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BYNOPSIS, 1 think hs will eare for the musdle, bul
Y aftorward pechope he will rin with us as

Lo Qomtn Ae Babron, captaln of French |

envalry, takes to his quarters to ralse by
hand o motheriess Irish terrier pup, and
namen it Pltchouna. e dines with the
Muarquine o Hscllgnne and meets  Ming
Julln Hedmond, Amerlcan lvlreps, who
sings for him an English Dboilad that
Jingers In hisn memory. Trying to save
Pitchouna's lifa, he declines o second In-
yitation Lo dinner becavune of A "'very sick
friend.,” No more Invitutlons come from
the Chateau d Esclignac Pitchoune,
though lame from his accldent, thrives
nd devoted to his mastor., Babron and
Mchoung meet the Marguise and Mins
admond and after the story of Pltchouns
I8 told Babron Iy forgiven and Invited to
ditner agaln, Sabron s ordored to Al-
glors.

CHAPTER VI—Continued,

Pltchoune, whose eyes had followed
the oat out of sight, sprang upon his
master and seemed quite ready for
the new departure.

“I shall at least have you,” Babron
ald. “It will be your first campalgn.

¢ shall have some famous runs and
1 shall Introduce you to a camel and
make you acquainted with several
donkeys, not to speak of the historie
Arab steeds. You will see, my friend,
khat there are other animals besldes
yoursgell in creation.”

“ A telegram for mon capitaine.”
Frunet came in with the blue envelope
*‘hich Sabron tore open.

You will take with you nelther horses
nor_dogs,

It was an order from the minister of
war, just such a one as was sent to
gome half-dozen other young officers,
ull of whom, no doubt, felt more or
less discomfited.

Sabron twisted the telegram, put it
in the fireplace and lighted his elga-
rette with It, watching Pitchoune who,
finding himeelf n comfortable corner
In the armchair, had settled down for
A nap.

“8o," nodded the young man aloud,
“1 shall not even bave Pitchoune.”

He smoked, musing, In the rigld dis-

ine of his soldler's life he was used
obedience. His softened eyes, how-
ver, and his nervous fngers as they
ulled at hls mustache, showed that

e command had touched him,

"“What shall I do with you, old fel-
low?"

Although Sabron's volce was low,

o dog, whose head was down upon

I8 paws, turned his bright brown

yes on his master with so much con-

Rdence and affection that it completed

work. BSabron walked across the
oor, smoking, the spurs on his heels
lanking, the light shining on his bril-
iant boots and on his uniform. He
a8 & splendid-looking man with race
pod breeding, and he combined with

:h masculine force the gentleness of

womnn.

“They want me to be lonely,” he
hought. “All that the chiefs consider
# Lthe soldier—not the man—even the
mpanlonship of my dog {8 denled
What do they think | am going
do out there in the long ecastern
g8?" He reflected. “What does
world expect an uncompanioned
erer to do?"  There are many

and the leas thought about
the better,

“A lotter for Monsieur lo Capltaine.”
et returned with a note which he
nted stifly, and Pitchoune, who

in his little brain to imagine
runet an Intruder, sprang from the
ir like lightning, rushed at the

rvant, seized the leg of his panta-
ns and began to worry them, growl-
g, Brunet regarding him with adora.
on. Babron had not thought aloud
@ last words of the telegram, which
bad used to lHght his clgaretto.

v+« Nor will it be necessary to take
porsonnl servant. The Indigones are
npible ordonnances,
As he took the lotter from Brunet's
rlnr he sald curtly:
“I nm ordered to Alglers and 1 shall
pnot take horses nor Pltchoune.”
The dog, at mention of his name,
t Brunet's leg free and stood qulet,
is head lifted.
“Nor you either, mon brave Bru-
et." Babron put his hand on his
vant's shoulder, the first familiarity
had ever shown s man who served
im with devotion, and who would
ave given his life to save his mas-
‘s, "Those,"” sald the officer curtly,
are the orders from headquarters, and
o least sald about them the better.”
The ruddy oheek of the servant
rned pale. He mechanieally touched
ia forehead.
“Blon, mon Capitaine,” he mur-
ured, with n little cateh in his volee,
a #tood wt attention, then wheelod
d without being dismissed, stalked
ut of the room,
Plitchoune did not follow. He re-
ed immovable like a Httle dog out
m bronze; he understood—who
say—how much of the conversa-
T Sabron threw away his ciga.
, then read his letter by the man-
eplece, laaning his arm upon It. He
slowly. He had broken the seal
y. It was the firet Istter-he had
ever seen in this handwriting. It was
written in French and ran thus:

C Monsleur<My aunt wishes me to ank
It you will gcome to us for a little
w afternoon. We hope

tomorro
~will be free, and I hope, she added,
you will bring Pitchoune,

Not that

we wilk to the gate. My nupt wishies ma
to gy that slie has Inarned from the pol.
onel that you hnave been orderad to Al
glere, In this woy alie says that we shall
hnve nn opportunity of wishing you bon
voyage, and 1 say I hope Plichoune will
bé a comfort Lo you

The letter ended In the usual formal
French fashion, Sabron, turning the
lotter and rereading 1t, found that it
completed the work that had been go-
ing on in his lonely heart. He stood
long, musing

Pltchoune lald himself down on the
rug, his bright little head between his
paws, hig affectionate eyes on his mas-
ter. The firelight shone on them both,
the musing young officer and the al-
most human-hearted little beasl. So
Brunet found thHem when he came In
with the lamp shortly, and as he set
It down on the table and its lght
shone on him, Sabron, glancing at the
ordonnance, saw that his eyes were
r’d, and llked him none the less for it

CHAPTER VIL
A Soldier's Dog.

"It 1s Just as 1 thought,” he told
Pitchoune. *I took you into my life,
you lttle rascal, against my will, and
now, although it's not your fault, you
are making me regret it. I shall end,
Pitchoune, by being a cynle and mis-
ogynist, and learn to make idols of
my career and my troops alone. Aftar
all, they may be tiresome, but they
don’t hurt as you do, and some other
things as well."”

Pitehoune, being Invited to the
musicale at the Chateau J'Esclignac,
went along with his master, running be-
hind the captain's horge. It was a
heavenly January day, soft and mild,
full of sunlight and delicious odors,
and over the towers of King Rene's
caetle the sky baunners were made of
celestial blue.

The oficer found the house lull of
people. He thought it hard that he
might not have bad one more Intimate
picture to add to his collection. When
he entered the room a young man was
playing a violoncello, There was a
group at the plano, and among the peo-
ple the only ones he clearly saw were
the hostess, Madame d'Esclignac in
a gorgeous velvet frock, then Miss
Redmond, who stood by the window,
listening to the musle. She saw him
come in and smliled to him, and from
that moment his eyes hardly left her.

What the music was that afternoon
the Count de Sabron could not have

Il r |“

He Stood Long Musing,

told very intelligently. Much of It was
sweel, all of it was touching, but when
Miss Redmond stood to sing and chose
the little song of which he had made
a lullaby, and; sang it divinely, Sab-
ron, his hands clasped behind his back
and his head a little bent, still looking
at her, thought that his heart would
break. It was horrible to gv away and
not tell ber. It was cowardly to feel
0 much and not be able to speak it.
And he felt that he might be egqual
to some wild deed, such as crossing
the room violently, putting his hand
over her slender one and saylug:

"l am a soldler; 1 have nothing but a
soldler's lfe. 1 am going to Africa
tomorrow. Come with me; | want you
come!"

All of which, slightly impossible and
quite out of the question, nevertheless
charmed and soothed him. The words
of hor English song, almost barbarie
to him because Incomprehensible, fell
on his ears Its melody was already
part of him,

“Monsieur de SBabron,” said Madame
d'Esclignac, “you are golng away to-
morrow "

“Yes, Madame.”

“1 expect you will be engaged in
some awful native skirmishes, Per
haps you will even be able to send
back & tiger skin."

“There are no tigere in that part of
Afrloa, Madame,”

The youug soldler's dark eyes rest-

g . - ———

od almost hostilely on the gorgeous
marqulse in her red gown. He felt
that she was glad to have him go, He
wanted to say: “l shall come back,
howevear; | shall come buck and when
I return” but he knew that
such n boast, or even such a hope was
fruitless,

His colonel had told him only the
day before that Mlss Redmond was
ote of the richest American helresses,
and there was a question of a duke or
a prince and heaven only knew what
in the way of titles. As the marqulse
moved awny her progress was some
thing ke the rolling of an elegani
velvet chalr, und while his feelings
were still disturbed Missa Redmond
arpsged the room to him. Defore Sab
ron quite knew how they had been
able to escape the others or leave the
room, he was standing with her in the
winter garden where t(he sunlight
came In through lrnilinés and the
perfume of the.warmed plants was
heavy nnd aweet., Before them flowed
the Rhone, golden in the winter's light.
The blue river swept its waves around
old Tarascon and the battlements of
King Rene's towers
“You are going to Algiers tomorrow,
Monsleur do Sabron?” Miss Redmond
smiled, and how was Sabron to real
ize that she could not very wall have
wept there and then, had she wished
to do so?

“Yes,” he sald. "1 adore my regl-
ment. 1 love my wo'k I have al-
ways wanted to see colonial service.”
“Have vyou? It is delightful to find
one’'s ambitiong and desires satislled,’
sald Miss Redmond. "1 have always
longed to see the desert. It must be
beautiful. Of course you are going to
take Pltchoune?”

“Ah!" excluimed Sabron, “that is
just what I am not golng to do.”
“What!" she erled. You are never
going to leave that darling dog be-
hind you?"

“1 must, unfortunately. My superior
officers do not allow me to take horses
or dogs, or even my servant.”
“Heavens!" ghe exclaimed, "What
brutes they are! Why, Pitchoune will
dle of a broken heart.,” Then sha
sald: “You are leaving him with your
man gervant?”

Sabron shook his head

“Brunet would not be able to keep
him."

“Ah!" she breathed.
for a home? Is he?
might 1
choune?"

The Frenchman Impulsively put out
his hand, and she lald her own in it
"You are too good," he murmured.
“Thank you. Pltchoune will thank
you."

He kissed her hand. That was all.
From within the salon came the
noise of voices, and the bow of the
violoncellist was beginning a new con-

“Ho ia looking
If 8o, would you
take care of Plt-

certo. They stood looking at each
other., No condition could have pre-

vented It although the Marquise
d'Esclignae was rolling toward them
across the polished floor of the musie-
room. As though Babron realized that
he might never see this lovely young
woman again, probably never would
sen her, and wanted before he left to
have something made clear, he asked
quickly:

“Could you, Mademolselle, in a word
or two tell me the meaning of the Eng-
lish song you sang?"

She flughed and laughed alightly.
“Waell, it is not very easy to put It
In prose,” she hesitated. “Things
sound so differently In musle and
poetry; but it means,” she sald in
French, bravely, "why, it is a sort of
prayer that someone vou love very
much should be kept safe night and
day. That's about all. There Is a 1t
tl#® sadnesd In i1, as though,” and her
checks glowed, “as If there was a sort
of separation. It means ., .
“Ah!" breathed the officer deeply,
“I understand. Thank you.”

And just then Madame d'Esclignac
rolled up hetween them and with an
unmistakable satisfaction presented to
her nlece the gentleman she had ses
eured.

(TO BE CONTINUED,)

Your Own Home,

Willilam L. Price In “The douse of
the Democrat,” gave us n description
of hia ldeal dwelling In words 80 ge
nlal and slmple, and full of such pie
turesque feeling, that they seem a fit-
ting preface to an article on the plan-
ning of a home. "The rooms,” he
suld, "shall be ample and low; wide
windowed, deep-sented, spacious, cool
by reason of shadows In summer,
warmed by the ruddy glow of fire
sldes In winter; open to wistful sum-
mer airs, tight closed against the win-
try blasts; & house, a home, a shrine.”

One cannot but wish that every
homebullder and architect would
learn these words by heart, and hold
them as & constant reminder—for in
that one prophetic sentence seems to
be condensed the very «pirit of
home,

The atmosphere of com’ort and rest-
fulness cannot be attalned, however,
without mueh wise and thoughttul
planning, Its roots are in the prac.
tical, the seemingly commonplace—
which, rightly treated, results o last-
ing homellke charm —Thke Craftsman,

Chinece Currency.

Currency In Ching has had all sorts
of surprises for the layman, but the
present situatlion 1s simply extraor
dinary. Thera 18 now found to be an
actual plethora of dollars and small
colns, and since last August the Chl.
nese have been melting them and con.
verting them Into sycee. The reason
why dollars are being melted is that
lnrge Issues of the provinclal mints
have found no use In the market, and
us all Chinese accounts are in tasle
the present price of the dollar Is not

very conducive to its existence and
¢lreulation.
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V:ce-Pressdent Now Has a Nice Flag for Himself

ASHINGTON -
and it ig an official bannor
Awmerican warship and is piped over the side he

Viee-President Thomas R, Marshell has a flag of his own
This means that every tlme he visits an
will enjoy the pleasurable
emotion of knowing that the V. P
flag is fluttering from the masthead

The V, P. flag ig a snow-white
square of bunting, on a field of which
is a blue bird representing the eagle
in the coat of arms of the United
States. This makes the V. P, flag the
reverse of the president’'s flag, which
consists of the coat of arms of the na
tion on a blue field. This is the first
time in the history of the American
navy that there has been prescribed
for vice-president a distinctive flag
vessels while he 18 on board one of them

THAT'S
MINE

to be displayed on
It rempined for Secretary Daniels to provide Mr, Marshall with a flag
It grew out of the fact that Vice-President Marshall was going to San Fran

naval

cisco to represent President Wilson at the Panama-Pacific exposition. When
the president arranged for himself to be represented in this manner, and
plans were made for the vice-president to pe received on board the armored
cruiser Colorado, the flagship of Admiral Howard, it occurred to Secretary
Danlels that a more fitting reception in the attendant ceremonies should be
accorded him than those previously prescribed. Hence the new flag,

This new flag has now been permanently prescribed for the vice-pres
ident In the future and will hereafter be displayed on ships of the navy
whenever the vice-president i1s on board.

The eeremonles attending a visit of the president to a ship of the navy
include the manning of the rail by the crew, hoisting his flag and firlng o
salute of 21 guns upon his arrival, and hauling down his flag and fring
a second salute upon his departure from the ship. The honors given the
vice-president were formerly the same as those given the president, ex
cept that the rail was not manned by the crew and the salute of 19 guns
was given only upon his departure, and the national colors were dis
played during the salute.

What Nationai Bird Reserves Do for the Farmer

T 18 believed in Washington that the farmers in many parts ol the United
States have little idea of the extent to which the federal government goes
Department of agriculture

to protect them and their interests from harm,
officials have often cried out against
the wanton slaughter of birds, declar-
ing thut these birds were necessary to
keep down the insect pests and there
by protect the farmers’' crops, but
they have not stopped at this. With-
out much ado, they have been select-
Ing the quiet, isolated nooks of the
country as bird reserves, as places
where the birds counld go and under
the protection of the authorities rear
their young in security and comfort,

At the present time there are 74
such bird reserves scattered throughout the entire country, and especially
on the lonely islands that are found along the different coasts, These re
serves have been created through reference from the interlor department tc
the president, who signs excutive orders declaring the place to be a reserve
Immediately these places come under the general law which makes It unlaw
ful to kill birds, take their eggs or to willfully disturb the birds. A maximum
ine ot $600 and a sentence in jail for six months are provided for violationg
ot this law,

The bird reserves now existing are being administered under the direc
tion of the biological survey of the United States department of agriculture
During the last year nine new bird reserves were established, scattered be
tween Alaska and Porto Rico; two new ones in Alaska, one of which, In the
Aleutian islands, was established not only for the purpose of protecting
native birds, but also for the encouragement of propagation of fur-bearing
animals, reindeer and food fishes. Other bird reserves established during
the year were In Arkansas, Alabama and Miesissippl and also the Canal
zone,

“Mystery” of Chimney of the British Embassy

NOTHER “mystery” of international politice was uncovered in Washing:
ton recently by an American newspaper man. Fired by memories of the
romance and intrigue in Washington during the Russo-Japanese war and by
a knowledge of the “gecret service”
now going on in connection with the
devious route of Mexican politics, but
steadled by the dignity of that solemn,
imposing, red-brick pile, the British
embasgy, at the corner of Connecticut
avenue and N street northwest, the
reporter linked arms with luck and
inquired at the embassy:
“What happened when you had
your chimney fixed?"
Said chimney 18 in the chancel
Jery, between that bullding and the
The chimney wouldn’t draw, and, thersfore, there was

resldence next door.
not enough fire to warm the chilled secretarles and attaches.

Hundreds of Washinglonians who had whispered to one another the
story of how a bricklayer was employed to block up an opening in the chim-

ney, and how a set of dlctaphone wires was found there, were doomed (o
read an unravelment of this “mystery” of international politics that is amus-
Ing rather than fmportant. ilere it is @s it came from one of the embassy
attaches:

“What happened when we had our chimney fixed® Why, the fire burned
all right. What did we find? Why, we found an awful lot ot dust and soot
Charley is going to get a scolding for letting that chimney get so dirty."

“A Dictaphone Easily Could Be a Diplomat's Delight.”

What Becomes of the Holes in Postage Stamps

NE who passes by the bureau of printing and engraving in Washington

may often see on a concrete platform a number of barrels being roughly
“headed up” and loaded into wagons. If he takes a peek into one of e
barrels he will see that they are filled
with most pecullar looking stuff which
ne will be at a loss to Ildentify. It is
composed of wvery small particles
seemingly of all the colors In the
rainbow.

If the passer-by asks one of the
workmen what the gueer stuff is, he
will be told “jJust holes,” and further
inguiry reveals that It is composed of
the tiny disks made by the machines
through whieh the ghéets of postage
itamps are run for perforation, They
'all into baskets and being of no use whatever, are barreled up and carted to
the elty dump.

The bureau of printing and engraving turns out a barrel and a half of
these “holes’ every week day, which means nine barrels a week and 488 bar-
rels & year. It is needless to suy no one ever counted the number of “holes”
in & barrel, but as the bureau prints 12,000,000,000 stamps a year and there
are 21 perforations for each stamp, or a total of 251,000,000,000 for the year's
putput, it 18 evident that each of the 468 barrels contains approximately
588,461,088 holaws,

FARMER'S WIFE
T00 ILLTO WORK

A Weak, Nervous Sufferer
Restored to Health by Ly-
dia E. Pinkham’s Veg-
etable Compound.

Kasota, Minn. — ‘1 am glad to say
that Lydis E. Pinkham's Vegetable
Compound has done
more for me than
anything else, and I
! had the best physi-
# cian here. I was so
wenk and nervous
| that 1 could not do

il fered with pains low
“d down in my right
‘ side for a year or

more, I took Lydia

' E. Pinkham's Vege-

table Compound, and now 1 feel like a

different person. I believe there is

nothing like Lydia E. Pinkham's Vege-
table Compound for weak women and

young girls, and I would be glad if I

could influence anyone to try the medi-

cine, for I know it will do all and much
more than it is claimed to do.”” — Mra.

Crara Franks, R. F. D. No. 1, Maple-

crest Farm, Kasota, Minn.

Women who suffer from those dis-
tressing ills peculiar to their sex should
be convinced of the ability of Lydia E.
Pinkham's Vegetable Compound to re-
store their health by the many genuine
and truthful testimoninls we are con-
stantly publishing in the newspapers.

If you have the slightest doubt
that Lydia E. Pluklmm 8 Vegeta~
ble Compound will help you,writo
to Lydia L.Plnkham edicineCo.
(confidential) Lynn, Mass,, for ad-
vice. Your letter will be opened,
read and answered by a woman,
n.nd held in strict confidence.

Constipation

Vanishes Forever
Prompt Relief—Permanent Cure
CARTER'S LITTLE

LIVER PILLS never
fail. Purely vegeta-
ble — act surely
but gently on
the liver.

Stop after
dinner dis-

improve the complexion, bnghtcn theeyes,
SMALL PILL, SMALL DOSE, SMALL PRICE,
Genuine must bear Signature

S T,

Instant Relief for Itching Piles 22! &esnd

juarantesd cure, Cens Pharmasseatleal Uo,, Ashland, Beb,

—————

Dramatic Criticiam.
“How is that new play of Scrib-
blers?"
“Dead slow. [ took my old maid
aunt to see it, and it didn't even get
a blush out of her,”

When two boys play together the
smaller boy pulls the wagon and the
larger one rides in It

Most particular women use Red Cross
Ball Blue, American made Sure to please.
At all good grocers.

A man who Is pound foolish may not

A EVERY
WONAN

wishes to iook her
best. You will

never know what YOUR BEST
is until you try

ZONA

the wonderful healer and beautifier.
Send two dimes and we will mall you
a beautiful opal jar of ZONA a 10-cent
sllk sponge for applying and a 25-cent
cake of Zona Nail Lustre,

Write at once.

Zona Company, w’kﬁi..‘?{:.‘;':
A Typewriter
in Every Home

The typegyriter has
come to be a ne-
cessity In almost
every family. lf the
daughter Is a stenographer, she
can increase her earning power
by home practice. The father
and sons need a typewriter for
their correspondence. The
mother llkes to keep recipes
and other data In neat, read-
able form. You will be inter-
ested in our booklet, A Lesson
in Operating the L. C. Smith
& Bros. Typewriter." Writeforit.

L.C. Smith & Bros. Typewriter Co.
1819 Farnam Street
Omaha Nebraska
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