happened to be
the sock of a suffragist’s husband.

“There, at least, the hole seems to
have found a real home. Ita pease
has not been troubled from the be
ginning, six months ago.”

Died With Fortune Near.

That Benjamin Vance, prospector,
whose body was found in a gully at
the base of a 500-foot cliff near Palo
Rito pass recently, was killed after
locating a rich mineral veln is the
belief of 8. J. Vance of Tekemah,
Neb., his brother. In the prospector's
cabin were a number of high-grade
ore samples, cached in a secret pas
sageway.—Crestone (Colo.) Dispatch
to Denver Post.

In London.

Dresgmaker—If 1 were you, madam,
I would have the skirt slashed up the
front, and it would look well to have
the sleeves slashed up the side, and
the bodlice slashed for insert on the
front—

Touriet—Hold on, pleasa! Do you
take me for a fighting suffragette?

Also Barren of Wealth,
“So that forelgn sultor of Ethel's
turned out to be no baron after all.”
“Oh, he was a baron, all right—
Baron Munchausen."

Barring hand organs,
comes out of everything,

some good

Every girl on earth imagines that
she would make an ideal wile.

Cleanlinessisnext
to Godﬁnegs—chmge
clothes frequently —
big wash of course—

not much trouble
though. Use RUB-NO-

MORE CARBO NAPTHA

SOAP. No rubbing —
clothes soon on line

—sweet and clean.

RUB-NO-MORE
CARBO NAPTHA
SOAP should also
be used to wash
thefinestfabric, It
urifies the linens,

akesitaweetand

sl sani . Itdoesnod

need water.

Carbo Disinfectsa Naptha Cleans

'RUB-NO-MORE RUB-NO-MORE

Carbo Naptha Soap Washing Powder
Five Cents—All Grocers

The Rub-No-More Co., Ft. Wayne, Ind.

University of Notre Dame

NOTRE DAME, INDIANA

Thorough Education. Moral Tralning, Twentys
one courses leadiog to drﬁm: in €I
Modern Letters, Journalism, Politiesl Economy,
Commerce, Chemlstry, Biology, IM
Boglueeriog, Architecture, Law.

Preparatory Bchool, various courses.

For Catalogues address

BOX H, NOTRE DAME, INDIANA
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