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SYNOPSIS.

IA Comte de Sabron, captain of French
eavalry, takes to his quarters to raise by
hand a motherless Irish terrier pup, and

!d
ames it Pitchoune. J;16 'dines with the
arquise d'Esclignac and meets Miss
ulla Redmond, American heiress, who

.intrs for him an English ballad that
niters in his memory. Sabron is ordered
o 

Algiers, but is not allowed to take
servants or dogs. Miss Redmond offers to
take care of the dog during his master's
absence, but Pitchoune. homesick for his
master, runs away from her. The Mar-
quise pra.ns to marry Julia to the Duc do
Tremont. Unknown to Sabron, Pitchoune
follows him to Algiers. Dog and master
meet and Sabron gets permission from
the war minister to keep his dog with him.
Julia writes him that Pitchoune has run
away from her. He writes Julia of Pit-
choune. The Due de Tremont finds the
American heiress capricious. A newspa-
per report that Sabron is among the miss-
ing after an engagement with the natives
causes Julia to confess to her aunt that
she loves him. Sabron., wounded in an en-
gagement, falls into the dry bed of a
river, and is watched over by Pitchoune.

CHAPTER XIII—Continued.

"But," Sabron said aloud, "it is a
prayer to be said at night and not in
the afternoon of an African hell."
He began to climb; he pulled him-

self along, leaving bis track in blood.
He fainted twice, and the thick

growth held him like the wicker of a
cradle, and before he came to his con-
sciousness the sun was mercifully go-
ing down. He finally reached the top
of the bank and lay there panting.
Not far distant were the beshes of
rose and mimosa flower, and still ',ant-
ins. weaker and ever weaker, his cour-
age the only living thing in him, Sab-
ron, with Pitchoune by his side,
dragged himself into healing hands.

All that night Sabron was delirious;
his mind traveled far into vague fan-
tastic countries, led back again, ever

- gently, by a tune, to safety.
Every now and then he would real-

ise that he was alone on the vast
desert, destined to finish his existence
here, to cease being a human creature

• and to become nothing but carrion.
Moments of cOnsciousness succeeded
those of mental disorder. Every now
and 'then he would feel Pitchoune
close to his arm. The dog licked his
hand and the touch was grateful to
the deserted-officer. Pitchoune licked
his master's cheek and Sabron felt
that there was another life beside his
in the wilderness. Neither 'dog nor
man could long exist, however, with-

-food- er-tieinit- -ftwei-Bahrorr was
growing momentarily weaker.
The Frenchman, though a philoso-

pher, realized how hard it was to die
unsatisfied in love, unsatisfied in life,
having accomplished nothing, having
wished many things and realized at
an early age only death! Then this
point of view changed and the phys-
ical man was uppermost.
He groaned for water, he groaned

for relief from pain, turned his head
from side to side, and Pitchoune
whined softly. Sabron was not strong
enough to speak to him, and their
voices, of man and beast, inarticulate,

• mingled—both left to die in the open.
Then Sabron violently rebelled and

cried out in his soul against fate and
destiny. He could have cursed the
day he was born. Keenly desirous to
live, to make his mark and to win
everything a man values, why should
he be picked and chosen for this lone-
ly pathetic end? Moreover, he did not
wish to suffer like this, to lose his
grasp on life, to go on into wilder
delirium-and to die! He knew enough
of injuries to feel sure that his wound
alone would not kill him. When he
had first dragged himself into the
shade he had fainted, and when he
(tame to. himself he might have
stanched his blood. His wound was
hardly bt‘eding now. It had already
died! Fatigue and thirst, fever would
finish him, not his hurt. He was too
young to die. - -
With great effort he raised himself

on his arm and scanned the desert
stretching on all sides like a rosy sea.
Along the river bank the pale and deli-
cate blossom and leaf of the mimosa
lay like .a bluish veil, and the smell of
the evening and the smell of the mi-
mosa flower and the, perfumes of the
weeds came to him, aromatic and
sweet. Above, his head the blue sky
was ablaze With stars and directly
over him the evening star hung like a
crystal lamp. But there was no beau-
ty in it for the wounded- officer who
looked in vain to the dark shadows on
the desert that might mean approach-
ing human life. It would be better to
die as he was dying, than to be found
by the enemy!
The sea of waste rolled unbroken as

far as his fading eyes- could reach.
He sank back with a sigh, not to rise
again, and closed his eyes and waited.
He slept a short, restless, feverish
sleep, and in it dreams chased one an-

- other like those evoked by a narcotic,
but out of them, over and over again
oama- the picture of Julia Redmondt
ari•--she sang to him the song whose
words were a prayer for the safety
sf a loved nna during. tha

From that romantic melody there
seemed to rise more solemn ones. He
heard the rolling of the organ in the
cathedral in his native town, for he
came from Rouen originally, where
there is one of the most beautiful
cathedrals. In the 'corp. The music
rolled and rolled an passed over the
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desert's face. It seemed to lift his
spirits,-and to cradle it. Then he
breathed his prayers—they took form,
and in his sleep he repeated the Ave
Maria and the Paternoster, and the
words rolled and rolled over the
desert's face and the supplication
seemed to his feverish mind to mingle
with the stars.
A sort of midnight dew fell upon

him: so at least he thought, and it
seemed to him a heavenly dew and to
cover him like a benignant rain. He
grew cooler. He prayed again, and
with his words there came to the
young man an ineffable sense of peace.
He pillowed his fading thoughts upon
it; he 'Allowed his aching mind upon
it and his body, too, and the pain of
his wound and be thought aloud, with
only the night airs to bear him, in
broken sentences: "If this is death it
is not so bad. One should rather be
afraid of life. This is not difficult, if
I should, ever get out of here I shall
not regret this night."
Toward morning he grew calmer, he

turned to speak to his little compan-
ion. In his troubled thoughts he had
forgotten Pitchoune.
Sabron faintly called him. There

was no response. Then the soldier
listened in silence. It was absolutely
unbroken. Not even the call of a
night-bird—.not even the cry of a hy-
ena—nothing came to him but the in-
articulate voice of the desert. Great
and soleMn awe crept up to him, crept
up to him like a spirit and -sat down
by his side. Ile felt his hands groe
cold, and his feet grow cold. Now. un
able to speak aloud, there passed
thrbugh his mind that this, indeed, was
death, desertion absolute in the heart
of the plain's.

CHAPTER XIV.

An American Girl.
The Marquise d'Esclignac saw that

she had to reckon with an American
girl. Those who know these girls
,kuow what their temper and mettl
are, and that they are capable of the
finest reverberation.

Julia Redmond was very young.
Otherwise.ehe would never have let
Sabron go without one sign that she
was not indifferent to him, and that
she was rather bored eath the idea
n-f 'Men -ail Torfilhar-MIT lide 'adored
her aunt and saw, moreover, some-
thing else than ribbow and velvets in
the make-up of the aunt. She taw
deeper than, the polish that a long
Parisian lifetime had overlaid, and
she loved what she saw. She respected
her aunt, and knowing the older lady's
point of view, had been timid and hesi-
tating until now.
Now theAmerican girl woke up, or

rather asIerted herself.
"My dear Julia," said the Marquise

d'Esclignac, "are you sure that all the
tinned things, the cocoa, and so forth,
are on board? I did not see that box."
"Ma tante," returned her niece from

her steamer chair, "it's the only piece
of. luggage I an: sure about."
At this response her aunt suffered a

slight qualm for the fate of the rest of
her luggage, and from her own chair
in the shady part of the deck glanced
toward her niece, whose eyes were on
her book.
:'What a practical girl she is,"

thought the Marquise d'Esclignac.
"She seems ten years older than I.
She is cut out to be the wife of a poor
man. It is a pity she should have a
fortune. Julia would have been charm-
ing as love in a cottage, whereas

She remembered her hotel on the
Parc Monceau, her chateau by the
Rhone, her villti" at Biarritz—and
sighed. She had not always been the
Marquise d'Esclignae; -she -had been
an American girl first and remembered
that her maiden name had been De
Puyster and that she had come from
Schenectady originally. But for many
years she had forgotten these things.
Near to Julia Redmond these last few
weeks all but courage and simplicity
had seemed to have tarnish on its
wings.
Sabron had not been found.
It was a curious fact, and one that

transpires now and then in the history
of desert wars—the man is lost. The
captain of the cavalry was missing,
and the only news of him was that he
had fallen in an engagement and that
his body had never been recovered.
Several sorties had been made to find
him; the war department had done all,
that it could; he had disappeared from
the face of the desert and even his
bones could not be found.
From the moment that Julia Red-

mond hadAonfessed her love for the
Frenchman!' a, courage had been born
in her which never faltered, and her
aunt seemed to have been infected by
it. The marquise grew sentimental,
found out that she was more doctile and
impressionable than she had believed

Lu ee, and Cue veneer alto eti-
quette (no doubt .never a very real
part of her) became less important
than- other things. During the last
few weeks she had been more a De
Puyster from Schenectady than the
Marquise d:Esclignac.
"Ma tante," Julia Redmond had

said to her when the last telegram

was brought in to the Chateau d'Esett
gnac, -I shall leave for Africa tomor
row."
"My dear Julia!"
"He is alive! God will not let bin

die. Besides, I have prayed. I believt
in God, don't you?"'
"Of course, my dear Julia."
"Well," said the girl, 'wit, pale

cheeks and trembling hands t heti
the telegram Made a sincere impree
sion on her aunt, "well, then, if yot
believe, why do you doubt that he it
alive? Someone must find him. Wil
you tell Eugene to have the moto,
here in an hour? The boat sails to
morrow, ma tante."
The marquise rolled her embroider-3-

and put it aside for twelve months
Her fine hands looked capable as sh•
did so.
"My dear Julia, a young and hand

some woman cannot follokenike
daughter of the regiment, after tht
fortunes of a soldier."
"But a Red Cross nurse can, ma

tante, and I have my diploma." -
"The boat leaving tomorrow, rri

dear Julia, doesn't take passengers.'
"Oh, ma tante! There will be nc

other boat for Algiers," she opened the
newspaper, "until .• . . oh, heat,
ens!"
"But Robert de Tremont's yacht iv

in the harbor."
Miss Redmond looked at her aunt

speechlessly.
"I shall telegraph Madame d' Haus-

sonville and ask permission for you ti
go in that as an auxiliary of the Red
Cross to Algiers, or rather, Robert is
at Nice. I shall telegraph him."
"Oh, ma tante!"
"He asked me to make up my own

party for a cruise on the Mediterram
ean," said the Marquise d'Esclignac
thoughtfully.

Miss Redmond fetched the telegraph
blank and the pad from the table. Th,
color began to return to her cheeks
She put from her mind the idea that
her aunt had plans for her. All ways
were fair in the present situation.
'The Marquise d'Esclignac wrote her
dispatch, a very long one, slowly. Sin
said to her servant: . -a
"Call up HO Villa des Perroquets at

Nice. I wish to speak with the Duc d,

She ,Was Bored With the idea of
Titles and Fortunes.

Tremont." She then drew her niece
very gently to her side, looking up at
her as a mother might have looked
"Darling Julia, Monsieur de Sabron
has never told you that he loved you?"

Julia shook her head.
"Not in words, ma tante."
There was a silence, and then Julia

Redmond said:
"I only want to assure myself that

he is safe, that he lives. I only wish
to know his fate."
"But if you go to him like this, ma

chere, he will think you love him. He
must marry you! Are you making a
serious declaration."

breathed the girl from be-
tween trembling lips, "don't go on. I
shall be shown the way."
The Marquise d'Esclignac then said.

musing:
"I shall telegraph to England for

provisions. Food is vile in Algiers
Also, Melanie must get out our sum-
mer clothes."
"Ma tante!" said Julia Redmond

"our summer clothes?"
"Did you think you were going

alone, my dear Julia!"
She had been so thoroughly the

American girl that she had, thought ol
nothing but going She threw her
arms around her aunt's neck with an
abandon that made the latter young
again. -6 Marquise d'Esclignac
kissed her niece tenderly.
"Madame la Marquise, Monsieur le

Duc de Tremont is at the telephone."
the servant announced to her from the
doorway.

(TO BE CONTINUEtt)

Criticizes Hospitals.
. Mrs. W. K. Vanderbilt has given
much time and money to the question
of the selling of drugs and the treat
ment of those who become victims
which the city of New York takes care
She now declared the manner in
which the city of New York takes
care of the drug "fiends" a hideous
farce. After ten days the victims are
sent out of the hospitals "cured," and
she says they leave shattered in nerve
and unable to fight against the drug.
Katherine Bement Davis, commission
er of charities in New York, says that
between 35 and 50 per cent of all the
criminals are drug fiends.

SELECT HIGH VITALITY SfED
Possess Power of Germinating Rapidly

and Producing Healthy and
Vigorous Plants.

(By W. W. ROBBINS, Colorado Agri-
cultural College

Seeds with "high vitality' possess
toe power of germinating quickly and
ot producing healthy, vigorous plants
Seeds with "low vitality" spront slow-
ly and produce weak and spindling
plants. The chief influences affecting
seed vitality are as follows:

1 Age—Vitality of seeds decrease
with age.
2 Maturity—Although seeds will

germinate when not fully mature, the
plants produced are weaker than
those from fully matured seeds
3 Size—Large and heavy seeds

have a greater germinating power and
produce plants with more vigor than
small seeds

4. Percentage—Seed shoulc come
from plants whose pedigree is known
to be good. Strains that are "run out"
produce seeds of weak vitality
6. Methods of Curing and Preser-

vation—Seeds cured and stored in a
very moist atmosphere lose their vi-
tality quite rapidly. Seeds should be
stored in a dry, coot place

6. Variety—Similar storage condi-
tions do not affect all sorts of seeds
the same. Vitality is a variety char-
acter.

INSECTS KILL MANY TREES

Borers Found to Be Cause of Death of
Fine Oaks in Sections of Some

Eastern States.

Last year in sections of the eastern
states many oak trees—some white
oak, some chestnut oak, and a few
black oak—died and from apparently
no cause, except perhaps a season of
drought Examination ot the bark
disclosed the fact that borers nad
been at work in the trees and these
insects were doubtless the direct cause
ot the death of these fine trees.
The larger galleries found under-

neath the bark of the trees were made

Work of Borers in Oak Bark,

by the common flat-headed borer, and
the smaller ones by- -the- -two-limed
chestnut borer. Both kinds of larvae
were present ia the burrows.

SILO IS QUITE ECONOMJCAL

Preserves Palatability and Succulence
of Green Corn Plant for Winter

Cattle Feeding.

The Indiana experiment station
gives the following practical reasons
why farmers who keep live stock
should build a silo. Here they are:
The silo preserves the palatability

and succulence of the green corn
plant.
The silo increases the live stock ca-

pacity of the farm.
Silage is a good summer feed when

pastures are short.
Because of the small amount of

ground space required by the silo it
is an economical means of storing
forage.
The silo located near the feed man-

ger is an assurance of having feed
near at hand in stormy as well as
fair weather.
The silo assists in reducing the cost

of grains in fattening cattle and sheep
Silage greatly increases the milk

flow during the winter season and
decreases the cost of production.
There are no stalks to bother in

the manure when corn is put into silo.
All should understand that silage_ _

is not a complete or balanced ration.
It is a succulent food and should be
supplemented with some balancing
dry feed.

GOOD GROUNDS FOR POULTRY

Low, Heavy Soils Make Industry Pre-
carious—Much of Success Depends

on Warm, Dry, Sandy Loam.

There are people who will tell you
that any kind of ground will make
good poultry ground. It will not.
Chickens can live on tolerably barren
ground, but poultry success is not met
on ground too poor to bear vegetation.
Low, heavy soils make poultry rale.

mg precarious. The loss by disease
of many kinds in certain flocks can be
traced directly to the low ground upon
which they feed and run. Such soil
is damp and cold the greater part of
the year.

The success of many a poultryman
is not always so much due to his feed
and care as the warm, dry sandy loam
the fowls live on.
In beying ground upon which to

raise poultry look Well to the ground
tuy. lf it avalLij

ground in soil, drainage-and location,
you can scarcely make it that except
at a cost that eats up the profits fast.

Remedy for Feather-Eating.
Where feather-eating Is practiced

try giving the fowls some sulphur, one
teaspoonful in the soft feed of every
three fowls, two times a week.

HATEVEW may be the fate
of Constantinople as a re-
sult of the war, there is no
one who does not fervently
hope that the mosque of

Santa Sophia, the ecclesiastical gem
of the Turkish capital, will be spared
It is to the Greek church what the
site of the Temple at Jerusalem is to
the Jew and, except for its possession
by a strange religion, what St. Peter's
is to the Catholic. The repossession
of Santa Sophia represents the goal of
Russia's ambitions during several cen-
turies. Coneeffslag this great church
edifice a writer fThr the National Geo-
graphic society says:

Christianity has been productive of
many wonderful places of worship, of
temples richer in treasure and more
beautiful in workmanship than those
which have grown out of any other
religion. Byzantine and Gothic archi-
tecture received their highest expres-
sion in sacred building, so Much so in
the case of Gothic that the lay mind
confuses that architectural type with
pictures of the wonderful cathedrals
of France and Germany. Christian
temples are among the most wonder-
ful architectural accomplishments of
all times, and by far and away their
most  reePleadent _example Santa
Sophia, tha oldest, the most magnifi-
cent, the most costly and the most in-
teresting of all Christian churches.
Santa Sophia has become an in-

spiration to all of Greek Orthodox be-
lief who are fighting in the present
battles of Europe. As St. Peter's is
the mother-church for all the Catholic
world, so Santa Sophia is the mother.
church of all of Greek faith. One is
the metropolitan of the East, the oth-
er of the West, and both are the
grandest examples of architectural
splendor within their faiths. Both are
churches that cost almost fabulous
sums Iii the building, and Santa So-
phia cost almost twice as much as
St. Peter's, or more than any temple
since history began for the Christian
world.

Built at Enormous Cost.
It is estimated that Santa Sophia,

including the values of ground, mate-
rial, labor, ornaments and church uten-
sils, cost about $64,000,000, while the
•ommon estimate of the cost of St.
Peter's, the chief present splendor of
the Eternal City, is placed at $48,000,-
000. No other temple has ever ap-
proached Santa Sophia in the variety
and preciousness of its marbles and
In its prodigal employment of silver,
gold and precious stones.
The first church constructed upon

the site of Santa Sophia was built at
the direction of the first Christian em-
peror, _Donstantine, in 326. Work on
the great pile of the present vener-
able cathedral was begun by Justinian

in 533. Ten thousand workmen wet
employed until its completicn, and
the wealth of the whole empire war
rut to the severest test to furnish tier
steady golden stream which flows I
:old flowed for the carrying out CI ft i
ideas. Schools were stopped, 'it is
said, that the salaries of the teachers
might be diverted to Santa Sophia's
benefit, and the lead pipes of Constan-
tinople were melted down in order to
make sheeting for its roofs.

Great Work Done Speedily.
Europe, Asia and Africa contributed

of their resources and of their historic
marble columns and panels that the
great cathedral might be unsurpassed
among the glories of earth. Some say
that the great work was finished in
the marvelously short time of ten
years, others are positive, even, that
it was ready in six years. However
this may be, it required 120 years to
build St. Peter's at Rome; 36 years to
build St. Paul's in London; 500 years
to build the Milan cathedral, and 615
years to build the Cathedral of
Cologne. There are millions of the
Greek Orthodox faith who are looking
confidently forward to the day when
Santa Sophia will again be the prinei•
pal cathedral of their worship.
A bewlideriniy-ltreattli or %Midi

clusters around the old cathedral, now
defaced and mutilated as a Turkish
mosque, and these legends throw a
veil of the supernatural around it.
One legend, which the Greeks like to
remember, is that of the bishop who
was celebrating mass as the wild Turk-
ish hordes under Mohammet II., con-
queror of Constantinople, broke Into
the church, and who escaped their
fanatic wrath by walking into a niche
made by the opening wall which again
closed behind him. This priest is
waiting in the wall for the day when
Santa Sophia once more comes under
Christian power, when he will leave
his place of refuge and continue, in
celebration of the end of Turkish rule,
the service in which he was interrupt-
ed 600 years before.

70,000 Victims of Drug Habit.
According to a recent estimate of

the United States public health serv-
ice, the number of persons in this
country who are victims- of the drug
habit is about 70,000, and the num-
ber of doses of narcotic drugs con-
sumed by them annually is about 850,-
000,000. This estimate is based on
figures collected in the state of Te.p•-
nessee, where under a recently met-
ed antinarcotic law 1,403 permits were
issued in six months to persons peti-
tioning for the privilege of using nar-
cotic drugs, and the consumption of
such drugs amounted to 8,498,200 aver-
age doses.
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