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SYNOPSIS.

At their home on the frontier btetween
the Browns and (;rays Marta G (;alla4j anii
her mother, entertaining ('•alone. \est. r-
ling of the (;rays. se. C'alptain i.anztr I
of the Browns injured by a fall in his
aeroplane. Ten years later. e\\st irl ng,
nominal vice but real chief of staff, re-en-
forces South La Tir anid naeditat,.s on war.
Marta tells him of her teachlinu , chilldren
the follies of war and martial paitriotism,
and begs him to prevent vaar whilte he is
chief of staff. I.;anstron calls on Marta
at her home. She tells l.anstron that she
believes Feller, the gardener. to ,", a spy
Lanstron confesses it is true and showsi
her a telephone which Ftell cr has con-
cealed In a secret passage under the tower
for use to benefit the lrown. in war
emergencies. lanstron declares :is love
for Marta. Westerling and the (;rays pro-
pare plans to use a trivial international
affair to foment warlike patriot snll aid
strik- before declaring war I'artow,
Brown chief of staff, reveals lhis phla t
Lanstron, made vice chief. The (;ray
army crosses the larder line and attacks.
The Browns check them. Artillery. in-
fantry, aeroplanes and dirigibles engage.
Marta has iher first glimpse of war in its
modern, cold, sclentific, murrderous bru-
tality. The Browns fall hack to the (al-
land house. Marta sees a night attack.
The Grays attack In force. Feller leaves
his secret telephone and goes hack to his

uns. Hand to hand fighting. The Browns
11 back again. Marta asks Lanstron over

he phone to appeal to Partow to stop the
fighting. Vandalism In the Galland house.
Westerling and his staff occupy tih (;al-
land house and he begins to woo Marta.
who apparently throws her fortunes with
the Grays and offers valuable information.
She calls up Ianatron on the secret tele- 1
phone and plans to give Westerling infor-
mation that will trap the Gray army.
Westerling forms his plan of attack upon I
what he learns from her. The Grays take
Bordir. Through Marta Westerling is led
to concentrate his attack on the main line 1
at Engadir. A leak of information is sus-

ected. Bouchard is relieved as chief In-
teligence officer and in going accuses i
Marts. Westerling thinks him crazy. The
Grays take the apron of Engadir. Par-
tow dies suddenly and Lanstron succeeds I
him.

CHAPTER XVIII--Contlnued. t

Par up 'on a peak among the birds ,
and aeroplanes, in a roofed, shell-proof
chamber, with a telephone orderly at b
his side, a powerful pair of field-glasses F
and range-Ander. at his elbow, and a t
tele before s eye,i Fel-

eolonel of artillery, watched the 'urst it
of shells over the enemy's lines. While a
ether men had grown lean on war, he tu
had taken on enough flesh to fill out ,

t

t

Watched the Bursting of Shells Over
the Enemy's Lines.

the wrinkles around his eyes that
shone with an artist's enjoyment of
his work. Down under cover of the
ridge were his guns, the keys of the
~instrument that he played by calls
over the wire. Their barking was a
symphony to his ears; errors of or-
chestration were errors in aim. He
talked as he watched, his lively fea-
tures reflective of his impressions.

"Oh, pretty! Right into their tum-
mies! Right in the nose! La, la, la!
But that's off-and so's that! Tell
Battery C they're fifty yards over. Oh,

beady-eyed gods and shiny little fishes
-two smacks in the same spot!
Humphl Tell Battery C that the
trouble with that gun is worn rifling;
that's why it's going short. Elevate It
for another hundred yards-but it
ought not to wear out so soon. I'd like
to kick the maker or the inspector. The
fellows in B 21 will accuse us of inat-
tention. It's time to drop a shell on
them to show we're perfectly impartial
in our favors. La, la, la! Oh, what
a pretty smack! Congratulations!"

B 21 was the position of Fracassse's
eompany and the pretty smack the
one that broke one man's arm and
crushed another's head.

The "God with us!" song was singu-
arly suited to the great, bull voice of

its composer, born to the red and be-
come ('aptain Stransky in the red c

I husiine•s of \war. It was he \N ho led S
the thund(er of its verse;.

"I certainly like that song," he said. a

Well he might. It had made him fa- !
mous throughout the nation. "There's t
Jehovah and brimstone in it. Now
we'll have our own." t.

"But we're always losing positions!" d
complained one of the men. "Little n
by little they are getting possession." I
"They say the offensive always h

wins." said another. r
+ "Five against three! They count t

on numbers," said Lieutenant Turom a
l"raginl.

"There you go, Tom! Any other
pessimists or anarchists want to be S
heard?" called out Stransky. "Just 1I

how long, at the present rate, will it a
take them to get the nhole range? o
There's a limit to the number of even T
five millions."

Then the telephone in the redoubt ai
brought some news. The staff begged ti
to inform the army that the enemy's w

i casualties in the last thre.: days had
been two hundred thousand! Immedi- it

ately everybody was talking at once
in Stransky's parliament, as he some- fc
times called that company of which "I

n he was, in the final analysls, unlimited PI
n monarch.

a "How do they know?" nt
"Do you think it's fake?" ui
"That sums up to pretty near a mil-

lion!" te
ir "My God! Think of it--a million!" th

e "We're whittling them down!"
"It doesn't make any difference y(

whether Partow or Lanstron is chief
of staff!"

V "They're paying!" m
"Paying for our fellows that they've it

killed! Paying for being in the ht
wrong!" th

Stransky. his eyes drawing inward ca
s in their characteristic slant, was well at

pleased with his company, and the th

scattered exclamatory badinage kept an
e on until it was interrupted by the ar- se

rival of the mail. Partow and Lan- as
stron, understanding their machine as to
human in its elements, had chosen pa
that the army should hear from home. th

"How's this!" exclaimed one man, se
reading from a newspaper. "They're ph
going to put up a statue of Partow in an
the capital! It's to show him as he
died, dropped forward on the map, and ke
in front of his desk a field of bayonets.
On one face of the base will be his
name. Two of the other faces will ea
have 'God with us!' and 'Not for vo
theirs, but for ours!' The legend on ws
the fourth face the war is to decide." ail

"Victory! Victory!" cried those no
who had listened to the announcement. thi

Stransky was thinking that they frc
had to do more than hold the Grays. the
Before he should see his girl they had me
to take back the lost territory. He ter
carried two pict ures of M is by

in the face as he tried to kiss her
and the other as he said good-by at
the kitchen door. There was not much "I'
encouragement in either. in

"But when she gets better acquaint- Oh
ed with me there's no telling!" he kept his
thinking. "I was fighting out of cus- evn
sedness at first. Now I'm fighting for pl "
her and to keep what is ours!" of

- or

CHAPTER XIX. to
it-

The Ram. en
In the closet off the Galland library, ret

where the long-distance telephone was mm
installed, Westerling wds talking let
with the premier in the Gray capital.

"Your total casualties are eight hun- ha
dred thousand. That is terrific, Wes- sti
terling!" the premier was saying. fir

"Only two hundred thousand of ou
those are dead!" replied Westerling.
"Many with only slight wounds are ha
already returning to the front. Ter- "'I
rific, do you say? Two hundred thou- to
sand in five millions is one man out co
of twenty-five. That wouldn't have pr
worried Frederick the Great or Napo- m:
leon much. Eight hundred thousand is te
one out of six. The trouble is that on
such vast armies have never been en- ti
gaged before. You must consider the
percentages, not the totals." ov

"Yet, eight hundred thousand! If
the public knew!" exclaimed the pre- sh
mier. "I

"The public does not know!" said P
Westerling. st

"They guess. They realize that we
stopped the soldiers' letters because w;
they told bad news. The situation is th
serious." b

r "Why not give the public something at
to think about?" Westerling demanded. ti

"I've tried. It doesn't work. The.t murmurs increase. I repeat, my fears te

f of a rising of the women are well h(
e grounded. There is mutiny in the air. T

elI feel it through the columns of the m
5 press, though they are censored. I-" tr
a "Then, soon I'll give the public some- mr- thing to think about, myself!" Wester- tr

e ling broke in. "The dead will be for- w
I- gotten. The wounded will be proud t:

of their wounds and their fathers and al1- mothers triumphant when our army w

! descends the other side of the range q111 and starts on its march to the Browns'

, capital."

5 "But you have not yet taken a n
! single fortrees!" persisted the premier. ol
e "And the Browns report that they have o0

; lost only three hundred thousandn
It men." w

it "Lanstron is lying!" retorted Wes- a
;e terling hotly. "But no matter. We w
re have taken positions with every at- o

t' tack and kept crowding in closer. I tl
'n ask nothing better than that the o
ii Browns remain on the defensive, leav-

it ing initiative to us. We have devel- tl

oped their weak points. The resolute p
'5 offensive always wins. I know where o1e I am going to attack; they do not. I 1

ad shall not give them time to reinforce c
the defense at our chosen point. 1 p
have still plenty of live soldiers left. ou- I shall go in with men enough this t
of time to win and to hold." o

"The army is yours, Westerling,"
dI concluded the premier. "I admire your
,d stolidity of purlose. You have miy con-

•dteince. I shall wait and hold the situ-
d. ation at home the best I can. We go
a. into the 11ll of fame or into the gut-
' ter together, you and I!"
v For a while after he had hung up

the receiver Westerling's hea4
drooped, his muscles relaxed, giving

e mind and body a release from tension.
But his spine was as stiff as ever as
he left the closet, and he was even
smiling to give the impression that

t the news from the capital was favor.
i able.

When he called his chiefs of divi-
r sion it was hardly for a staff council
e Stunned by the losses and repulses,
t loyally industrious, their opihlons un-
t asked, they listened to his whirlwind

? of orders without comment-all except
STurcas.

"If they are apprised of our plan and
I are able to concentrate more artillery
d than our guns can silence, the lossesS will be demoralizing," he observed.
d Westerling threw up his head, frown.
. ing down the objection.

"Suppose they amount to half the
forces that we send in!" he exclaimed.
"Isn't the position, which means the t

d pass and the range, worth it?"
"Yes, if we both take and hold it; t

not if we fail," replied Turcas, quite a
unaffected by Westerling's manner.

"Failure is not in my lexicon!" Wer V
terling shot back. "For great gains
there must be great risks." I

"We prepare for the movement t
your excellency," answered Turcas.

It was a steel harness of his owl i
will that Westerling wore, without ad' p
mitting that it galled him, and he laid a
it off only in Marta's presence. With i
her, his growing sense of isolation had b
the relief of companionship. She be. -
came a kind of mirror of his egoisat i
and ambitions. He liked to have he E
think of him as a great man unrufili a
among weaker men. In the quiet ad wi
seclusion of the garden, involuntaril an
as one who has no confidant spea
to himself, reserving fortitude for li re
part before the staff, while she, und as
the spell of her purpose, silently,,wig b
serene and wistfully listening ey| th
played hers, he outlined how the fitnl
and telling blow was to be struck. .i fe

"We must and we shall win!" ly
kept repeating. he

*" " " " " 

Through a rubber disk held to
ear in the closet of his bedroom
voice, tremulous with nervous fati
was giving Lanstron news that all -l e

aircraft and cavalry and spies co ti
not have gained; news worth m
than a score of regiments; news fir
from the lips of the chief of staff
the enemy. The attack was to
made at the right of Engadir, its
ter breaking from the redoubt m

on are the real general! You
"Not that, please!" she broke

"I'm as foul and depraved as a dea
in subtle poisons in the middle age
Oh, the shame of it, while I look nt
his eyes and feign admiration, fei
everything which will draw out t
plans! P can never forget the sig
of him as he told me how two or thr
or four hundred thousand men we'the
to be crowded into a ram, as he call
it-a ram of human flesh!-and gu p"
enough in support, he said, to tear in
redoubts to pieces; guns enough
make their shells as thick as the b s
lets from an automatic!" .

"We'll meet ram with ram! W
have some guns, too!" exclaimed
stron. "We'll send as heavy a sh
fire at their infantry as they send I h
our redoubts."

"Don't. It's too like Westerling. cl
has become too trite!" she protest
"The end! If I really were help
toward that and to save lives and o
country to its people, what would
private feelings matter? My hone,
my soul-what would anything n4
ter? For that, any sacrifice,.
only one human being-a weak, Il-
tic sort of one, just now!"

"Marta, don't suffer so! You e
overwrought. You-"

"I can say all that for you, Lan "
she interrupted with the faintest 1a4
"I've said it so many times to mysilf. t
Perhaps when I call you up again Ii
shall not be so hysterical."

Lanstron was not thinking of war or g
war's combination when he hung up w
the receiver. It was some molneOt fE
before he returned to the staff room, d
and then he had mastered his emo- i
tion. He was the soldier again. "

An hour or so before the attack the o
Stelegraph instruments In the Gallland 5
house had become pregnantly silent. .
There were no more orders to give; a

Sno more reports to come from the I
troops in position until the assault was i
.made. Officers of supply ceased to
transmit routine matters over the wire,
while they strained their eyes toward

I the range. Officers of the staff moved
i about restlessly, glancing at their
y watches and going to the windows fre-
e quently to see if the mist still held.

' No one entered the library where
Westerling was seated alone with

a nothing to do. His suspense was that
. of the mothers who longed for news

e of their sons at the front; hise helpless-
d ness that of a man in a holpital lobby

waiting on the result of an operation
whose success or failure will save or

e wreck his career. The phyical desire
of movement, the conflict 'with some-

I thing in his own mind, drove him out
. of doors.

Westerling was rather pleased with
Sthe fact that he could still smile;
Spleased with the loyalty of younger
officers when, day by day, the staff

Shad grown colder and more me-
e chanical in the attitude that com-
I pleted his isolation. Walking vigor-
. ously along the path toward the tower,i the exercise of his muscles, the feel

of the cool, moist air on his fae*,

in '" 0 ight back .-m oi (of i th .!,., r,,, ,,f
1~r bit that h} rrav (i.d A 't:, ,.. " I.hyour ,with a ('alp, thr on ovr r l

i de and tile head bare, .l d (jult of
go th mist. he

gut- couldn't stay in-Dot to-night., t
[,arta said as \Westerliug drew near 11

g up "Ihad to see. It's only a quarter of th
hea4 hbour now. isn't it?"

She seemed so utterly frail and

son ditraught that WVesterling, in an im-

r as pulse of protection, laid his hand on
even r relaxed shoulders. lig

that "Our cause is at stake to rnight," he a
odreclared, "yours and mine: We must fia

win, you and I! It is our destiny!" qU
diVi" 'You and 1!" repeated Marta. "Why Fr
ncl. you and I?" fa

Ises, t seemed very strange to be think- h
Iun. in of any two persons when hundreds th

wind of thousands were awaiting the signal th
cept for the death prepared by him. He a

mistook the character of her thought s
and in the obsession of his egoism.
lery "What do lives mean?" he cried with
ssees sudden desperation, his grip of her

1. shoulders tightening, "It is the law th
awn, of nature for man to fight. Unless he cl

fights he goes to seed. One trouble
the with our army is that it was soft from

ned. the want of war. It is the law of na-

the ture for the fittest to survive! Other
sons will be born to take the place of

It; those who die to-night. There will be th
utte all the more room for those who live.

Victory will create new oppor:unities. o
Ves- What is a million out of the billions

ains on the face of the earth? Those who as

lead alone count-those who dwell in
ent, the atmosphere of the peaks, as we

do!" The pressure of his strong hands
owl in the unconscious emphasis of his

ad passion became painful; but she did
laid not protest or try to draw away. think- an'ith lng of his hold in no personal sense an

had but as a part of his self-revelation. "All gu
th- -all is at stake there!" he continued, efa

isa staring toward the range. "It's the
he Rubicon! I have put my carter on to-

night's cast! ' Victory means that the in
world will be at our feet-honor, po- tei

,rid stion, power greater than that of any
aM other two human beings! Do you

IN realize what that means-the honor
idc and the power that will be ours? I sh
vil shall have directed the greatest army
yC the world has ever known to victory!"

h "And defeat means-what does de-
t feat mean?" she asked narrowly, calm-
ly; and the pointed question released ch
her shoulders from the vise. go

What had been a shadow in his oti
thoughts became a live monster, strik- ba
Slg him with the force of a blow. He ba
forgot Marta. Yes, what would de- we
feat mean to him? Sheer human na- mi
ture broke through the bonds of men- im
tal discipline weakened by sleepless sir
ights. Convulsively his head dropped Su

as he covered his face.
"Defeat! Fail! That I should fail!" of

e moaned.
Th it was that she saw him in the le

of his littleness which she bad thi
heb

6 n without his front of Jo e. mi
't know that Napoleon had ato: cli
I met5 privacy when he whined and ch

Sfbth ed suicide? She wondered if or-
ta , too, were like that-if it were bo
not e nature of all conquerors who an
C not have their way. It seemed thi
to r that Westerling was beneath ge
the blest private in his army-be- ed

n even that fellow with the liver ra
on his cheek who had broken ho

the handeller in the sport of brutal th
Son. All sense of her own part was to

suborged in the sight of a chief of til
S exhibiting no more stoicism than th

ea ulant, spoiled schoolboy.
le his head was still bent the ar-

Il began its crashing thunders and
the ky became light with flashee. His T'

han stretched out toward the range, e
l hed and pulsing with defiance and 5

c and. .g , e -' of

in! GO I 3"I told you!" he 9
" alive or dead! Stay e

you to come out! Stay! I
, do any more! You must do it

en this may be truly the end," s
t ht Marta, "if the assault fails." t

d silently she prayed that it would
while the flashes lighted Wester- ks
set features, imploring success.

the Browns' headquarters, as in t
i. rays', telegraph instruments were hi
i after the preparations were over. o1

H also, officers walked restlessly, ir
or g ing at their watches. They, too,

up glad that the mist continued. It
t i no wind. When the telegraph

in* ddeak it was with another message
so ftro some aerostatic officer saying,

"St favorable," which was taken at hbe on to Lanstron, who was with the
d ta hefs around the big table. They ,
ut. no d at the news and smiled to one k

re; an , er; and some who had been pac- n
the i t down and others rose to begin g

as pacr afresh. n

Dto " could have emplaced two linesIre, of omatics. one above the other!"
ard med the chief of artillery.
red " t that would have given too much r
eir of limb for the infantry in going in
!re yed the rush," said Lanstron. E

they should stick-if we couldn'tere dri them back!" exclaimed the vice-

Ith chi of staff.
hat " don't th,..k they will!" said Lan- g

aws str ,
as- the others he seemed as cool as I
bby ev even when his maimed hand was
1ion tw hing in his pocket. But now, sud- t

or de ,his eyes starting as at a horror,
ire he 1mbled passionately, his headt
me- dr ng forward, as if he would col-

out la m
" the murder of it-the murder!"
vlth he thed.

ile; "1 they brought it on! Not for
ger ther but for ours!" said the vice-

taf chit staff, laying his hand on Lan-
me- strck shoulder.

om- we sit here while they go in!"
gor- La n added. "There's a kind of
wer, inf e about that which I can't get 1

feel ovbe Not one of us here has been 1
a. r eIn e !"

SI:.: n • ,,. :,;:,!te of the attack they W
'::. jt hIofore mlidnight they

' ~••lat the window looking Bt
l::: ,I t! ii ht. while the vice-chief

held l.i., .V tch in hanid. In the hush
the: ai.nt •uiund of a dirigible's propel-
1,,r high ill) in the heavens, muffled by
the f,,g. was drowned by the Gray hi
guns opening fire. fe

" *., " " be

Before the mine exploded, by the
light of the shell bursts breaking their fe
vast prisms from central spheres of
flame for miles, with the quick se-
quence of a moving-picture flicker,

Fraasse's men could see one another's
faces, spectral and stiff and pasty s
white, with teeth gleaming where jaws
had dropped, some eyes half closed by
the blinding flashes and some opened st
wide as if the lids were paralyzed.
Paces and faces! A sea of faces

stretching away down the slope-faces be
in a trance.

Up over the breastworks, over rocks tic

and splintered timbers. Peterkin and dc
the judge's son and their comrades th
clambered. When they moved they ti,
were as a myriad-legged creature, "

brain numbed, without any sensation tu

except that of rapids going over a fall. ke
Those in front could not falter, being
pushed on by the pressure of those in pc
the rear. For a few steps they were at
under no fire. The scream of their nE
own shells breaking in infernal pande- m
monium in front seemed to be a power tic
as irresistible as the rear of the wedge nE
in driving them on. wi

Then sounds more hideous than the no
flight of projectiles broke about them ti,
with the abruptness of lightnings held tu
in the hollow of the Almighty's hand nc
and suddenly released. The Browns' n
guns had opened fire. Explosions were
even swifter in sequence than the N
flashes that revealed the stark faces.
Dust and stones and flying fragments N.
of flesh filled the air. Men went down
in positive paralysis of faculties by the
terrific crashes. Sections of the ram
were blown to pieces by the burst of
a shrapnel shoulder high; other sec- a
tions were lifted heavenward by a cr
shell burst in the earth.

Peterkin fell with a piece of jagged ra
steel embedded in '. brain. He had A
gone from the quit., to the dead som
swiftly that he never knew that his w1
charm had failed. The same explosion in
got Fracasse, sword in hand, and an- th
other buried him where he lay. The if
banker's son went a little farther; the at
barber's son still farther. Men who bt
were alive hardly realized life, so m
mixed were life and death. Infernal V
imagination goes faint; its wildest il
similes grow feeble and banal before Ig
such a consummation of hell. di

But the tide keeps on; the torn gaps he
of the ram are filled by the rushing ,
legs from the rear. Officers urge and tb
lead. Such are the orders; such is ca
the duty prescribed; such is hdman H
bra an .days whep life r
is sweeter to more men in the joys of to
mind and body than ever before. 'Pre- ne
cision, organization, solidarity in this or
chargLt uch as the days of the "doth- Di
or-glory" boys never knew! Ovet the
bodies of Peterkin and the barber's
and the banker's sons, plunging
through shell craters, stumbling, stag-
gering, cut by swaths and torn by
eddies of red destruction in their
ranks, the tide proceeded, until its
hosts were oftener treading on flesh
than on soil. And all they knew was at
to keep on-keep on, bayonet in hand. b
till they reached the redoubt, and there st

they were to stay, alive or dead.

"After hell, more hell, and then still I
more hell!" was the way that Stransky be
expressed .his thought when the en- or
ginees iaif taken the place of the 53d w

of the Brownk in the redoubt. They .w
Sput their mines' nd connections deep ft
enough not to b disturbed by shell t

fire. After the suiivors in the van of cl
the Grays' charge,' spent of breath a
reached their goal and threw them:
,, selves down, the earth under them, tl

the mine exploded, split and heave tl
heavenward. But those in the rear, ec
Sslapped in the face by the concussion, tl
kept on, driven by the pressure of the tI
mass at their backs, and, in turn, fi

plunged forward on their stomachs in e
a the seams and furrows of the mine's
e havoc. The mass thickened as the flood
r. of bodies and legs banked up, in keep-I' Ing with Westerling's plap to have

) "enough to hold."
t (TO BE CONTINUED.)

SPoor Mrs. Smith.

' A minister was recounting some of
Lt his amusing experiences in marrying
e people. "There's an old custom,"
iy said he, "that the bridegroom shall a
Le kiss the bride immediately after the
e' marriage ceremony is over. It's a '

.n good, practical custom, for it serves
more handily than anything else that

'g I know of to dissipate the awkward 1
"pause that almost always follows a i
simple, informal ceremony. For thish reason I keep the custom alive. i
in "One day a man whom I shall call 1

Smith came to the parsonage .to be
L't married. Mr. Smith was a pompous,
l consequential little man. The pro- i

pective Mrs. Smith was a fine, win-
n- some girl. After the ceremony, Mr. 1

Smith, in spite of his pomposity, didas not seem to know just what was the
as next thing to do, so, as is my pra.
d- tice in such emergencies. I said: 'My
)r, dear sir, it is your privilege to salute
ad the bride.' He turned around and ex'

l tending his hand formally, said: 'Mrs

Smith, I congratulate you.'"

Barber's Story Record.
or During a Portland (Me.) barber's

:e- 50 years in business he has had one
Ln- workman who has served for 40 years.

This workman has kept a record of
!" the number of times the employu
of tells his stories. One story which he

;et thinks his best one he has told 2,700

en times, and says it gets better evew
(Ame he tells it,

, WHY DOG'S NOSE IS COLD

Being Crowdeo cut of the Ark Is a

f Pretty Story, but Not Science's

h Explanation.
I.-

"y When your faithful old dog pokes

,y his nose into your hand, even your af-

fection cannot prevent a little shiver.

because the nose is so cold. Why is

it? When the body of a dog is so

5 warm, why should this one spot be dif-

ir ferent from all the rest of him?
r The old fable tells us that when

I Noah tried to get all the animals into

rs the ark some of them were trouble

y some, and he had to get a dog to help

him drive them in. Because of this

the dog was the last to enter the ark.

There was no room left, so he had to

stand in the doorway with his nose

outside in the wet, and it has never

been warm since.
Science gives quite another expl'na-

tion of the matter. The coldness of a

d dog's nose is, it says, due to the fact

that it must be kept moist all the

time in order to sharpen his sense of

smell. And, of course, as the mois-
n ture is evaporating all the time, it

1 keeps his nose cold.

g A dog depends a great deal on his

n powers of smell, especially in the wild

'e state, and it is because of his keen-

r ness of scent that he is valuable to
e. man for hunting purposes. In addi-

'r tion to the olfactory or smelling

.e nerves inside a dog's nostrils, the
whole black membrane around the'

nose is very sensitive, but this sensi-

3tiveness can only be retained by mots-

d ture. Thus it is that when a dog's

d nose is dry and warm he is ill and

, needs doctoring.

'e I
NOT AN IMPRESSIVE MONARCH

Napoleon III, In Appearance, Left

n Much to Be Desired, According
8e to John Hay.

)f Short and stocky, he moves with
C' a queer, sidelong gait, like a gouty

a crab; a man so wooden looking that

you would expect his voice to come
rasping out like a watchman's rattle.

d A complexion like crude tallow-
0 marked for death, whenever death
is wants him-to be taken some time

n in half an hour, or left, neglected by
n the skeleton king, for years, perhaps,

e If properly coddled. The mustache
e and imperial which the world knows,

0 but ragged and bristly, concealing the
0 mouth entirely, is moving a little ner-
I vously as the lips twitch. Eyes sleep-

ily watchful-furtive, stealthy, rather

ignoble, like servants looking out of
dirty windows and saying "nobody at

08 home," and lying as they say it. And
g withal a wonderful phlegm. He stands

d there as still and impassive as if
Is carved in odk for a ship's figurehead.

a He looks not unlike one of those
e rude, inartstlic statues. His legs are
" too short, ;his body ta4 on-go... ..---4

e- never look• well but on a throne oe
Is on a horseas kings ought.-From the

-Diary of John Hay, Edited by W. R.
e Thayer for Harper's Magazine.

It Was a Mouse.
If there's anything that will make a

i woman throw good resolutions to the
wind quicker than she made them, it

sh is a mouse. A young woman arrived
Sat one of the New York hotels and

Sbefore retiring at night she decided toSstraighten up the things in the closet

of her room. She was singing over
her work and was doing nicely until
she discovered two shining little beadsi in one corner and decided there must

J be a lost hatpin there. So she reached
n- out to take it. What her hand met

d was soft and covered with hair. It
y1 was a mouse. The yell that emanated
P from that room convinced everybody

ill tangoing several floors above that
oft cruel,murder was afoot, and there was

t a scramble to the hallways. The young
,' woman finally succeeded in opening

1 the door of her room and informed
-the gathering crowd what a narrow

r,. escape she had from annihilation. Now

n, there is a standing reward of $5 for
ie the head of that mouse-detached

-n from the rest of the mouse. If it
in ever appears again, there's no telling
9's what may happen.
od

The Likeliest One.
The late Admiral Mahan, at the be-

ginning of the war, was arguing'wlth
a lady at a luncheon about the British
navy.

of "But my dear madam," said the ad-
ng miral, "it is hard to argue with yeou

. because you are so-er, pardon me-
all so ignorant.
he "You remind we of the young wife

a who said to her brother about her
,es volunteer husband:
lat "'Isn't Jack Just wonderful?

ird Think-he's already been promoted to

a field marshal.
his "'From private to field marshal in

two months? Impossible,' said the
all brother.

be "'Did I say field marshal?' mur.
us, mured the young wife. 'Well, per-

o- haps it's court-martial. I know it's
in- one or the other.' "-New York Trib-
r. une.

tae Logic of the Loaded.

y "Who goes there?" the sentry chal-

ute lenged.

e "Lord Roberts," answered the tipsy[ recruit.

Again the sentry put the question,
and received a like answer, whereupoa
he knocked the offender down. When
r's the latter came to, the sergeant was

a bending over him. "See here," saids the sergeant, "why didn't you answer

o right when the sentry challenged
you?"

h "Holy St. Patrick!" replied the re-'. cruit, "if he'd do that to Lord Roberts,

Swhat would he do to a plain Mike
Flanagan?"--Boton Transcript,


