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Le Comte de Sabron, captain of Fren
ch

Cavalry, -takes to his quarters to 
raise by

hand a motherless Irish terrie
r pup, and

Dames It Pitchoune. He dines 
with. the

Marquise d'Esclignac and meets M
iss Ju-

lie Redmond, American heiress. H
e Is or-

dered to Algiers but Is not allowed to

take servants or dogs. Miss Redmond

takes care of Pitchoune, who, 
longing for

his master, runs away from her. The

marquise plans to marry Julia to the D
ue

de Tremont. Pitchoune follows Sa
bron to

Algiers, dog and master meet. and Sab
ron

gets permission to keep his dog wi
th him.

The Due de Tremont finds the Am
erican

heiress capricious. Sabron. wounded in

an engagement, falls into the dry bed of
• river and is watcheikover by Pitcho

une.

After a horrible night and day Pitchoune

loaves him. Tremont takes Julia and the
marquise to Algiers in his yacht but has

doubts about Julia's Red Cross miss
ion.

After long search Julia gets trace of 
Sa-

lmon's whereabouts. Julia for the mo-

ment turns matchmaker in behalf of Tre-

mont.

. CHAPTER XX—Continued.

After a moment, In which the Mar-

quise d'Esclignac gazed at the bougain

Tillea and wondered how anyone could

admire its crude and vulgar color, Miss

Redmond asked:

"Did you ever think that the Due de

Tremont was in love?"

Turning shortly about to her niece,

her aunt stared at her.

"In love, my dear!"

"With Madame de la Maine."

The arrival of Macame de la Maine

had been a bitter blow to the Mar-

quise d'Esclignac. The young woman

was, however, much loved in Paris and

quite in the eye of the world. There

was no possible reason why the Mar-

quise d'Esclignac should avoid her.

"You have been hearing gossip,

Julia."

"I have been watching a lovely

woman," said the girl simply, "and a

man. That's all. You wouldn't want

me to marry a man who loves another

woman, ma tante, when the woman

WALTERS

out to find Monsieur de Sabron at

once?"
"It would cost a great deal, Excel-

lency."
"You shall have all the money you

need. Do you think you WaTilliralre-

to find your way"
"Yea, Excellency."

The Duc de Tremont watched the

American girl. She was bartering

with an Arabian for the salvation of

a poor officer. What an enthusiast!

He had no idea she had ever seen

Sabron more than once or twice in

her life. He came forward.

"Let me talk to this man," he said

with authority, and Julia Redmond

did not dispute him.

In a tone different from the light

and mocking one that he had hitherto

used to the-Xliai, Tremont began to

ask a dozen questions severely, and

in his answers to the young French-

man,  Hammet Abou began to make a

favorable impression on every one

save the Marquise d'Esclignac, who

did not understand him. There was

a huge bamboo chair on a dais un-

der a Chinese pagoda, and the Mar-

quise d'Esclignac took the chair and

sat upright as on a throne. Mimi, who

had just been fed, came in tinkling

her little bells and fawned at the

sandals on Hammet Abou's bare feet.

After talking with the native. Tre-

mont said to his friends:

"This man says that if he joins a

Jewish caravan, which leaves here to-

morrow at sundown, he will be taken

with these men and leave the city

without suspicion, but he must share

the expenses of the whole caravan.

The, expedition will not be without

danger; it must be entered into with

great subtlety. He is either," said

Tremont, "an impostor or a remark-

able man."

"He is an impostor, of course,"

loves him and when I love another murmured the Marquise d'Esclignac.

man?"

Sh4,1aughed and kissed her aunt's

cheek. 

"Let us think of the soldier," she

murmured, "let us think just of him,

ma tante, will you not?"

The Marquise dlicsclignac struck

hex colors.

In the hallway of the villa, in a

enowmagibbeh  (sad his I an-washeth

alMearsEnce was much in his favor),

Hammet Abou waited to talk with the

"grandmother"-and the excellency.

He pressed both his hands to his

forehead and his breast as the ladies

entered the vestibule. There was a

stagnant odor of myrrh and sandal-

wood in the sir The marble vesti-

bule as cool and dark, the walls

hung kith high-colored stuffs, the

winFitiws drawn to keep out the heat.

The Due de Tremont and Madame
de la Maine came out of the salon

together. Tremont nodded to the

Arab.
"I hope you ere a little less.—" and

he touched his forehead smiling, "to-

day', my friend."
"I am as God made me, Monsieur."

"What have you got today?" asked

inlia Redmond anxiously, fixing her

eager eyes upon Hammel

It seemed terrible to her that this

man should stand there with a vital

secret and that they should not all be

at his feet. He glanced boldly around

at them.
"There are no soldiers here"

"No, no, you may speak freely."

The man went forward to Tremont

sad put a paper In his hands, unfold.

tag it like a chart.

• "This is what monsieur asked me

for—a plan of the battlefield. This is

the battlefield, and this is the

desert."
Tremont took the chart. OU the

page was simply a round circle, drawn

in red ink, with a few Arabian charac-

ters and nothing else. Hammet Abou

traced the circle with his fingers

tipped with henna.

"That was the battle, Monsieur."

"But this is no chart, Hammet

Abou."
The other continued, unmoved:

"And all the rest is a desert, like

this."
Tremont, over the man's snowy

turban, glanced at the others and

shrugged. Every one but Julia Red-

mond thought be was insane. She

came up to him where he stood close

to Tremont. She said very slowly in

French, compelling the man's dark

eyes to meet hers:

"You don't wish to tell us, Hammet

Abou, anything more. Am I not

right? You don't wish us to know the

truth."
Now it was the American pitted

against the Oriental. The Arab, with

deference, touched his forehead be-

fore her.
"If I made a true plan," he said

coolly, "your excellency could give it

tomorrow to the government"

"Just what should be done, Julia,"

d'Esclignac.,

nab.▪ "This man should be arrested

at once."
"Ma tante," pleaded Julia Redmond.

She felt as though a slender thread

was between her fingers, a thread

which led her to the door of a Isby-.

lentil and which a rude touch might

oause her to lose forever.

"If von had money would you start

"Come here, Mimi."

Tremont went on:

"Further he will not disclose to us.

He has evidently some carefully laid

plan for rescuing Sabron."

There was a pause. Hammet Abou,

his hands folded peacefully across his

breast, waited. Julia Redmond wait-

ed. The Comtesse de la Maine, in

her pretrrvalce, asked quickly:

ut, mes amis. there Is a man's

life at stake! Why do we stand here

talking in the antechamber? Evident-

trig, wittal serious beyond his usual

habit. His eyes wandered over to the

corner where the two women stood to-

gether. e
"I intend to go with you, Hammet

Abou," said he slowly, "If it can be

arranged. Otherwise this expedition

does not interest me."

Two women said:

"Oh, heavens!" at once.

"Robert de Tremont heard the note

of anxiety in the younger voice alone.

He glanced at the Eomtesse de la

Maine.
"You are quite right, Madame." he

said, "a man's life is at stake and we

stand chaffing here. I know some-

thing of what the desert is and what

the natives are. Sabren would be the

first to go if It were a question of a

brother officer."
The Marquise d'Eselignac got down

—hem her throne, trembling. Her eyes

were fl.ited,,,wpon her niece.

"Julie," he began. and stopped.

Madame de la Maine said nothing.

"Robert. you are my godson, and I

forbid it. Your mother—"

"—is one of the bravest women I

ever knew," said her godson. "My

father was a soldier."

Julia withdrew her arm from the

Comtesse de la Maine as though to

leave her free.
"Then you two girls," said the Mar-

quise d'Esclignac, thoroughly Ameri-

can for a moment, "must, forbid him

to go." She fixed her ekes sternly
upon her niece, with a glance of en-

treaty and reproach. Miss Redmond

said in a firm voice:

 "In Monsieur de. Tremont's case I

should do exactly what he proposes."

"But he is risking his life," said the

Marquise d'Esclignac. "He is not even

an intimate friend of Monsieur de Sa-

bron!"
Tremont said, smiling:

"You tell us that he has no broth-

er. tnarraine. Eh bien, I will pass as

his brother."
A thrill touched Julie Redmond's

heart. She almost loved him. If, as

her aunt had said. Sabron had been

out of the question . . .

"Madame de la Maine" said the

Marquise d'Esclignac. her hands shak-

ing, "I appeal to you to divert this

headstrong young man from his pus'-

pose.'
The Comtesse tie la Maine was the

palest of the three women. She had

been quietly looking at Tremont and

now a smile crossed her lips that had

tears back of it—one of those beau-

tiful smiles that mean so much on

a woman's face. She was the only

one of the three who had not yet

spoken. Tremont was waiting for her.

Hammet Abou, with whom he had

been in earnest conversation, was an-

swering his further questions. The

Marquise d'Esclignac shrugged, threw

up her hands as though she gave up

all questions of romance, rescue and

disappoin,ted love and foolish girls,

and walked out thoroughly wretched,

tinkling arlfer-WeStir. Tire coat-
teese de la Maine said to Julia:

"Ma there, what were the words of

the English song you sang last night

—the song you told me was a sort of

prayer. Tell me the words slowly,

will you?"
They walked out of the vestibule

together. leaving Ilarnmet Abou and

Tremont alone.

Tremont 'Regan to Ask a Dozen Ques-

tions.

ly the war office has dope all it can

for the Capitaine de Sabron. But they

have not found him. Whether this

fellow is crazy or not, he has a won-

derful hypothesis."

A brilliant look of gratitude crossed

Julia Redmond's face. She glanced

at the Comtesse de la Maine.

"Alt, she's got the heart!" she said

to herself. "I knew it." She crossed

the hall to the Comtesse de Is Maine

and slipped her arm in hers.

"Has Monsieur de Sabron no near

family?"
"No," said the Marquise d'Esclig-

nac from her throne. "He is one of

those unfamilied beings who, when

they are once taken into other hearts

are all the dearer because of their

orphaned state."
Her tone was not unkind. It was

affectionate.
"Now, my good man," she said to

Hammet Abou, in a language totally

Incomprehensible to him, "money is

no object fit this question, but what

will you do wish Monsieur de Sabron

If you find him? He may be an in-

valid, and the ransom will be tabu-

leue."
The Comteese de la Maine felt the

girl's arm in hers tremble. Hammet

Abou answered none of these ques-

tions, for he did not understand them.

He said quietly to Tremont:

"The .caravan starts tomorrow at

Sundown 'and there Is much to do."

Tremont stood . pulling hi. mns-

.tache; He looked boyish and charm-

CHAPTER XXI.

Master and Friend.

Pitchoune, who might have been

considered as one of the infinitesimal

atom* in the economy of the universe,

tan over the sands away from his

master. He was an infinitesimal dot

on the desert's face. He was only a

small Irish terrier in the heart of the

Sahara. His little wiry body and his

color seemed to blend with the dust.

His eyes were dimmed by hunger and

thirst and exhaustion, but there was

the blood of a fighter in him and he

was a thoroughbred. Nevertheless,
he was running away. It looked very

much like it. There as no one to

comment on his treachery; had there

been, Pitchoune would not have run

far.
It was not an ordinary sight to see

on the Sahara—a small Irish terrier

going as fist as he cpuld.
(TO BE CONTINUED.)

' Reme's Colossal Fish Pend.

The‘duke of Sermonita who is acting
as president of the committee formed
in Rothe to promote the independence

of Poland, ranks among the' greatest

landowners in Italy, Fogliano, his es-

tate near the Pontine marshes, extend-
ing to 80.000 acres, mainly under

grass, for the duke owns vast herds of
cattle. The most productive portion

of the estate, however, is a lake sev-

eral miles long and about a mile in

breadth, which, from the time of the

Roman empire downward, has sup-

plied fish for the market in Rome.
Whenever there is a flood by rain on

the hills the lake overflows through
a narrow channel into the sea. The

sea fish find their way through into
the lake, and remain to fatten in the
fresh water, and then are captured on
their return by an Ingenious labyrinth

constructed of reeds into which they.

swim. They are of the best kind—

chiefly gray mullet.

And That Spoiled It.

Douglas Fairbanks went to a social
affair the other night and an admir-

ing woman eornered him.

"Oh, Mr. Fairbanks," she said, "your
acting is wonderful."

newt you,' no replied.
"It's marvelous how you bring oat

the different emotions."

"I'm glad you appreciate my work."

"Yes, indeed, you are a great actor."

"You are indeed complimentary."

"And do you knoe," the woman rat-

tled on, "I have a little five-year-old

son at home who acts egactly like yoa

d0."

BUT ONE WAY TO BEAT TIME

Hold Fast to the Peelings and the

Spirit of Youth and Beware of
Irritability,
—•

The writer once saw an amusing

picture in a maintains.  It represented

a woman, standing before a mirror,

rouge brush in hand, adding roses to

her cheeks, and it was entitled "Beat-

ing Time." That le the great trouble

with most Men and women who have

passed the halfway house in the jour-

ney of life. They try to retain youth

by painting tip the outside, putting re-

pairs where the casual eye beholds

rather than reconstructing the bodily

Interior and bracing mental founda-

tions. They borrow color from the

rouge brush, exhilaration from the

stimulants and vivacity from the tan-

go, perhaps, while the stalking ghost

of lost youth that gives them dead

away is their irritability.

Young people, genuinely young peo-

ple, possess a sunniness of spirit that

endows them with exceedingly lovable

qualities, of which patience is one

most to be desired. Youth may have

occasional brainstorms of wrath or

hysterics, but, on the whole, the young

are sweetly equable, entrancingly

hopeful and wonderfully patient They

have a delightful way of refusing to

take things tragically. The young are

generally imposed upon, frequently de-.

calved, seldom praised in proportion to

their efforts (and occasionally their

deserts), but the Angel of Patience

stands ever at their right hand and

they di:. ntit make themselves nor oth-

ers miserable by irritable tempers.

A Biblical proverb tells us: "He

that is slow to anger is better than

the mighty, and he that ruleth his

spirit than he that taketh a city,"

both sit:nines indicating that control

of temper is indicative of increasing

rather than decreasing strength.

The "irritability of old age," what is

that but panic disclosing weakness?

Old people feel unequal to things.

Youth feels so strong, so capable, so

glad and assured, that it will tackle

the seemingly impossible—and find it

possible. Youth is the fool that rush-

es in, and wins, where angels (and the

aged) fear to tread.

Hence the only successful way to

beat time is by holding fast to the al-

truistic outlook and the pleasant qual-

ities of youth. Build up the health,

compose the nerves, clasp hands with

Patience, revive faith in men and an-

gels and look upon life with eyes of

hope and love.—Baltimore Sun.

  Psychology of

There are many sins of civilization.

but speed is one of them and the

latest born, laments the Ohio State

Journal. Except in a courtroom,

speed is an obstacle. It is in the way

of true success, for it is Indifferent to

all the laws of life. A man who goes

 err fast that he falls "BY see the quiet

and beautiful things along the way is

injuring his mind and breaking up

his nerves. If we had a family of sev-

eral children and put them in an

automobile and raced them off at

20 miles an hour, we would regard

ourselves their mortal enemy, for they

will never grow up with their nerves

steady or their intellects lively.

.The alienist, say that in 200 ye

the human family will all be lunatics.

It won't be that long, if the speed of

autos is kept up to over twenty miles

an hour. Indeed, many of these wild

and reckless drivers are getting that

way now, and they are pulling every-

body down with them. But save the

children, and if the old lunatics must

have their way, take the children out

and keep them at home.

Hidden Virtues.

Apropos of the discussion on

George W. Perkins and the Harvester

trust, Representative Quinn said:

"If George W. is to be believed, his

trust is of a goodness such as is

scarcely seen on this poor earth of

ours. The trust, like old Wash white,
undoubtedly has hidden virtues.

"Old Washington White and young

Calhoun Clay entered, you know, a

dancing competition. But age was

against Wash, and his boots, a pair

of cowhides six or seven sizes too

large, were against him, too. Tim

prize was awarded to the younger

man.
"'Look-a-yore, Misto Empire,' Uncle

Wash growled, 'whaffor yo' give de

prize toe him?'

"'Ease he done too' beats 'n yo'

done.'
"'Go Ion, man,' said Uncle Wash.

'I done a lot o' steps in dese yore big

boots what yo' never see.'"

Criticism of a Weekly.

The late Jacob A. Riis, the eminent

sociologist and author, was an ardent

supporter of Cokmel Roosevelt, and it

was in this connecticn that he once

uttered a very cruel‘bon mot.

On Colonel Roosevelt's last visit to

London it was rumored in American

literary circles that he warn to be hon-

ored with an invitation to one of

Punch's famous weekly dinnere—thoee

dinners at which Thackeray and Du

Mann or and Burnand and other

notables sat down.

But Mr. Rlis contradicted this ru-

mor at a dinner in New York,

"It is not true," he said, "that Mr.

Punch is to entertain Colonel Roose-

velt Mr, Punch never entertains any-

body."

Little Gold Found In Arkansas.

Arkansas' gold boom is fast sub-

siding. Prospecting was most active

In the district south of Bluffton and

Gravelly, two small towns on Fourche

river. Several hundred claims have

been staked in this distriot, although

on only about a dozen has any devei-

opmeot work been ..tferneted.

Distinctive Styles in Topcoats

What with topcoats variously named

and classified with sports coats, motor

coats, tourist coats, and simply overall

coats, it takes a fine discrimination to

pick out just the coat best suited to

one's style and needs.

Sports and motor coats may be con-

sidered as one and the same thing.

Those chosen for motor wear are like-

ly to be a bit less vivid in color than

the sports coats. Tan or blue or green

are liked for them, while rose, canary,

mustard color, hunter's green, French

blue, beige and combinations includ-

ing strong color contrasts mark the

-111aPPY style of coats for other sports
.

As to the lines of the newest models,

they are flaring, with narrow shoul-

ders and high convertible collars. For

motoring and sports pockets are ample

and much in evidence, belts conspicu-

ous by their absence.

Of coats for the tourist there is a

Wide Valletarlti sfyies, anted- o
cut along the same general lines as

those just described, but often pocket'

less. Others bear no resemblance to

sports coats. Many of these topcoats

are made of covert cloth, and very

smart models are shown in tussor silk,

prettily lined with flowered silk. They

shed dust and are as practical as they

are attractive.

A conservative and smart-looking

coat of covert cloth is shown in the

Illustration. It is waterproof and in a

greenish tan color. The collar and

cuffs are inlaid with checkerboard silk

in black and white. If one is looking

for a coat to be called upon for much

service and to fit all the occasions

likely to come up in the course of a

journey this is a model worth consid-

ering. _

JULIA BOTTOMLEY,

Half Boots.

The queerest looking pair of boots

seen in a long time are those which

look exactly as if someone had taken

a Oak of scissors and cut away the

uppers just a' little above the ankle

line. The half boots have a seam up

the front and are laced at the side,

eyelets being sufficient for the

height of the shoe. Black and leis-

171 are most prominent

on that score.

Organdie Bodice.

Taffeta will .be worn even by those

who are adopting the newest fashions,

and over them an organdie Moyen age

bodice ending above the knee, or rath-

er between the normal waist line and

knee.

 weasetemer 

To Lend Beauty to Summer Fetes

Hats that are frivolous, along with

hats that are dignified and pictur-

oseue, make place for themselves

among hats that are merely sensible,

for wear on the rounds of midsummer

days and nights. But all must be chic

and bespeak the part they are to play,

leaving no room in the mind for doubt

on that score.

Here are two that belong to the dig-

nified and picturesque coterie, shown

with examples of flowers that are

liked on millinery of this kind. They

bring to mind weddings and garden

fetes and all sorts of charming, gay

occasions to which they will lend their

own beauty. Millinery holds the cen-

ter of the stage where those who

aspire to elegance in dress assemble

and make a part of the occasion.

The wearer of either of these hats

will be entitled to feel complacent as

to her headwear no matter how much

elegance may vie with her own. Hon-

ors may be divided, but she will not

be outshone. The large light hat is

of flesh-pink georgette crepe and

malines with daisies and wheat in a

wreath about the crown. The wheat

Is of white chiffon and silk fibers, and

the daisies have petals of satin in

white and in light blue and pink.

This hat has a double brim, the

wider, lower brim of malines bound

with crepe, and the overbrim of crepe.

A narrow black velvet ribbon encir-.

cles the crown and Is tied in a little

Ti

bow at the back. The ends are brought

over the brim and fastened on the

under brim, hanging from there in long

ties th1t are never tied.

The lovely black hat of malines and

lace braid is made on similar lines

except that its brim is curving. The

lace br-id over-lay on the malines

brim has the effect of a double brim.

Thi wreath of white satin oats is

brightened by a single rose that deep-

ens to pink at its center and is

mounted on the crown at the left side.

Narrow black ribbon finishes a

bandeau at the left and falls in long

ends at the back.
JULIA BOTTOMLEY.

Scenting Linen.
A formula for a scent to place

among her bed linen is usually liked

by the dainty woman, and here is a

most excellent one: One ounce pow-

dered gum benzoin, one of powdered

cloves and two of powdered clime

men; add to these seven ounces pow-

dered cedar wood and the same es

dried lavender flowers; mix, sift and

put into flat bags to lay between

sheets and smaller ones for the slim;

or, if pads are made to !it the shelves

it will answer as well. Balsam, the

hr tree balsam, gives of Its own

fragrance from pads made and filled

with it anti these, with the old-fash-

ioned lavender, can never be improved

sob for perfuming bed linen.

. • . •


