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Le Comte de Sabron, captain of French
eavalry, takes to his quarters to raise by
hand a motherless Irish terrier pup, and
names it Pitchoune. He dines with the
Marquise d'Esclignac and meets Miss Ju-
lia Redmond, American heiress. He is or-
dered to Algiers but is not allowed to
take servants or dogs. Miss Rednion,:
takes care of Pitchoune, who, longing for

'his master, runs away from her. The
marquise plans to marry Julia to the Due
4e Tremont. Pitchoune follows Sabron to
Algiers, dog and master meet, and Sahron
gets permission to keep his dog with him.
The Due de Tremont finds the American
,heiress capricious. Sabron. wounded in
an engagement, falls into the dry bed of
a river and is watched over by Pitchoune.
After a horrible night and day Pitchoune
leaves him.-- Tremont takes Julia and the
marquise to Alsz, r, iv .111s yacht but has
doubts about Julia's Red Cross mission.
After long search Julia gets trace of Sa-
brows whereabouts.

CHAPTER XVIII—Continued.

From where he stood, Tremont
could see the Comtesse de la Maine
in her little shadow, the oriental
decorations a background to her
slight Parisian figure, and a little out
of the shadow, the bright aigret in
her hair danced, shaking its sparkles
of fire. She looked infinitely sad and
Infinitely appealing. One bare arm
was along the back of her lounge. She
leaned her head upon her hand.

After a few moments the Due de
Tremont quietly left the piano and
Miss Redmond, and went and sat
down beside the Comtesse de la
Maine, who, in order to make a plaoe
tor him, moved out of the shadow.

Julia, one after another, played

songs she loved, keeping her fingers
resolutely from the notes that wanted
to run into a single song, the music.
the song that linked her to the man
whose life had become a mystery.
She glanced at the Due de Tremont
and the Comtesse de la Maine. She
glanced at her aunt, patting Mimi,
who, freshly washed, adorned by pale

blue ribbon, looked disdainful and
princely, and with passion and feeling
she began to sing the song that
seemed to reach beyond the tawdry

room of the villa in Algiers, and to go

into' the desert, trying in sweet in-
tensity to speak and to comfort, and
as she sat so singing to one man,
Sabron would have adored adding
that picture to his collection.

The servant came up to the mar-
quise and gave her a message. The

lady rose, beckoned Tremont to fol-

IbITIfer, and-went out onihe veranda,

followed by Mimi. Julia stopped play-
ing and went over to the Comtesse de

la Maine.

"Where have my aunt and Monsieur

de Tremont gone, Madame?"

"To see someone who has come to

Suggest a camel excursion, I believe."

"He chooses a curious hour."

"Everything is curious in the East.

Mademoiselle," returned the corn-

esse. "I feel as though my own life

were turned upside down."
"We are not far enough in the East

for that," smiled Julia Redmond. She

regarded the comtesse with her frank

girlish scrutiny. There was in it a

fine truthfulness and utter disregard

of all the barriers that long epochs of

etiquette put between souls.

Julia Redmond knew nothing of

French society and of the deference

due to the arts of the old world. She
knew, perhaps, very little of anything.

She was young and unschooled. She

knew, as some women know, how to

feel, and how to be, and how to love.

She was as honest as her ancestors,

among whose traditions is the story

that one of them could never tell a

lie.
Julia Redmond sat beside the Corn-

tease de la Maine, whose eDegance she
admired enormously, and taking one

of the lady's hands, with a frank Ilk-

tug she asked in her rich young voice:

"Why do you tolerate me, Madame?"

"Ma chere enfant," exclaimed the
oomtesse. "Why, you are adorable."

"It is terribly good of you to say
so," murmured Julia Redmond. "It
shows how generous you are."

"But you attribute qualities to me

I do not deserve, .Mademoiselle."

"You deserve them and much more,
Madame. I loved you the first day I

saw you; no one could help loving
you."
Julia Redmond was irresistible. The

Comtesse de la Maine had remarked
her caprices, her moods, her sadness.
She had seen that the good spirits
were false and, as keen women do,
she had attributed it to a love affair
with, the Due de Tremont. The girl's
frankness was contagious. The Corn-
tease de la Maine murmured:
je "I think the same of you, ma chere,
:fans etea charmante."

Julia Redmond shook her head. She
did not want compliments. The eyes
of the two women met and read each
other.
"Couldn't you be frank with me,

Madame? It is so easy to be frank."
It was, indeed, impossible for Julia

Redmond to be anything else. The
wuo Was only a trine older

than the young girl, felt like her
mother just then. She laughed.

"But be frank—about what?"
"Yon see," said Julia Redmond

swiftly, "I care absolutely nothing for

the Due de Tremont, nothing."
"You don't love him?" returned Ma-

1ER5

dame de la Maine, with deep accentu-

ation. "Is it possible?"
The girl smiled.
"Yes, quite possible. I think he is

a perfect dear. He is a, splendid

friend and I am devoted to him, but

I don't love him at all, not at all."
"Ah!" breathed Madame de la

Maine, and she looked at the Ameri-

can girl guardedly. .
For a moment it was like a passage'

of arms between a frank young In-

dian chief and a Jesuit. Julia, as it
were, shook her feathers and her

beads.
"And I don't care in the least about

being a duchess! My father made
his money in oil. I am not an aristo-
crat like my aunt," she said.
"Then," said the Comtesse de la

Maine, forgetting that she was a
Jesuit, "you will marri. Robert de

Tremont simply to please your aunt?"
"But nothing on earth would in-

duce me to marry him!" cried Julia
Redmond. "That's what Fm telling
you, Madame. I don't love him!"
The Comtesse de la Maine looked

at her companion and bit her lip.
She blushed more warmly than is per-
mitted in the Fatibourg St.-Germain,
but she was young and the western
influence is pernicious.
"I saw at once that you loved him,"

said Julia Redmond frankly. "That's
why I speak as I do."
The Comtesse de la Maine drew

back and exclaimed.
"Oh," said Julia Redmond, "don't

deny it. I shan't like you half so well
if you do. There is no shame in be-
ing in love, is there?—especially when
the man you love, loves you."
The Comtesse de la Maine broke

down, or, rather, she rose high. She
rose above all the smallness of con-
vention and the rules of her French
formal education.
"You are wonderful," she said,

laughing softly, her eyes full of tears.
"Will you tell me what makes you
think that he is fond of me?"
"But you know it so well," said

Julia. "Hasn't he cared for you for
a long time?"
Madame de la Maine wondered just

how much Julia Redmond had heard,
and as there was no way of finding
out, she said graciously:

"He has seemed to love me very
dearly for many years; but I am
poor; I have it—ffird. Ile ir am-
bitious and he is the Due de Tre-
mont."

"Nonsense," said Julia. "He loves
Yon. That's all that counts. You
will be awfully happy. You will
marry the Due de Tremont, won't
you? There's a dear."

"Happy," murmured the other wom-
an, "happy, my dear friend, I never
dreamed of such a thing!"

"Dream of it now," said Jana ;led-
mond swiftly.,_"for it will come true."

CHAPTER XIX.

The Man In Raga.
The Marquise d'Esclignac, under the

stars, interviewed the native soldier,
the beggar, the man in rags, at the
foot of the veranda. There was a moon
as well as stars, and the man was dis-
tinctly visible in all his squalor.
"What on earth is he talking about,

Robert?"
"About Sabron, marraine," said her

godson laconically.
The Marquise d'Esclignac raised her

lorgnon and said:
"Speak, man! What do you know

about Monsieur de Sabron? See, he is
covered with dirt—has leprosy, proba-
bly." But she did not withdraw. She
was a great, lady and stood her ground.
She did not know what the word
"squeamish" meant.

Listening to the man's Jargon and
putting many things together, Tremont
at last turned to the Marquise d'Es-
clignae who was sternly fixing the beg-
gar with her haughty condescension:
"Marraine, he says that Sabron la

alive, in the hands of natives in a cer-
tain district where there is no travel,
in the heart of the seditious tribes. He
says that he has friends in a caravan
of merchants who once a year pass
the spot where this native village is."
"The mans a lunatic," said the Mar-

quise d'Eselfgnac calmly. "Get Abime-
lee and put him out of the garden,
Robert. You must not let Julia hear
of this."
"Marraine," said Tremont quietly,

"Mademoiselle Redmond has already
seen this man. He has come to see
her tonight."
"How perfectly horrible!" said the

Marquise d'Esclignac. Then she asked
rather weakly of Tremont: "Don't you
think so?"
"Well, I think," said Tremont, "that

the only interesting thing is the truth
there may be in what this man says.
If Sabron is a captive, and he knows
anything about it, we must use his in-
formation for all it is worth."
"Of course," said the Marquise d'Es-

clignac, "of course. The war depart-
ment must be informed at once. Why
hasn't he gone there?"
"He has explained," said Tremont,

"that the only way Sabron can be
saved is that he shall be found by out-
siders. One hint to his captors would
end his life."

"Oh!" said the Marquise d'Esclignac

"I don't know what to do. Bob! What
part can we take in this?"
Tremont pulled his mustache. Mimi

had circled round the beggar, snuffing

at his slippers and robe. The man
made no objection to the little crea-
ture, to the fluffy ball surrounded by a
huge bow, and Mimi sat peacefully
down in the moonlight, at the beggar's
feet. •
"Mimi seems to like him," deld the

Marquise d'Esclignac helplessly, "she
is very particular."
"She finds that he has a serious and

convincing manner," said Tremont.
Now the man, who hail been a silent

listener to the conversation, said in
fairly comprehensible English to the
Marquise d'Esclignac:
"If the beautiful grandmother could

have seen the Capitaine de Sabron on
the night before the battle—"

"Grandmother, indeed!" exclaimed
the marquise indignantly. "Come,
Mimi! Robert, finish with this creature
and get what satisfaction you can from
him. I believe him to be an impostor;
at any rate, he does not expect me to
motint a camel or to lead a caravan to
the rescue."
Tremont put Mimi in her arms; she

folded her lorgnon and sailed majestic-

"Nonsense," Said Julia.

ally away, like a highly decorated pin-
nace with silk sails, and Tremont, in
the moonlight, continued to talk with
the sincere and convincing Flamm&

Abou.

CHAPTER XX.

Julia Decides.
Now the young girl had his letters

and her own to read. They were
sweet and sad companion, and she
1510 them side- side. She did not
weep, because she was not of the
weeping type; she had hope.

Her spirits remained singularly
even. Madame de la Maine had given
her a great deal to live on.

"Julia, what have you done to Rob-
ert?"

othing, ma tante."
"He has quite changed. This excur-

sion to Africa has entirely altered him.
He is naturally so gay," said the Mar-
quise d'Esclignac. "Have you refused
him, Julia?"
"Ma tante, he has not asked me to

be the Duchess de Tremont."
Her aunt's voice was earnest.
"Julia, do you wish to spoil your life

and your chances of happiness? Do
you wish to mourn for a deadirldier
who has never been more than an ac-
quaintance? I won't even say a friend."

What she said sounded logical.
"Ma tante. I do not think of Mon-

sieur de Sabron as dead, you know."
"Well, in the event that he may be,

my dear Julia."
"Sometimes," said the girl, drawing

near to her aunt and taking the older
jady's hand quietly and looking in her
eyes, "sometimes, ma tante, you are
cruel."
The mirquise kissed her and sighed:
"Robert's mother will be so un-

happy!" •
"But she .has" never seen me, ma

tante."
"She 'trusts my taste, Julia."
"Ther,e should be more than 'taste'

in a matter of husband and wife, ray
tante."

(TO BE CONTINUED.)

Suspicious.

George W. Perkins said at a dinner:
"There are some people who insist

on seeing an octopus in every trust.
These people cross-question you as
suspiciously as the young wife cross-
questioned her husband after the ban-
quet.
"A young husband attended his first

banquet, and a few days afterward his
wife said to him: 
"'Howtyd, is it true that you were

the on (trier man at that banquet?"
"'No, it tourseetnet!' Howard indig-

nantly acrirered,
"')j1'- was, then?' said his wife,

Stoned Jail; Is Jailed.
In an effort to extricate her son

Chester from jail by force, Mrs. Alice
Rollins of Tappan, Rockland eounty,
New York, was locked up herself and
sentenced to 30 days' imprisonment
in that village.
When the toilov• •••14.1ve,et

her son, Mrs. Rollins gathered rockir
and other ammunition and opened fir*
She gave a correct imitation of Ow
bombardment of Dixmtide and tio
duced the glass In the jail windows to
fragments before she was arreste.,
The son was committed to the hones
of refuge for burglary.

CHICAGO'S CAMPAIGN AGAINST THE FLY

In the effort of Chicago to eliminate the pest-carrying uotnestic fly the children of the public schools are being
well utilized. A class in the Curtis school Is here seen receiving instruction, the boys and girls dressed for the

'rav and armed with fly-swatters and cans of kerosene oil.

AUSTRALIANS BEFORE SEDD-UL-BAHR FORTRESS

Copyright.
Undorwood
Underwood

A glimpse of the fortress of Sedd-ul•Bahr, the Turkish citadel ehich. in the bombardment by the allies, as

almost battered to pieces. In the foreground before the ruin e are masigd_some,nf. the allied. troops, among. whom- -

Australians are most 111'on1Inent.

HOISTING WOUNDED ABOARD

'
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Wounded soldier being hoisted
aboard a hospital ship in the Darda-
nelles. He is strapped to a Jacket
made of stretchers,

Anonymous.
They are telling in Paris a story

illustrative of thc modesty of Anatole
France. It seems the eminent author
recently yielded to editorial persua-

sion and wrote a patriotic article for

a Parisian daily paper. The publisher

called in person to offer his thanks

and to inquire what remuneration
would be accepted. Anatole France

flew into something very nearly resem-

bling a rage at the mere mention of

money. He did not wish, he said, to

be. paid for doing honor with his pen

to the heroism of the French soldiers.

The publisher was urgent. The author
was resolute. Eventually, however,

the matter was compromised. The
newspaper was to send to the front

(it was still winter time) a carload of
coal to warm the flghtino

men there between tours of duty.
"Nature y," said the publisher, "we

will mar it 'Sent by M. Anatole

France 74'
"Yoh will do nothing of the sort,"

retorted the author—and on this point
he was adamant. The °tug Ism seat

anonymously. -

PROTECTED AGAINST ENEMY'S BOMBS
"

,1;• ,sde,is..,
ve•

"°**
-04)C.0... •'

.4 4Utit
. . • '. e . e .• e. +-S....,'Ve.-12'-':•. 0 ' ''''-',....-.:-..e-s.----ais...„
',,,...4,4,,I,dfa.lij.a.v.,16,,,,,.‘„ .. . si.,.., Ns"-, '— - - • —"WU ''' ' '' s ,• .is,

....• ...44,-.',.....,. ...

'
tgre

tritgoo, :oroaf..

Scene in French tiench showing the wire netting set up to proteetthe
soldiers' from bombs dropped by the enemy it"viators.
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RELIEF FOR GALICIAN PEASANTS
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One of the many stations erected in Galicia for the distribution of bread...

and salt to the peasantry during the campaign.

Best of References.
Mrs. Hiram Daly—Can you get

reference from your last employer/
Applicant—Shure I can. I've been

workin' for meself for the last six
months, an' I can recommend meself
to yea very highly'.—Boston Evening
Transcrip*


