SYNOPSIS.
e

Le Comta de Babron, captaln of French
eavalry, takes to his quarters to ralse by
hund & motheriess Irish terrfer pup, and

nimes It Pltchouns. He dines with the
Muarquiss d4'Esclignac and meels Mins
Jiulis Redmond, American helreas, who
pings for him an English ballad that
lingers in his memory,

CHAPTER |l1—Continued,

That evening the Marquise d'Escli-
gnae read aloud to her nlece the news
that the Count de Sabron was not com-
ing to dinner. He was "absolutely des-
olated" and bad no words to express
his regret and disappolntment, The
pleasure of dinlog with them both, s
pleasure to which he had looked for-
ward for a fortnight, must be re-
nounced becauss he wns obliged to
#lt up with & very sick (rlend, as there
was no ons else to take his place. In
éxpressing hls undylng devotlon and
his renewed excusas ho put his homage
at thelr feet und kissed thelr hands.

The Marquise d'Esclignao, wearing
another very beautiful dress, looked up
ot her nlece, who was playlng at the
plano.

“A very poor excuse, my dear Julla,
and & very late ona.”

“It sounds truo, howevar.
him, don't you, ma tante?"

“l1 do not,” sald the marquise em-
phatically, "A Frenchman of good
educntion 18 not supposed to refuse a
dinner Invitatlon an hour before he is
expected. Nothing but a case of life
and death would excuse (L.

“"Ho says a 'very sick friend."

“Nongsense,” exolaimed the marquiss.

Miss Redmond played a few bars of
the tune Babron had bummed and
whieh more than onee had soothed
Pitehoune, and which, dld she know,
Subron was sctually humming at that
moment.

"1 am rather disappointed,” said the
young girl, "but If wa find it s a wat-
ter of lifo und death, ma tante, we
will forglve him?"

The Mnarqulse d'Esclignac had in-
vited the Count de Sabron because she
had been asked to do so by his colo-
nel, who was an old and valued friend.
Shpe had other plans for her nlece.

"1 feel, my dear” sho answered her
now, "quite safe in promising that if 1t
I8 & question of life and death we shall
forgive him. [ shall see his colonel
tomorrow pnd ask him polntblank."

Migs Redmond rose from the plano
and onme over to hor aunt, for dinner
hiad been munnounced.

“Waell, what do you think" she
#lipped her hand In her aunt’s arm,
“really, what do you think could be
the reason?

"Please don't ask me," exclalmed
the Marguise d'Bsclignae fmputient-
ly. “The reasons for young men's ca-
prices gre sometimes Just as well
not Ingulred into.”

It 8ubron, smoklug In his bachelor
quarters, lonely and  dlsappointed,
watehing with an oxtraordinary fidelt
ty by his “slek friend,” conld have
seon the two lndles b thelr grand soll
tary dinner, his unfilled placs between
them, he might have felt the pleture
charmiong enough to have ndded to his
collection.

I balleve

CHAPTER IV,
The Dog Pays.

Pitechoune repald what was given
film.

He did not think that by getting
well, reserving the right for the rost
of his life to a distingulshed limp in
his right log, thut he had done all that
was expected of him. He daveloped
an ecatatle devotlon to the eaptaln,
Impossible for any human heart ade-
quately to return. Ha followed Sab-
ron like o shadow and when he could
not follow him, took his place on a
chalr In the window, there to sit, hin
sharp profile mgainst the light, hias
pointod esars forward, watihing for the
uniform he knew and admired extrav-
ugantly,

Pitchouns waa a thoroughbred, and
every muscle and fber showed It,
every halr and polnt deserted I, and
he loved as only thoroughbesds ean
You may say what you like about mon-
grol attachmenta, the thoroughbred in
all cases resorves his brilllaney ftor
orisoen,

Sabron, who had only seen Miss
Redmond twlce and thought about her
countlesa times, never quite forgave
lin friend for the lllness that kept him
from the chateay. There wan in Sab-
ron's mind, much as he loved Pit-
choune, the feeling that it he had gone
that night

There was never another Invitation!

"Voyons, mon cher” his colonel
had said to him kindly the next time
ho met him, “what stupldity have you
boen gullty of at ths Chateau d'Esell-
gnac?

Poor Sabron blushed and shrugged
his shoulders,

"I mssure you," sald the colonel,
“that 1 did you harm thers without
knowing it, Madame d'Esclignac, who
s u very clover woman, asked me with
Interest and sympathy, who your ‘very
slek friend' could be. As no one was
vory sick according to my knowladge
I told her so. She seemed triumphant
and 1 saw at once that I had put you
(o the wroag."

It would have been simple to have
explained to the colonal, but Sabron,
reticent and reserved, did not choose
to do s0. He made a very Insufficient
excuse, and the colonel, as well as the
marquise, thought Il of him. He
learned later, with chugrin, that his
trienda were gone from the Midl
Rooted to the spot himself by his du-
tias, he could not follow them. Mean:
while Pitchoune thrived, grew, cheered
his lonellness, Jumped over a stlok,
learned & trick or two from Brunet and
& great many fuscinnting wiles and
ways, no doubl inherited from hia
mother. He hod o sense of humor
truly Irish, a power of devotion that
we deslgnute as “canine,’ no doubt be-
cause no member of the human race
has ever deserved It

CHAPTER V.,
The Golden Autumn.

Babron longed for a change with au-
tumn, when the falling leaves made
the roads golden roundabout the Cha-
teaun d'Escligone. He thought he
would like to go away. He rode his
horse one duy up to the property of
the hard-henrted unforgiving lady and,
finding the gate open, rode through
the grounds up to the terrace. Seeing
no one, ha sat in his saddle looking
over the golden country to the Rhione
and the castls of the good King Rene,
whero the autumn mists were lke ban-
ners fioating from towers.

Thers was a solltary beauty around
the lovely place that spoke to the
young officer with n sweet melancholy.
Heo fanofed that Miss Redmond must
oftan have looked out from one of the
windows, and he wondered which one.
The terrace was deserted and leaves
from the vines strewed it with red and
golden mpecters. Pitchouns raced after
them, for the wind started them Oylng,
and he rolled his tawny Hitle body
over and over In the rustling leaves.
Then a rabbit, which before the ar-
rival of Babron had been sitting com-
fortubly on the terrace stones, seut
tled away lke mad, and Pitchoune,
somewhat hindered by his limp, tore
after It

The deserted chateau, the fact that
thers was nothing (n his milltary lfe
beyond the routine to interest him
now In Tarascon, made Subron eagerly
look forward to & change, and he
wilted for letters from the minister of
war which would send him to & new
post.

The following day after his viait to
the chateau he took n walk, Pitchoune
at his heels, and stood aslde In the
highrond to let & yellow motor pass
him, but the yellow motor at that mo-
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Stood Aslde to Let a Motor Pass Him.

mont drew up to the side of the road
while the chauffeur got out to adjust
soms portion of the mechanism, Some-
one leaned trom the yellow motor win-
dow and Sabron came forward to
speak to the Marquise ' Esclignac
and another lady by her slde,

“How do you do, Monsieur?
remember us?"

{Had he aver forgotten thom?) He
regrotted so very much not huving
been able to dine with them in the
apring

"And your alok friend?” asked
Madame J'Esclignae keenly, “did he
rocover?”

“Yeu" sald SBabron, and Miss Red:
mond, who leaned forward, smiled at
him and extendod her pretty hand.
Sabron opensd the motor doar

“What a darling dog!” Mlas Red-
mond erled. “What a bewitehing face
he bas! He's an Irish torrier, isn't
he?"

Sabron ealled Pltehouns, who di
verted his attentlon from the chuuf-
feur to come and be hauled up by the
collar and presented. Sabron shook
off his roticence.

"Lt me make a confessfon,” he
suld with s courteous how. "This s
my ‘very slck friend.” Pitchouno was
at the polnt of death tho night of your
dinner and 1 was just leaving the
house when 1 realized that the help
less little chap <ould not weather the

Do you

breeza without me. He had been rum
over by & bleycle and he neaded somae
very special care.”

Miss Redmond's hand was on Pit.
choune’s head between his pointed
ears. She looked sympathetic. Bhe
looked amused. Bhe smiled.

"It was a question of ‘life and death,’
wasn't it?" ahe sald eageriy to Babron.

"Really, It was just that,” answered
the young officer, nol knowing how
dlgnificant the words were to the two
ladiea.

Then Madame d'Eaclignac knew that
she was beaten and that she owed
gomething and wes ready to pay. The
chauffeur got upon his seat and ahe
usked sumvaly:

“Won't you lst us take you homs,
Monsleur Sabron?"

He thanked them. He was walking
and had not finished his exercise

YAt mll events," sghe pursued, "now
that your excuse 18 no longer a gond
one, you will come thls week to din-
ner, will you not?"

He would, of course, and watched
the yellow motor drive awsy In the
autumn sunlight, wishing rather lesa
for the order from the minister of war
to change his guarters than he had
belore.

CHAPTER VI
Ordered Away,

He had recelved his letter from the
minister of war. Like many things
wa wish for, set our hopes upon, when
they comas we find that we do not want
them at any price. The order was un-
welcome. Sabron was to go to Al
glers.

Winter Is never very ugly around
Tarascon. Like & lovely bunch of frult
in the briglitest corner of & happy
vineyard, the Midi Is sheltered from
the rude experiences that the seasons
know farther north. Nevertheless,
ralng and winds, sea-born and vig
oroun, had swept in and upon the it
tie town. The mistral came whis
tling and Babron, from hls window,
looked down on his little garden from
which summaer had entirely flown, Pit-
thouns, by hls slde, looked down as
well, but his expression, different from
his maoster's, was ecstatio, for he saw
aliding along the brick wall, a cat with
which he was on ths most excited
terms. His body tense, his ewrs for-
ward, he gave a sharp serles of barks
and little soft growls, while his
master tapped the window-pane to the
tune of Miss Redmond’s mong.

Although Sabron had heard It several
times, he did not know the words or
that they were of a semi-religlous, ex-
tremely sentimental character which
would have been difficult to translate
Into French. He did not know thaj
they ran something ke this:

God keep you safs, my love,
All through the night;

Roat close in his encireling arms
Until the light,

And thers was more of It. He only
knew that there was a pathos In the
tune which spoke to his warm heart;
which earessed and captivated him
and which made him long deeply for a
happiness he thought It most unlikely
he would ever know.

There had been many pictures andded
to his collection: Miss Redmond at
dinner, Miss Julis Redmond—he knew
her first name now—befare the plano;
Miss Redmond in a smart cont, walk-
Ing with bim down the alley, while
Pitehoune chased fiying leayes and up
paritions of rabblis hither and thither.

Tha Count de Babron had dlwaya
dreaded just what happened to him.
He had fallen in love with a woman
beyond his reach, for he had no for-
tune whatsoever, nothing but his cap
taln’s pay and hia bard soldler's life:
a wanderer's lfe and one which ha
hesitated to ask a woman to share.
In spite of the fact that Madame
d'Esclignac was pgrepable to him,
#he was not cordlal, and he understood
that she did not consider him & part|
for her nlece. Other guests, ns well
a8 he, had shared hor hoapitality, He
had been jeslous of tham, though he
could not help secing Miss Redmond's
preference for himself. Not that he
wanted to help It. He recalled that
she had really sung to him, decldedly
wialked by his side when there had
been more than the quartette, and ha
felt, In short, her sympathy.

“Pitchoune," ha sald to his compan.
fon, “we are better off In Alglers, mon
vieux. The desert is the place for us,
We shall get rid of fancles there and
do some hard fighting one way or an
other”

(TO BE CONTINUED,)

Worth While Quotation,

The pleasure that we take n beautl
ful nature Is essentially capriclous. It
comes sometimes when we least look
for it, and sometimes, when wa expect
It most certainly, It leaves us to gape
joylesaly for days together. We may
have passed a place a thousand timea
aud one, and on the thousand and sec
ond it will be trunsfigured, and stand
forth Ih a certiln splendor of reality
from the dull clrele of surroundings,
to that wo see It "with a child's Brat
pleasure.” an Wordsworth saw the daf-
fodils by the lakeside.—Robert Louls
Stevanson.

Sure to Get What He Wanted.

The doctor told him he needed car
bohydrates, protelds, and above al,
something nltrogenous. The doctor
mentioned a long list of foods for
him to eat He staggered out and
wabbléd into & restaurant,

“How about beefsteak?™ he asked
the walter. “Is that nitrogenous?”
The waiter didn't know

“Are Iried potatoes rich In carbohy.
drates or not!”

The walter couldn't say.

“Well, T'll fix It," deciared the poor
man In despair. “Bring me & large
plate of hash.”

USTRALIA fa bullding for it

sell & wonderful eapital clty

In & region hitherto uninhab-

ited, and the designer of this

future city and supervisor of
its erection ls an American. Jessle
Ackermann, P, R, G, 8., thus telle
of the great project and her visit to
the chosen sits, in the Pittsburgh Dis-
patch:

When the colonles of Australla fed-
erated and the country established a
commonwealth government, they nat-
urally bethought themselves as to
what they should do with It. From
the day of federatlon, for almost ten
Fears, the matter of the locality of
the capital was a vexed question,
which hinged entirely upon sectlonal
jealousy and ambition. The bitter
fight waxed flerce between the states
of Victoria and New South Wales as
to whether Sydney or Melbourne
should haye the honor and advantage,

In order to bring harmony out of
chaos, it was determined to found a
city In some new place where Aus
tralian bullding ideas and characteris-
tics could be molded and fashioned in-
to & monument of local coloring. Tha
country in general aspect, fairly pul-
gnted with possibilities of orlginality.
The great soul of Australla breathes
an atmosphere all {ts own. Still there
is nothing whatever purely Australian
in type or character which the people
have produced—neither In art, Htera-
ture, architecture or poetry. Of course,
the country is young, but, even so,
there are no evidences of originality,
with the exception of the ldea of bulld:
ing & great city in waste places,

Yass-Canbarra Valley Chonen.

The question of a national capital
somewhere at sometime having been
settled, the struggle of “where” he-
came posltively bitter. As New South
Wales was the oldest colony, a sensa
of fitness led the government to agree
that the Mother State was justly en-
titled to the elty, provided the state
donated the territory on which it was
to stand, speoclfying that soverelgn
rights ghould be vested In the federnl
government.

At last n majority vota selected the
valley of Yass-Canbarrg district, as
the spot where the unborn e¢lty should
be bullt, By a strange frony which
often weaves itself about the individ.

il

ausiilias
lederal (apitl

An entire night on trains, or walting
for them at stations, brought me, long
before daylight, to the nearest point
by rall, when two government officials
took charge of me and 1 was conveyed
to the site, whers | was to camp in
government tents until 1 could see
something of the reservation.

Set In the Foothlills,

Eight miles over good roads led to
the foothills that form a setting for
the new clty. The valley I8 backed by
the more distant range of mountains,
which change their garb of color be
tween daylight and darkness, so fre
quently as to throw almost a spell of
witchery over the landscape. From
this aren of 900 asquare miles, 12
square miles have been surveved as
the actunl site of the eity. The spot
will certainly become of intense inter
est to those who wateh the dally bulld-
ing of & new and modern olty, spring.
ing from the very mountaing of this
oldest of old lands.

In five days we drove 190 miles over
the reservation. Viewed from every
point, beauty Increased and possibill
tles enlarged with each hour of driv-
ing. The secretary of the department
chanced to be on the spot, also the
surveyor-inchief of the common:
wealth, Maps, books, deslgns, Htera
ture, explanations and detalls were
all on such a large scale as to almost
bewllder the mind of a mere woman,

An Immense gorge in the mountains
will form & water supply of such vast
extent and capacity that the water
question of the eclty, should the nopu-
lation reach unheardof numbers, I8
settled at the very outset. This is the
great advantage of the whole situation
—the certainty of u water supply will
sirike a note of securlty, The district
will be governed something after the
methods of the District of Columbin.
Tha people who dwell within the boun-
darfes will, practically, be dlafran.
chised. No land will be sold and the
government will manufacture all ma-
terial to be used In bullding the elty
at various places under the supervl
glon of that body,

Two hundred miles of splendidly
built roads are now completed, and
work will progress probably slowly,
for lack of funds, but the completion
of the city 1s an assired fact, The
present genoration of builders will not

GENERAL VIEW OF THE NEwW CiTY

ual, one of the members who most
bitterly denounced the situation of the
site by exclaiming, “The wastes are so
bleak, the spot so barren and dry, that
a crow never flles across the place
without carrying a water bottle,” be-
ceame head of the department under
which the city will be bullt.

The report of the commission ap-
pointed to visit various sites, says this
of Yass-Canbarra: "It forms a per
fect amphitheater In which the city
would be surrounded by glorious hills.”

It was decided the world should
have a chance to compete in a plan
to lay out the eity. Descriptions of
the area were worked out to the most
minute detall, They were drawn by
the surveyor general to the common-
wealth and sent to the British consuls
of the world, with the result that hun-
dreda of plans from many countries
poured into the department before the
time limit explred. Thess were stud-
fed and sorted out by & ¢ommittee,
which reduced the real competing
number to about half & dozen, There
were three prizes offered. The first
was carried off by an enterprising
young architeot from Chicago, Walter
Burley CGrifin, who f{s under three
years' cngagement to the Australian
government to put his plans Into exe-
cution.

In order to see something of this
greatly dizcussed place, 1 declded to
pay & visit to the territory and look
over tho very beginning of things for
mysell.

The site is still rather cut off from
the most speedy communications by
travel; but when the rallway connects
the place with other lines, it will form
the trupk between Sydney and Mel
bourne, shortening the present dis-
tance by some elzhiy miles.

live to see the ¢ity in any sense com-
pleted. It must be the labor of many
years, but It Is the bope of Australia
that graduoally there will appear upon
those hills one masterstroke of archi
tecture after another until a world-tri-
umph will stand in the form of a mod-
ern clty, sulted to the climats, of
which the oncoming generations will
be proud.
Prosperity Ils Astounding.

Australin Is n great land, a country
of sunshine, fruit and flowers; an
f{sland so rich in natural resources ns
to astound the world with ita recent
vears of unprecedented prosperity,
Wealth abounds. It §8 the natural
home of the working man, the fleld of
opportunity for women, reeking In a
splrlt of undirected democracy, ex-
perimenting In impossible and wild
legislation, for which the people must
pay in one way or another,

The Intetition i3 to make it & work-
ing man's paradise; not a bad {dea at
all. No reagon why the toller should
not have his just share of production
—he should; but untrained, inexperi-
enced men cannot hop from unsuc-
cessful venturges of his own into
skillful manngement of the business of
the natlon. There {s a great lack of
leaders, There are plenty of elever men
In the country, but politica has a bad
repitation. Able, capable men decline
to become mixed up [n it

Reciprocal.

“Woman,” says Dr. Anna Shaw,
“aver has been man's companion,
sharing his exile, espousing his cause
and buckling on his armor.” And man
over has been woman's companion,
sharing her happiness, espousing her
when she would have him, and button-
lng ber up the back

NOT QUITE A FAILURE

MAN'S LIFE NOT AS PLANNED,
BUT DUTY WELL DONE.

Quality of Self-Bacrifice Counted For
Much When Ambition Was Put
Away at the Call of Flllal
Affection.

“1 always like to see ambitlon in a
boy,” sald the doctor. “The best men
nre those who as boys had little op-
portunity, but who made the most of
what they had. As a rule the boys
who have worked thelr way througa
college are about the best fellows I
know."

“l agrea with you,"” answered the
schoolmnster. *'But I sometimea think
that thers are boys who never go to
college who have done even better,
Did I ever tell you about John Smith?

“It was years ago, and T was prin-
cipal of the school in a little country
town. It was the only high school in
the cointy, and the boys and girls
from all round attended, Many of
them could not get away from the
farms untll late In the senson and so
dropped In at any time durlng the
lerm. Well, along about Thunksglving
John 8mith arrived. He told me he
lived six miles back In the country,
and had walked in. He wans a blg,
well-get-up boy, with a bright, intelll-
gent face, and 1 soon found that he
had come to study. One day I was
struek with the amount of mud on his
shoes. 'You must have a muddy walk
to school,’ I remarked.

Y 'Yes, gir! he answered, ‘the roads
are pretty bad' And then I found out
that he walked the alx miles In eyery
morning and out again at night! If a
boy took that trouble to get an educa-
tion, 1 was interested, and 1 had a
qulet talk with him. He had a wid-
owed mother and a lttle slster, and
they owned s emall farm. For the past
two years John had done all the work
himself, and he still had to do it, That
was the reason he had to live at home
Instead of boarding in town. Ha told
me that he wanted to go to college
and become a doctor, Hiag father had
been an unsuceesaful lawyer, who had
given up hig practice and bought the
farm. John told me his plans. Ha
wag sure he could get another boy In
the nelghborhood to look after his
place while he waa at college, and his
mother was a8 anxious for him to go
ue he was,

"“Naturally T gaye him all the help I
eould, and although he had to leave
garly in the gpring, I lent him books
und gave him a little pergonsl ald In
tils work from t{ime to time,

“Well, three years more passed in
the same way. John kept well up
with his studiea by hard work, and at
lagt he was ready to enter college. Ha
was accepted for entrance on the
school certificate, and 1t was a pleas-
ure to see the glad look on his face
when 1 showed lilm the registrar's
letter saying that he was admitted. He
had saved a little money from varlous
odd jobe that he had done, and he told
me that he was all ready financially
for the first yoar, and that he had no
doubt that ha could manage the oth-
era.

“I 1eft the sehool that year, but just
before it wag time for college to open,
I wrote John a letter of counsel and
encouragement. T got this brief note
In reply: ‘1 am sorry to eay that I am
not going to college'

“T made it a point to go down to sea
what had prevented hilm from careving
put his ambltion. I found him hoeing
corn. He was very glad to gee me,
and told me what the trouble was. His
mother had had a stroke of paralysls.

A Without & murmur he had glven up

his cherished plan, When I asked him
whether he could not get someone to
take care of her, while he went on
with his course, he told me that that
wae Impossible, since hiz mother de-
pended go entirely upon him. I shall
never forget the tragedy and love to
gether In the boy's face ag he talked
to me of his vanished hopes and
watched hig helpless mother.”

“T suppose he got to college some-
how," remarked the doctor, “and Is
now & famous surgeon.”

“No," replled the schoolmaster,
“that was ten years ago, but I heard
from him only yesterday. His mother
Is etill alive and still helpless. He I8
still running the farm, making a small
liying and carlng for her. The little
sister he has just sent to the normal
sohool, but he will be a small farmar
to the end of his days. And 1 helieve
he was just the man to have made &
splendid doctor. Yet I hardly think
his life has been a failure.”

“I should think neot," sald the doe-
tor—Youth's Companion.

Real Daughter of the Regiment.

“Our regiment has adopted a two-
year-old Turkish girl baby," writes a
Cogsack who s serving with the Rus-
slan advance into the Turkish Cauca-
sus. He explains: “During our for-
ward movement last week one of our
men found in a farm house this baby,

which had been sbandoned by her flee-
iing parents. The starving little creas
ture was cleined, clothed and fed, and

{then taken (o the staff quarters, In

|ihe Greek church of the village of Bar.

!dus the foundling was christened ac:
cvording to the rites of the Orthodox
chureh, the commander of the regl-
ment acting as godfather and Princess
Gelovanna, a Hed Cross nurse and
wife of n member of the duma, a8 god-
mother. The child was named Alexan-
dra Donskala, after the name of the
regiment. The officers and men of tha
regiment subscribed monthly amounts
sufficlent to pay for rearing and edu.
catine their regimental daughter.”
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