
ntnnnani v-nnnneenklin

•S

tqvt NoPY
MAME VAN V012
ItLUSTRATION5&.

CO•rit/0,7 or PIE Z30a65-11172R/11 CrWAVYY

CHAPTER XXVIIIContinued.
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Later, when the others had left
them to themselves in the music

• room, Sabron sat in a big chair by the
open window and Julia Redmond
played to him. The day was warm.
There was a smell of spring flowers
In the air and the vases were filled
with girofles and sweet peas. But
Sabron smelled only the violets in
Julia's girdle. Her hands gently wan-
dered over the keys, finding the tune
that Sabron longed to hear. She
played the air through, and it seemed
as though she were about to sing the
first verse. She could not do so, nor
could she speak.
Sabron rose and came over to

where she sat.
There was a low chair near the

piano and 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 worr
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 appreciate that she wore no
jewels—nothing except the flowers he
had sent. Her dark hair was clus-
tered about her ears and her beauti-
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 living. I am young
—at the beginning of my career. I
may have before me a long life i
which, with health and friends, I ma
find much happiness. These thing
certainly have their worth to a no
mal man—but I cannot make the
real before my eyes just yet. As
look upon the world to• which I hay
returned. I see nothing. but a woma
and her love. If I cannot win her
my wife, if I cannot have her love—
He made, an expressive gesture whic
more impressively than words implie
hoe completely he laid down eve
thing else to her love and his.
He said, not without a certain di

nity: "I am quite poor; I have on
my soldier's pay. In Normandy I ow

  a littleAceperty. It is upon a hi
and looks over the sea, with appl
orchards and wheat fields. There is
house. These are my landed estate
My manhood and my love are My to
tune. If you cannot return my love
shall not thank Tremont for bringin
me back from Africa."
The American girl listened to hirli

with profound emotion. She discoin
ered every second how well she un-
derstood him, and he had much to
say, because it was the first time be
had ever spoken to her of his love.
She had put out both her hands and,
looking at him fully, said simply:
"Why it seems to me you must

know how I feel—how can you help
knowing how I feel?"
• • • • • • •

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 filledsetha orchards in the
spring. 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 bad been deep in his
heart and mind, Waiting for her here
so many months. Finally, everything
merged into his present life, and the
beauty of what he said dazed her like
an enchanted sea. He was a soldier,
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 light from this
victory. Even his house in Normandy
began to seem a fitting setting for the
beautiful American.
"It is only a Louis XIII chateau; it

stands very high, surrounded by or-
chards, which in the spring are white
as snow."

"We shall go there in the spring,"
she whispered.
Sabron stopped speaking, his rev-

erie was done, and he was silent as
the intensity of his love for her
surged over tLni. He lifted her deli-
cate hands to his lips. "It is April
now," he said, and his voice shook,
"It is spring now, my love."
• • • • " • * *

At Julia's side was a slight touch.
She cried: "Pitchoune!" He put his
paws on her knees and looked up into
bar titer.

"Brunet has brought him here," said
Sabron, "and that means the good
chap is attending to his own love-
making."

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

"He will love the forests," said
Sabron; "there are rabbits there."
On the little dog's head the two
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hands met and clasped. "Pitchoune
is the only one in the world who is
not de trop," said Julia gently.
Sabron, lifting her hand again to

his lips, kissed it long, looking into
her eyes. Between that great mys-
tery of the awakening to be fulfilled,
they drew near to each other—nearer.
Pitchoune sat before them, waiting.

He wagged his tail and waited. No
one noticed him. He gave a short
bark that apparently disturbed no
one.
Pitchoune had become de trop.
He was discreet. With sympathetic

eyes he gazed on his beloved master
and new mistress, then turned and
quietly trotted across the room to the
hearth-rug, sitting there meditative-
ly for a few minutes blinking at the
empty grate, where on the warm
spring day there was no tire.
Pitehbune lay down before the fire-

less hearth, his head forward on his
paws, his beautiful eyes still discreet-
ly turn,ed 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.

Vide
Explaining His One Little Lapse.

"Bruddren and sistahs," in trium
phant tones announced Brother Bogus
during the recent revival in Ebenezer
chapel, "Ace I was converted and
washed whiter'dan snow, two monVe
ago, I has been widout sin, bless de
Lawd! I's sanctified, and couldn't
comniit sin if I wanted to! I—"
"Hold on a minute, muh brudder!"

interrupted good old Parson Bagster
"Yo' mought uh-been washed tollable
white, but l's 'bleeged to say dat dai
'pears to be a spot or two dat wasn't
touched wid de seapee' salvation. How
'bout dat time Cuhnel White filled yo'
pussonality full o' shot in hie hen-
house?"
"W'y—w'y, sah, lemme tell Eel DiE

is how 'twuz: Yo' knows how absent
minded de Cuhnel anus was. Well,
sah, dat was one o' dem times— ae WrIS
studyin"bout suppin or nudder, a - '
dess 'magined I was dar!"—ifeensa
City Star.

Woman Destroys Boma
What might have been a disastrous

explosion was prevented whew Mrs.
Pauline Sieges picked a bomb, With a
lighted fuse attached, from the door-
step of the house of her net. bor,
Mrs. Salvatore Corso, 1621 Mouth
Franklin street, Philadelphia Mrs
Siegel hurled it into the street. This
broke the crudely constructed womb,
and only a section exploded.

Mrs. Siegel saw two men pose a
queer-looking package on the step, ap-
ply a nialt:11, anti tun away- ens
grasped the package and hurled! al in-
to the street.

It contained six sticks of dynamite
and a large quantity of gungewder.
The copper wires, which. halt been
wrapped around the package, stroke.
The contents of the powerful_ bomb
were scattered in all direct*.
Mrs. Corso said her farallg Us no

enemies.

No Problem to
Solve
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By H. M. EGBERT

•••••.S.4...S.".••••••••••••••••• ••••••••••••••%.44".• • .".•••• • •

(Copyright, 1915, by W. G. Chapman )

Some men at the club had brought
up the old problem of wife versus
mother. Which should a man save,
if he were struggling with them in
the water? Then it was that Merrill
told this story:
"Sotheby had been out boating

with his fiancee, Evelyn, and her lit-
tle crippled sister, Mollie," he said.
"I think that problem was still harder.
Ordinarily, of course, his duty would
have been to save his fiancee, but Mol-
lie was lame—had been so from birth.
She could .walk, after a fashion, but
she couldn't have swam, and she was
far too frail and delicate to swim for
her life in such a tide as Eight Mile
race.

"He knew Evelyn could swim like
a fish, too. The girls were staying at
North Cliff when he went to see them.
He had met Evelyn a few weeks be-
fore, in town. He knew she and her
sister were orphans. They had hard-
ly a relative in the world. Sotheby had
become engaged a week or two before,
and and he was madly in love with Eve-
lyn, and the envy of all the other
men who admired her dashing beauty.

"I think his predicament was worse.
It was about half a mile to the land,
and Evelyn could probably have made
it. Mollie was helpless. Sotheby did
not know what to do. He acted on
impulse. He saved Mollie.
"He never knew how the boat had

overturned. He was trying to bring
the tiller around and let the boom go
when they found themselves in the
water, and clinging to the overturned
boat, which Was drifting rapidly out
to sea.
"Ile saw Evelyn struggling beside

him, and Mollie sinking. Quick as a
flash Sotheby grabbed Mollie by the
hair. He lost sight cf Evelyn. He
knew he could not save both girls, and
he could not let Mollie go. Alternate-
ly swimming and treading water, he
managed, in utter exhaustion, to get
Mollie ashore. Then he fainted.
"He awakened in a fisherman's cot-

tage. Mollie was upstairs and doing
well. The next day be saw her. He

He Lost Sight of Evelyn.

had not dared to ask about his fiancee;
everybody knew she was drowned. To
his astonishment Mollie seemed al-
most unconcerned.

"It was a tiny fishing village, and
the tragedy, though it stirred the
place, was not widely reported. After
Mollie and he had recovered the girl
gave up the little cottage and went
home.
"'You must let me come an see

you, fcr Evelyn's sa.ke,:.said Sotheby.
"He was rather astonished when

Mollie resolutely refused. 'I bear you
no ill will, Jack, and I owe you my
life,' she said. 'But I reel that it
would be impossible after—what has
happened.'
"The girl's uncanny calmness

shocked John. However, there was
nothing to do but acquiesce. It was a
year before he saw Mollie Again. They
met.on Fifthl, avenue, end the recogni-
tion was mutual. Mollie told Jack
Sotheby that she was living with an
old aunt in an apartment uptown.
"That had been a aari.. period for

Sotheby. He knew ,.hat he shadow
over his life would deepen rather than
disappear, as the years went en. And
yet, strangely enough, he began to
realize that he had not truly loved
Evelyn. Their meeting and engage-
ment had been rapid, and there had
been no communion of tastes between
them. It had been infatuation, and,
in spite of the tragedy, Jack thought
nf Vvnlvn aa or, articlefla fv, hi* lifa.

rather than his lost love.
"When he looked at Mollie he was

conscious of a sudden awakening of
Interest in the frail girl, whose beauty
had developed until she seemed a
replica of Evelyn -less dashing, less
vivacious, but the Evelyn whom he
would have loved rather than the one
he had known. -
" 'I am coming to see you. Mollie,'

he said. And this time the girl did not
refuse.
"Weeks passed. Their intimacy deep-

ened. The girl was becoming very dear
to Sotheby. At last the day arrived
when he felt that the shadow which
hung over them ought to be lifted.

"'Mollie,' he said, taking the girl's
hands in his. 'I want to tell you, dear,
that I love you. I want to ask you
to be my wife. I feel that you and I
have something inseparable, some-
thing that makes our lives,one. It is
Evelyn, and yet I never cared for Eve-
lyn as I love you.'
"The girl looked at him, and then, to

Sotheby's amazement, she burst into
passionate weeping.
" 'I can never marry you, Jack.' she

cried: 'You do riot know—Oh, you do
not know, and I cannot bring myself
to tell you.'
" 'But you love me, Molly?' he cried.
"He took her in his arms, and for an

instant her head lay on his shoulder.
"'Yes, I love you,' she said. But I

cannot marry you.' She raised her
head and looked him frankly in the
eyes. 'Listen, Jack,' she said. 'I have
loved you since I first saw you, and
I have never loved anyofte else. That
Is why I must send you away. It is
because of Evelyn.'
"He could find no answer to make.

He boweehis head and went away.
It was Nao'ther year before he saw
Mollie again Then he was at Atlantic
City.
"He was seated in a secluded corner

by the Boardwalk when he saw Mol-
lie coming toward him. At first he
thought, so striking was the resem-
blance, that she was Evelyn herself.
Then, as he watched her, he saw Eve-
lyn in the flesh, at her side. and, be-
side Evelyn a man.
"The trio were advancing toward

him, and Evelyn and the man were
engaged in animated conversation.
Evelyn had grown stouter and flesh-
ier; she was still the dashing beauty
of old times, but the dashingness could
not carry itself so well under that ac-
cumulated load of flesh. It was over-
done, and the woman was obviously
too artificial. The hair was too light,
the eyes too dark. Sotheby stared.
He could not be mistaken. It was
Evelyn.
"Sotheby was not superstitious. He

knew that Evelyn was at Mollie's side,
and he rose and followed them to
their hotel. He watched them enter,
and all that day he waited until he
was rewarded at last by seeing Mollie
come out alone. She walked, with her
limping gait, along the Boardwalk un-
til she came to the same place where
Sotheby had sat that morning. There
she sat down, and there he accosted
her.
"The terror to the girl's eyes almost

unnerved him. She glanced at him
fearfully, and saw that he knew all.
" 'You have seen her?' she cried,

with a quick-intake of breath.
"Sotheby nodded. 'Tell me the

tru t'hTMntlle',-re-Sald;lttkTn Pier hand
In his. And he knew then that, al-
though it was not the same Evelyn
whom he had loved, it was just the
same Mollie who had been so dear
to him, who had always been in his
thoughts, night and day, since he had
learned to love her.

" 'She is not dead,' said Sotheby.
'But—Mollie, tell me the truth, and
trust me.'
"'Yes, I will tell you the truth,' an-

swered the girl. 'When you became
Engaged to Evelyn you looked on it
as a serious matter. But to Evelyn
it was just a joke, a summer flirta-
tion. She gets engaged at least two
or three times every summer. When
you looked on it as something lasting
Evelyn was—well, just plain. scared.
She liked you well enough to become
engaged to you, but she never loved
you, Jack. Why, Evelyn couldn't love
anybody. The man she is engaged to
now is rich, and she will probably
marry him; but she never intended to
marry you.
"'You frightened her, Jack, and be-

cause she really did care for you in
a way, she was afraid that she might
not be able to help marrying you.
And you were not a rich man, not
.rich enough for Evelyn. I didn't know
what she was going to do, but I knew
that she was planning to do some-
thing, because she was mad with fear
when you came down to North Cliff.
"'You know she can swim. She told'

me afterwards—she sent me a letter
while I was in the fisherman's house,
before you came up to see me. She
had upset the boat, knowing that you
would take care of me, because I
could not swim. When the boat upset
Evelyn dived and climbed out and
hid behind the rocks. She waited there
until elle saw that we were safe, and
then she ran home and changed her
dress, packed 'up and ran away. That
was io prevent your knowing that she
was alive. She wanted you to think
her dead, so as to escape marrying
you.

'And you knew all that, Mollie?
And that was why you forbade me to
see you?'
"'Yes,' cried the girl. 'And when

I was living with my aunt I could
see you, because Evelyn had gone
West. But I dared not let you love

me.'
"'But I have always loved you, Mol-

lie,' said Jack. 'I love you now, dear.'

"He took her in his arms and kissed
her. And this time they knew that
there was no obstacle to their happi-

r_
"'tact, dear,' said Mollie presently,

'If Evelyn marries that man they will

go West to live. You won't want to

see her again. Can you wait two weeks
longer until ,I send for you to come

to me?'
"He laughed. 'I have waited two

years, Mollie,' he answered. 'I think

I can wait two weeks longer—for you,

uot Evelyn.'"

CraL: Rttote:s Moriumerrr

HODESIA preserves in its name
the memory of the empire
builder Cecil Rhodes, to whose
courageous foresight its ex-
isteae is due. Unfortunate-

ly, he was too late to secure for the
territory the outlet to the seaboard
without which every country is more
or less of a dependency, says the
Montreal Family Herald and Weekly
Star.
On either side of Rhodesia. east

and west, already extended two great
German colonies. To the south of
East German Africa and to thc north
of West German Africa was a Por-
tuguese colony, so that all hope of
gaining a deep water frontage for
Rhodesia by natural extension was
cut off.
German West Africa Is.not a-very

valuable possession, being generally
rocky, sterile, unwholesome, and
having no safe harbors. It pos-
sesses diamantiferous "blue clay,"
however, which has proddced some,
if so far not many, diamonds, and
-the rocks,mag. renteie reineraja___

Both the western and eastern col-
onies receive subsidies from the
home government. But, then, the
Germans are not trained in the busi-
ness of managing colonies. Under
British rule, the eastern colony, at
any rate, would have been self-sup-
porting from the first. It is fertile,
and has wide stretches of valuable
land. Cotton does well there. Sheep
thrive as well as in Australia. There
are no fatal pests for cattle, except-
ing far inland, and the trouble is not
exceptionally serious.
In fact, German East Africa would

become a second Argentina under
really capable management.

Fine for Stock Raising.
The recent purchase of a large

tract -of land in Rhodesia for the
purpose of Stock raising by an Amer-
ican syndicate has drawn the atten-
tion of the public to the possibilities
that exist in South Africa for this
Industry.

If properly developed that country
would in time become a serious com-
petitor to the Argentine Republic,
which heads the world's list today as
a meat exporter.
There would be no trouble about

summer feeding. There are large
tracts of land on the high veldt that
are unsuitable for cultivation, being
stony by nature, which produce
good crops of grass, five or six
months of the year. On these at
present are grazed a limited num-
ber of cattle, sheep and goats, which
could be very largely increased in
number were provision made for win-
ter feeding by the growing of corn, or
other foreign crops in northern coun-
tries.
The Boer farmer of today is

slowly recovering from the enormous
losses he sustained in the late war,
when his sheep and goats were slaugh-
tered by the thousand and his cattle
commandeered for military purposes.
But in a few years more he should
have his stock replenished in the nat-
ural course of events, unless he loses
more animals than usual through
some of the sicknesses of the country.

Five-Thousand-Acre Farms.
The average size of a farm runs to

about five thousand acres, but when
we consider that this will probably in-
clude part of a kopie or mountain,
and that probably half of it is of
very little value except for grazing,
there is nothing wonderful about
that. The only parts that are put un-
der cultivation are the valleys and

+isn ninnnoi Tf on

ordinary farmer puts 100 acres under
cultivation he is considered to be farm-
ing in a large way.

Altogether there are 439,575 square
miles of land in northern and south-
ern Rhodesia, on which there is a
population of only 1,693,550, and only
26,000 of these whites.
The country has. no direct outlet,

Its Communicate= etith the sea be-

tog through Portuguese East Africa.
Two-thirds at least of southern

Rhodesia lie three thousand feet and
more above sea level, about a quarter
of this being over four thousand feet,
the highest ground being well suited,
from a climatological point of view,
for European settlement.

Generally speaking, Rhodesia is not
a country for the man without cap-
ital; the white population is at pres-
ent inconsiderable in numbers and is,
in a great measure, scattered over the
country on farms and in small mining
centers. There are, in consequence,
no communities sufficiently large to
offer regular work to more than a very
limited number of artisans, or city la-
borers. It is generally accepted that
successful farming necessitates a min-
imum capital of $5.000 to $10,000. Un-
improved land sells at about $1.75 per
acre and upwards.

Laborers Live on Farms.
The labor problem is got over by

allowing a „number of Kafirs to live
on the farm. They have permission

eta a. certain  amount of land
and to graze their cattle and goats.
In return they must give the farm-
er a certain amount of their time for
cultivating his land, and look after his
cattle.

If Kafirs are scarce the farmer
will probably induce some poor white
families to locate on his farm, who
give their labor in exchange for the
privilege of living on the farm.
They build their own houses and

cultivate enough land to give them
a living, but very seldom grow any-
thing to sell. The vrow or wife looks
after the garden and fowls, the eggs
generally going to the nearest store
in exchange for such necessaries of
life as sugar and tea.
The high veldt farmer can, by Judi-

cious burning of the grass on certain
sections, keep a supply of green grass
all winter, and thereby keep his cat-
tle in good condition. Some follow an-
other course. They hire a farm on
the low veldt where the grass is bet-
ter in winter, and bring the stock
by slow marches from the highlands
to the hired farm, grazing them by
the road over which they travel. As
there are practically no fences, ex-
cepting around cultivated land, there
is no difficulty in feeding on the way.
The low veldt farms, excepting in

the winter months, are very deadly
to cattle and sheep. No farmer would
think of bringing his stock down there
until after the first frost. It is just
as deadly a locality1 for white men,
owing to the prevalence of malarial
fever.

Is a Tropical Country.
It must not be forgotten Rhodesia

is entirely within the tropics, which
extend to the twenty-third degree of
latitude on either side of the Equator,
and that, generally speaking, it is in
this area that a uniformly high tem-
perature prevails, the mean annual
figures being at from 73 degrees to 82
degrees Fahrenheit. The average for
the whole of Rhodesia is, however,
considerably less than this, owing to
the difference in altitude.

Fruits are abundant and a large ex-
port trade may yet be done in them,
despite the fact that the country has
no seaport of its own. Insect pests
are troublesome, being chiefly of the
scale variety.
The South American tree, the paw-

paw, which has been introduced to
most of the British tropical depen-
dencies, grows well in Rhodesia, and
has most probably a future before it.
The property possessed by the juice
nf el inenlvin )'nin non Ann. 14 n nn•••

erful digestive, and already there is
a considerable demand for the extract,
especially in the United States at
America.
The squashes which grow SO abun-

dantly in many Peels of Rhodesia per-
form an important point in taking
the place of wit or for drinking put.
poses, when the latter is not ILV1111.
able.


