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SBYNOPSIS, I think he will care for the musle, hut
Sl afterwnrd perhops ho will run with us as

1« Comte de Bubron, enptain of French

oavalry, takes to his quarters to ralee by
hand & motherless feish tercier pap, nnd
ames It Pitehoune, He dines with the
nrquise @' aclignne  wnd  mects Ml
Julin Redmond, Ametienn helress, who
|n[- for him an  English  balland  that

Ingere In bl memory. Trving to save
Pltehoune's Hte, he declines o second In.
vitation to dinner bhiecuuse of o “vory slok
friond.” No more invitatlons come from
the Chatenn A" Eaclignne itchoune,
though Inme from hin ncctdent, thrives
and In devoted to his master, Babron and
Pltchoune meot the Margulee and  Miss
Redmond und after the story of PHtechonne
Ie told Sabron is forglven and Invited to
dAinner again,  Babron Is ordered 10 Al-
glors,

CHAPTER Vi—Continued.

Pltehoune, whose eyes hnd followed
the cat out of sight, aprang upon his
master and seemed quite ready for
the new departure,

“I shall at least have yvon,” Sabron
said. "It will be your first eampaulgn.
Wa shall hbave some famous runs and
I shall Introduce you to a camel and
muke you acqualnted with several
donkeys, not to speak of the historie
Arab steeds. You will see, my friend,
that there are other animals besides
yourself in ereation.”

“ A telegram for mon capitaine.’”
Brunet came in with the blue envelope
which Sabron tore open.

You will take with you nsither horses
nor dogs,

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

Babron twisted the telegram, put ft
in the firepluce and lighted his eclga-
rette with it, watching Pltchoune who,
finding himself & comfortable corner
in the armchair, had settled down for
& nap

“80," nodded the young man aloud,
“I shall not even have Pitchoune.”

He smoked, musing. In the rigld dis-
cipline of his soldler's life he was used
to obedlence. His softened eyes, how-
ever, and his nervous flngers as they
pulled at his mustache, showed that
the command had touched him.

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

Although Sabron'a volce was low,
the dog, whose head was down upon
his paws, turned his bright brown
eyens on his master with g0 much con-
fidence aod affection that it completed
the work, Sabron walked across the
floor, smoking, the spurs on his heels
clanking, the light shining on his bril-
lant boots and on his uniform. He
was a splendid-looking man with race
and breeding, and he combined with
his maoscullne force the gentleness of
A woman

“They want me to be lonely,” he
thought. “All that the chiefs consider
is the soldier—not the man—even the
companionship of my dog Is denled
me, What do they think I am golng
to do out there In the long enstern
evenings?" Ho reflected. “What doos
the world expect an uncompanioned
wanderer to do?  Thers are many
things and the less thoughit about
them, the better.

“A letter for Monsleur le Caplitaine.”
Brunet returned with a note which he
presented stifly, and Pitchoune, who
chose in his little brain to imagine
Brunet an intruder, sprang from the
chair lke lightning, rushed at the
servant, selzed the leg of his panta-
loons and began to worry them, growl
ing, Brunet regarding him with adora-
tion. Sabron had not thought aloud
the last words of the telegram, which
he had used to lght his cigarette,

. Nor will It be
a personnl servant,
ciapable ordonnances.

NOCEsRNrY to take
The Indigencs are

As he took the letter from Brunet's
salver he sald curtly:

"I am ordered to Alglers and 1 shall
not take horses nor Pitchoune.”

The dog, at mentlon of his name,
sét Drunet's leg frea and stood quiet,
his head lifted.

“Nor you either, mon brave Dru-
net." Sabron put his hand on his
servant's shoulder, the first familiarity
he had ever shown a man who served
him with devotion, and who would
have given his life to save his mas-
ter's. “Those,” sald the oflicer curtly,
“are the orders from headquarters, and
the least sald about them the better”

The ruddy cheek of the servant
turned pale. He mechanically touched
bis forehead.

“Blen, mon Capitaine,” he. mur-
mured, with a little eateh in his voice.
He stood at attention, then wheeled
and without being dismissed, stalked
out of the room.

Pitchoune did not follow He re-
mained immovable ke a little dog cut

from bronze; he understood—who
shall say—how much of the conversa.
tion? Sabron threw away his ciga-

rette, then read his letter by the man-
tlepiece, leaning his arm upon it. He
read slowly. Iie had broken the seal
slowly. It was the first lotter he had
ever seen in this handwriting. It was
written in French and ran thus:

Monsieur—My punt wishes me to ask
you If you will come to ua for n lNttle
musleale tomorrow afternoon, We hope
you will be free, and | hope, she added,
that you will bring Pitchioune. Not that

wo o wildk to the gate, My sunt wishes e
{o wny thiat she hine learnsd from the col.
onel that vou have heen ordered to Al
wlers, To this way ahie mays that we shall
hnve nn opportunity of wishing you bon
voyige, and T wny T hope Pltchouna will
be n comfort to vou,

The letter ended In the usual formal
Frenech fashion. Sabron, turning the
letter and rereading it, found that It
completed the work thiat had been go-
ing on in hig lonely heart. He stood
long, musing

Pltchoune lafd himself down on the
rug, his bright 1ittle head between his
paws, his affectionate eyes on his mas
ter. The firelight shone on them both,
the musing voung offlcer and the al
most human -hearted little beast, Ho
Brunet found them when he came in
with the lamp shortly, and as he set
It down on the table and its Hght
shone on him, Sabron, glancing at the
ordonnance, saw that his eyes were
red, and liked him none the less for it

CHAPTER VII.
A Soldler's Dog.

"It {s Just as 1 thought," he told
Pitchoune. "I took you into my life,
you little rarcal, against my will, and
now, although it's not your fault, you
are making me regret it. [ 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.”

Pltchoune, being Invited to the
musicale at the Chateau d'Esclignac,
went nlong with his master, running be-
hind the captain’'s horse. It was a
heavenly January day, soft and mild,
full of sunlight and deliclous odors,
and over the towers of King Rene's
ecastle the sky banners were made of
celestial blua,

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

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

He Stood Long Musing.
told very intelligently.

Miss Redmond stood to sing and chose
the littie song of which he had made
a lullaby, and sang it divinely, Sab-
ron, his hands clagped behind his back
and his head a lttle bent, still looking
at her, thought that his heart would
break. It was horrible to go away and
not tell ber, It was cowardly to feel
s0 much and not be able to speak it
And he felt that he might ba equal
to some wild deed, such as crossing
the room violently, putting his hand
over her slender one and saying:

“1 am a soldier; 1 have nothing but a
soldler's life, 1 am golng to Africa
tomorrow. Come with me; 1 want you.
come!™

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

“Monsieur de
d'Esclignne,
morrow

“Yes, Madame.

“I expect you will be engaged in
some awful native skirmishes, Per
haps you will even be able to send
back a tiger skin”

“There are no tigers in that part of
Afriea, Madame."

The young soldler's durk eyes rest-

Sabron,” said Madame
"you are going away to

Much of It was
sweet, all of It was touching, but when

marquise in her red gown,
wanted to say: 1 shall come back,
howaver; I ghall come back and when
I return” but he knew that
laurh # bonst, or even such A hope was
frultless,

His eolonel had told him only tha
day before that Migs Redmond was
one of the richest American helrossas,
und thern was a question of a duke or
a prinee and heaven only knew what
in the way of titles. As the marquise
moved away her progress was some-
thing like the rolling of an elegant
velvet chalr, and while his feelings
were stlll disturbed Miss Redmond
crogsed the room to him. Defore Sab-
ron qulte knew how they had been
uble to escape the others or leave tha
room, he was standing with her in the
winter garden whers the sunlight
eame In through trellises and the
perfume of the warmed plants was
heavy and swest. Before them flowed
the Rhone, golden In the winter's Hght,
The blue river swept its waves around
old Tarascon and the battlements of
King Rene's towers.

"You are golng to Algiers tomorrow,
Monsicur de Sabron?” Miss Redmond
smiled, and how was Sabron to real

to do so?

“Yes," he sald. “l adore my regl
ment. I love my work. | have al
wnys wanted to see colonial service”

“Have you? It Is delightful to find
one's ambitions and desires gatisfied,”
sald Miss Redmond, “1 have always
longed to see the desert. It must be
beautiful. Of course you are golng ta
take Pitchoune?”

“Ah!" exclaimed Sabron, “that (s
Just what I am not going to do.”

"What!"” she erled. You are never
golng 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!” she exclaimed. *What
brutes they are! Why, Pitchoune will
dle of a broken heart.” Then she
sald: "You are leaving him with your
man servant?’

Sabron shook his head.

“Brunet would not be able to keep
him."

“Ah!" she breathed.
for & home? Ia he?
might 1 take
choune?"

The Frenchman impulsively put out
his hand, and she laid her own In It

“You are too good,” he murmured
“Thank you. Pitchoune will thank
you."

He kissed her hand. That was all.

From within the salon came the
nolse of volces, and the bow of the
violoncelllst was beginning a new con:

“He is looking
If so, would you
care of Plt

d'Esclignac was rolling toward them
across the polished floor of the music

he might never see thia lovely young

see 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 vou sang?”

She flushed and laughed slightly,

“Well, it Is not very easy to put it
In  prose,” she hesitated, “Things
sound so differently in  music and
poetry; but It means,” she sald in
French, bravely, “why, It is a sort of
prayer that somdone you love very
much should be kept snfe nlght and
day. That's about all. There is a lit-

cheecks glowed, “as if there was a sort
of separation. It means ., . "

“AL!" Dbreathed the officer deeply,
“I understand, Thank you.”

And just then Madame d'Esclignae
rolled up botween them and with an
unmistakable satisfaction presented to
her niece the gentleman she had ge-
cured.

(TO BE CONTINUED,)

Your Own Home.

Willlam L. Price In “The House ot
the Democrat,”” gave us a description
of hla ideal dwelling In words so ge
nial and simple, and full of such ple-
turesque feeling, that they seem a fit-
ting preface to an article on the plan-
ning of a home. “The rooms,” he
sald, “shall be ample and low; wide
windowed, deep-seated, spacious, cool
by reason of shadows (n summer,
warmed by the ruddy glow of fire-
sides In winter; open to wistful sum-
mer alrg, tight closed against the win-
try blasts; a house, a home, a shrine.”

One cannot but wish that every
homebuilder and architeet would
learn theso words by heart, and hold
them as a constant reminder—for In
that one prophetie sentence seems to
be condensed the very apirit of
home.

The atmoephere of comfort and rést-
fulness cannot be attained, however,
without much wise and thoughtful
planning. Ita roots are in the prac-
tieal, the seemingly commonplace—
which, rightly treated, results in last-
ing homelike charm.—The Craftsman,

Chinece Currency.
Currency in China has had all gorta

of surprises for the layman, but the |
fs simply extraor |
There is now found to be anp |
netunl plethora of dollars and small !

present situation
dinnry.

coing, and since last August the Chi.
nese have been melting them and con.
verting them Into sycee, The reason
why dollars are being melted 18 that
large Issues of the provineclal mints
have found no use in the market, and
as all Chinese necounts are in taels
the present price of the dollar o not
very conducive to its existence and
elrculation.

&l almonat hostllely on the gorgeous
He felt
that ahe was glad to have him go. He

Ize that she could not very well have |
wept there and then, had she wished |

certo, They stood looking at each
other. No condition could have pre
vented It although the Mnrqulna[

room. As though Sabron realized that | durable, and a beautiful fubric.

woman again, probably never would |

tle sadness in it, as though,” and her |

That very graceful garment, the long
tunie, which appeared and took the
world of fashion by storm late last
summer, I8 with us again. Sometimes
it Is an overdress as long as the under-
skirt, but often it hardly differs at aill
from the tunic of last season. The
skirt under it has grown wider, al-
though it is often considerably nar-
rower than the tunic. But it may be
equally wide, and in either case Is
Egood style,

One need only to examine the gown
of embroldered voile shown here to
appreciate the charming outlines of
the tunlec skirt and to reallze that a
gown put together on such good lines
Is something more than merely fash-
lonable, The style is so pleasing that
it has lasting qualities. The bodice
is cut on simple and graceful lines
also, This (s a model that might be
safely chosen for a gown of handsome
lace, with the expectation that little
change need be made In it from season
to season.

But the model as pletured is made of
plain and machine-embroidered voile,
not at all expensive. It is washable,
It can

Graduating Gown of Embroidered Voile

_!' ——

be bought In narrow or wide widths,
and with embroidery in colors, as well
as white, on & white ground. Voile lg
manufactured in an endless variety of
embroidered patterns.

The underskirt, in the dress pic
tured, {s fitted about the hips and cut |
with a moderate flare. It I8 ﬂnlshed
with a threednch hem. The tunic 1s
fitted to the figure by means of tucks,
graduated in length and extending be:
low the hips. They are shorter at the
front. The tunie dips a trifle at the
front, and this slight dip is repeated in
the bodice,

The bodice is cut like a plain blouse,
with the fullness gathered In at the
bottom and confined under a girdle
made of the embroidered scallops, It
fits the figure vaguely like a short
jacket, The neck Is finished with a
turnover collar of lace, and the same
lace is used for the puffs and frills
about the sleeves,

A silk scarf tle finishes the dressing
of lhe neck. This design is one that

seems as well sulted to the matron as ]

to the maid, and nothing prettier can

be found for graduation gowns or for '

the useful white dress for midsummer,
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The Up-to-Date Shopping Bag

The best values that bave been
shown in shopping bags within the
memory of the oldest shopper are to
be found in the leather goods depart-
ments just now. These bogs are shown
in many shapes, (most of them prac-
tical) and in mediom sizes. Pin seal
and moroceo are the most popular
leather, although there are other va-
ricties to choose from. Black econ-
tinues to be the favorite color, with
tuns and browns next in importance,
and a few dark blues, greens, purples
and reds for those who wish a bag
to mateh a suit or some dress acces-
gory in color

Four bags of pin scnl are shown
here in black. Two of them are sup-
plied with very complete Attings, They
are soft, and the leather In three of
them I8 gathered on to the frame, so
that they are more roomy than their
eize would indlcate.

The bag at the upper left-hand cor:
ner ig to be recommunended to the tour
fst. 1L contains a good stzed it hand
mirror fastened to the frame by a bit
of strong ribbon, and a small coln
purse  In Hitle pockets made in the
lining there are a small face powder
box (with tiny puff), a scent hottle n
case with nail file, and a tube which
may carry a day's supply of clenansing
eream.  Even this ample fitting is ox-

cecded 1n gome bags that earry a cnrd |

cage and very small palr of scisgors
besides
The bag shown at the lower right

hand corner will commend {tself to
the shopper or the traveler who
wishes to take a few notes by the way,
It has an oval mirror, set in the flap,
a change purse, powder box, scent bot-
tle and notebook, with pencil attach.
ed, each slipping into its own particu.
lar pocket and easy to get at

Instead of thege fittings the remain-
Ing two bags are provided with ~nly
a mirror and coin purse. Dut a sepa-
rate compartment assures a place for
such Attings as the wearer may choose
to provide for herself.

Linings are made of strong moire
silk usually, but gayly flowered silks
and sating, in durable weaves, add a
charm to these already charming shop-
ping bags.

JULIA BOTTOMLEY.

Simplicity in Skirts,
According to the Dry Goods Feono
mist in the simple tallored suits the
skirts are made very plain, with more
or loss flare around the hem, This
s Introduced both in the gored and in
the semicircular models. A fow gkirlu.

however, are shirred on at the waist
ling, Some plaited skirts are a¥so in.
¢luded in the orders

In tha dressy sults the skirra Ara
usually made on similar lipes the
plaited eflects particularly he g nap
ular, In some instanecs these '
skirts are fOnlshed o o Lhe Linttom
with cardinss 1 sl fohda 1Y
patorinl, Bk brald ¢r vl U tibboy

\Varied Program,

The women of o town down the
state recently organized a literary
club, and for a while everything wns
lovely

“Loulge,” asked the hugband of ona
of the members upon her return home
from one of the meetings, “what was
the topie under digcussion by the ¢lub
thia afternoon?"

Louise couldn’t just remember at
firat, Finally, however, she exclalmed:

“Now | recolleet! We diseussed that
brazen-looking hugsy that's just moved
In across the street and Nietzsche ™

CUTICURA COMPLEXIONS

Are Usually Fresh and Clear, Soft and
Velvety. Try One.

The Boap to cleanse and purify, the
Olintment to soothe and heal. Thus
thess supercreamy emollients promote
and mainteln the natural purity and
beauty of the skin, scalp, hair and
hands under conditions which If neg-
lected might disfigure them.

Sample each free by mail with Book.
Addreas posteard, Cuticura, Dept. XY,
Boston. Sold everywhere—Adv,

Rotation.

“Are you going to bave a garden
this year?"

“No," replied Mr. Growecher. "It
fsn't my turn to make a garden, I'm
golng to Keep chlckens this year and
let my nelghbor make the garden.™

Iimportant to Mothers
Examine carefully every bottla of
CASTORIA, a safe and sure remedy for
fufants and children, and see that it
Bears the
Signature of 7
In Use For Over 30 Years.
Children Cry for Fletcher’s Castoria

The Point of View.
The Optimist—There's nothing like
hope.
The Pessimist—There certalnly isn't
~for fooling a person.

Kill the Flles Now and Prevent

diseass. A DAISY FLY KILLER will do It.
Kills thousands. Lastsall senson. All dealers
or six sent elg ald for 1. H. 8OM I?RS.
150 Pe Kalb Ave., Brooklyn, N. Y.

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

FARMER’S WIFE
TOO ILLTO WORK

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

Kasota, Mlnn.-—-"l am glad to say
that Lydia E. Pinkham’s Vegetable
o Compound has done

# more for me than
anything else, and I
had the best physi-
cian here. 1 was so
weak and nervous
that I could not do
my work and suf-
fered with pains low
down in my right
side for a year or
more. [ took Lydia
“ E. Pinkham's Vege-
tabla Compound, and now I 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 [ know it will do all and much
more than it is claimed to do."” — Mra.
CLARA Franks, R. F, D. No. 1, anle-
crest Farm, Kasota, Minn.

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

If you have the slightest doubt
that Lydin E. Pinkham’s Vegeta-
ble Compound will help you,write
to Lydia E.Pinkham MedicineCo.
(confidentinl) Lynn, Mass,, for ad-
vice. Your letter will be opened,
read and answered by a woman,
and held in strict cunﬁdenu-

Constlpatnon

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-
tress—cure
indigestion,
improve the complexion, bnghten theeyea.

SMALL PILL, SMALL DOSE, SMALL PRICE.
Genuine must bear Signature
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