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Later, when the others had left
them to themselves in the musie
room, Sabron sat in a big chalr by the
open  window and Julia Redmond
played to him. The day was warm,
There was a smell of spring flowers
In the alr and the vases were flled
with girofles and sweet peas. Tt
Sabron emelled only the violets in
Julia's girdle. Her hands gently wan-
dered over the keys, finding the tune
that Sabron longed to hear. She
playved the alr through, and It seemed
a8 though she were about to sing the

first verge. She could not do 80, nor
could she speak.
Sabron rose and came over to

where she sat.

There was a low chalr near the
plano und he took it, leaning forward,
his hands clasped about his knees.
It had been the life-long dream of this
simple-hearted officer that one day he
would speak out his soul to the wom-
an he loved. The time had come.
She sat before him in her unpreten-
tious dress. He was not worldly
enough to know it cost a great price,
nor to appreclate that she wore no
lewels—nothing except the flowers he
had sent. Her dark hair was clus-
tered about her ears and her beautl
ful eyes lost their fire in tenderness.

“When a man has been very close
to death, Mademoiselle, he looks about
for the reason of his resurrection.
When he returns to the world, he
looks to see what there is in this life
to make it worth llving. 1 am young
—at the beginning of my career, 1
may have before me a long life in
which, with health and friends, I may
find much happiness. These things
certainly have their worth to a nor-
mal man—but 1 cannot make them
real before my eyes just vet. As I
look upon the world to which I have
returned, I see nothing but a woman
and her love. If I cannot win her for
my wife, if I cannot have her love—"
He made an expressive gesture which
more impressively than words implied
how completely he laid down every-
thing else to her love and his.

He said, not without a certain dig-
nity: *I am quite poor; I have only
my soldier's pay. In Normandy 1 own
a little property. It {s upon a hill
and looke over the sea, with apple
orchards and wheat flelds. There Is a
house, These are my landed estates.
My manhood and my love are my for-
tune. If you cannot return my love 1
shall not thank Tremont for bringing
me hack from Afriea."

The American girl listened to him
with profound emotion. She discov-
ered every second how well ghe un-
derstood him, and he had much to
say, because it was the first time he
had ever spoken to her of his love.
8he had put out both her hands and,
looking at him fully, said simply:

“Why it seems to me you must
know how 1 feel—how can you help
knowing how [ feel?"”
< L ] - L L] L ] L ] L]

After a little he told her of Nor
mandy, and how he had spent his
childhood and boyhood in the chateau
overlooking the wide sea, told her
how he had watched the ships and
used to dream of the countries be-
yond the horizon, and how the apple
blossoms filled the orchards in the
épring. He told her how he longed
to go back, and that his wandering
life had made it impossible for years.

Julia whispered: “We shall go there
in the spring, my friend."”

He was charming as he sat there
holding her hands closely, his fine
eyes bent upon her. Sabron told her
things that had been deep in his
heart and mind, waiting for her here
g0 many months. Finally, everything
merged into his present life, and the
beauty of what he sald dazed her llke
an enchanted sen. He was a soldl r,
a man of action, yet a dreamer. The
fact that his hopes were about to be
realized made him tremble, and as he
talked, everything took llght from this
vietory. Even his house in Normandy
began to seem a fitting setting for the
beautiful American.

“It s only a Louls XIII chateau; it
stands very high, surrounded by or-
chards, which in the gpring are white
as BEnow."

“Wea shall go there In the apring.
she whispered,

Sabron stopped speaking, his rev-
erie was done, and he was silent as
the Intensity of his love for her
surged over him., He lifted her dell-
cate hands to his lips. “It is April
now,” he sald, and his voice shook,
“it {8 spring now, my love."

. . . . . L] .

At Julia’'s slde was a slight touch.
8he cried: “Pitchoune!" He put his
pawe on her knees and looked up into
her face.

“frunet has brought him here,” gaid
8abron, “and that means the good
chap & attending to his own love
making ™

Julia laid her hand on Pltchoune's
head “He will love the Normandy
beach, Charles."

“He will love the forests,” sald
S8abron; “there are rabbits there

On the litile dog's head the two

hands met and clasped. “Pitchoune
fe the only one in the world who is
not de trop,” sald Julia gently

Sabron, lfting her hand again teo
his lips, kigsed it long, looking Into
her eves. Netween that great mye
tery of the awakening to be fulfilled,
they drew near to each other-—nearer.

Pitchoune sat before them, waiting.
He wagged his tall and waited, No
one notieed him. He gave a short
bark that apparently disturbed no
one,

Pitchoune had become de trop.

He was discreet. With sympathetic
eves he gazed on his beloved master
and new mistress, then turned and
quietly trotted across the room to the
hearth-rug, sltting there meditative.
ly for a few minutes blinking at the
empty grate, where on the warm
spring day there was no fire.

Plitchoune lay down before the fire.
leas hearth, his head forward on his
paws, his beautiful eves still discreet-
ly turned away from the lovers. He
drew a long contented breath as dogs
do before settling into repose. His

“My Manhood and My Love Are My
Fortune."

thrilling adventures had come to an
end. Before fires on the friendly
hearth of the Louis XIII chateau,
where hunting dogs were carved in
the stone above the chimney, Pit-
choune might continue to dream In
the days to come. He would hunt
rabbits in the still forests above the
wheat fields, and live again in the
firelight his great adventures on the
desert, the long runs across the sands
on his journey back to France.

Now he closed his eyes, As a faith-
ful friend he rested in the atmos-
phere of happiness about him. He
had been the sole companion of a lone-
ly man, now he had become part of
a family.

THE END.

Explaining His One Little Lapse.

“Bruddren and sistahs,” in trium
phant tones announced Brother Bogus,
during the recent revival in Ebenezer
chapel, “silnce I was converted and
washed whiter dan snow, two mont's
ago, 1 has been widout sin, bless de
Lawd! 1's sanctified, and couldn't
commit sin if 1 wanted to! I1—"

“Hold on & minute, muh brudder!"
Interrupted good old Parson Bagster.
“Yo' mought uh-been washed tollable
white, but I's 'bleeged to say dat dar
‘peare to be a spot or two dat wasn't
touched wid de soap o' salvation. How
'bout dat time Cuhnel White filled yo'
pussonality full o' shot In his ben-
house?"

“W'y—w'y, sah, lemme tell yo'! Dia
is how 'twuz: Yo' konows how absent
minded de Cuhnel allus was. Well,
egah, dat was one o' dem times—he was
studyin' 'bout suppin or nudder, and
dess 'magined 1 was dar!"—Kansas
City Star.

Woman Destroys Bomb.

What might have been a disastrous
explosion was prevented when Mrs.
Pauline Slegel picked a bomb, with a
lighted fuse attached, from the door
step of the house of her nelghbor,

Mre. Salvatore Corso, 1621 South
Franklin street, Philadelphia. Mrs
Blegel hurled it into the street. This

broke the crudely comstructed bomb,
and only a section exploded,

Mrs. Slegel saw two men place a
queer-looking package on the step, ap-
ply a mateh, and run away. She
grasped the package and hurled it in.
to the street,

It contained slx sticke of dynamite
and a large quantity of gunpowder
The copper wires, which had been
wrapped around the package, broke.
The contentg of the powerful bomb
were scattered in all directions.

Mrs, Corso sald her family has no
enemies,

FIGHT SHARKS TWO
DAYS FOR WHALE

Fishermen, Lost in Small Boats
Without Food, Free Captured
Monster.

New Bedford, Mass —Memories of
more than half a century ago, when
New Bedford whaling ships sailed
the seven sens, were revived the other
day with the arrival here of two
open boats contalning 12 men of the
crew of the whaling vessel Joe B, Man
ta, who had become separated from
thelr ship in a fog off Cape Henry.
Their story was one of hardship,
peril and exclitement,  Without food
days

in fighting large schools of

| ind nothing In the records from Mich-

Schools of Sharks Were Attracted.

sharks, and were finally forced to vio-
late the tradition of their calling
never to lose a captured whale.
. According to the story of the men,
a whale was sighted off the Virginia
coast early one morning. Two boats
were lowered for the chase, one in
charge of Mate Joseph Hrown, and
the other commanded by the second
mate. Each crew put & harpoon into
the quarry, but while they were mak-
fng their capture they lost sight of
their ship in the fog.

The whale was lashed between the
two boats and the men lald a course
toward the coast. Great schools of
sharks were attracted by the carcass,
and for two days the men fought
these scavengers with lances and oars.
Finally they became exhausted, and
the whale was cut loose and given
over to the sharks.

The men were without food and
water until they were picked up by
the Norweglan steamer Skard, bound
from Newport News for Christiania.
Later they were transferred to the
steamer Pledmont, which ran into
Vineyard sound, where the whalemen
aga’'n took to their own boats and
salled across Buzzards bay to this
port.

STUNG BY HIS CONSCIENCE

Paroled Convict Asks to Be Sent Back
to Prison at Michigan
City, Ind,

Vincennes, Ind —Charles Bays, fifty.
one, walked Into the police station
here and asked whether he was want-
ed at Michigan City for violating his
parole. Chief of Police Adams could

igan City, but & telegram from War.
den Fogarty stated that Bays was
wanted and to hold him.

Bays was sentenced from one to
eight years from Dubols county in
1610 for the theft of a half gallon of
whisky. He has served three years,
but his term was lengthened when he
falled to report while on parole. He
gald he became intoxicated several
months ago, failed to report, and his
conscience has been hurting him ever
gince. He was returned to Michigan
City, but local people have become in-
terested and may appeal to the gov-
ernor for a parion.

WON RACE WITH A COUGAR

McGhie, Motorist, Tells a Thrilling |
Yarn of an Experience in
Washington.

Everett, Wash.—The story of a race
between an automobile and a big cou-
gar {8 related by 8, P. McGhie, who
drove the ear in the unusual sport-
ing event a few days ago, while return-
ing from Mount Rainier with a party
consisting of Mr, and Mrs, 8. J. Pritch-
ard and Mr. and Mrs. C. H. Graves,

Soon after leaving the National
Park Inn they saw the animal coming
up the road. As fhey approached it
stopped. The road at that point runs
along a high ledge, precipitous on
each side, and the animal had no other
chance to escape than to run down
the road,

Mr, McGhie took up the chase “step-
ping upon” his elght-cylinder car for
probably half a mile. The animal saw
that it was about to be overtaken, |
leaped to the roadside and crouching
close to the rocks, snarled as the ma-
chine rushed on,

Forgot He Hid Money in Stove,

Landsdale, Pa.—Adolph Blattner, a
gatekeeper on a rallroad here, hid his
savings in the stove in his shanty and |
forgot to remove them before he bullg |

; but can be redeemed,

a fire. The bllls were partly burned,

or water for four days, they spent two |
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clean and kept clean.

Give the Chlidren

The Goody That’s Qood For Them

The best way in this world to spend a nickel
for refreshment is to get

WRIGLEYS

It is the longest-lasting, most beneficial and
pleasant goody possible to buy. It aids appetite
and digestion, quenches thirst, sweetens mouth

Write for free copy of “WRIGLEY'S MOTHER GOOSE,” a
handsomely illustrated booklet in colors that will amuse
young and old and remind you of this Perfect Gum. '

In it the WRIGLEY SPEARMEN have acted
all the old familiar Mother Goose scenes to the
“tune” of new jingles.
Jr. Co., 1312 Kesner Building, Chicago.

‘‘Chew it after every meal”’

A Matter of Surprise,

“Don't you think women ought to
vote?" asked Mr. Meekton's wifle,

“Well, Henrletta, there's no doubt
in my mind that you ought to vote.
But it your opinion of some of the
other women is correct, 1 don’t see
why you should want to intrust them
with such a responsibility.”

Good!

In that new banana which Burbank
has evolved the skiddy skin is emit-
ted. This may be a gain for the
banana and the public, but it's a pain-
ful logs for the professional funmaker,
—Cleveland Plain Dealer,

SELF SHAMPOOING

With Cuticura Scap Is Most Comfort:
ing and Beneficial. Trial Free.

Especlally if preceded by touches
of Cuticura Ointment to spots of dan-
druff and itching on the scalp skin,
These supercreamy emollients meet
every skin want as well as every
tollet and nursery want in caring for
the skin, scalp, hair and hands,

Bample each free by mail with Book.
Address postcard, Cutlcura, Dept, XY,
Boston. Sold everywhere.—Ady,

Stationary Post.

Victims fof cabinet changes in Eu-
rope are coming to favor the New
York idea of a “stationary post."—Dos-
ton Advertiser.

—

Speech and Silence.
Speak fitly, or be silent wisely.—
George Herbert,

The jallbird may be deserving of
sympathy, but seldom merits glorifi-
cation,

If a young man has money to burn
it 18 easy to induce some girl to
strike a match,

Awo {8 the feeling with which one
woman regards another woman who
wears imported gowns,

When a homely girl has her pleture
taken she acts asg if she considered
the artist responsible for her looks,

Address Wm. Wrigley
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wholesome, impurity-proof chewing gum. It’s made
It's wrapped in waxed
paper and sealed. Its two delicious flavors are
always fresh and full strength.

o

Dangerous Situation.
“Awful situation at the jail"
“Dear me! What is it?"

“They have the measlos there, and
all the prisoners have broken out.,”

Itse Kind.

“I see where they have a little Thim-
ble theater in New York. What kind
of plays have they?”

“Oh, I dare say, they are sew, sew,”

Something Just as Good.
“Let's get up a piscatorial excur-
slon.”
“Why not have just a good old fish-
ing party?”

Some Jealous,
Patlence—Is she jealous of her hus-
band?
Patrice—Is she? Say, she's jealous
it he finds a hair in the butter that
isn't hers!

It was n Kansas woman, of course,
who traded the famlily refrigerator for
a pair of roller skates, A Kansas man
would have dickered for a different
kind of skate.

By the time a woman {8 old enough
not to care how she looks, she has
wasted enough smokeless powder to
blow up a ship.

Getting into debt Is llke dropping
from a balloon. Getting out is lke
climbing a greased pols.

When you meet a self-made man he
alwaye wants to tell you all about the
job,

L]

A man {8 a basso when he talks to

women. But he often 18 a tenor when
he converses with men.

It is often hard to determine wheth-
er a man Is on his way to play chess
or mereély Is returning from a funeral.

ears; Fillinge, Crowns, Brid
gend for Booklet on Unusual

TR I S

DR. BRADBURY, Dentist

26 YEARSD IN OMANHA
Home treatment for Gum Diseases. Painless Dentistry; work guaranteed 10
-work and Plates that stay where | put
entiab
allowed. Crowns from $2.50 u:.

llnivarﬂy of Notre Dame

E DAME, INDIARA

Thorough Education. Moral Training. Twenty
one oogmu leading to d " .:

Moderu Lettera, Journallam,

Commerca, Chemjsiry, T

Engioeering, Architecture Law.
Preparatory SBchool, various courses.
For Catalogues address

BOX H, NOTRE DAME, INDIANA
= -

Nebraska Directory,

THEUNIVERSITY,

OF NEBRASKA '

The University of Nebraska inciudes the
followlug Colleges and Bchouls @
The Graduate College. The
Arts and Sciences, The

lisge, The ol of Agriculture,
.msouquqf" nﬁ

The Col

Scl'c;ol’ of Commcr:g. The Schoolaf

Fine Arts,TheSchoolof A
The Teachers' Coliege HE& School.
o ¥ Satrasig spon sk o

ter aluoat th?&;lg;l‘:. of 1he Lasond samamer

about February) or the Bummer Seaslon
iululll, the ﬂrm'l'r 11l weak In Jm::’.)

On auny pelat of luformation, address

THE REGISTRAR 523

The University
School of Music

Beglns its 22nd ycar Sept. Gth
All Branches of Music
Dramatic Art
Write now for new catalog to'

Willard Kimball, Pres.
11th & R Sis., Lincoln, Neb,

It's free, Railroad fare for 50 miles '
1-22 Woodman of Werld Bldg.. Omaha. Neb.
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